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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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RECENT RELEASES
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CULT OF LUST – HOT For Teacher

Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...
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BIMBO DREAMS

This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!
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VIRTUAL MEETING – OWNING His Hot Date

A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet. 
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DEMON’S OFFER – THE Bundle

Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around. 
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TABOO DREAMS

TWENTY tales of erotic, pseudo-incestual delights between hot and bothered babes and the men they’ve known their whole lives!
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GANG DREAMS

Fulfill all of your naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!
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FORBIDDEN DREAMS

Not sure where to start with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!
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OVERFLOWING DREAMS

TWENTY stories of lactation and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

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

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

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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HAPPILY SLURPING MILES’S Cock behind the desk of his office, Delilah conveniently realized a Perfect Truth.

Her big, perfect young 36D tits spilled out of her blouse, leaking urgent hot milk all over her Master’s lap, so that she was constantly coating his manly length with her saliva, her milk, and licking up his precum and endless stream of cum. His Cock had no refractory period, no need for rest. Her body was tight, gorgeous, and completely owned by Him. She dressed for Him; strutted for Him; sucked for Him and Him alone.

Miles had The Cock, and the The Cock was all that mattered to her.

These Perfect Truths revealed themselves to her fairly often when she sucked Miles off. This only made sense to her; he was her God, after all, and Gods were full of Truths.

And Cum. Her God filled her with Truth and especially cum all the time. Glorious, sticky, warm, yummy cum that made her cum and drilled all her spare braincells to bits until she was a brainless babbling bimbo babe who wasn’t good for anything but fucking, sucking, and serving. 

Just like she liked it. 

The Perfect Truth she realized then, on her knees in her Master’s office, was this:

There’s dick, which was kind of lame, and then there’s Cock—which is mindblowing, important, and necessary for happiness.

Only her boss Miles had Cock. 

And Delilah didn’t a fuck about dick her whole life; she hadn’t even hardly had a boyfriend. 

But now? Now, she Lived for Cock...and that meant she lived for her Master. 

She happily sucked up and then back down, moaning and urging her leaking tits all over his thighs, realizing that this was her salary now. That cumshots down her throat were bonuses. That her wages were basically just pretty clothes and jewelry to wear so she would be fucked more. 

Her tight young body urged against his knees, heavy tits sliding into muscular man thighs, as she willingly choked herself harder on his Cock. She needed him to understand just how badly she needed him, needed the Cock—how badly she needed to serve.

It hadn’t always been this way. In fact, just a week ago, her life had been much different...but Delilah was delighted that it had come to this. 

* * * * *
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DELILAH WASN’T SURE how it had come to this but she was mad as hell about it. Not for the first time, she stood dumbstruck in a pair of tall heels that she was barely comfortable in, making copies. 

Ivy League educated. Interned for years. Expert in web campaigning. Reads a new political strategy book every week. Somehow—here. Making copies for pretty much her worst enemy.

Somehow, despite all her terribly hard work for nearly a year of her life, she had been somehow positioned as the “office manager”—a role which meant in this particularly small office she was a glorified secretary—for a man she absolutely loathed. 

And by “loathed” she meant all kinds of things—hated, despised, held in complete contempt, would prefer to murder, and so on. She held regular fantasies about his death. Most of them involved stampedes by various zoo animals. 

In fact, Miles Abram was pretty much the definition of a man she hated. A chauvinist bully who treated other people in his life like disposable objects and somehow got away with it all because he was just...somehow...lucky! It drove her insane. 

To top it all off—he had her job somehow. After a virulent campaign fraught with drama, he was the councilman for St. Gilbert’s 3rd District. 

That job by all rights was supposed to be hers. And somehow, here she was, in front of the copying machine and making fliers for some town meeting that he wouldn't even bothering showing up for. 

That Delilah should have his job was no idle exaggeration. Being the campaign manager for Barbara Clayton—a progressive female candidate who had won the nomination, who had all but won the office—Delilah had worked her tail off for a year. She canvassed, she made phonecalls, she organized polls and managed interns and arranged interviews. She had done everything. 

When Barbara dropped out suddenly a mere three weeks before the date of the vote, citing a sudden illness, she should have by all rights thrown all her support Delilah’s way. 

And Delilah was a shoo-in as a candidate as well. She was educated, with a graduate’s degree in Political Science from Berkeley. She was friendly, with a famously good rapport with the press and local communities. And she was good-looking to boot, with the kind of body that showed she tried and the kind of face that was pretty but didn’t put people off from being too severe or that implied that she was an airhead. 

Sophisticated, smart, and looking both; she would have been a home run.

Instead—instead!—Miles Abram came back from some weird vacation in South America after missing more than half the campaign and insisted to Barbara that he’s the man for the job. 

And even worse, Barbara listened! She loved the idea! She seemed to love Miles, actually—like, in an intimate fashion. Those long soulful looks. The way she giggled and played with her hair. The strange moaning sounds that Delilah had heard when Barbara visited Miles’s office (which used to be Barbara’s office). 

The only reason Delilah adamantly refused to believe Barbara was romantically involved with him was that she knew to a certainty Barbara played solely for the other team—meaning she had seen Barbara hit on girls at bars when they had gone out with each other after long days of campaigning.

Now Delilah stood, dressed smartly in her last-day-of-work outfit, a modest and respectable brown skirted suit with a brief jacket and cream-colored button-up blouse, taking a breath at the copy machine and mentally preparing to enter Miles’s office.

“You going to do it or what?” Mona chided her. 

Mona was their intern. The real secretary of the office, who barely even needed to have a job since Delilah and the industrious Bonnie—in the middle of rearranging their entire list of donors by gender, height, and weight for some weird Miles-related reason—were more than capable of handling every last part of the work the district needed. 

Which was lucky, because it didn’t seem like Miles himself did any work outside of long cigar-smoking sessions with the other councilmen. 

“Of course I am,” said Delilah. “I’m just preparing. It’s important to be prepared. To know arguments and—”

“Counter-arguments, yes. You said.” 

Mona’s brief foray into interests of life outside of her phone receded and her attention snapped back, fingers shimmying along her screen. She played some game where you built a castle and a town and defended it from multi-colored walking rocks.

The only reason Mona had this job at all was because she planned to return to college come January when the semester rolled around again, and she wanted the PoliSci credit and the blip of political service on her CV. She didn’t care about St. Gilbert, or Miles, or Delilah, or anything really outside of mindlessly scrolling on her phone every day. She was young and blonde and very pretty and every day she put up with more and more from advances from Miles and his Overwhelming Cock.

Delilah paused. Hand on the knob. Her fingers slowly but urgently tugged at the hard roundness. A soft moan escape her plush lips.

That was funny. 

Overwhelming...Cock?

Why had she...thought that? Why were her cheeks flushed all of a sudden?

Delilah pushed the thought aside—you know, like taking that Cock and just adjusting it to one side so You can moan His name like He likes—and opened the door, feeling suddenly weak.

This happened every time she stepped into the office. The sudden heat of her cheeks. The confusion. The heat between her legs—urgent, needy, empty heat, the kind of sopping wet heat that needed something hard and strong and thick to fill her up right away. 

Animal heat. 

Moaning heat.

Mindless, empty, bimbo-headed heat. 

This wasn’t her first attempt at quitting. 

The first was right after the inauguration—the same night, in fact. But she hadn’t been strong enough; her meek knocks at the door hadn’t been loud enough to break Miles from his revelry, and when she peeked inside she saw him clearly receiving a blowjob from some beautiful blonde.

The sounds stuck with her. The moans. She was getting off from sucking him. The way she practically whinnied, like a pleased horse gallivanting in the country.  

By the strangest coincidence, the blonde wore the same exact dark blue skirt and blood-red heels that Barbara had been wearing. Delilah wanted to tell her about the amazing coincidence, but hadn’t been able to find her anywhere at the party. 

The blowjob incident only solidified in Delilah’s mind that Miles wasn’t worth working for. All that labor for some pig who would receive oral sex where he worked? That’s not what Delilah went to six years of schooling for.

But as much as she hated to admit it, the incident stuck with her in all the wrong ways. A stronger woman might have stormed in, blown apart the entire “celebration,” demanded something—justice, a payoff to keep quiet, a transfer to a different posting, something! Instead, Delilah felt awash with the naked wet heat of the moment, even a bit, well...understanding. 

Miles had accomplished something really hard; he had been elected! He was important now. Even if he didn’t deserve it...he had done it. Didn’t that deserve her respect? Shouldn’t she let this sleeping dog lie? 

Going after him might hurt her career, after all. Nothing mattered to Delilah more than her career.

Of course, none of that explained the hot, vibrantly orgasmic dreams she had that night, dreaming of cheering on the girl sucking him off. 

Or being the girl sucking him off. 

Or begging to be the girl or even one of many girls sucking him off.

Before Miles had returned from his trip to South America, Delilah wouldn’t have considered herself a very sexual being. She had her self-imposed mandatory orgasm about once a month just to keep all the engines running how they should so that in case she met a man she liked, she wouldn’t be some frigid sex-abhorring bitch. She had to think of the future, after all.

But ever since seeing/hearing/smelling that fantastically long painfully urgent sexy-as-fuck blowjob from the suspiciously Barbara-like blonde, Delilah’s sex drive had become a sex overdrive. 

First, by herself in her bed, fingers moving tentatively and purely as an exploration experiment, she just came to thinking of a handsome man receiving a blowjob in an office.

That was really nice. It was innocent. The handsome man could have been anyone. The blowjob could have come from anyone. It didn't have to be Miles. It didn't have to be her.

Then, glistening, moaning, heated, wet, she came thinking of her giving a blowjob in an office. She imagined a dark billionaire with hidden passions that only she could unlock. That got her going really well.

But then, sweating, tossing, turning, she came thinking of sucking off Miles in the office. It hadn’t started that way, this fantasy—it had been the billionaire. But then she imagined Miles’s handsome face just for a second, and her pleasure intensified a hundredfold, her fingers sinking so fucking deep into her needy cunt and her clit feeling like it had caught fire...

Then, barely able to form words, she imagined asking to suck him off. In the middle of an office day—just sliding into his office wearing nothing but a smile and a pair of sexy fuck-me heels and asking pretty please, sir, can I suck your cock just how you like?

And then after that, asking to cum again. Asking to please slide her hot, sexy, high-educated lips around the slick hard knob of his sensational cock until her brain was so thoroughly fucked that she could barely walk, until every first and last thought on her gorgeous manager-turned-secretary mind was please, Daddy, let me suck it more?

And all of that was just the night after the inauguration. Last Tuesday. 

She took the day off to think. Determined to set her brain right. Instead with all the free time she came three times as much as she had the night before, barely taking ten steps from her bed—seemingly satiated entirely by orgasms—and regularly had to clench a pillow between her teeth to keep from moaning Miles’s perfect name too many times. 

The next day, Thursday, she dedicated herself to the cause. She got her mind right with a cold shower. She had a heavy dose of caffeine with a double espresso dumped into her usual coffee from the cafe down the street. Wearing her strictest, blackest outfit, she marched right into his office, fired up her finger to the air, gathered her breath—and then looked at his handsome face and completely melted and asked if he would like her to get him some coffee.

He would. And he told her that she looked rather smart in her outfit; that it really showed off her figure. 

The chauvinist pig. Like she cared about what he thought! 

And clearly he was being dishonest anyway; Delilah had worn a dozen other outfits that had shown off her figure better, and she spent the following Friday and Monday showing him just that. Monday night, cunt dripping as she casually picked out the next day’s outfit, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. 

Slightly hunched over in her underwear. Her svelte thighs slick from juices accumulated since her drive home where she went over and over again all the different ways Miles had spoken to her. His voice was so sexy. 

Everything about him was so. Sexy. Delilah didn’t understand it. Before his trip to the tombs in South America, he had been a decent enough fellow. Ignorable. Nobody she would have really bothered with. He had been beneath her in the office! A little older than her, but still not as educated, with only a Bachelor’s, and at some nowhere school she hadn’t even heard of. 

A forgettable sort with a forgettable face. 

When he came back, though, he had changed. Delilah wouldn’t have recognized him as Miles unless he had said it was him. His thin hair had filled out and was now a shining gold mass perfectly styled on top of his head. His jawline had broadened; his body had filled out so that every inch of him thrummed with high-intensity muscle; his blue eyes were brighter and almost hypnotic to look at. 

His voice stuck in her head; his smell fucked up her sense of direction and definitely her sense of right and wrong; and his Cock—which she had no prior information on—was nearly always visible in his tight form-fitting trousers as a massive never-soft bulge. 

Delilah’s mouth had become like some kind of reverse punchline to a joke. Mouth waters all you want, just add Thought of Cock. 

So—there. Seeing herself in the mirror. Fingers halfway into her cunt, seven different outfits on the bed as she tried to determine which would garner her the most compliments from Miles, she had an epiphany: something was wrong.

He was wrong.

He had changed her. 

He had...had convinced her somehow. Changed her. Changed Barbara, even!

She had to get out of there. No two weeks notice; no need for a recommendation. Just in, out, goodbye. 

She would tell him in person, though. She owed him that much. 

Owing him turned her on; she had to cum about it. She slid her fingers up her red-hot pussy and moaned his perfect name and begged him to fuck her and begged him to fuck up her mind about leaving and begged him to make her suck his beautiful gorgeous massive Cock and thought about him starting a ledger of Blowjobs Owed—Times She Turned Him On in the red and Blowjobs in the black. 

After two hours of seven quick dreamy orgasms, her mind was made up—she had to leave. 

Today was Tuesday. One week—one week since Miles had been elected. One week since her life had become some kind of weird vociferous fuck-dream that began and ended and punctuated every day with high-pitched moans and loving orgasmic screams dedicated entirely to her new boss. 

But no longer! Not today! She was powered up like never before. 

Steeling herself, Delilah grabbed the knob—Knob—and walked in, trying to hold her breath. 

Inside, Miles sat behind his desk, feet up, relaxed. Like he was waiting for her to come in. 

Oh god, she thought suddenly—what if he was? What if this—her rejection of him—was all part of his plan? What if it was all a way to bring him pleasure, to see her squirm and have all these misgivings?

She powered through anyway, storming right up to his desk and politely sitting down. 

“Oh, hey babe,” he said. Casual. In control. “No coffee this morning?”

“No!” she nearly screamed. So much willpower expended all at once. “No, no coffee, not now, and not ever again!” 

To his credit, Miles looked a bit taken aback. He put up his hands in surrender. “Listen, Delilah...”

“I’m quitting,” she said. “As of...” 

Say right now. Say right now or you don’t mean it!

“As of right. Now.” She had to force the words out. “I’m done. Right after this conversation. I’m out of here and you’re not seeing me anymore.”

His feet came down entirely now. He leaned forward on his desk. It was a powerful pose; shoulder muscles popping, biceps swelling against his shirt. 

“This is disturbing news, Delilah.” He shook his head. “We really need you. The office won’t work without you here.”

Invisible tendrils tugged so hard at Delilah that she nearly fell to her knees. “Th-that’s...too bad.” 

He stared openly at the curve of her breasts. Mindlessly, her hand went to the blouse and unbuttoned the top two buttons. By the time she realized what she was doing, she would have felt foolish to undo it, calling even more attention to her tits if she buttoned it all up again. Well—she wouldn’t! He would get this tiny substantial peak of her glorious cleavage and that was all!

“It really is,” he agreed. “You’re spectacular. I know I joke with you some and boss you around, call you babe and stuff, but I really value you, Delilah. As a co-worker. We wouldn’t have won the campaign without you.”

“You’re damn right.”

“I know it.” He sighed. “I should have been more upfront with you about my plans. I’ve got so much to do, so much to say...so much we should accomplish. But you’re so intimidating...I didn’t know how to bring it up with you. I think I was afraid of being outclassed.”

She twirled her hair and counted it an astronomical success when she suppressed the giggle that came along with it; nothing could stop her smile, though. “Outclassed? By me?”

“Sure. I mean, I know you’re leaving at the end of the day and everything, but honestly, nobody at this office can do what you do. Especially not me. I mean, look. We’ve got Bonnie. She can run numbers all day, in her sleep practically, but she’s got no mind for strategy. And Mona is...well. She’s not really ever “here,” is she?”

Delilah, feeling the compliment in his words swell, felt her brain get strangely fuzzy. He said end of the day. But she had said right now. Hadn’t she?

Well, it would only be an extra few hours. And it would be awfully fair of her to deliver him some kind of strategy plan. And she was looking so fine in this outfit, and didn’t she want his eyes on her just a little more? And...and...

“Delilah?” Miles snapped his fingers. “Are you okay?”

Something had happened. Time had been lost. Her fingers were halfway buried into her snatch through the front of her skirt. Very quickly she checked—eyes darting everywhere—he hadn’t seen. Impossible for him to see unless he had been leaning all the way forward on his desk. He had a big desk just like big, powerful men deserved. 

And Miles was a big, powerful man who deserved everything he wanted. She moaned slightly, looking at the office clock.

Fifteen minutes had passed. 

What?

How?

She felt crazy. Then she thought about how clock sounded a lot like Cock and she giggled, sliding back, her fingers reaching again toward the insides of her hot thighs...

Miles snapped fingers. “Babe? You all right?”

She stood up shakily, not sure of what to think. 

“Y-yes,” she said. Her body felt she had cum at least once. Her brain felt like it was awash in that warm soggy post-orgasm glow, and her thighs felt slick; her pussy moist. Another button had come undone on her blouse. A little drool ran down her lips and chin to the top of her tits; shiny and sparkling. She left it there. It would call too much attention to wipe it away now.

“So. You’ll have that plan for me at the end of the day, right?”

“Yes, sir. Of course, boss.”

She began to walk out, barely cognizant of extra-sexualized sway she added to her hips. Just as she touched the knob, a thought occurred to her. 

Knob.

Like a Cock.

Like HIS Cock.

Touching His Knob.

Touching His Cock.

Cock. Cock. Cock. Oh fuck, I need Cock so fucking bad...

“Really,” she said, “i-if you want me to do a good job of it, I’ll need more than just today.”

Miles sounded chipper. “How long do you need?”

“Why don’t you just count this as my two weeks notice? That way...”

I have plenty of time to still finangle my way into sucking Your Beautiful Big Fucking Cock.

“...that way I can do it right.”

“Sure. Two weeks sounds fair. Thanks, babe.”

Babe. 

She moaned. “Yes, Sir.”

She capitalized the S on purpose; knowing what it meant for her to do that. What she was doing to her own brain.

“And you’ll have that coffee in just a few, right?”

“Of course, Sir. Coming right up. I’m so sorry you’ve had to wait.”

Delilah walked out and saw Mona with an eyebrow raised. 

“So. Are you done?”

She could give an answer later. Delilah rushed to the bathroom, fingers already sliding down to her searing-hot cunt before she even locked herself into a stall.

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE LEVEL OF HIS CONTROL over her was mysterious and unquestionable. 

Towards the end of the day, after her seventh or eighth cum in the stall—counting was so hard when her braincells were popped every second by the puncturing thought of Cock—Delilah became convinced again that she would either have to leave the office to preserve her mind or she would become a sex-obsessed fuckdoll eager to deliver herself to Miles as a personalized office sexpet.

Before, she had only considered the first part of that equation—she had to leave.

But what if she stayed by choice? It would still be her choice, wouldn’t it? Why not make that choice while she still could?

What if she stopped giving a fuck that she cared so much about Cock? 

Didn’t it feel good to obsess about his Cock?

Wouldn’t it feel good in her mouth? In her cunt?

One incident drove this home for her in a way she would not have expected.

She was at her desk, fingers toying with an erect nipple through her largely unbuttoned blouse—she kept giggling, thinking of how it was “unbluttoned”—and imagining Miles’s Cock. 

She wasn’t getting any work done. Instead she was closing her eyes in her small cubicle, leaning forward into her fingers—which was fine, because she wasn’t fingering herself at her desk, she was just letting her hungry cunt and needy clit slide against her fingers—and imagining the shape of his Cock. 

The size of it. The taste of it. 

She knew the smell already—it filled her nostrils, filled every breath she took. His musk stuck to her clothes, followed her home, stalked her in the bedroom and shower no matter how much she bathed and fucked herself silly in the shower and moaned his name. 

She rather liked it; it was masculine and smoky, a bit like cedar and campfires, and it crowded her tongue and filled up the fast-emptying contents of her brain. 

People began to file into his office—several in one hour, as a matter of fact. Bonnie must have arranged them to come in while Delilah was on one of her frequent bathroom cum breaks. 

Bonnie, who Delilah actually had a silent understanding with now. Bonnie, the married older woman with the massive tits who had been coming into work clearly wearing corsets underneath her skimpy blouses for the last week. 

Bonnie, who had been there in the bathroom three times already when Delilah stepped out from a needy, moan-filled cum session, who winked at Delilah and nodded with understanding. 

Bonnie, who Delilah had seen googling “How to divorce your husband and leave him with nothing but the clothes on his back.” 

Bonnie had short auburn hair that grew by inches every day over the last week and, while over forty, seemed to be getting younger by the day. 

Not young enough.

The thought was strange but it was pressing—it found a hot spot in Delilah’s mind and rubbed there like her fingers on her slick button clit. 

Not young enough to be a good Sexcretary for Miles.

Ungh. 

All his servant girls ought to be pretty and young and already that way and tight tight tight their cunts need to be soooo tight and she's NOT good enough. 

“Ungh.”

Now Delilah was actually vocalizing her moans.

The first person to file into Miles’s office was actually his old girlfriend, Lily. She was a hard-nosed journalist with an emphasis on social justice in the workplace. 

Delilah admired her—and not just the gorgeous thrill of her devastating cheekbones or her lovely jet black hair or the way her blue eyes sparkled. Though of course Delilah did admire all that because lately all she saw when she saw women was their aesthetic qualities—how much they would or would not please Miles’s Cock. 

A lot of time was spent for Delilah hoping she pleased Miles’s Cock. Despite all her promises of quitting, she had several packages of expensive high-end clothing arriving at her house that afternoon, ordered in a cum-fueled haze over the weekend while she imagined herself dressing up and giving the Cock its own personal fashion show. 

Delilah admired Lily for her articulate arguments and the poignant, timely nature of her articles, which had first run in the St. Gilbert Gazette and then regularly found wider circulation in the larger, national papers. 

Lily had managed to bring down four different CEOs in the last year, all of whom now faced life-crippling charges of sexual harassment, blackmail, and embezzlement (as these women were often used by the CEOs to hide them immorally-gained funds). 

Lily went into Miles’s office clearly furious—a house of fire. Mona, who was supposed to be his gatekeeper, for god’s sake, didn’t even call Miles to let him know that she was coming in. 

Delilah would have to fix that; there was no use in being an office manager of an unmanaged office, by god, and even if she was only going to have this job for another two weeks, she wasn’t the kind of person who would just do a job poorly. 

No, no Sir. It was do a job right or not do it at all. 

Fifteen minutes later, Lily left the office with a kind of glassy look on her face. She had a tape recorder in one hand that she mumbled into incoherently. Her beautiful lips a bit slack. Thick hair disheveled and let loose out of her ponytail. Tugging and tearing at her stuffy sweater and loose blue jeans as if they were somehow unsatisfactory, unpleasant. 

Delilah logged this away, filing it delicately into a file marked “Miles's Cock Runs Women's Lives and Isn't That Hot?” 

It was clear that Lily had been affected by him the same way that Delilah had. Maybe even worse for Lily because she actually had seen his Cock before—and now it was more powerful than ever.

The next visit was from a pair of detectives. They had questions for Delilah. She was Near-Cum, a state that she had started to acquaint with more blissful than any other save for Cumming Itself. Edging had become something between a pastime and a hobby for Delilah in the past twenty-four hours and she found it difficult to believe she would ever want to do anything else ever again with her life. 

She was young and beautiful and sexy as hell; why not edge all the time, even at work? Why not do it when grumpy detectives wanted to ask you questions? 

She was not, needless to say, purely in her right mind. 

Both detectives were women. They stood uncomfortably at the front of Delilah's cubicle, clearly aware that Delilah touched herself. If her urgent crotch-thrusting motions weren't enough evidence, there was the trickle of sweat on her brow, her shuddering breath, the dilation of her eyes, the flush on her cheekbones...

Delilah had kind of lost her touch on subtle.

All Delilah could see was that one was clearly Worthy of the Cock and the other was Not. This was based on physical appearance only. She sized them up, rated them, and cataloged the information away for future use. 

“My name is Detective Grant,” said the first. She was blonde, with strong feminine features and bright blue eyes. “This is my partner, Detective Primm.”

Delilah only bothered to look at Grant. She was rather beautiful, in a severe way. Primm was beneath her notice entirely, and Delilah didn’t bother trying to hide it. Shows her for not being Worthy of the Cock. 

They asked her, while she barely hid her arousal thinking of the One Cock that had started to rule her entire life, about the death of some local millionaire who had apparently left all her inheritance to Miles.

“Her inheritance?” Delilah asked. “A lady millionaire?”

“An heiress herself,” said Primm. 

Still Delilah didn’t look her way. 

There were an awful lot of women, Delilah thought, circulating in Miles’s life. Like he had arranged it for himself. Like some kind of giant game to amuse himself. So...powerful. So strong. So much potential worship for His Cock. She moaned softly.

“Are you all right?” Grant asked her. 

“I...yes.” Delilah was sweating; her entire body flushed. The Near-Cum taking over. She kept licking her lips, thinking of them sliding over the Cock. “I...I’m not feeling entirely well. A fever. I probably shouldn’t have come—” CumCumCum “Ungh.” She gulped. “Arrived to work today.”

“I see,” said Grant. “He hasn’t been spending any money, lately?”

Delilah shook her head, barely cognizant of the rest of the questions. No, no displays of wealth. No flagrant spending or debts that he owed. She watched the two of them, disappointed and clearly creeped out by her stilted, moaning tones walk into his, His Office...and then, ten minutes later, walk out like Lily had. 

Glassy. 

Dazed.

Blank.

Especially the blonde. Especially Grant. The Worthy One. The uglier one looked out of it—Grant looked straight-up mindfucked.

That was hot. 

This was when Delilah's revelation came:

He had done that to her, too. 

He had mindfucked Delilah. 

For a week now at least, maybe longer. 

She thought of Mona, who seemed bored but otherwise unaffected. Dressing in smart, lovely outfits but nothing more scandalous than a normal teenager might wear to work—short skirts and tights, calf boots with a slight heel, tight sweaters on a thin frame. 

Nothing like Bonnie and her marvelously aggressive series of corsets, building an arsenal of ever-growing cleavage that seemed like it could contain the entire city of St. Gilbert. Nothing like the silk and leather and lace Delilah had arriving that afternoon. 

She thought, in her cubicle, looking at Mona from behind her own desk, of taking Mona into Miles’s office by the arms. Pushing her down onto her knees. Holding her down. Holding her down for Him. Making her look at His Cock. Making her watch as Miles did his thing—whatever he did to fuck up a girl's mind. Begging him to do it. 

Maybe Mona would struggle in her grip. Probably she would. Try to squirm away, threaten to call the police. But Delilah would hold her tight regardless—hold her while Miles took out his Perfect Cock. Delilah would hold her the whole time—hold her down and not let her go while Miles did whatever he wanted. While his stiff, erect, perfect Cock shoved against Mona’s unwilling, resisting f-f-face a-a-and—

“Holy Fuck,” Delilah moaned, opening her eyes, about to cum. “Holy Fuck, Miles...!” 

She moaned, bucking, legs thrashing, and barely contained a scream as an earth-shattering cum delivered itself. Like a lightning strike down her body, from her crown to her toes, electric current shattering every nerve and neuron. She whimpered, tearing up as she held in her exclamation, as pleasure annihilated the vestiges of her resistance to Cock.

Mona looked right at her from across the office, confusion and embarrassment in her eyes. And beyond, in the desk just behind her, Bonnie looked at her with understanding and gratitude, like—“oh shit, we can cum at our desks now?” 

Delilah staggered—still not having finished cumming, slick juices making her thighs hot—up to her feet. It had all become so perfectly clear in her head. Crystal. Like she was in a glass display case in a collection just for Him. 

Ungh.

At first she thought she was running to the bathroom once again. But, she took a hard right turn and steered directly out the door, back home.

* * * * * 
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“IT’S NOT LIKE YOU DON’T have a choice,” she said to her gorgeous, dolled-up reflection. “Because you really do. You can either serve his Majestic, Eternal, Perfect Cock, or you can be miserable for the rest of your life.”

She was alone at home in front of her mirror. She had dressed herself up for him—exclusively for him—entirely in new, way too expensive clothes. 

Her entire adult life, Delilah had saved money. She was a frugal spender, and even went so far as to curtail restaurants and groceries when doing so would have put her overbudget for her monthly gasoline bill. Being a public servant paid, but it didn’t pay well, and a career full of internships and a hell of a lot of student loan debt meant she had quite a while to go before she would be spending with any kind of comfort. 

So why—why why why why why—had she spent over three grand on pretty clothes to make Miles happy when she had all-but-decided to quit?

Was it because now, standing in front of the mirror wearing a Yves Saint Laurent silk blouse, Stella McCartney Blazer, and leather Balmain mini-skirt with hard rock silver buckles, she truly understood what it meant to be a Trophy?

Was it because with four-inch Casadei heels on her feet—the kind with those gnarly-hot silver metallic blade stilettos—she knew what power a man must feel to have someone who looked like her in an outfit like this utterly supplicating herself before him?

The silk blouse tugged at her tits, which felt like they had grown somehow in the last hour. Her hair, already long and dark chestnut and beautiful, looked shinier than ever. The tight pull of the skirt delivered an achingly gorgeous view of her thighs. 

“I'm so pretty,” she said to herself, kind of stunned.

As she watched her reflection, something sensational happened. She watched herself come alive. Strutting towards the surface of the mirror. Giggling and laughing at her. 

“You really are pretty,” her reflection said.

“I...I am?”

“That's why he wants you.”

She didn't stop to think that it was crazy in the deep cray-cray way to talk to herself like this. It made perfect sense—her mind was splitting apart, so why not have her actual appearance do it too?

“He wants me...”

She moaned. Thinking of him wanting her hadn't quite crossed her mind with all of her wanting him. But she really wanted him to want her. 

“You will be miserable without him, you know,” her reflection said. “Without Knowing.”

“Knowing what?”

Talking to her reflection would have seemed ludicrous a week ago. Doubly so if the reflection motherfucking talked back. Now it seemed perfectly normal in the orgasm-overloaded spaces of Delilah’s brain. Her thoughts flowed like slow, sweet syrup.

“Knowing his Cock. Knowing the Taste of it. The Feel of it in your pussy. You need it, don’t you, baby? You Need. That. Cock. It’s okay. It’s just us. Just me and...well, me. Say it. Say you Need That Cock.”

“I...” Delilah whimpered. She whispered, “I Need That Cock.”

“That’s right. You do. Didn’t that feel good?”

It so fucking did. Delilah nodded.

“Good girl. You’ve been looking at this all wrong, sweetheart. But I can help you.”

“You can?”

“That’s right. Just let me be in charge. He doesn’t want some serious-brained mindfucked sweetie who’s so stupid she can’t even tell that he’s brainwiped half this fucking city already into sucking his Cock whenever he wants, probably. He wants an accomplice.”

“Accomplice?”

“A partner in crime. A confidant. Someone to share with. Someone to fuck up girls with him. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

Delilah’s fingers were stuffed inside her pussy, thumb skillfully maneuvering around her clit. She had “forgotten” to put on the I.D. Sarrieri panties she bought. 

“Do you get it? We’re the fucking first victims of his, stupid. A Man like Him?” Mirror-Delilah bit her lower lip and moaned; she was fingering herself too. How odd... “Even if he doesn’t get away with it—and he probably will, did you see him fuck up those detectives?—he always, always gets his first victims! That's how these power games go on! That’s how these things work. If anyone's going to stop him, and like, I completely fucking doubt they will because he's super smart and a real fucking hunk, it's going to be someone waaaay down the line. So we’re fucked, my dear. Completely. Why not actually get fucked while we’re being fucked? Why not lean into this a little? Why not just...forget to mind?”

“Forget...”

“That’s it. Just don’t mind. Just be a bad. Fucking. Girl. For Daddy.”

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

“I know. I know, sweetie. Daddy left, didn’t he? He left because you weren’t bad enough and neither was Mommy. Daddy wanted to do whatever he wanted but Mommy wouldn't let him and it fucked. You. Up. But you can be bad now, can’t you? You can be bad for your new Daddy, can’t you?”

This was central for Delilah. This was a complete insurrection; all her values, all her fighting, all her efforts to prove what a self-sustaining woman she was centered around her need to never need Daddy again. 

But now she could have a Daddy.

Now Daddy would fuck her if she begged him nice enough...

“Oh fuck.” Delilah’s need to cum was tangible, like a third-party in the room with her and her. “Oh fuck, oh Daddy...”

“Give in. Say you don’t care. Say you want it. Tell me...” her reflection pushed against the glass. Her erect nipples sighing into themselves. Delilah’s breath fogged the mirror. “Tell me you want Daddy to fuck up everyone and everything he wants.”

Delilah did; everything changed.

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER SHE WAS back at work; it was after hours, but Miles’s light was on and she knew he was still there. 

She stopped in the bathroom on the way there, already a bit nostalgic for the cums she’d had earlier. But she knew, already, that all her cums would be office cums from now on. 

She hardly recognized herself in the bathroom mirror.

When the day began—when the madness of actually trying to quit this dream job where she could suckleslurpworship the Cock of the Man she Worshiped All. Day. Long had taken hold of her—Delilah had classified as “Truly Pretty.”

She was the kind of girl that men saw and dreamed about taking home to Mom. The kind of girl who, in jeans and a jersey, could melt a heart at a local sportsball game. The kind of girl that got hit on at bars if she wasn’t alone, who looked hot enough for men to want to see her naked but friendly enough to make them think they actually could get with her. 

Now, though?

Now, Delilah categorized only as “Spectacular.” “Surface of the Sun Hot.” “Mind-Meltingly Gorgeous.”

Delilah looked at her reflection and saw looking back at her a being who existed Purely to Make Cocks Painfully Hard and Loved everything about it. 

Miles’s Cock was magic and she was completely and utterly right to Worship it. Its magic had stuck to her, infiltrated her, corrupted her, changed her. She was so fucking glad she had submitted to it; its power was so overwhelming that the thought of actually trying to stand up to it—or it even thinking that she was trying such a foolish idea—filled her with dread.

But she didn’t have to be filled with dread. All she had to be filled with from now on for the rest of her gorgeous, cock-pleasing life was Cock, Cock, Cock. 

She wore the same outfit as before; but now she fucking rocked it. Her body’s exaggerated proportions were now what clothing designers drew as ideal; she might as well have been a pair of tits on sticks. Her legs had grown several inches, long thighs leading into supple calves that balanced so easily in her ultra-high heels that she might have been practicing gymnastics in them for her entire life.

She had, for funsies, done a few cartwheels in the parking lot in her six-inch heels. There was ice on the ground; she had no trouble with balance whatsoever.

Abdomen muscles had grown and hardened, gifting her with an utterly flat fatless belly that displayed the latest in crushing hip and pelvic bone aesthetics. Her clavicles pushed forward and together, almost forming their own kind of understated, shiny cleavage above the hefty display of her brilliant new tits.

And what tits they were. Her breasts, formerly perfectly respectable B cups, had jiggled their way into blouse-spilling D cups that felt like even more would be on the way soon. They felt full of milk; Delilah hoped they were. 

She had a fervent, feverish fantasy of sucking Miles’s Cock with milk spilling out of her tits and covering his Cock with her saliva and tit milk at the same time so that some other Favored soul—Mona perhaps—would be able to lick up all her sweet liquids off Daddy’s amazingly hard Perfect Eternal Cock. 

Her face and hair had changed also; they took her from the “Possible Porn Star” potential of her new rocking bod to “Goddess on Earth” status. Her bafflingly beautiful blue eyes blazed like twin neophyte suns; her cheekbones sported such devastating curvature that they send reverberations through the spacetime continuum and probably gave ancient sculptors second thoughts about their masterpieces. 

The thick line of her hair rose inches above her head, adding more height onto her already considerable frame, and all of silky smooth chestnut mane was free of tangles and soft as liquid. It draped down to the curve of her tight, bubble-butt. Every part of her screamed delightful femininity. 

Delilah bit a lip, looking at herself, needing to cum just from her own reflection, and then strutted off toward Miles office. On the way, she sent a text that she had written earlier, smiling at the gift she was about to give herself and Miles. 

Polite knocking at Miles’s door and then waiting to be told to Enter. It was Important—so Important—to follow directions. 

Especially from Him.

“Yes?” she heard his voice. “Come on in.”

She entered, heart swelling when she saw him. He sat at his desk, examining a stack of print-outs. Warm, fresh heat gathering in the underside of her throat, needing to taste him there, to feel His Bulge pushing her flesh around as it pleased. 

Ungh. 

“Delilah?” he asked, in that thrilling, hot, low voice of his. “What’s this about? Say, you look sharp, babe.”

Ungh again. The compliment drove all conscious thought out of her like horses before a chariot.

Halfway to his desk, she felt an uncontrollable urge to drop to her knees. Down she went, crawling the rest of the way, hips swaying, drool gathering in her mouth and spilling down her lips. Hands ripping at her blouse, tearing it away until the other thing left on her tight torso was her delectably hot push-up bra. 

That blouse had cost more than half a month's paycheck. She didn't care. Only him looking at her tits mattered. 

“Damn,” he said. “Look. At. You.”

Yes. Look at me look at me want me want me LOOK at Me, Daddy please!

Quickly she poured her arms and head into his lap. Moaning. Cooing against his shaft. Lips rubbing against the outline of his bulge beneath his pants. Her Near-Cum High took over the preciously small real estate of her mind, crowding all rationality and logical function. She existed as a Sexual Engine, a being of pure heat and need. 

“Please don’t fire me, Sir,” she moaned. “I Know you were going to.”

He took her head in his hand, stroking her. Petting her like a kitten. She purred and giggled and bit her lip and stared up at him with eager blue eyes. 

“You were the one who threatened to quit, Delilah.”

“And you would have fired me for it!” She stared up at him like she knew that she should. Good girls stared up at Men; Men with Cocks like Miles were so fucking important. “Please. Don’t.”

Her lips continued to press firmly against his bulge, pushing up and down. Her tongue tasting his precum as it soaked through his pants. It barely registered with her that she turned him on—Miles was always Turned On; his Cock was Always On. It was The Cock; it was Hard and Ready, always. 

“You want to keep your job now?”

“Please.” 

He began to unzip. The smell of the source of his musk—his MuskSource, his Source, His Cock, The Cock—unraveled her. She came immediately, legs thrashing against his desk, mouth pressing firmly against bulge and thigh and knee as she moaned his name and came. 

The orgasm felt like it lasted for hours, her reality unwrapping itself as she stared up at Miles and felt urgent dark cosmic forces of worship, love, and adoration sinking ever deeper into her soul. She felt like she was flying with only the fact of His Cock keeping her on the ground. 

After several days of this unending pleasure, her body and brain rewiring themselves to His Circuitry, she realized he had only just reached the bottom point of his zipper, and only just began to unleash His Cock from their container in his pants. 

Several cums passed; it might have been ten thousand years in Delilah’s newly fucked up world. Time became a kind of rumor that she had heard about in grade school; something better to forget all understanding of. She felt decades fly by in seconds. 

A drop of hot, needy drool fell from her lips to the top of her perfect heavy tits over the period of centuries. And all that time, looking at His Cock, his Beautifully Hard Cock, its veins and girth and length overwhelming her gentle, soft, impossibly servile mind. 

“Please,” she said again, surprising herself with the familiarity of her voice. It felt like her own voice should be a stranger; she had not heard herself in so very long. “I...don’t care.”

“Don’t care about what?” he asked. 

“About what you’re doing.”

“What do you mean?”

A ripple of displeasure was present in his voice; she had to assuage it.

“With the others. I saw them. I see you. I see...everything. I’m the office manager. With Bonnie. With Lily. All of them. I think it’s hot. You’re fucking up our minds. I don’t care, Sir. I want it. I want You to.”

His Cock dragged against her cheek; Delilah moaned.

“This...this is not something I expected.”

“Huh?”

“You liking it. You being...into this. You always seemed like such a stuck-up bitch.”

“Y-you...you’re powerful,” she explained. “You’re clearly going to win. Just...don’t leave me behind.” Her lips dared to kiss the shaft—The Shaft of The Cock. He didn’t push her away. Didn’t make her stop. She dared for more, tasting him, loving him, licking him. “Let me win with you. Please.”

Thick hands cycled through her sensational mane of hair. “You want to be mine, huh?”

“I so fucking do...” She licked up and down the length of his shaft. “It’s just...why haven’t you done any work on Mona?”

He tsked. A sore subject. “It’s that fucking phone of hers,” he said. “I can’t get this to work unless her focus is on me.”

“I can help you with that.”

That really elevated his interested. He grabbed her by the hair now, lifting her off her knees and pressing her face firmly against His Cock. 

“You can?” His voice choked with arousal. “You want to?”

“Fuck yes, Sir. Fuck yeah, Daddy.” Another hard grab and push—he liked that, liked being called that. Good. That was so fucking good. “I’ll bring her in here. I’ll fucking throw her phone away. I’ll hold her down for you and let you do whatever you want. We’ll force it on her, Daddy. We’ll do it together. Fuck her mind up for You until she’s slobbering for Your Cock like a good girl and doesn’t know the difference between—mmmph!”

She couldn’t say anymore because he shoved his Cock into her surprised, utterly willing mouth. She slurped him down with complete eagerness. It was so fucking good. Her entire body had rearranged itself to take Him. Her esophagus sucked down hard on his Cock head, all her being rolled up into pleasing His Cock. 

He jammed harder and harder into her. She noticed him standing up to fuck her face harder. She was just an object to him; just a hot toy for him to use. That was so good. 

Thick, heavy hands clung to her pretty, empty skull. Using her. Abusing her. Her hands clasped onto the muscular cheeks of his ass and held on for dear life. 

“God,” he said. “I never thought you'd go for this. And fuck you're so good...”

She was good. She was good for Daddy. Delilah was so blisteringly happy. She kept cumming, over and over. A puddle of her lust gathered around her knees. 

He had no reason to hold back and Delilah didn't want him to. It felt like he had been holding himself in all day long. 

“God,” he said. “Fuck. You're going to make me..gonna make me...”

Delilah moaned with eager need. She was going to make Daddy cum!

“Y-yeah, babe,” he grunted. “Gonna come right down your filthy little throat.

His blast coated her mouth, her tongue, her throat, her esophagus. Heavy white seed sprayed deep into her stomach and filled her with his blessed, salty warmth. She came, again and again she came, thinking only of His Pleasure, His Cock, His Blessed Presence, and what a fucking lucky good girl she was. 

Then he kept going. Still hard. Delilah moaned with surprise and eagerness. 

“Gonna...fuck.” He groaned. “I’m gonna fucking fill you up, babe.”

She was so enchanted with the idea that when the knock on his door came, it surprised her. Even though she knew who it was; even though she had invited who it was.

Well, invited was a liberal term. She had threatened Mona with termination of her college credit if she didn’t show up immediately. 

“Mr. Abram?” she heard Mona's voice. All she saw was Miles's crotch and Cock, though. “What’s going on? Delilah texted me and told me to come right away, but I don’t see her anywhere, and...”

Delilah overheard Mona’s slow, breathy inhalations as she loudly, slurpily, removed herself from her new Master’s Cock. 

Mona sounded confused. “What’s going on?”

Delilah stood up from behind Miles’s desk, wiping her mouth and adjusting her bra-less titties. Somewhere in the fray they had been lost. Her heavy tits leaked milk. Delilah was so happy; she was hoping they would leak milk. Now she truly looked as fertile as she felt. God—soon Miles would be able to fuck babies into her belly. Ungh. 

“Oh my god!” 

Mona shrieked and began to back up, hands looking for the door. 

“Calm down,” said Miles. “Come here. Delilah was just helping me with something. Look at this.”

“Look at...what...?”

He had his Cock out, obviously. He held the lamp over it; let Mona get a good look. How hard it was. How long and thick. The bulging girth of it. The heavy veins, the massive balls underneath. The glean and glistening of Delilah’s saliva running up and down his Godlike length.

“Look at it, Mona.”

“I don't want...don't want to...Cock...”

“That's right,” said Miles. “Look at my big fucking Cock, baby.”

“It...it’s so big,” Mona whispered. Like she was in church. “So pretty.”

Delilah stepped behind her to lock the door, just in case. Her willingness to hold Mona down were no idle words; a big part of her was really fucking turned on by the thought of that being necessary. 

But seeing Mona looking at Master’s Cock, she knew that the wheels had already started turning in Mona’s head. Like the presence of Miles’s Cock had already laid out all the groundwork of seduction and all she had needed was a shove in the right direction. 

Delilah could shove as well as anyone. She kissed Mona’s ear and neck, sliding her hand around the pretty young blonde’s body. 

“So big,” she whispered in Mona's ears. “So pretty.”

“Delilah?”

“Kneel for him.”

Mona struggled down, tried to get up. “N-no. No. I don’t want to...oh fuck. He’s so big...”

Miles came closer. Delilah snatched up a big handful of Mona’s hair and held it out for Miles to take. She watched his Cock spurt lovingly from this action of devotion. The hot liquid landed on Mona’s thigh. She slid it up with a finger, face full of interest, and sniffed.

“Oh god.” Like she was in a restaurant inhaling her favorite dish. “Oh. Fuck.”

Delilah grabbed her, spread her legs apart with her own, and positioned her to be spread eagle before Miles. They sat down like that—Delilah with her legs spread open wide, holding Mona tight against herself. Mona pressed backward into Delilah's heavy tits and heavenly body.

“W-Wait,” said Mona as Miles came down on the ground with them. “I’m not sure. I-I-I oh fuck, You have to put that in me, please, please...”

It was all he needed to hear. His Cockhead pressed hard against her entrance and then shoved inside. 

“Oh my god wait,” Mona started. “Oh my god I'm a virgin please oh god don't stop keep going yeah yeah yeah...!”

He wrapped one arm around Mona and the other around Delilah. His Cock—already slick from his precum and Delilah's saliva—easily slid inside of Mona's dripping hot wet virgin cunt. 

They formed a hot fuck sandwich very quickly. Delilah tugged him further inside of Mona and begged him to keep going faster, harder, deeper into the teen beauty. Milk sprouted from her heavy tits, slathering all over Mona's back. Meanwhile, Mona couldn't get enough of his impregnating cock in her belly. 

“Yes!” She looked deep into his eyes, experiencing that long mindfuck for the first time. “Yes, please keep going! Fuck me harder!”

Delilah badly wanted to be fucked by Miles. She lived for it now. But her pussy’s needs weren’t as great as Miles’s Cock, not as great as His Cock’s needs. He was more important, always. 

Miles bent them both over and buried them underneath his massive manly musculature and His Big Cock. He drove into Mona relentlessly, fucking her bare pussy with all he had.

“Fuck me, Sir,” Mona begged him. “Fuck me good, please!” 

“Yeah, Daddy,” Delilah moaned in his ear. All that milk dripping down Mona's body, making her shiny and wet. “Fuck her. Fuck her so good. Fuck her pregnant.”

Two brilliantly gorgeous beauties begging for his cum. Begging for him to cum in one girl. Begging him to be the man he knew he deserved to be. 

It was too much for him; he could only stand to not empty himself for so long, and with Delilah begging on top of everything else, he had to release. 

Groaning, groping Mona’s body up and down, he came. 

A flood of his virile seed—so soon after emptying into Delilah—delivered into Mona's tight young fertile body. She moaned with orgasmic pleasure—and so did Delilah. All three of them cumming at the same time and all for the same reason—for Miles's pleasure. 

He had arrived into the next stage of his ascension. He was becoming something much more than a simple man.

Delilah was delighted with this. She could sense it as well as Miles. Mona seemed completely spent by being fucked and cumming, but Delilah still needed more. 

She pushed herself on top of Mona’s gorgeous body, spreading her legs—needing that unprotected Cock. “Daddy...will you fuck me next?”

He smiled and nodded and kissed her deeply.

As he pushed her down next to Mona, the blonde already obediently cooing and kissing Delilah, all Delilah could think of was how much they really needed a third beauty to worship Master with them. 

All she could think of was how much her Master deserved.

# # #
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Bimbo Office: New Girl


[image: image]


“Please? I promise I’ll be good at it. I promise You’ll like it. Please, Sir? Please, Master?”

His former ex-girlfriend knelt down before him, begging to suck his Cock. Her knees pushed anxiously together, pressing into the floor. Every part of her hot young body did everything it could to make herself presentable, desirable, fuckable. 

Just a few months ago, she had broken his heart. Left him because he would “never make anything” of himself. 

Now he was a city councilman. Now he ran an office. Now he had two other gorgeous mindfucked office fuckpets aching and eager to obey his every last command. They were docked on either arm, tits rubbing up and down his biceps, whispering dirty thoughts into his ears with his ex on her knees. 

“Make her beg more, Master,” said Delilah, on one arm. She had masterminded this whole affair. 

“Make her beg for an hour.” This was hot blonde Mona, her hand skillfully stroking her Master's Cock already. “Make her watch me suck you off instead.”

Lily, his ex-girlfriend, was desperate for a command from him. She would cum the second he told her to suck him off. That was the power he held over her. 

Any part of her that had broken up with him—her new Master—had been erased. Forgotten completely. If you suggested to her now that she had done something like that, she would have completely denied the possibility. If she saw video of it, she would have broken down in tears, wondering what could have caused such a terrible circumstance. 

“Please.” Lily clutched her hands together. Praying to him. Her cunt vibrating in heat because of his nearness.

He owned her—mind, body, and soul.

She would beg for his forgiveness. She would continue to beg to suck his Cock. She would beg to be his slave. 

And all because Delilah had taken the initiative—because she wanted to be Miles’s Perfect Slave. His Top Bitch. His Number One Girl. 

Miles nodded at Delilah, and with his approval, Delilah guided Lily’s willing, pretty mouth onto his Cock. The office filled with feminine moans. All three beauties were all so turned on by his Cock. Whenever it was Hard, they were Happy. 

Delilah came from watching this mindfucked girl’s mouth become violated on his amazingly hard shaft. Lily came—as she knew she would—by following orders. Their orgasms matched, crescendoing together, their bodies vibrating and writhing in wet, hot, dripping unison. All of them grinding, moaning, pressing into their Master and whispering how much they needed and loved him and only him. 

Delilah looked at the man she loved—the Only Man Alive to Her—and thought of how strange and hot it was that all this was set into motion only the day before. 

* * * * *
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THE MORNING OF THE day before, Delilah sat on top of the desk, legs crossed, looking down at Mona. Conversely, Mona sat in a chair looking up at Delilah with open, blank eyes. It was obvious that Mona was hypnotized by Delilah’s gorgeous gaze, her entire beautiful visage. To Mona, Delilah was all that was woman, and it was easy to see why. 

Though they were at the office, Delilah could have easily been on the red carpet somewhere in her tiny Valentino dress and red-hot five-inch heel Gucci ankle boots. The boots were soft calf leather with a silver chain sliding from the outside in. 

They smelled like money. Their boss—their Master—Miles mindfucked anyone and everyone he wanted, and so he had a lot of disposable income. That meant Delilah had a pretty much endless bank account to spend on pretty, expensive clothes. 

With a body like hers—tall, leggy, busty, achingly thin, effortlessly fit, with gorgeous long hair and a face that could stop air flight traffic—she felt she deserved a new pretty outfit for pretty much every single day she was alive. 

Miles was all too happy to bankroll this. 

“Anyway,” the gorgeous Delilah said to Mona, who stared up at her blankly and with no small amount of adoration, “you don’t really need college.”

Mona wore a tiny plaid tan skirt and mega-hot Balenciaga thigh-high knife boots. 

“Don’t need college.”

Her voice was empty, like her head.

“Not like you need Master’s Cock.”

Mona blushed, biting her lower lip. Her legs spread automatically, as if she were programmed (which she was) to open her legs and touch herself at the merest mention of her object of worship—Miles’s Cock. 

Miles was their boss, but he was much more than that. Delilah and Mona both interchangeably referred to him as their Master, their Owner, their God, their King, and their Daddy, depending on the level of their arousal and how many times their tight, toned, tit-heavy bodies had been wracked to bits by cunt-shaking orgasms that day. 

Usually, the more orgasms they had meant the more they would run the terms together, so by the end of the day, proclaiming him as their DaddyGodKing was perfectly within the realm of possibility.

“Master’s...Cock.” Mona’s smile was gorgeous.

In fact, everything about Mona was gorgeous. Miles had taken care of that—about Mona’s appearance and Delilah’s too. 

Before he took over their lives, they had both already been more than a little attractive, both rather inundated with offers from eager men whenever they ventured out into the world. 

Now, however, they were both certified stunners, the kind that looked like they had walked straight off of magazine covers. Their hair was thick—Delilah's deep chestnut brown and Mona's blond—and long and impossibly shiny. Their skin bloomed with healthy vibrancy, free of any blemishes or marks. Their tits bounced happily without bras. Their abdomens were tight; their bellies were flat; their faces were lush and lustful and their eyes bright and empty of any thought save Obeying and Worshiping Master. 

Delilah wasn’t sure how it had all worked, how her body had changed. She didn’t need to be sure—all she needed to do was Worship Cock. But why that was, and how that was, were more than a bit beyond her to put together. 

From the best she could tell, Miles went to some ancient tomb in South America as a normal twenty-something and came back with the confidence, body, and Cock of a God. 

It only made sense, then, that something had happened in that tomb. He had been inhabited by some spirit of masculinity, or made some kind of offering, or cast some ancient spell...

In the final accounting, it didn’t matter. All that really mattered to Delilah these days was that she was gorgeous, that she adored Miles, that she adored His Cock, that she got to go to sleep with her lovely young mouth wrapped around its massive girth and got to wake up with hot cum in her belly and more of his Cock to suck (usually with Mona’s gorgeous face right there with her so that the two of them could start their hours with long, easy, soulful make-out sessions on top of Master’s Cock). 

“That’s right,” Delilah said to Mona. “If you go to college, think of all that time you won’t spend worshiping Him. Think about that. That’s called opportunity cost. You’ll miss out on blowjobs, babe. Lots of blowjobs.”

“So many...blowjobs.”

Mona, drooling now, looked up at her and repeated dumbly what she said; this was happening kind of a lot lately. Like Delilah had the same kind of influence that Miles had over her, to a lesser degree. 

Mona’s brain seemed to drain right out of her ears whenever she and Miles were alone in the room together. One day, he had experimented and convinced her that her name was actually Marlene instead of Mona; later he tired of it and switched it back. It so thoroughly fucked with Mona's reality that she had asked Delilah just yesterday when they thought they would see that cutie Marlene again. 

“You’ll quit college. For Master.”

Mona nodded. “I’ll quit for Master.”

“You don’t need to go.”

“I don’t need to go.”

“You don’t want to go.”

“I don’t want to go.”

But the point remained that the influence Delilah held over Mona—and the point to which Delilah was able to think for herself and not feel so Cock-cravingly overwhelmed that she couldn’t even add two and two together—was a gift from Miles to exclusively Delilah. 

The other women he fucked didn’t seem to share this privilege: the ability to think independently. And Miles fucked a lot of women. Even Bonnie—the official office secretary, who Miles didn’t fuck at all—was getting so stupid she couldn’t even put together the office coffee without YouTube tutorials every morning. 

Delilah felt rather proud of that, actually. The corrupting, body-altering influence of Miles’s Cock meant that Bonnie got hotter every day. The once-attractive fifty year-old now looked like she was barely pushing thirty, if that, with tits that seemed to grow with every passing hour. Yet Delilah’s cruel streak, activated for no other reason than that Bonnie wasn’t naturally young like herself and Mona, meant that she didn’t want to see Miles fuck Bonnie. 

And so he didn’t—because Delilah whispered in his ear about how fun it was to make Bonnie suffer for his Cock only to never have it, how sexy it was to make Delilah flaunt what she had and what Bonnie wouldn't get, how cruelly hot it was to visibly fuck Mona from his office while Delilah stood by the blinds and made sure Bonnie watched. 

And all that time he got harder and harder because Delilah stroked him beautifully and said he deserved more. Deserved younger. Deserved hotter. She whispered heat into his ear about the hot fucking casting call she was going to hold for models to come to his office exclusively to pick the hottest women in the city to Serve. His. Cock.

She meant every word, of course. The casting call would be next week. Preparations were already underway. 

“Repeat it back to me, Mona.” Delilah smiled, slowly uncrossing her legs. “All of it. And I’ll let you lick me.”

Delilah didn’t wear panties, of course. They just got in the way. Miles fucked her at work at least three times a day, and that was only if he wasn’t out most of the day fucking up lives of other influentials in the city. He’d be mayor soon, and then governor, and then President. He’d need a wife—someone stately, serene, gorgeous. A perfect aching dark fuckpet to whisper hot evil things in his ear and tell him everything he wanted to know so that his rule could be perfect and absolute. 

She thought of all kinds of dark and wicked acts for him. Delilah wanted to hold his Cock while he ordered drone strikes; to moan and beg and suck him off during a state of the union address. Anything at all that he wanted, that would make him feel powerful, she wanted to give him. 

There wasn’t a doubt in Delilah’s mind—she was the wife he deserved, even without a ring on her finger. 

Mona looked at Delilah’s pussy—her stately, serene, gorgeous pussy—and the drool that had begun to develop formed a slow line from her lips down to her chin. 

“Nnnng.” She moaned, leaning forward.

Delilah put a long finger on her forehead, holding Mona back. “Nuh ah ah. Repeat it back. All of it.”

“Y-yes, Mistress. You are my Mistress, Mistress. I am your slave. Miles comes first. He always Comes First. But otherwise I belong to You. I’ll do what You say. I Worship You. You are a Goddess. I’ll do anything You say. I’ll quit college. I don’t need it. It just gets in the way of blowjobs. I don’t want to go.”

This was out in the open, right in view of the foyer of the office where visitors came. Bonnie sat at the front desk, obediently looking forward, not even allowed to touch herself. Lips quivering. Breath shaking and hot. 

Bonnie wanted to touch her clit desperately. Delilah had taken care of that, had told her, “You want to touch yourself desperately all the time. When I'm around. When Miles's around. When we're not around. All you want to do is finger yourself stupid and cum.”

She also told Bonnie she wasn’t allowed to do just that except at the very end of the day before bed. 

So as Mona came forward, her soft wet teenage tongue sliding up Delilah’s pussy, earnestly searching for her clit and finding it after only a few probing licks, Delilah moaned extra loud. Letting Bonnie know what she was missing. 

They had gotten to work at about 7 that morning; Miles liked to start early. 

It was now 7:15 AM. 

Delilah had a wonderful feeling about today. 

* * * * * 
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AT 8:15 AM, DELILAH’S wonderful feeling had turned into a bad one. 

After Mona finished licking Delilah’s pussy, bringing her to the absolute peak of feminine excitement (which was only so much, as the difference between a Mona-Delivered Orgasm and a Cock-Delivered Orgasm was like that between atomic fusion and an atomic bomb—and the difference between an orgasm Delilah had from Sucking Cock [which she had every thirty seconds or so while Sucking Cock, without fail] and Miles Fucking Her with His Cock was like that between a hydrogen bomb and a full-on supernova), she and Mona knelt down onto the office floor and crawled their way into Miles’s office.

He was prepared for them, as always. Legs spread apart a bit, just barely a crack of room between his shin and the edge of the desk so that their tight, young heated bodies would have to press against him to get into position. The silk of their blouses and dresses pushing to one side. Their tall heels clicking together. Their silly young bodies giggling with delight as he played with them using his feet and shins like he might a pair of kittens. All the while the heady scent of his arousal filling their noses, their rapidly dissolving brains. 

There underneath his desk, they sucked their Master’s Cock for a beautiful thirty minutes. Sparkling pink tongues sliding up and down the length of his shaft, small long-fingered hands adoring his heavy balls. Their sexy plush mouths creating a pleasant vacuum effect from interlocking on the head from either side, the two beauties madly making out on top of his Cock. They were nearly as turned on by each other as they were by him.

The whole time his precum leaking down. Every lick made them high, brainless. Every taste annihilated thoughts and memories of life before Miles, replaced with memories of only servitude. Delilah knew, for example, that she hadn't sucked Miles's Cock in college—that they hadn't even gone to the same college—but all the same her brain provided her with regular images of her in a small dorm room wearing designer underwear and giving her young God a glorious blowjob while he played video games. Another memory where she manipulated a cadre of nerds into writing term papers for her and for Miles so that the two of them could go off on a ski trip together and fuck by fire light for a hot four-day weekend in the mountains. 

All unreal, all completely based entirely in fictions Delilah wasn't even reading. And yet slowly these dim recollections became full-on flashbacks until they were fully-fledged back story, hard anchor points which Delilah began to wrap her life, philosophy, and understanding around. 

Miles wasn't just her lover; he was her only lover. He was the first Cock she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever wanted. Sucking him off in the morning at work was a long continuation of a dynasty of servitude that had begun with her own sexual awakening which, more and more, felt like it pre-dated even her college years. 

Had she been a high school cheerleader, being drilled into a locker underneath the stadium by Miles?

It made a lot of sense...but had it really happened?

Did it even fucking matter, if it was what she believed now?

Delilah and Mona once upon a time had a lot non-Miles related brain cells, folds in their brain that had nothing to do with kneeling and sucking cock. Mona even knew Calculus at one point.

Now the only thing she calculated was how long Delilah would hog all of Miles’s cum when he finally erupted. The answer was as much as Delilah wanted. 

When her Master came, Delilah's lips wrapped exclusively around his cock, sucking and surging down and up, knowing that her Master’s Cock was extra sensitive when he came and it was important that his sensation neither stop nor become too intense. She moaned rapturously, feeling his hot seed spray straight into her stomach, filling her with a warmth only rivaled by when he came into her cunt directly. 

When most of his orgasm had passed, and only the small after-spurts remained, Delilah allowed Mona to have her share. This was just mere cups compared to the hot gallon of cum Delilah took in, but nonetheless Mona swallowed them down with zeal and gratitude. 

As they cooed and slowly marveled at His Impressive, Still-Hard Shaft and the unending stream of precum that flowed from it like a fountain, the two beauties talked and moaned to each other. Their soft, silky, lilting voices became interchangeable; they both thought the same things. 

“His Cock is so wonderful.”

“His Cock is the best.”

“We’re so Lucky.”

“You’re so pretty.”

“I know. You’re so pretty. That’s why we get to adore him like this.”

“It’s so fucking easy for us. I love sucking his Cock so much. He’s a God. He is God.”

Now it was time to be a little mean; Master liked that.

“We’re so much prettier than Bonnie. She’ll never get to be back here with us.”

His Cock twitched so hard precum splashed wildly onto Delilah's heavy tits.

“What a stupid cunt. I bet we could get her to believe he’ll actually let her suck him off today. We should make her think so and then beg to suck Daddy off in front of her.”

“He’ll let us. He always lets us.”

This kind of talk made Miles heated—them talking about their superiority, their arrogance, their vanity. If in this world, these two unattainably hot beauties cared about themselves first and foremost, how sexy they were, how hot they made each other, how no one else could touch how pretty they were—then it meant all the more if the One Thing uniting their personalities was that they needed, worshiped, obeyed, and adored His Cock. 

That was Power. Owning their Vanity. Owning their Arrogance. 

Delilah loved being this object of Power for him. 

She rode that buzz all the way out of the office, fully planning on implementing her little “Mock the Cunt” plan with Mona. She exited Miles’s space how she always did—crawling half the distance to the door, then slowly moving upward ass-first in an elaborate yoga-like pose so he could see how wet he’d left her cunt. 

For other women, it would have been difficult to move so gracefully in the tall platform heels that Delilah sported—for her, it was natural as breathing. The folds of her brain that had formally been devoted to useless things like shame or traffic laws were now wired entirely for showing off for Daddy. 

But, outside the office, her plans changed. 

The richest man in the city, Pedro Paolo had arrived in the office and spoke in low tones with Bonnie. Clearly trying to make an appointment and bully Bonnie. Pedro looked like if a fire hydrant had spray-painted itself tan and ran a jewelry conglomerate. Stocky, classless, but obviously rolling in dough.

More importantly, he walked into the office with his wife, Helena Paolo—who was hands-down the most beautiful woman Delilah had seen in her entire life. 

She was exactly the kind of gorgeous that Delilah was. She was tall and tight, her body ridiculously toned, every part of her tiny in all the right ways. Her breasts were heavy and perfect, twin tear drops of fuck-me flesh, with a massive elaborate wave of jet black hair framing an angelic face. 

All that gorgeousness—and she hadn't even met Miles yet. 

Miles, who made Delilah into a living sexdoll, who had made Mona into a walking wet dream, who had somehow de-aged Bonnie without even fucking her. 

What would he do to someone like Helena Paolo?

Delilah’s good feeling evaporated, replaced with sudden fear. It wasn’t hard to pinpoint the exact nature of the bad feeling; after her recent conversion from erstwhile appreciator to full-blown worshiper of the One and Only Cock on Earth, she had hardly experienced any bad feelings at all. 

In fact, most of her feelings had been orgasmic. Those that hadn’t been orgasmic could easily be categorized as heat, giggles, or sneering superiority to other women and “men” she came across who didn’t measure up to the exacting standards of her Master’s Amazing Cock. 

This was the first woman that Delilah had ever seen in her entire life who had made her feel ignorable. One look at Helena—and how Helena looked around at the office—and it was clear that she gave negative fucks about anyone present. That included Delilah.

Little more than a week had passed since Delilah had transformed into the perfect office fuckpet of Miles Abram.. Delilah had spent that week sucking his cock, being fucked, cleaning and cooking for Miles at his apartment in the skimpiest lingerie possible, and cheering Miles on while he fucked and mindfucked the dead sexy Mona. 

“Now see here,” said Pedro. “You’re going to let me in there, now. I don’t have time to waste. I’m not going to spend any more of it talking to some bimbo who’s talking to me about a meeting he’s having. Those two—” he pointed at Delilah and Mona, “are not critical to this city’s planning! Don’t lie to me.”

His wife seemed to be rather amused with his blow-up. He stormed past Bonnie, who protested meekly, knees wildly pressing together to hold in what Delilah assumed was several hours worth of needing to cum. 

Helena followed after him, eventually, clearly bored. She looked used to being bored with him. Delilah gulped as the door clicked shut behind her; that gorgeous bitch was about to become really unbored, that was for sure.

“Who was that?” Mona asked. 

“Pedro Paolo is the richest man in the entire city,” Bonnie explained. “His wife is some model fresh on the scene. I think they married out of the country; she was too young for a marriage here until just a few months ago.”

“She’s eighteen?” Delilah asked, incredulous.

“Yes.”

Delilah shook her head. “She looks so...put together.” 

Bonnie shrugged. “Some girls get all the luck.”

Mona giggled. “Especially when they’re not old shoes like you, Bonnie.”

As upset as Delilah was, it made her heart melt to hear Mona tearing down Bonnie like that. Obedient. Sneering. Arrogant. Just like Master wanted her. 

That Helena was eighteen threw Delilah for a loop. She had that kind of timeless beauty that some true once-in-a-lifetime stunners had that meant their real age was hard to place. Classic beauty in the cheekbones and nose and exotic in the eyes and lips. Delilah’s pussy was on fire just from thinking about her.

And now that girl—that complete stunner, that bombshell—was alone in the office with Miles. Miles, her Master. Her King. Her Daddy. Her God—her God who she so badly wanted to be Officially Attached to, to be His Wife, His Accomplice. 

His Dark Partner. 

And he was alone in an office with the most beautiful woman Delilah had ever seen, and Miles’s entire deal was making beautiful women realize how badly they needed to Worship. His. Cock.

From inside the office, she heard shouting for a little bit. Then the shouting died out. Then she heard the deep, rumbling tones of Miles’s voice. He was such a fucking man—he could turn anyone over to his side. After about fifteen minutes, the couple walked out.

Pedro, who had seemed like some barely-containable bear earlier, now looked tame as a young puppy. His eyes big, brow heavy with sweat, his face slack and empty. He looked like he might have a stroke. That would make Delilah really hot—to watch someone die who Miles had essentially killed. She would love that; she would cheer him on. 

Anyone who he said had to go just had to go, and that was that. 

As they walked out, Helena deliberately distanced herself from Pedro, going so far as to slap his hand away at one point. Miles’s influence already working on her heavily. 

She strutted deliberately, this sexiest woman on earth, this complete and utter goddess come to life, doing her best to make Miles look at her as she walked away. She turned, smiled, and played with her hair, biting one lip with obviously heated need. 

Delilah looked, and Miles definitely looked. 

He definitely liked what he saw as Helena exited the office. 

Delilah could smell his precum gathering in a hot puddle beneath his desk; the presence of it made her own orgasmic need begin to build. Daddy would need a fuck, soon—but he’d only be thinking of Helena while it happened. 

Strategic, Delilah pulled in Mona and pushed her toward Miles. Mona obediently, automatically dropped to her knees in the office. The same precum scent hitting her harder than it hit Delilah. 

“What’s this about, babe?”

She didn’t answer, pure intent on her mind. 

Delilah bent Mona over on the desk and spread her legs wide. Skirt slid up, tits crushed on the mahogany. Cooing, moaning, she took Miles’s Cock and slid it up inside Mona’s cunt and gave out a soft throat cheer at the penetration. 

Miles—in the middle of being all-but-autopiloted into fucking the mindfucked pussy of a gorgeous nineteen year-old blonde who would win any beauty contest this side of the Mississippi—barely seemed to register. He was still staring at the invisible trail that Helena had left in his office.

“Daddy?”

“Yeah, babe.” He was distant; his mind in the clouds. Fucking Mona like someone else might play on their phone. 

“Daddy, do You want to fuck?”

His hands came down on Mona’s tiny waist. She was so thin his thumbs touched while his digits flexed on the desk. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Fuck...fuck yeah.”

Just as Delilah had suspected, he fucked Mona different. She had seen him fuck Mona for being Mona. She had even seen him fuck Mona for thinking of Delilah, when she was making him hot about all the minds she wanted to fuck up for her DaddyGodMaster—and she so certainly did. 

But this was more brutal. More urgent. More needy and fast. He could hold off from coming for as long as he wanted. Sometimes he did just to make Delilah into a drooling, brainless, ditzy mess for a few hours because he liked to show off his power that way. She loved that too. 

But now he fucked Mona hard. Every thrust powerful. A piston from a heavy engine. 

“That Helena sure was something, wasn’t she?”

His voice was guttural and low. 

“Y-Yes, Sir.”

Delilah felt jealousy spiking; she couldn’t control it. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t want Miles to fuck Helena. She did. She really did.

She just didn’t want Helena to take her place. The Favored Place. The Wife Place. The Accomplice Place. The Confidant Place. 

That was what was terrifying. That was what made Delilah decide what to do next. 

“Helena,” he said again, fucking Mona harder. “Helena...Helena...”

Delilah resisted; she Knew what he wanted. But she held out, not saying unless he Ordered—

“Say her name,” he said. “Say You want me to fuck her.”

The violation was immediate and earth-shattering, and made all the stranger and hotter because she couldn’t say no and because Miles said it she didn’t want to say no and she in fact felt pure unrivaled sweaty heat from complying.

“Helena!” she moaned in his ear. “Fuck this cunt like You’ll fuck Helena, Daddy. You’ll fuck Helena. You’ll fuck her so good. Oh fuck her, Master, Please?”

He didn’t last long after that. It was too much. This gorgeous hot dolled-up mindfucked super-beauty begging him to fuck Helena—the Helena who had just fucked up his world and turned his every need upside down.

She watched him from behind, cumming herself, head clearing just slightly as the pleasure escaped her. She watched his hips slowly power down, his big hands running down Mona's tight yummy body, watched Mona's own body unravel itself from the hyper-pleasured yogic clench that his fucking had powered her into. 

Delilah loved Miles too much to let him go to Helena. She had to be the Dark Partner, the Confidant, the Evil Accomplice.

There was something she had in her back pocket, something she had been thinking about for a while now. 

At the end of last week, Miles’s old girlfriend Lily had come to visit and it had clearly thrown Miles for a loop. He even sometimes moaned her name while Delilah sucked his Cock.

Well. Delilah would see what Lily thought about becoming Miles’s mindless fucktoy forever. Then who would deserve to be his Accomplice? 

Delilah. Delilah, and not Helena.

* * * * *
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FOR THE BRIEFEST OF moments, Delilah had second thoughts. 

She was considering all manner of terrible actions. Things that could get her arrested or worse—taken away from the Cock. She tried to go for a walk outside to clear her head.

Her heels clicked against the hard marble of the office and then resounded pleasantly on the concrete outside. 

In the fresh air, away from the heavy musk of the office, always filled with so many pleasant and escalating smells—Cock, Cunt, Milk, Cum—her head began to clear. She decided she would go to her car and go to the lingerie shop. Nothing would make her feel better than knowing she could look good in a pair of skimpy, barely-there underwear—and, to make it all even better, she could shame the other clerks for not looking as hot as her or recruit one of them for Master's Cock. 

Then, she would suck Daddy’s Cock all night long and beg him to make her his wife. 

He wouldn’t go back on his word; he was too much of a man for that. So, if she could just convince him that way...then she didn’t need to do the insane thing that was brewing in her head. 

“Oh, ma’am?”

The voice was clearly Helena’s. Delilah hadn’t heard it yet, but no other woman could produce a voice that simultaneously clear, sexy, sultry, and vulnerable like she had. There was an accent to it, something exotic and European that automatically made Delilah's blood boil with desire.

Delilah turned to see—as she suspected—Helena approaching her. 

“Hi. I’m Helena Paolo.” 

She held out a hand. Delilah practiced all her available willpower and simply looked at it. A beautiful woman making an offer like that really was hard to resist; Delilah had some impression of the effect she herself must have had on other people for the first time in a long time. 

“I know who you are.”

Helena slowly put her hand down. She even made that look graceful, like she had never intended to have it out to begin with.

“Miles Abram...he’s your boss, is that right?”

“That’s right.”

Helena bit her lower lip. “He’s really...something. Isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“He’s like...I’ve never met a man like that.”

“No.” Delilah crossed her arms. “You haven’t.”

“Is he attached?” 

Delilah took a second to answer, and then Helena filled that hesitation. 

“No. No, of course not. A man like that? Even if he’s fucking someone...it’s not exclusive. He’s fucking whoever he wants, huh? He’s probably fucking you.” Helena seemed to see her for the first time. “God. Oh, yeah. He is fucking you, isn’t he? Wow. How could he not? You’re hot. Is he good?”

Try as she might, Delilah couldn't scowl. Helena was just too fucking pretty, and Delilah was ingrained to treat all pretty little things like they belonged to Master already—which was probably true in this case. 

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

Helena's look said that she very much could believe her. That she wanted to believe her.

Delilah got the distinct impression that Helena was testing her—finding out if she were friend or foe. That this was a woman who was used to other women being catty to her because of the way she looked. That she valued loyalty and consistency above all else. And Delilah, if she were to make an enemy now, was going to make one for life.

She could also make an ally—similarly for life. But Delilah knew if she did that, if she let Helena in, then that would mean letting Helena take control. Already—smelling Miles’s musk on the exotic beauty—Delilah wanted to lick her. Touch her. Finger her and even beg her to lick Delilah’s pussy. 

Helena continued. “I can...is it okay to tell you?”

No! No No No! You fucking bitch!

“Yes.” Delilah smiled her best charming smile. “Of course.”

“I can feel him still. Like...against my skull. I can like...I can almost feel his Cock...like it’s fucking the folds of my brain.” She licked her lips, a flush creeping down her gorgeous pale white neck. “That sounds like a little fucked up, I know. But I just can’t...shake it. It only feels like it’s getting stronger. Like time-release heroin or something.”

It would have been easy to hug Helena. To bring her in. To make her drink Delilah's hot titty-milk and rap with her about the glories of serving Miles's amazing Cock.

Instead, Delilah sneered. “It sounds like you’ve got a lot to think about.”

Delilah began to walk away.

Helena tried to hurry after her, but Delilah rushed into her car. She thought she heard a plea in Helena’s voice.

“Talking about it just makes it hotter,” she said.

Delilah got in her car.

“Don’t you feel it too?”

Buckled her seat belt. Turned the key; the car roared to life. 

“Tell me you feel it too!”

Zooming out of the parking lot, Delilah smacked hard against a curb. 

The scariest thing about Helena was how lived-in her luxury felt; the way her aura screamed her privilege. Like she was born in it—which she very probably was. 

When Delilah was transformed, she had been incredibly pretty. Then she became spectacular—and that was, she suspected, only because she had embraced the change.

But Helena? Helena was already spectacularly gorgeous. The only area at all where Delilah had her beat was tit-size, and Delilah suspected heavily that would change the longer Miles’s influence worked on her. 

The episode only strengthened Delilah’s resolve. Prison be damned, she had to risk it. 

For the love of her Master, she had to kidnap and mindfuck his old girlfriend. 

* * * * * 
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BY NECESSITY, THEIR plan was simple. Mona was too stupid these days to follow a complicated plan, and Delilah was too elsewise furious with Helena’s intrusion in her life to come up with anything intricate. They worked with all the subtlety of a sledgehammer. 

Luckily, Lily was already fairly mindfucked and distracted from meeting Miles the week before. His influence didn't wane; it only grew. It was either fucking you up or fuckin you up more. 

Ungh. That was what Delilah LOVED about her Man.  

At 5 PM, Delilah sent a text to Lily: I’ll tell you everything you want to know about Miles. Meet me tonight, 7 PM.

Lily had been trying now for some time to get Delilah to turn on her boss. There was a similar problem with those cops that kept stopping by. They knew something was up about Miles. They knew he was guilty. They knew that all his good luck and great circumstances couldn’t be explained away like he kept doing. 

But when it came to crunch time—to actually calculate that he had all these gorgeous women in his office bending over backwards to please him, and how did that all make sense...something blocked their understanding.

Maybe it was just the surrealist horror of it all—maybe they didn’t want to admit that anyone could be as clearly powerful as he was and get away with it. Maybe they were just too practical and didn’t want to imagine any kind of supernatural explanation. 

Or maybe—and this was Delilah’s favorite explanation—they simply weren’t Worthy to Understand the True Extent of His Glory like she was. 

She had figured it out, after all. She had discovered that worshiping Miles’s Cock was the Way and the Truth, the One Path toward enlightenment. She was, so far, his only fucktoy who had discovered that on her own. 

As far as she knew, anyway. As long as he hadn’t made her think that was what happened—which she decided was hot anyway. 

But that was why she had to protect her spot against Helena. She had to let him know that she valued being a fucktoy who brought him home other hot fucktoys to adore him. Didn’t He Deserve That?

She thought of His Cock. Beautiful, Thick, Glorious, Long. Drenched in precum and saliva. Ungh. 

Yes. He did. 

She sent Lily the details with her apartment’s address. She lived in a neighborhood with lots of trees and a bar on the corner. Her apartment, one of three in the building, had turned into what was essentially now a giant closet and laundry room now that Delilah spent most of her days and nights with Miles. He liked his quarters clean, though—no piles of cum-stained clothes, no ultra-soaked panties, no milk-scented lingerie push-up bras. 

So all that kind of clothing found a residence in Delilah’s apartment. She had been meaning to get Mona or maybe even Bonnie onto cleaning it up and organizing for her. It’s also where Delilah directed all her new packages of clothing, which were now as regular as the mail itself. She had spent upward of six figures of Miles's insane influx of money on new clothes since becoming Miles’s fuckdoll full-time. 

It was important that she understand how little her money meant. He'd made her close down her bank accounts. She was completely dependent on her Man. 

Once she mentioned casually that she would pay for a pair of Louboutin heels; she thought that would please him. Afterward, Miles didn’t let her suck His Cock for a whole three hours. 

She learned her lesson—she didn’t pay. Ever. 

She got the message, and even took her famous initiative: the following morning, she produced paperwork to liquidate all her holdings and transfer it over into his possession. It was a mere drop in the bucket compared to the kind of cash he had around, but symbolically, it pleased him. She got to suck him off then for three hours. 

Delilah remembered these things as she waited for Lily to arrive, sitting in the darkness of the apartment and idly touching her clit. She toyed with the special surprise she had waiting for Lily, enjoying its amazing vibrations. Everywhere around her were boxes and bags of new clothes and piles of fuck-stained outfits. Mona was with her, in hiding, as planned.

Finally, at 7 o'clock sharp, Lily knocked at the door. 

“It's open!”

Lily stepped inside. “Hello?”

“In here!” called Delilah.

Lily hovered toward the doorway. Delilah could intuit how she was feeling. All the boxes she saw. The heavy scent of cum. The heat of Delilah and Mona’s pussies working overdrive. Delilah could see her perfectly, but Lily couldn't see them. 

“I...I’d like it better if I could see you,” said Lily. “If you could come out into the light.”

“Of course,” said Delilah. “Just a second, though! Come on inside.”

Delilah had been specific in her instructions. Mona knew exactly what to do. 

The door slammed shut as Lily came inside. Behind it was Mona; stalking her like a villain in a horror movie. Lily yelped and turned. Before she knew what was happening, Delilah and Mona were on her, taking her, dragging her to the chair already arranged in the living room. 

They ignored Lily’s screams. It was easier than Delilah thought it might have been. Master’s cum made strong and resilient to the cries of other women; how fucking fun. It felt so good to hold Lily down against her will. 

Quickly they had her tied up; they used soft restraining ropes Delilah had bought from a boutique bondage shop, so her skin wouldn’t chafe. The ropes would hold, though; it wasn’t a kink if you could just get out of them. 

They hadn't hurt Lily at all; they had just restrained her. Delilah wouldn't have been surprised, in fact, if Lily hadn't gone along with it a little bit.

Master's cum had changed Delilah's body in so many surprising ways. She could smell Lily's arousal now. Some part of her, however small, wanted this to happen.

Once she was arranged and sitting and blubbering trying to get out of it, Delilah sat on her lap. 

“Stop,” Lily blubbered. “J-just stop. Whatever you want, you can have it, I don’t care. Just d-don’t tie me up like this fuck you’re pretty...”

Lily squirmed tremendously while Mona wrapped her ankles up in more of the same rope. She whimpered, staring down Delilah’s blouse into her amazing cleavage. Delilah stroked her face and nodded, softly kissing Lily's forehead, pushing long fingers through her hair. 

She was really pretty, Lily. Bright green eyes. Dark hair. She looked like a princess on the cover of those old racy fantasy novels, only dressed up like a modern reporter in a smart Henley sweater and tight leggings. Delilah toyed with her heavy tits in the sweater and Lily moaned and tittered helplessly.

If Delilah didn’t know better—and she certainly didn’t—she would say that Lily had something of a hidden kink for being tied up like this. And certainly, everyone had a kink for Delilah sitting in their lap. She was a fucking gorgeous woman, after all. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” said Delilah. “Mona and I are trying to do something nice for Master.”

“M-Master?”

Lily seemed dazed already. Maybe it was the panties Mona had grabbed, soaked in Master’s cum, that she had tied together in a necklace and placed around Lily’s neck. Delilah felt her cunt on fire from their proximity, and she had a tolerance for it. It must have been frying Lily’s brain like nothing else could. 

“You know, Miles? The One Male? The True God of this Earth? The fucking fantastically big-Cocked Alpha who you broke up with because you’re a stupid bitch?”

“I...I didn’t...what? He didn’t have a...c-cock?” Her voice slurred.

“He does now. And he knows how to use it. And you’re going to know how to please it.” Delilah took out her special surprise from her own cunt, slick with her juices and heavy with her scent. “This is a vibrating egg. It goes in your pussy and I can control it remotely.”

Lily gulped. “Y-you can't. This is wrong.”

“Is it really? Do you think that way? Truly?”

Lily seemed lost in Delilah's eyes. “Truly?”

“Yes. You feel that way. Truly.”

“I feel that way,” Lily moaned. Her lips grasping for Delilah's. “Truly.”

“You truly want to do what I say.”

“I truly want to do what you say.”

Delilah's body flooded with power—the power to make others compelled to obey her. All this power, and it was all for Miles. 

“Do you want to know what it feels like?”

“What it feels like? I...yes. I...I don’t know.”

“Do you want to kiss me?”

Lily nodded eagerly. “Yes. Very much.”

“Of course you do, sweetie. I’m the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen, aren’t I? No one is prettier than me.”

“No one.”

“You want me to be your hot kissing girlfriend, don’t you?”

“Mmmph. Yes. I want to kiss you so bad...”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. Lily kept moaning. 

“...prettiest...girl...kissing girlfriend...”

“You want more than kisses from me. Don’t you? You want me to make you cum?”

“I...I...I’ve never...not with a girl...”

Delilah pushed her tits up into Lily's face. She shoved them so that the cum-stained panties were right on top of them; Lily had to experience both to experience one. 

“You want me to touch your pussy? Someone as pretty as me? You want me to lick you? To kiss you all over?”

“Y-yes.”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her softly and slowly. Mona mewed from her kneeling position, clasping Delilah's leg and rubbing up and down. Lily's lips were soft and tasted like strawberries. Her tongue searched inside of Delilah's, softly fruity, probing and needy. 

Finally, Delilah pulled away. 

“Did that feel good?”

Lily nodded, nudging forward. “M-more, please. You’re so pretty. Every time I see you, all I can think of is sex. Fuck, you’re so pretty...”

“Ask for the vibrator and we can kiss again.”

Lily's will was gone now. She nodded desperately. “Please. Please, put it in me.”

“Good girl. Mona?”

Mona inserted the vibrator into Lily’s waiting, willing pussy. 

Right away, Delilah giggled, kissed Lily briefly on the mouth, and stood up.

“Wait...” said Lily, mouth searching after Delilah. “I don’t understand. Where you go? I wanna....I want it, I want itttt...”

Like a little girl. Soon she would be Daddy’s little girl, forever. Just like He Deserved.

The vibrator had an app on Delilah’s phone so that she could control the pulses. She toyed with it a bit now. Turning it up and watching Lily squirm. Turning it down and watching her pant. Pulsing up, pulsing down. 

“F-fuck!” Lily moaned. 

Delilah stripped down naked. Taking her time. Keeping her heels on, but everything else gone. She brought Mona over to her pussy, bundled up her hair, and slid Mona's pretty face against one slick thigh. 

“You want some of this?”

“Y-yes!” Lily’s tongue searched forward, licking phantom cunt. “Please!”

“You have to watch, first. Get it right. You have to watch very carefully.”

Mona went to work. Delilah pulsed the vibrator in time with Mona’s careful, perfect licks. The pleasure between all three of them syncing up. 

“Watch, Lily.”

“...watch...”

“Are you watching?”

“...watching. Yes...”

Mona's skillful tongue continued on as Delilah dripped all down her chin.

“We’re going to fuck up your mind, Lily.”

“Fuck up...my mind...?”

Delilah was triumphant. “We’re going to fuck up your mind. We’re going to make you a fuckdoll for Master. We’re going to make you beg to apologize to him. Beg to suck his cock. Beg to be his brainless bimbo barbie babe. We’re going to fuck. You. Up.”

Lily whimpered. 

“Do you want that? Do you want his Cock?”

“I...I don’t know...”

“Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to be a special hot fuck sister with Mona and me?”

“Y-yes. Fuck yes...I want your pussy so bad...”

Delilah flipped through her phone and cast to the television—a massive wide screen on one wall that Miles had paid for—a video Mona had taken days before of Miles fucking Delilah. Delilah vamping for the camera—smiling, winking, moaning, playing it up. She hadn't known it was for this, but it all made sense now. Technology was so brilliant these days.

“Oh, god,” said Lily. “That’s you. He’s...fucking you.”

Delilah grabbed the last piece of the puzzle, moving herself and Mona out of Lily's field of view. The only light source in the room was the wide screen; everything else was in darkness. Like a fucked-up erotic dream being beamed into Lily's head. 

“Fuck yeah he is. He's probably getting me pregnant. Look at my fucking titties leaking all over him. God, he makes me so turned on. Watching him fuck me is going to fuck you up, Lily.”

“Oh god...no...my brain...I can't...think...”

Her tits leaked now, hot milk ready to drink. She leaned forward and re-positioned until she could drip some down Georgia's face, starting at the side of her forehead. It would slide slowly all the way into her mouth. It smelled delicious.

“Yeah. It’s all we’re going to do until your little brain is as fucked as mine. Oh, and there’s this too.”

The last piece of the puzzle was a pair of headphones, already playing mindfuck audios recorded by Delilah. She placed them on Lily's head and then—finally knowing she was finished—shoved Mona into her pussy and sat back on the couch. Watching her handiwork. Watching Master fuck her. Watching herself fuck Lily's mind with Master fucking her. 

Ungh.  

Lily tried to protest a little longer. Weakly. 

“No. Please no...n-no. No, I don’t want this. I don’t want...”

The audio had been recorded by Delilah that afternoon. It was a simple loop of about thirty seconds that she spliced with her words and a recording of Mona’s voice while she fingered herself to multiple orgasms. 

Serve Him.

Obey Him.

Worship Him.

Love Him.

Serve Cock.

Obey Cock.

Worship Cock.

Love Cock. 

And so on.

The whole time, Mona obediently and dutifully licked Delilah's pussy. Delilah came again and again and again, looking at her own beautiful face cumming to her Master's Cock inside of her. She felt like she was high and she probably was—Miles's Cock was a drug and she was the number one addict. Eventually, Lily’s pleas for help died down. 

“You did it, Mistress,” Mona said to Delilah. “You really fucked her up for Master.”

Delilah had. 

Lily had stopped resisting entirely. She huffed cum-stained panties, whimpered and orgasmed, and moaned out just one word: 

Cock.

Cock.

Cock.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH dressed like she thought Miles’s Ideal Wife would dress. 

She had on a stunning white Tom Ford dress and a blistering pair of Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. The dress dipped deep into her cleavage, a long narrow V-shape, and did nothing to hide the outrageous curves that being Miles's bimbo fuckslave had offered her. 

As Miles entered the office, Delilah was already there waiting for him. She lit up to meet him, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing him madly. 

“Hey babe,” he said, squeezing her ass. “You look great today.”

The compliment immediately made her cum as all compliments from Master did. His Approval was so important. She moaned and bit a lip, trying to concentrate.

“Master,” said Delilah. “I have a gift for you.”

He smiled at her. “I know. It’s about that time, isn’t it?”

Obviously he had the wrong idea right away. What other kind of gift could she mean, after all? It was about 8 AM and every morning for more than a week, 8 AM meant Delilah adored her MasterGod’s Cock. It took all of Delilah’s available willpower to stop him from unbuckling his pants. 

“N-no,” she stuttered. Smiling. Nervous. “Please. Let me show you.”

She snapped her fingers, and as planned, Lily entered the office.

They planned it so Lily wore a slightly hotter version of the same outfit she had worn when she broke up with Miles: a sexy pink skirt, black skintight thigh-high boots with skyscraper heels, and a dark brown over-sized sweater that highlighted how small and fuckable her frame was.

“H-hello, Master,” said Lily.

Miles looked taken aback; the outfit was doing its work. 

“What's this about?” he asked.

Delilah nodded at his ex. “What do you have to say for yourself, Lily?”

Lily gulped. “I-I know we were like, um, dating at some point? I forget all the details. I forget things all the time now. Mistress Delilah tells me I’m going to forget my entire life soon.”

Miles looked at her. “Mistress Delilah, huh?”

“You love it. Shut up.”

He smacked her on the ass. “It’s hot as fuck. Good work.”

Lily had a velvet collar around her neck. Delilah tugged at it.

“Keep going, slave.”

Lily nodded, looking up at Miles with big eyes. “I should never have broken up with You, Sir.”

“That’s fucking right.” Delilah couldn't help herself. She kissed Miles's neck, bit his shoulder.

“I should have never said things were over,” Lily continued. “I should have begged You every day to stay on Your side, at Your side, loving You. I should have begged to be yours all the time.”

Miles's Cock was out. Right away, Delilah began stroking it. Loving Him. Supporting him in this difficult time. Hot milk began to pour from her tits, wetting down her clothes. He paused to look at Delilah—the look was loving, paternal, longing. He was really impressed with her.

“What else?” said Miles.

“Please...let me be Your slave?” Miles's Cock pulsed in Delilah's hand. “Let me be Yours? Let me belong to You, please? I worship You. I-I don’t understand it, but You’re God to me. I feel like You always have been God to me...

Miles looked at Delilah, eyebrow raised. Her body trembled with his approval.

“You used something on her,” he said.

“I used lots of things. Audio. Visual. Scents. Everything I could think of.”

“Wow. Delilah...this goes above and beyond.”

Delilah was so fucking wet. She needed him to cum.

“Fuck her mouth, babe. Fuck your ex's mouth. Take what you deserve.”

He didn't need much encouragement. Delilah shoved Lily down to her knees and pushed her forward up into his Cock. A moment's hesitation, and then independent reporter Lily was lost forever, and bimbo fuckslave secretary Lily was born, moaning over Master's Cock and weeping in gratitude. 

“Th-thank you, Daddy!” she whimpered. “Thank you, Master! Thank you SO much!”

Some of her words were hard to make out. Her tongue waggled up and down his Cock. Her form was more enthusiastic than precise; Delilah would have to fix that soon. 

One aspect of Delilah’s new life was that her senses were sharper than ever. Her body had been, at this point, after taking in so much of the Holy Nectar that was Her God’s Cum, rebuilt entirely from the ground up. 

So when Helena arrived outside to spy on them, she heard her outside. She had little doubt that Miles knew about it too—or at least knew someone was there. But Lily’s lush mouth around His Cock was enough to distract him.

And of course Helena showing up was all part of the plan—all part of Delilah establishing her control. She was the one who had told Helena to be there, who had strategically emptied the office of the other girls so that Helena could watch in privacy. It was all timed perfectly.

She knew that outside, Helena—perfectly hot stoic Helena—was already fingering her cunt to what she was watching. Delilah put her hand on the back of Lily's head and started stroking the beauty's face up and down her Master's Cock. Delilah's tits, so heavy and wet already, spilled milk down Miles's side as Lily pleasured him.

This is what I do, she wanted to scream. This is what I do to other women whenever the fuck I want. You better stay clear or I'll do it to you, too. I'll erase your mind until you're my fucking living fleshlight to use on my Master's Cock.

“Fuck,” said Miles again. “Delilah. This is so good, babe.”

“Good enough for a wife?” Delilah asked.

“A wife?” he laughed a little. “Are you serious?”

He demurred, but his Cock leapt. Lily squealed as her body lifted off the ground from his pulsating hardness.

Delilah straightened. Her hand pumped Lily’s face up and down his Cock. Droplets of her milk splattered sexily on Lily's face.

“That’s what I want, Miles. You didn’t have to leave me with so much of my mind, did you? Mona’s lucky if she has a sentence that’s more than ten words. Lily is certainly just as mindfucked...”

“I’ll remind you that you fucked up Lily.”

He fucked her mouth harder, matching his thrusts with Delilah's measured strokes.

“But that’s my point, don’t you see? If you wanted, I’d be a brainless, drooling mess all the time.”

He smiled cockily. “You’re a brainless drooling mess whenever I want, doll.”

Her cunt vibrated. She really wanted to be a bimbo fuckdoll for him whenever he wanted. 

“I know. But you also decided to make that not happen. When you could have. That’s a message. What you decide and what you don’t decide are equally important. You let me keep my mind so I could do things like this for you.”

She moved Lily’s mouth more urgently up and down now. Lily sounded low on air. Delilah didn't care. 

Miles grunted, clearly impressed with Lily's efforts. “You’ve got me at a bit of a disadvantage, doll.”

“It’s only fair,” said Delilah. “You have me at a disadvantage all the time, don’t you? The way you fuck with my mind. With all our minds. You could be behind all of this, even me bringing Lily to you.”

“It never occurred to me, actually.” His breath catching. “But it’s hot as fuck.”

“Please? I’ll be a perfect wife. I can’t cook or clean very well, but I’ll make sure Lily can, and anyone else we need I’ll make sure to enslave for you, and...”

He caught her and kissed her passionately. His fire surprised her. Her milk spilled down their torsos.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he groaned. He pushed Lily to one side. She collapsed, exhausted from the double-fuck she experienced. “I want to fuck my fiance.”

Delilah was on him in a minute. Her cunt so slick and ready; his entire foot-plus Cock slid up into her with complete ease and right away she was cumming. “D-do you mean it?”

“Fuck.” He slammed her up and down his cock. Using her the same way they used Lily’s head. Lily’s hot saliva making his cock even slicker inside of her cunt. “Yes. You’ll be my wife. I’ll buy you a ring tomorrow.”

“S-say it again, Master?” she begged him. Knowing Helena was listening, watching. “Say it loud?”

“You'll be my wife,” he slammed into her.  

Every thrust into her cunt broke Delilah's mind apart and put it back together again. Her heavy tits bounced underneath him, more milk spreading all over the office.

“You'll be my wife.”

The massive Cock he sported bulged her belly. Long ago her insides had rearranged to make room. She was so fucking fertile and unprotected that she knew she'd be pregnant from him soon enough. She felt like she ovulated constantly.

“You'll be my wife.”

Delilah screamed his name—all his titles. Miles, Master, King, Daddy, God!

“You'll be my wife.”

Delilah held on for dear life; he had never been so worked up before. His hot load was on its way. 

Cum in me please. Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me, oh god cum in meeee

“You'll be my wife.”

He emptied himself entirely into her hot willing fertile cunt. She begged him on, legs squeezing while he drained completely into her body. Underneath them, Lily licked up the leftovers.

Outside, she could hear Helena’s moans as she came. No doubt equal parts anguish and adoration—knowing that Delilah would be ahead of her forever, now. 

Delilah smiled, whispering loving thoughts to her husband-to-be. 

Everything was going according to plan.

# # #
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Bimbo Office: Promotion
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They were in a honeymoon suite in the most expensive hotel on the planet. Five body-perfect girls knelt before him, whispering pleas and begging to be his. 

Each one had spectacularly huge tits, tiny waists, wide fertile hips, and gorgeous faces. All had long hair and sparkling young skin and fresh tight cunts that would stay tight and hot and permanently wet. Their gorgeous, hefty breasts spilled over with milk that lubricated their caresses and kisses. Each loved their Master completely. Each needed him more than anyone else. 

They all loved each other, these girls; they were a sisterhood of service and devotion to their living God and his Holy Cock. Each one wore nothing but lingerie, diamonds, and heels. Each one had enough hot jewelry on them to fund small third-world countries for months. 

Each of them could break the hearts of billionaires around the globe and fuck up the global economy just with a few winks and some carefully positioned smiles. The only thing more important to any of them than each other was His Cock. 

But only one of them really Deserved His Cock. The one in the middle. Helena. In the bright white bridal lingerie.

And so the Master chose Helena, because he always chose Helena, and she spread her legs wide and urged him in. 

“Oh Master, thank you,” she moaned. She could bring down nations in seconds with a plea like that, and she used all her wiles and all her beauty and all her ability just to make her Master Hard. 

“You're so fucking big,” and he was. “You're so fucking strong,” and he really was. 

He was so strong that when the rest of the girls climbed onto him, pushed against his body and Helena's and pressed them together like one living symbiotic groupfuck-hug, he barely noticed their weight. All he did was look into Helena's perfect face and groan and kiss her hard and make her fertile, tight body shiver with delight from the enormous width and length of his gigantic GodCock filling her up to get her pregnant.

Just to Helena's right, wearing bright red silk lingerie, was Delilah, who had worked tirelessly to make this all happen—whether she knew it or not. 

You see, not so long ago, Delilah thought she would be his bride—the lucky, lucky, luckiest girl who received all his cum first.

But he hadn't married Delilah; he'd married someone even better. Someone even hotter. And Delilah was quickly forgetting that she had ever wanted it any other way.

* * * * *
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SOME WEEKS PRIOR, DELILAH marinated in the certainty that nothing would ever change the fact that Miles would marry Delilah. It was the only way she wanted things to be, and her Master in his generosity had given that certainty to her.

Another model, the seventh one that day, strutted down the stone runway in the middle of Miles’s newly refurbished office. 

The model—her name was Alexandra, per her sheet—was tall and beautiful and thin. She wore black lingerie and a pair of gorgeous heels with gold buckles. Her dark hair was made up perfectly. The heels snapped sharply as she strutted, stroke a pose, and smiled right at Miles. 

He smiled right back. There was a lot to smile about. Delilah had taken care of that; she wanted Miles to always have a reason to smile. He didn’t always have to, but she always wanted him to be able to smile. To have something pretty to look at to remind him of how great and powerful he was, all the fantastic delicious power he held.

At his feet, between his legs, was his ex-girlfriend Lily. Her heels clacked too, but against the inside of his desk as she softly sucked his Cock while he watched the models walk. 

Delilah sat next to him wearing a stunning Gucci blazer. Very professional. Her lack of a top inside of the blazer was probably less professional, but no one was complaining—Delilah looked absolutely stunning in whatever she wore and most of the time very quickly hypnotized others into doing her bidding with about thirty seconds of eye contact and toying with her gorgeous long hair and heavy tits, which pressed heavily against the smooth silk fabric of the blazer. 

She leaned over and touched the clipboard in Miles’s hands with one long perfectly manicured finger. Whispering in his ear. An observer, like the model Alexandra, might think that she was conferring privately with him about the performance they had just seen. 

In fact, Delilah had leaned over to surreptitiously hold Lily’s head down on Miles’s Cock, slowly making her gag and choke.

“I love that sound,” she said to her fiance, in reference to the choking sounds that Lily made. “Do I have to let her off Your Cock this time?”

Lily began to lose consciousness. Her automatic nervous system kicked in, making her body thrash. Delilah’s grip was like iron; Miles had made her strong. He had to, otherwise the sheer bulk of his immensely muscular, powerful body would crush her during one of their marathon fuck sessions. 

“Maybe I can just keep her there while You drink up this hot teen thing on the runway, Master,” Delilah suggested. Her tongue lashed softly, quickly, against his ear. Her voice was a dark whisper containing all the dark cosmic urgency of stars collapsing into black holes. She was his dark partner, his Accomplice, and she loved it that way. “Maybe she can just choke until we replace her.”

Miles shifted, groaning inaudibly, and came into Lily’s throat, but then he was always cumming. His refractory period didn’t exist anymore. He came whenever he wanted—and Delilah made sure he wanted to cum a lot.

“That’s enough,” he said, gently. Delilah relaxed her grip on Lily, who swallowed as much as cum as possible while still continuing to suck Miles down. 

And then Miles said louder: “That’s enough. Thank you.”

The model Alexandra’s smile turned slowly into a look of confusion. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yes. We’re not interested.”

“But...” she looked truly puzzled. “But I’m...but...I can...I smell it. The c-c-Cock. I would...”

She took a tentative step forward. Delilah stood up immediately, towering over her from several feet away and in heels both more expensive and taller. 

“Stop. Right. There.”

If she came any closer, Delilah would fuck her up. And not just physically, either—psychologically. She’d make her wish she wasn’t born. She had already targeted every area of imperfection that Alexandra possessed—every hint of flab, every wrinkle, every split end in her hair. 

It was all well and good to want Miles’s Cock. Every girl wanted that. But he had given this bitch an order. And if she didn't obey, Delilah was all too happy to use her own Cock-Gifted Beauty to destroy her mind. 

“I..um...” Alexandra curtsied wildly, tears brimming in her eyes. “I-I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm just...I'm sorry.”

Alexandra looked like she was going to become sick. Delilah felt warm inside, watching Alexandra's entire psyche march to the precipice of sanity. She wanted to watch it jump, wanted to watch Alexandra go insane from the need for what Delilah had daily, nightly. What she was guaranteed thanks to the heavy, gaudy, massively expensive ring on her finger.

“Next!” Delilah called.

It took the carpenters, masons, and handymen about three days to do all the work of completely refurbishing the office. Originally, they had estimated a couple of months, but then Delilah had smiled and flirted with them, and then Bonnie had given them “secret” blowjobs for every day ahead of schedule they finished, and so with lots of overtime and lots of extra contractors (money was never an issue for the Abram office), the work was completed in record time. 

Their office now had a completely revamped look. The only office with walls was Miles’s—everything else was one long open-floor plan. He could see everyone—which meant he could see his girls. The ceilings had been extended upward, pipes and vents now visibly jutting through the high beams. New, sparkling marble flooring clicked happily when met with the hard-striking ends of expensive designer heels. 

And outside the newly revamped office was a long line of beautiful young women—the most gorgeous in the tri-state area. This was who had answered the modeling casting call with extravagant promises of payment that Delilah had no intention of following through on.

The only payment they needed—that anyone needed—was the chance for Cock. It was impossible for her to consider that someone might not think that was good enough. 

Alexandra shuffled off, demoralized and with tears beginning to stream. Seeing her like that made Delilah wet. The girls waiting outside saw Alexandra leave, sobbing, and every single one of them squared their jaws and straightened their shoulders. Desperate to hold their resolve; desperate to make the best of this opportunity. From the moment they entered the office, it was no longer about money—it was about Cock. 

They could smell it. They could taste it in the air. And they needed it. 

The problem with Alexandra was that, while she was perfectly pretty, Master already had a pair of perfectly pretty slaves in Mona and Lily. They were both pretty with a little something extra, a je n'ais ce quoi that put them above and beyond. 

Alexandra had been dime-store pretty, and certainly, Master would eventually own her cunt completely (and probably already did. Miles was only becoming more powerful, and Delilah was willing to bet that Alexandra was rushing right that second to the bathroom to fingerfuck her disappointed brains out and would have scintillating hot fuckdreams for the next week and a half that would ruin her for any other so-called “man” for the rest of her life)...but right now he deserved Top Shelf. 

And Alexandra wasn’t Top Shelf, so she had to go.

The lie was that this whole audition was for a commercial. Using Lily’s connections at the newspaper, they had been able to perpetuate this lie via social media, promising a ridiculous salary for very little work. It had been reported as if Abram was crazy for offering this much for so little; like he was stupid. People were always willing to believe politicians were stupid. This made it easy to cover up the fact that this particular politician was in fact a sex-obsessed virile fuckstud probably imbued with the ancient powers of some kind of mystical breeding force. 

Sometimes Delilah was struck by how strange it all was—that she was so brilliantly healthy, in shape, with such amazing tits and such a perfect face just because she happened to have met Miles in a mid-sized city political campaign for office. Now it seemed like he would be mayor before long, and governor after that, gathering women all the while. Growing his harem, growing his power, growing his Cock.

Ungh. 

The next girl strutted in and immediately owned the room. Delilah sat up immediately to see her. Miles did too, thunking Lily’s head on the underside of the desk. Lily's quite audible moan was half pleasure, half pain.

This new girl’s walk was unreal, swaying hips in that slightly exaggerated but still completely natural way. She had practiced. Her face was classically gorgeous. Timelessly gorgeous. High cheekbones and soft lips, a sharp nose and big, expressive green eyes. She looked like a 1940s movie starlet, like a classical femme fatale. 

Delilah checked the dossier. Her name was Emma.

She stopped, posed, and sneer-smiled in exactly the right hot way. Letting it be known that she was perfectly happy to smile, but only for the right kind of Man. 

Delilah felt her heart beating fast. Her hand was on Miles’s Cock—openly stroking the shaft that wasn't deep inside Lily's mouth. Rubbing her milk-heavy tits onto Miles's well-built arm. Milk leaked out from her blazer, probably ruining the expensive clothing. It didn't matter; Miles paid for everything. And Delilah was unable to stop herself in the midst of her arousal and the arousal of her man. 

Emma saw what Delilah did because of course she did. Her sneer-smile turned into surprise, but she wasn’t moving. Her pose remained still—arm at an angle, hips cocked to one side, a leg forward. Delilah locked eyes with her. It was from a distance, but her gaze was her gaze, and it was powerful. 

It was hot to her that they both had green eyes; something in common. In fact, with the way they both had deeply vibrant chestnut hair, it was almost like they could be sisters.

“Like a little sister...” she whispered.

“That’s what You want, huh?” said Miles. “A little sister fuck to help Daddy’s Cock?”

Delilah melted. It drove her wild to hear him talk like that. She nodded, biting a bottom lip. She bit harder when she saw Emma doing the same. Miles’s power taking hold of her. 

First he would turn her on; his scent and presence did most of that. He was an impressively handsome man. Women immediately wanted him. Wanted to feel his thick, hard chest. The immovable objects of his shoulders. The massive turn of his biceps. The strength in his hands. 

Then, using Emma's arousal as fuel, he would fill her mind with all kinds of viciously hot images. Images of him fucking her against a wall. Images of her begging to suck his Cock. Images of the two of them caught underneath bedding and wrapped in each other’s arms with his enormity slowly pumping inside of her, making her promise after promise of powerful eternal love. 

Delilah watched Emma’s eyes glaze over. All of this hitting her at once. Miles's power had only grown in the time Delilah had known him, and when he had turned Delilah's life upside down, he had already been quite powerful.

“Master,” Delilah said, hand slick-sliding up and down Miles's Cock, “she's really pretty.”

“Yes she is.”

“I want to see if she's worthy for You, Master. I want to see how she does in the test.”

He nodded eagerly. “Do it,” said Miles. “I want to see her in action.”

Delilah almost began to hurry off, but Miles slapped her hard on the ass and tugged her back toward him in the same motion.

“Make it unfair,” he said.

Delilah smiled and nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. She knelt down underneath the desk, barely controlling the wet drool forming in her mouth from her proximity to her Master's Cock. Lily, barely cognizant, didn’t even seem to notice as Delilah took her heels away from her. A few seconds later, Delilah was back up on her feet.

“Here,” she said, walking to Emma. “Try these on. They’re taller.”

“T-taller?” Emma was dazed; Miles doing his work on her brain. Locking eyes with her. Emma touched herself openly. 

“And prettier. Put them on.” She handed Emma a small package of lingerie from off Miles's desk. “And put this on too. We have one final step of the audition for you. We’re going to bring in some of the other girls.”

“Other girls?”

“Yes. We’re going to see how you shape up next to them.” Delilah gave her a quick but lingering kiss on the cheek, then on her neck. “Don’t worry, sis. You’re going to do great.”

“I feel...” Emma's voice was tight, like she might cry. “I feel like I'm going crazy. I think you're married to him but I think I'm in love with him a-and—”

Delilah kissed her softly on the lips and shushed her with a finger. “Give in. The more you give in, the better you'll feel. The better it will be. Give in to his Cock, and it will all make sense. Do you understand?”

Emma nodded, green eyes wide with gratitude. She got dressed quickly behind a screen. It wasn’t that she didn’t want Master to see her naked; it wasn’t that Master didn’t want that either. But everyone agreed without speaking, just knowing, that it would be better to wait. Wait until he decided for real; wait until they were going to fuck.

The screen was there strategically for this modeling audition and also just generally; Delilah certainly had used it plenty of times just to show off different outfits. He didn't like seeing the transition phase; he wanted to see complete looks.

Delilah called Mona through the intercom to send in the other two girls and send the rest home. Shortly after, two pretty things named Clarice and Sandra walked in. They had been earmarked early on and told to stay. The last two hours had been the happiest of their lives, thinking they had a chance to work in Miles’s office. Close to him, close to Delilah. Close to the Cock.

They walked in and stood on either side of Emma—who stood tall and proud in her lacy blue lingerie and designer heels. Sandra and Clarice, meanwhile, wore the bog standard black underwear and bras and the trash big box style heels they had come in on.  

“We’ve narrowed it down to the three of you,” said Delilah. “It’s been a tough process. And there’s still a tough decision ahead. Only one can progress to the final round.”

They looked uncomfortably at Emma. Emma sort of sneered, sort of smirked in their direction. Like she couldn’t believe her luck. Her sneer won out, and Lily moaned audibly, another thump filling the room from underneath Miles's desk where his surging Cock had thumped her skull against the desk. 

Emma was a quick study. Her sneer became more pronounced, clear and terrible judgment filling her expression as she looked at Sandra. Another, harder thump from Miles's desk and a strangled moan from Lily. 

Delilah bent over at Miles's desk and slid her hands across his incredible body. Her fingers unbuttoned his shirt, sliding over the washboard abs underneath. “Little sis is learning quick,” she said. 

“She is.” He kept his voice conspiratorial, like her. “Walk them through it.”

“Now,” Delilah raised her voice. “We thought we would give you a chance to argue your case. Which of you thinks she’s going to be the winner?

Sandra was several inches shorter than Emma and just a tad overweight, though she carried it well. Clarice had short hair and a cute face; guys would probably hit on her at bars thinking they had a shot even though they really didn't. 

Emma, meanwhile, was clearly Emma—taller and bustier and more beautiful by every margin.

“I mean...” Sandra began, shaking her head. “It’s obvious you want her to win.”

Delilah smiled. “How so?”

“I mean...look at her.”

Emma tossed her hair back, smiling beautifully. “Yeah, Daddy. Look at me.”

“No, I mean...” Sandra started to tear up. “You gave her heels and lingerie.”

Delilah pretended not to understand. “You’re in underwear, aren’t you?”

“But not lingerie! It’s different!”

“Do you really believe you deserve lingerie?” Delilah made a show of confusion. “When you compare yourself...to her?”

“Isn’t it funny,” Emma tossed her hair, “how losers always make such excuses for themselves?”

Miles grunted. Lily’s head smashed against his desk again; this time Delilah heard a crack. It would have been the wood; Lily’s head was in no more danger of breaking than a titanium sarcophagus. 

“And what do you think, Emma?”

“It's obvious what I think,” she said. “I'm better than both of them. Both of you.” She addressed them directly. “I mean it's obvious that this is all about fucking. This is all about his Cock. And the two of you don't deserve it like I do. And if this is all about his Cock, about making Him happy, then why the fuck are you even here? Like, should you even actually be alive? Wouldn't it just make sense for you two to go jump off a bridge somewhere?”

Another hard crack—and this time the desk was clearly breaking apart. Miles was squat-standing, thrusting hard into Lily's head and using it to split apart the hard walnut of his desk. Lily would have a headache tomorrow, but that was all; they'd have to replace the desk, though. 

“Look at him, you stupid fucking cows.” Emma sneered and laughed. “Look at how bad he fucking wants me. You're going to go to bed tonight begging God that anyone would want you as much as he wants me. He's going to give me everything.” She winked at Miles. “Aren't you, Daddy?”

He was beyond ready for her.

“Get over here. Others, leave. Now.”

His commands were terse but clear. Sandra and Clarice, sobbing from Emma's words, fled the room. 

Emma, meanwhile, crept on top of his desk and crawled erotically toward him, moaning and gasping, pleading as she came nearer. Miles tossed Lily to one side. 

“N-need it...” Lily moaned weakly. 

She'd had a mainline to the nectar of the Gods and she'd never have enough—but she mattered less now that Emma was around.

The shift in hierarchy was that quick, that precise—Emma, by virtue of nothing else but being hot, had quickly risen to Delilah's second-in-command and Miles's second favorite.

All that mattered was making his Cock Happy. 

Emma was bent over on all fours in front of his cock. Her hands framing the massive crack where Lily's skull had split the desk. Looking up at Miles with bright green, needy eyes. Delilah took Emma by the hair and pushed her down between Miles’s Cock. He groaned and came almost immediately, shoving deeper into her mouth and throat. The bulge there pulsating as he came more and more—often and heavy. His balls, grapefruit-sized, slapped against her chin. 

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master,” Delilah urged him. “Look what I made for You.”

“It’s all for Me,” he said.

She nodded urgently. “It’s ALL for You.”

“Gotta fuck her.”

Miles was normally talkative, jocular, even garrulous. But when he needed to fuck bad, his vocabulary sunk down to nothing. He pulled Emma up and—using just one hand around her waist—slammed her into the nearby wall and shoved himself up into her cunt. His cock shredded her lingerie, pushing deep inside her with no resistance from her gorgeously wet virgin pussy.

Just like that he fucked her. His massive hard-on driving up into her tight young fertile body. No resistance. Nothing stopping him. Mindfucking Emma further with every thrust of his hips. 

Emma's face was a contortion of ecstasy. She had been cumming since the second she saw his Cock. Right now, Delilah knew, she experienced the singularity. 

This was the term Delilah had come up with to describe how Miles's Cock made time stop. Delilah knew she was in her early twenties. But the first time she had tasted her God's Cock had lasted for thousands of years. Before Cock, her will had been a tower of stone. 

But after Cock, she understood that tower was a sandcastle, kicked over before the awesome, universe-bending power of the Cock. Her couple of decades of free will were annihilated by thousands and thousands and thousands of years of constant orgasms wrapped up inside of just a few minutes, all the while only picturing Miles and his Holy, Precious, Perfect Cock. 

“Fuck him, little sis,” Delilah moaned.

She believed it. Emma was her little sister. She even believed it knowing it was something she believed—knowing that Emma once upon a time hadn’t been her little sister. 

But there they were, the memories entering her mind: Emma and her having sleepovers in pajamas. Those pajamas getting sexier and sexier every year until they were both eighteen and they just started wearing lingerie. Learning to make out with each other. 

Putting pictures of Miles on each other’s desktops, on their smart phones, in their tablets. Talking about how much they loved him, how much they wanted to be lovestruck Cockslaves for him. How they wished he was their Daddy; how they wanted to snuggle into his bed every night and snugglesuck his Cock until he would never leave them. 

As Miles drove his Cock into Emma, Delilah locked eyes with her little sister. Needing to hypnotize her for Master. 

“You love him, Emma.”

“I love him.”

“He’s everything to You.”

“He’s everything to Me!”

Miles bit her shoulder, making his mark. 

“You need him to get you pregnant.”

“I need him to get me pregnant!”

Delilah's hot milk poured down their joined bodies, lubricating their fucking.

Miles fucked her harder, deeper.

“You're a slave.”

“I'm a slave.”

His thrusts so quick and often now.

“You're his slave.”

“I'm his slave.”

He came in her, but he kept going. Cumming didn't make him tired; only being tired made him tired, and Master took a long time to get tired. One of Emma's orgasms from feeling him shoot inside her was simply met with another, and another, and another.

And on and on. Instituting obedience. Instituting control.

Emma came, again and again. The whole time, Delilah was there, dripping milk, gazing in her little sister’s eyes, hypnotizing her to be even more in love with their Master.

* * * * * 
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IT TOOK EMMA ALL OF ten minutes to recover completely from having her entire reality fucked by Miles’s Cock. 

That spoke to their Choice—that she was really meant for this kind of work. She followed after Delilah happily, humming and smiling, automatically staring down at Mona and Bonnie like she was their superior. 

Delilah, suddenly realizing that nepotism was rather hot, decided she agreed with Emma’s assessment. She was their superior. If Delilah didn't have the ring on her finger, she'd be marginally afraid that Emma would be her superior. Being fucked by Miles only made the gorgeous green-eyed beauty even tighter, hotter, and sexier than before. Her tits already had grown. They'd be leaking milk soon how he liked.

Emma wore a tiny hot blue velvet a-line velvet dress. A collar decorated her delicate neck. She and Delilah walked through the office as Delilah explained Emma's new job as secretary. 

Bonnie overheard them from her desk. “What’s all this for, anyway? Why do we need a new secretary?”

The beautiful dirty-blond babe who would have turned heads anywhere had good reason to ask; she did her job admirably already. The problem was she was just too old. Even though she barely looked twenty-five, if that, Master and Delilah both knew that she had started off well over forty. And that just wouldn't do—not when Master could own younger hot cunt and enslave it. 

Delilah relished her response. “To hire your replacement, duh?”

“My...what?”

“Your replacement.” Delilah was enjoying this. The surprise on her face. “Well, not really your replacement. But my replacement. As Master’s wife, I’m not going to be office manager anymore. I’m more of his...harem manager. So Emma is the new office manager. And Lily is still kind of just a general fucktoy? And that means Mona is taking your job.”

“Wait,” said Mona. “Then who’s taking my job?”

“Interns are replaceable because they’re not needed, sweetie. You’re being promoted to secretary.”

“Oh!” Mona clapped her hands. “Yay!”

A month ago, Mona was on the fast track to graduating with honors from an Ivy League college with a degree in Political Science. Several scouts had been in contact with her to put her on the fast pipe to political office by the time she was twenty-five. Now, gorgeous blond big-titted Mona could barely work her smart phone and was deliriously happy to be the cocksucking fuckpet of a megalomaniac with a harem fetish. 

Delilah bit a lower lip. God, she loved her Master so much. 

“But...I’m being replaced?” said Bonnie. She looked close to crying. 

Miles walked out now, adjusting his tie and the massive bulge in his pants. Immediately, Emma snuggled up to him, still clearly basking in the afterglow of having her virginity taken by the Only God on Earth. She started kissing and whispering right away. Her knee traveled up his thigh and then into his bulge, rubbing it with intent.

“You’re old,” said Delilah. “And you’re fat. You’re being replaced by someone younger. Someone prettier. Though it isn’t exactly hard to find either.”

Bonnie probably weighed one hundred twenty pounds, and thirty of that was her tits. Delilah was being intentionally mean, and it felt terrific.

“But...I...I left my husband. I...I turned down other jobs! I sold my house and g-g-gave you all the profit. I’m living in a studio on Bollowick Boulevard! A-a-and all those dicks I sucked for you...for Him!”

“Gross!” Delilah laughed. “Like, Mona and I know we could never touch a Cock that wasn’t Master’s. But you like, volunteered!”

Emma snuggled up tighter to Miles, acting scared at what was being said. Like a monster had appeared on the big screen. Someone sucking the “cock” of someone else?

“You told me to volunteer! You said he would appreciate it! You said...you said...!”

“’You said, you said.’” Delilah mocked. “You’re like a broken record. Isn’t that what you old people say? Didn’t you used to have records? I bet you still do. Instead you set a record of dick-sucking in an office. What a whore.”

“Hold on,” said Emma. “This is who I’m replacing?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t she suck?”

“I mean, totally.” Emma looked at Bonnie in disbelief. “I’m almost kind of insulted, to be honest.”

“Blame her,” said Mona. “She’s the one who sucks so bad.”

“I...worked...really hard...” Bonnie gulped.

“At sucking, apparently.” Emma giggled. “Like, literally!”

Delilah smiled. Emma would fit right in with Master’s harem of catty vain arrogant fuckdolls. 

Miles was clearly enjoying this. His hand was deep inside of Emma's ass crack, fingers working her pussy from behind. Only he was strong of will enough to keep them all in line, and he did it easily.

“Come on now, girls,” said Miles. “Be kind. Maybe she can still work for me somehow.”

“Please!” Bonnie dropped to her knees.

“For free,” clarified Delilah.

“Y-yes!” Bonnie begged. “Anything for you, Master!”

“Yeah. We’ve been looking for a cook.”

“I can cook!” 

“And someone to do the laundry.”

“I can launder! I can do both of those things!”

Miles pretended to think about it. He ran a hand up and down Emma's chin. She swooned over his touch.

“Delilah's right, though. We can’t afford to pay you.”

Delilah snorted. Miles could afford to pay thirty Bonnies whatever salary they asked for for three hundred years straight before breaking a financial sweat. 

Bonnie dared to ask. “W-will...will you fuck me? Finally?”

“Not if you ask like that,” Delilah rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so gauche. Show up at our house tomorrow and try to be better, Bonnie. Or we will replace you.”

Bonnie nodded, wiping tears away.

“Gather up your desk, and get the fuck out of here. My little sister doesn't want to see you anymore, and she gets what she wants.”

Bonnie was gone in less than the time it took Delilah to say those words. She wobbled out of the office, still only cumming once per day as according to Delilah's instructions. They all erupted in laughter when she left. Miles, still, holding Emma tight, pulled Delilah in for a long sweltering, hot kiss.

“You’re fucking evil, babe.” 

Delilah wrapped her arms around his thick neck. “You love it.”

He nodded. “I really do.”

Life was just nearly perfect—only a few loose ends left.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS A BIT MORE business to take care of. Delilah just couldn’t let sleeping dogs lie. 

At noon that day she met Helena for coffee. Helena had been and still was the single most gorgeous woman Delilah had ever seen. Delilah just edged her out, after more than a month of Miles’s cum and Presence and Cock had changed her. 

That used to worry Delilah, but not anymore. 

They sat down across from each other at Belle’s Cafe in the North Quarter, each of them dressed impeccably. Delilah still wore her business “suit” from that morning, her tight leather skirt making love to her thighs as she sat cross-legged across from Helena. Helena wore a tight white summer dress that hugged her ample bosom and barely hid any part of her sensational legs. The dress was Tom Ford, unless Delilah was mistaken. 

To Delilah’s mild annoyance, Helena only looked down at her coffee. This would have been much easier if Delilah could lock gazes with her, hypnotize her, and be done. But Master had given her all sorts of tools to acquire hot pretty things for Him. 

No reason to get upset. 

Delilah’s presence was much like her Master’s, and already other people at the cafe stopped what they were doing just to watch her. Just to think thoughts of obedience, acquiescence, surrender to her will. 

They were weak. But Helena was strong; that was why Miles Deserved her.

“I just think...I think I must be going crazy.” Helena stirred cream into her coffee slowly, lazily with a spoon. Distracted. Her voice, coated in her sultry exotic accent, stirred up the cream of Delilah's desire.

“How so?”

“I want it to be real. I want him to be in charge. I want him in charge of my entire life. But it can’t be real. It just can’t. Men have wanted me my whole life. It’s how I define myself, honestly. Every chapter of my life is one disappointing man after another, beginning with my father. After that it’s just...buying me endless gifts, praising me for my beauty. Begging me to pay attention to them. But Miles doesn’t do that.”

“He doesn’t have to.”

“No. He’s powerful. I’m married to the richest man in this state and even he doesn’t even touch the kind of power Miles is sporting. It’s so fucking...”

“Hot.”

Helena leaned forward. Inhaling Delilah’s scent deeply. “Yes. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. I...when I’m alone, I touch myself...and I...”

“All you can think about is him?”

“Yes. Of course, that. But more than that.”

“It feels like he’s the only one you’ve ever cum to.”

“Yes. You know what I mean, don’t you? He did this to you?”

“Have you been with any other men?”

“I’m married.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“I...” Helena tilted her jaw slightly. “Pedro and I are waiting for the right time. Or, we were. Whenever I’m around him now, I feel sick inside. Like I ate bad sushi. I feel like vomiting whenever he tries to touch me. Meanwhile he’s more of a sick lost puppy than ever. He’s like a worm around me now. Yesterday I said I hated his hair and he shaved it all off. Can you believe that?”

Delilah could. 

Miles wanted to fuck Helena badly. This whole game with Emma was, in all reality, just a distraction. Emma was gorgeous, and her attitude was even better, but there was something special about Helena. He would say her name while he came down Delilah’s throat. 

She needed him to have her. She needed Miles to fuck Helena, and then fuck Delilah again, and then he would see that Delilah was better. And if Delilah got Helena for him, if she was the architect, that would prove once and for all that Delilah was his perfect Partner, his dark accomplice, his co-conspirator. 

Cock-Conspirator?

“He is real,” said Delilah. “Miles is. Everything you’re thinking.”

She took a risk now. Helena had leeway. Helena could run away. Her willpower was strong. Stronger than Mona or Bonnie’s, certainly. Definitely stronger than Lily’s.

Emma, so naturally arrogant, had clearly wanted what Miles had to offer, so willpower was sort of hard to see with her. 

But Helena? Helena could go either way if she wanted to...up to a point. If she spent more time with Miles, though...if she had too much alone time like Delilah did, she would fall. Every woman would fall before Miles’s Infinite Might. Delilah’s Cunt sang with the thought. 

Helena stopped stirring her coffee. 

“You’re serious?”

“He’s fucking us up. He fucked us all up. He made me hotter. Sexier. Taller. Tighter. He made me into exactly what he wanted.”

Helena looked up at her now. “You...you let him?”

Delilah laughed. “Think about what I just said. You think there’s any ‘letting’ about it? He made a decision. After that, it was only a matter of time.”

“But...you’re different. Than the others. They're so vapid. You're not.”

“When I realized it was too late...when I realized he was going to fuck my life no matter what, I decided to embrace it. And I’m the better for it.” She waggled a finger with the ring.

“Oh, gosh!” Helena looked at her hand for the first time. “I didn’t see before. I feel rude. That’s beautiful! He must...wow. He must be...”

“Completely smitten? Totally in love with me? Needs me as a partner?” Delilah smiled and did a low, sultry moan. “He completely is. But he’s rather taken with you, too.”

“But he has so many.”

“And he deserves more. He deserves beautiful women adoring him.”

Helena’s face blushed. Small pink tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“It’s not just Cock that you’ll get, either. Though that’s incomparable. I’ll never be sick again, for one. Never infirm. Never old. I’ll be young and gorgeous and everything he wants, forever. For as long as he wants. He is God, Helena. Shouldn’t you serve him now, while you have the chance?”

It took Helena a long time to respond. From the flush of her cheeks, her deep breaths making her bounteous breasts swell against her tiny blouse, the bead of sweat on her forehead, it was clear that she was turned on. 

Delilah always turned girls on for Master. 

Finally, they locked eyes. Delilah had been searching for Helena’s direct gaze this whole time. Now she was able to see directly into her soul. 

“O-oh...” said Helena, her gaze going blank. 

Delilah felt her own body relax as Helena locked on with her. Before, Delilah felt threatened. But now she had the rock. Now, she wanted to take initiative. Wouldn’t Miles love another pretty slave? Of course he would. 

And if she whispered kindly, wouldn’t he make sure that Delilah was always prettier than her?

“It’s easy to understand, isn’t it?” said Delilah.

Helena sat up straight, staring deep into Delilah’s eyes. 

“It’s easy to understand.”

Delilah spoke before really thinking about it. “So easy.”

She began to speak again, but Helena spoke the thoughts on her head without her even saying.

“He wants me.”

“He wants you,” said Delilah. 

Their connection was so strong at this moment that Helena was almost clairvoyant, picking thoughts from Delilah’s head before she said them. Her eyes were so dark and liquid. Like the dark eyes of a perfect dark accomplice. Delilah's cunt turned molten.

“He Deserves Me.”

“He Deserves You.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“We should be our Best for Him.”

“We should be our Best for Him.”

Delilah realized that she didn’t know who had spoken last. Their gaze, their locked eyes, green and dark, filled her lust-soaked brain. Was she leading, or was Helena? Did she care? 

She heard the distant schlicking sound of fingerfucking; a sound she knew very well at this point. It was echoey, though. Helena was touching her cunt, that was clear. But more than that. 

Multiple fingers, multiple cunts. If she possessed periphery vision, she would have noticed the pretty waitress falling down on her knees and moaning and touching herself, watching the hypnotic art show between Delilah and Helena. Other guests at the cafe did the same, touching themselves and breathing fast. 

One man fell down, clearly having some kind of heart episode. Nobody helped him; nobody cared. 

Their gazes transfixed just like Helena and Delilah’s were. 

“He Deserves the Best at His Side.”

“He Deserves the Best at His Side.”

“You Know I’m the Best.”

“I Know You’re the Best.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Me.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve You.”

Delilah again wasn’t sure who was speaking. It felt like they said each phrase at the same time, competing. Willpowers fighting each other. 

Who would win? The virgin girl born beautiful with men begging after her to give up money and spend every last dime on her since before she was of age? Or the go-getting power-hungry demoness that Delilah had become? 

More words were spoken. Competing, sliding. Their legs intertwining. Thoughts kept pouring into Delilah’s head, thoughts that she poured right out into Helena’s. They climbed toward each other, knocking over the table. Their voices intermingling and becoming a single, porous, worshipful song. Their heat building: orgasm approaching with every verse.

Surrender. 

Obey.

Give in.

Love.

No More Will.

Only Willingness.

Surrender. Surrender. Surrender.

Helena’s beautiful face filled up her brain; Delilah knew her own body and face filled Helena’s. They came together and the whole cafe exploded in moans. A few women screamed. The man who’d had the episode wasn’t moving and still no one cared, no one moved. Goddesses in their midst; they daren’t even speak unless spoken to. 

Delilah was sweaty. So was Helena. She was in her lap, or she was in her lap. Their legs criss-crossed together, heavy tits pressing into each other’s, foreheads nuzzling and lips mere millimeters apart from one another. Delilah felt love swelling inside of her for this beautiful creature. All she wanted to do was give her to Miles.

“So...” 

Helena bit her lip. As she did, it brushed slightly against Delilah’s. The tingle of pleasure was almost tangible; like a magic wand running up and down her back. The whole cafe shuddered with her. 

“We’re set, then? Like you said?”

Like she said? Delilah’s mind reeled. Hadn’t it been Helena? But, then...they had both been speaking so much...she knew plans had been made...

“Yes.” Delilah nodded. “Tomorrow night.”

Helena extricated herself from Delilah’s grip and kissed her lightly on the forehead. “I need to go look into a mirror for a while,” she said. “Figure things out. I always have so much clarity when I can look at myself.”

Delilah watched her strut away, openly admiring the turn of her ass. She tried to brush away the uncertainty of the meeting. She was going to be Miles’s wife; he didn’t want an uncertain wife. 

She could trust Him. She could trust the ring. 

Couldn’t she?

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON, Delilah was on Miles’s lap, silently and considerately stroking his Massive Cock while he sorted through some paperwork. Every few seconds she would whisper something right on the edge of his hearing—You’re So Incredible. I Love You, Daddy. You’re My Only Man. I Exist For You. Every Other Boy is So Useless. You’re The Only Man.—and so on, just something sweet for him to hear if he decided he wanted to hear her. 

It was his decision whether he wanted to pay attention to her, after all. 

She wore a devastatingly tight blue dress from Stella McCartney, Alaia platform booties, and enough ice to pay for a small third-world country. 

Suddenly, the cops busted through the door of Miles’s office with guns in their hands. Emma staggered in behind them, hands up, eyes clearly glassy from cumming. 

“I’m sorry!” she said. “I was looking at a picture of Maste....err...Boss, I mean. And they kind of just snuck by, and...”

“You fingered yourself for like two minutes straight while we tried to get your attention,” said Officer Grant. “My partner yelled at you and slammed her fist down on your desk.”

“You try not fingering yourself when you work here!” Emma stamped a high-heeled foot. “He’s really fucking something, god. I mean, I got to suck his Cock for like an hour this morning and I’m not supposed to finger myself for the rest of the day until he wants to fuck me? Is that really what you expect in a working environment?”

Officers Grant and Primm didn’t know how to respond to this. 

“Emma,” said Miles. “Leave us. These officers just want to ask a few questions, don’t they?”

Pouting beautifully, Emma strutted out, making sure to bend over at the waist to grab something imaginary on the way out so Master could admire her tartan skirt-clad ass. 

After the door shut, Primm shook her head. “Actually,” she said. “We’re here to arrest you. We’ve got all the evidence we need, and...” 

They stepped closer to the desk and saw that Delilah had not stopped stroking his exposed Cock this entire time.

Tonya Grant was tall, imperious, platinum blonde. A Slavic goddess. A Valkyrie. Primm was short and stout, built more like a fire plug than a woman. Together, next to one another, they looked like the number ten. 

Grant wore tight fuck-me leggings and a pair of ankle boots. Her leather jacket was cut short and all she had underneath was a barely-there sheer silk blouse. She was ready to fuck, and that Primm didn't see it only meant she was as stupid as she was unattractive. Probably, Delilah considered, being near Miles's Cock in weeks past had made Primm a little more stupid, which only made Delilah more aroused.

“Would you mind not doing that?” Primm asked. 

Delilah winked at her, continuing to stroke. “Who, me?”

A hot spurt of cum shot from Miles’s Cock. Delilah leaned over and licked it up, making sure every drop went down her eager throat. 

“You’ve interrupted my fiance and I in a very intimate moment,” said Miles. “I don’t see a reason for her to stop just because you decided you wanted to talk.”

“But she’s...she’s...” Primm stuttered. “I mean, she’s, just like, she’s...”

“She’s stroking my Cock.”

“His large, important, handsome Cock,” Delilah demurred.

They could see it clearly over the edge of his still-not-repaired desk; Miles’s desk was rather tall and they could still see it. It was impressive.

“Would you please stop?” Primm asked. Her voice was quiet.

Grant was suspiciously quiet during all this; like she didn’t want him to stop at all. 

Delilah had already put most of two and two together. Though she was cunning, being around Miles’s Incredible Cock was distracting. Seeing Grant’s face now, though—the lust, the need, the beauty she possessed—she put it together.

Grant was Affected. And if she was Affected, that meant she was Worthy. 

She hadn’t put her gun away, but it was obvious why she still had it out. Obvious to Delilah, anyway. 

Primm shook her head, trying to clear it. Delilah knew that wouldn’t work. 

“T-this is madness! We’re not here to talk! We’re here to arrest you. You are hereby under arrest. You need to come with me or, h-h-handjob or not, fuck-You’re-so-big, we’re going to-to-to...”

Delilah snuggled up tighter, putting her hot body on display and made her strokes even longer and more frequent. The schlock sound filled the office. His Cock was shiny in the high lights. Every flaw of Primm was exposed in the same way that every hot detail of Delilah and Detective Grant was on display. 

“To...to...fuck. Tonya...” Primm put a hand to her head. “I think I’m being drugged. Help.”

She slumped down in the nearby chair. Grant cast a sneer her way and then raised an eyebrow at Miles; he spurt cum again. This time Delilah was ready for him, her hot lips locking on to his massive head and slurping him down. 

Grant shook her head. “I’m not fooled by any of this, you know.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. You’re acting like you just want a bunch of fuckpets, but there’s a lot more at play, isn’t there?”

“I don’t know what you mean, Detective.”

“Sure you do. The other eight city council members and the mayor haven’t shown up to work in a week. They’ve all got some crazy flu. The doctors don’t know what to do with them. It’s not an election year—the election just ended—and every donor you have has already maxed out their legal contributions. They’ve even started a SuperPAC just for you that’s worth something in the millions. More than half of those donors have sold their houses in the past week to create funds. They’re going to live in squalor just to give you money.”

Miles smiled. “I’m going to jail for creating a loyal following?”

“Oh, that. No. We have reason to believe you murdered Taylor Fountaine to acquire all her money. There’s some unidentifiable compound in her blood. Our forensics team was working on it but they’ve all...decided they had better uses of their time.”

Probably, Delilah thought with Miles’s beautiful Cock in her mouth, they were exposed to the concentrated source of Worship that Miles dumped into that woman’s body and became worshipers themselves.

“It’s obvious you’re fucking with all their heads,” said Grant.

“Y-yeah!” Primm’s voice slurred, body still slumped “How did you ever think you were going to get away with it?”

Tonya strutted toward the one side of the desk. She posed like the models from the day before. Flashing cleavage, tilting jawline, all angles and elbows. Eyes lingering on Delilah as she suckled and stroked. 

“You're so fucking dumb,” she snapped at Primm. “He didn’t think he was going to get away with it.” She bit a lip. “That implies that he thinks that he’s got something to hide. But that’s his—that’s your game, isn’t it? You don’t think you have anything to hide.”

“No,” said Miles.

“You don’t think you have anything to be ashamed of.”

The love in her eyes was liquid ambrosia. Delilah ate it up, stroking her God easily and happily as she ever had. 

“No.”

“You’re amassing money and followers and beautiful women to worship You. Like You’re some new God.”

“Yeah!” said Primm. She looked utterly dazed, barely comprehending what was happening. “What do you say to that?”

“I don’t know, Detective Grant.” Miles smiled. He popped Delilah off his Cock, turning with the meat pointed right at Grant. “What do you think of that?”

“You know what I think.”

Miles insisted. “Say it.”

Grant dropped to her knees, biting a lip, moaning. “I think it’s super fucking hot. I want to join you. I want to worship Your Cock, Master. I can be police chief if you want. I can fuck up this whole town for You. You are my God. I worship You. I've worshiped you for so long. Please,” she moaned, hands tugging at his thighs. “Please let me suck your Cock.”

“Wh-what?” Primm tried to jump up from her chair and instead floundered along the ground. 

His presence had nearly paralyzed her nervous system 

Detective Grant stood up and kicked Primm's gun away from her into the corner. No reason for any accidents.

“We’re putting you under arrest, Betsy,” said the gorgeous detective. 

“I don’t understand.”

“Technically, it’s for conspiracy. Trying to frame an upstanding member of our political community. But really, it’s just because you’re too ugly to be his fuckpet.” Grant smiled at her new Master. “Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“Fuck. Yes.”

His breaths became heated. He was always turned on, always ready to cum. But some of his cums were just punctuation marks, like periods. And some were exclamations. And an exclamation built up in him now. 

“Y-you can’t do this,” Primm moaned as Grant handcuffed her. “You won’t get away with it.”

“Sure we will.” Grant laughed. “You’re so fucking stupid. Didn’t you see the hospital? Half the nurses belong to him. They’re just putting sugar water in the IV of the mayor. He'll probably be dead in a day or two. Miles runs everything. He may as well run me.” Grant turned her gun onto Primm. “Or we can take care of you in a quicker way.”

“Y-you wouldn’t. We've been partners for years!”

“I so fucking would.” Grant licked her lips. “Do you want me to, Sir?”

Delilah’s strokes increased in frequency and heat; nothing had turned her on more than seeing this. 

“Fuck yes,” Delilah moaned. “Oh god, that would be so hot.”

Miles considered for a long time. Perhaps he was only letting himself feel Delilah’s loving strokes for a time, enjoying the scene as an art piece, like he might something in a museum. 

“I could say she was arresting arrest...” Tonya licked her lips. It was obvious what she wanted. “We have witnesses. They always believe what the cops say in this town anyway.”

It was clear she only wanted to escalate for him—to do even more than he had ever hoped to ask for. To impress him. Delilah loved her for that—for wanting to make her Man happy. 

“No,” said Miles finally.

Instantly, Delilah felt her desire to see it go away. She didn’t want violence, necessarily. She wanted willingness. And Grant had shown plenty of that. 

“I don’t want to have to clean the floors,” he explained. “We just refurbished this whole place. Besides...there’s no reason to. The more crazies we have locked up telling their crazy story, the less people will believe anything legitimate.”

“So you didn’t kill the heiress?” Delilah asked. 

“Kill her?” He snorted. “That old bat was crazy about me.”

Delilah nodded with understanding. “Of course she was.”

“She had a heart attack, poor dear, thinking about me. That’s one of the reasons I started changing your bodies.”

Delilah tweaked a nipple; her tits had grown three cup sizes since Miles took over her life. “That’s the reason, huh?”

He smiled as Tonya crawled over to his Cock and Delilah guided her willing lips down on him. 

“One of them.”

* * * * *
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DELILAH STOOD AND WAITED patiently as Miles spoke to Pedro Paolo at the Paolo estate. She had dressed to the nines, wearing a red Alexander McQueen dress and black skintight thigh-high Casadei leather boots. Her heavy tits filled the dress completely, overfilled it, swelled every time she took a breath. She was a heavenly image, and she knew it. 

They were inside the Paolo manor at the far edge of the city. Delilah stood in the drawing room on her six-inch heels next to a statue of an angel, putting it to shame. The manor had the entire arrangement—a massive iron gate, brick walls, several green acres with the centuries-old house in the middle. 

Helena had been nowhere since they showed up. Miles had been inside the study talking with Pedro for about fifteen minutes. There had been quite a lot of shouting at first, and then for the last ten minutes, nothing but Miles's imperious voice and a lot of sobbing from Pedro. 

Once, Pedro might have called himself a man. But now Miles existed, and all other men were fucking canceled. And Delilah—glorious statue-shaming Delilah—was going to be the one and only Real Man's one and only fucking Wife.

Miles exited and kissed Delilah deeply, pushing his hands up her thighs, making her cum as his tongue slipped down her throat. He had his way with her, like always. 

“H-how did it go?” she asked breathlessly. 

She could hear Pedro still sobbing inside. 

“It’s done,” said Miles, pushing Delilah up so her legs wrapped around his torso. “He signed the papers. We’ve already scanned them to the judge and she’s signed off on them as well. Helena is a free agent.”

He continued to walk with Delilah wrapped around him, clearly triumphant.

“That’s wonderful, darling. And his money...?”

“Also belongs to me, naturally.” He looked around. “So does this house. I don’t know if we’ll move in soon, though. His stuff is rather ugly.”

A voice called from on top of the stairwell. “I always hated it.”

Helena came down the stairs. She wore a stunning silver Oscar De La Renta gown, clearly more expensive than anything Delilah had ever worn. Straps wrapped up her long, long legs in criss-cross fashion all the way up to her thighs: custom-made six-inch heels that couldn't be bought in stores. A stunning array of diamonds and platinum adorned her neck, her ears, her pill-bottle thin wrists.

He unceremoniously dropped Delilah to one side, dumping her down on her ass to the ground. Helena squealed with delight and hopped into his arms, taking Delilah's place completely—right down to how her tall heels interlocked just above his ass so he could feel their weight against him.

She and Miles kissed for a long time. They kissed like they fucking meant it. Delilah, on the ground, watched them kiss and felt fear gripping her heart. 

He was just excited about the deal, she thought. He just really likes her dress, that's all.

But the kiss continued, and she watched Miles lose himself in it. Exposing himself. A real, open vulnerability on his face as he stroked Helena's gorgeous cheekbones and jawline with a gentle finger.

“Now we can be married, darling?” Helena asked him.

“Of course.”

Delilah couldn't believe her ears. “I...what?”

Miles gently let Helena down and she immediately clung to his side, draping one knee up his thigh and stroking her hands up and down his hard body. Unbuttoning his shirt, moaning as she cooed and pressed fingers into his hard chest and arms. Heavy milking tits docked against one arm. 

This reminded Delilah of something but she couldn't think of what...

“You’ve always been second-fiddle to Helena, Delilah,” he said. “You remember. You came to me, asking me to help you make her my wife.”

“I...but I...have the ring...?”

She held up a hand. Miles bent down and gently took the ring off her finger. 

“I know, doll. You wanted to hold on to it for Helena. You were being such a dear about it. You said it made you feel cute. Important.”

Delilah struggled. The ring did make her feel important. It was important because she was going to be his wife!

But if that was true, why was he saying it was Helena? Miles always knew the truth. She always had to trust Miles...

Why was she feeling so fucking dumb? Wasn’t she smart?

“But I...I smart!” She stumbled on her words. “No. No. I. Am. Smart! I have a graduate degree!”

Helena openly sneered at her, stroking his now-exposed Cock in front of her. A complete reversal of fortune. 

“Of course you do, sweetie. You’ve got a grad degree in sucking Daddy’s Cock. Don’t you?”

Nnng. She really did. She LOVED sucking Daddy’s Cock. 

“But...but I love you. I LOVE You. I’m...You’re my everything.”

“I know, babe.”

He didn't even look at her. He was looking at Helena, drinking her in as she stroked him, moaned to him, whispered to him.

“I thought I was your...partner. Your accomplice.”

Delilah was close to tears. He was ignoring her. Ignoring her! She was—she was going to be his wife!

Helena frowned. “I don’t like this. She looks sad. She's too pretty to be so sad.”

“Right?” Miles nodded. “I thought I would enjoy it more if she had her role reversed. But I have grown fond of her.”

“Maybe we could have a special spot for her?”

He looked at Helena with new appreciation. 

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m your partner, aren’t I? Your Real Wife.”

“Fuck yeah, you are.”

They kissed for a long while and Delilah felt the shame and jealousy only intensify inside of her.

“I’m the most beautiful?” Helena breathed. “The hottest and sexiest? The one you need more than any other?”

He gripped her ass hard and kissed her again. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

“But maybe...I have an accomplice of my own.”

Miles grunted. He seemed to like this. His hard cock ran across her leg.

“I suggest nasty, awful, dark ideas, to you. And maybe she suggests nasty dark ideas to me, and then some of them filter through...”

He nodded. “The best of all possible worlds.”

“Just like You Deserve.”

They looked at Delilah, who waited with her heart in her throat. 

“What do you think, Delilah?” he asked. “Are you willing to belong to Helena?”

“Y-yes!”

Miles was on board. That was half the battle. But Delilah shuddered; she knew that Helena had to twist the knife in a little. She would do the same, after all, in her situation. She had done the same. To Bonnie. To Lily. To Mona and Emma. She even tried to do it to Helena. It was only right that she get it back a little. 

“And...” said Helena, lip curling. “You were never going to be his wife in first place, were you?”

“No.”

“No, what?”

Delilah understood immediately. “No, Mistress.”

A shock of arousal hit her at saying the word.

“Look into my eyes, Delilah.”

Delilah was. They were gloriously dark; it was like looking into the infinite abyss of the cosmos. 

“I’m better than you.”

“You’re better than me.”

“You're just a stupid bimbo.”

“I'm just a stupid bimbo.”

She said the words and she believed; Helena's control was immediate and complete. Delilah was a stupid, stupid fucking bimbo.

“You were always just a bimbo.”

“I was always just a bimbo.”

“He was always going to name me as his wife.”

“He was always going to name you as his wife.”

It was a relief to say it; a weight off her shoulders.

“You don’t deserve to be his wife.”

“I don’t deserve to be his wife.”

She was just a stupid fucking bimbo, after all.

“I’m his TrueWife.”

“You’re his TrueWife.”

“I’m your Mistress.”

“You’re my Mistress.”

Bimbos needed a mistress. This only made sense.

“You’ll mindfuck anyone I say to serve me and love me.”

“I’ll mindfuck anyone you say to serve you and love you.”

“You love me.”

Delilah so fucking did. “I Love You!”

Helena took Delilah by the hair and pushed Delilah's hypnotized, bimbofied mouth onto Miles's Cock, sliding her barely-willing lips over his shaft to fuck up Delilah's brain even more. 

Just before the orgasms started—before Delilah's brain turned off completely, for good, she heard her Mistress brag to her Master:  

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master. Look what I made for You.”

* * * * * 
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AS THE SIX OF THEM entered the limo, the wedding bells from St. Taylor’s—the largest church in the city—rang so loud they vibrated the plush leather seats. 

Miles was followed by his new, young, perfect wife—Helena. 

Her dress cost millions—or, it would if Miles actually needed to pay anyone anymore, which he definitely didn't. Willing and eager loveslave labor was the most powerful economical force in the world, and Miles had an increasingly unlimited supply.

Trailing her were her bridesmaids—Mona, Lily, and Emma, helmed by the Maid of Honor, Delilah. 

Each was dressed to the nines. They wore backless, tight gowns held in place purely by the prestigious purity of their perky tits, with long slits on the sides. Their hair draped in waves down their backs, soft and silky smooth. Each stared only at Miles, completely in love. Jealousy burning in their hearts that they weren't Helena—which was how Helena and Miles liked it. 

Their jealousy made him hard and her wet.

Bonnie was the driver. Delilah and Mona, cackling wickedly, closed the window on her so she couldn’t see in the back. 

“Delilah.” Helena, wrapped on Master’s lap in their seat, nodded at her. 

It was all she had to do. It was all a Mistress should have to do for her accomplice. Right away Delilah sprung into action, arranging the girls for maximum pleasure of her Master and Mistress. 

They all agreed that young Emma—such a lovely and vain addition to Master’s Harem—had the filthiest mind of nearly any of them. She was always encouraging Master to go deeper, darker, to feed his most primal urges on all of them and never look back. So she took position on his left side, moaning into his ear about what a GodKing Handsome Stud he was. 

Lily took the other side, to give Master variety. Her dirty talk would be mournful, regretful, jealous. She would malign herself for not seeing him for the God he so Clearly was. She would beg for his forgiveness. She would beg him to fuck the girl who was so clearly better than her in all ways—Helena.

Of course, Lily—and all of them—were complete knockouts. If they walked down a street by themselves in downtown L.A., they would have been scouted for modeling or acting in less than the amount of time it took to make a cup of coffee. 

For someone as gorgeous as Lily to insist that she wasn’t good enough, that she deserved shame for thinking she could have been worthy of being his girlfriend, let alone breaking up with him, really turned Miles on. Knowing that difference. Feeling the Contrast between reality and fantasy that he now controlled. 

Mona had been practicing her Ball, Cock, and Cunt Adoration for well over a month now since becoming Master’s sex-obsessed blonde slave. So Delilah placed her underneath Helena, between Miles’s legs. There, Mona used her skilled tongue to worship her two deities, tongue licking around his balls and slurping up any of the many, many juices that dripped down in the sexual melee. 

Delilah—as Prime Accomplice—got prime position behind her Master. Her heavy tits serving as sexy, hot, softly milking pillows for him to rest his head on. Her sexy high heels dragging and biting into his thick torso. It would have hurt or bothered some lesser man, but of course he was anything but that.

Helena then climbed onto Miles's Cock—no easy task, considering it was now greater than a foot long and thicker than a coke bottle—and slid down with a cunt that was eternally wet. Her tits dripped hot milk that slid down into their joining.

“Fuck him, Mistress,” Delilah moaned in her ear. “Oh god, yes, fuck him! Fuck our Master!”

They all cooed in complete awe. Each one burned with the need to be Helena—but just as their was only One Cock, there was also only One Cunt. 

And the One Cunt was Helena's, as she got first pick of who got to ride Master's Cock—and so often she jealously and rightfully chose herself. 

Her pussy walls tightened as she slid up and down, coaxing hot load after load into her fertile, unprotected pussy. She'd be pregnant in no fucking time and Delilah herself came thinking of this goddess even more gorgeous as a her body swelled with fertility. 

Their voices became a chorus:

“Please fuck her, Daddy.”

“Cum in her, Master.”

“Fuck her harder, Sir.”

“I'm so sorry, Daddy.'

“She's so fucking right for you, Master.”

“You taste so good, Master.”

“She's so beautiful and so yours.”

“You deserve her, Master.”

“You deserve us all, Sir.”

“You deserve everything, Daddy.”

“Fuck her harder, please?”

“She needs Your Cock.”

“We all need Your Cock, Master.”

“You're my King.”

“You're Our King.”

“We Love You, Master!”

“We Love You! Oh fuck, we love you so much Daddy!”

Again and again, Master came—and so they all came, together. Moaning in his ear. Loving him, urging him, adoring him to cum even harder.

Their sex was wild and wanton. Pure indulgence. Five women moaning and begging for their Master's love while he gave it all just to one of them. And the more he gave to Helena, the more the rest begged him to give her even more. 

They were in love with him and in love with her and in love with his love for her. The pleasure of their Master and Mistress was theirs as well, tenfold over. 

The limo continued on and there was a slight pause in the action—the fucking downgrading to more of a pussy-snuggle as Helena continued to ride Miles's Cock but just wasn't bouncing up so hard that her skull deformed the limo ceiling anymore.

Delilah was so, so happy—she was her Mistress's Accomplice, and that was all she had ever wanted. This whole plan had been all about making Helena Miles's wife and becoming her perfect dark partner, her willing co-conspirator. 

Emma whispered something in Helena's ear, and Helena giggled. The two of them looked at Delilah with evil in their gorgeous eyes. Delilah felt fear grip her cold in the overwhelming heat of the limo.

“Darling,” Helena nuzzled her jawline against Miles and stared down at Delilah. “I’ve been thinking. Isn’t Emma much more beautiful than Delilah?”

He nodded, looking at Delilah only briefly before settling on Emma. He maneuvered around and took Delilah’s head and shoved it down on his Cock. 

“Tell me more.”

“It’s just, I think Emma has so many fantastic qualities that would make her a better office manager than Delilah. Delilah might work better as...I don’t know, a secretary or even a maid. You know, we've been thinking about it so much, Emma and I, and...” 

Delilah knew they were saying more, saying things that directly concerned her. But she couldn’t focus with Miles’s Cock in her throat. She was exhausted. Sweaty. Covered in the juices of her Master and Mistress and sucking Daddy’s Cock.

She was where she belonged. 

# # #
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Sexcretary
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On her knees, she suckled her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know the man was a stranger. And she didn't know that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him. 

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.

* * * * * 
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LIFE WAS NOT GOING well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault. 

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything. 

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything. And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on. 

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust. 

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad. 

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful. 

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences. 

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their idea. 

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending. 

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes. 

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure. 

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his. 

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked. 

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again. 

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute, in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him? 

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away. 

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email. 

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.

* * * * * 
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“FOR THE LAST TIME, Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work. 

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching. 

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter he still didn't know how to raise properly. 

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time. 

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother. 

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate. 

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now. 

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element. 

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news. 

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while. 

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact. 

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since. 

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror. 

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated. 

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes. 

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos. 

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work. 

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off. 

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient. 

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more. 

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution.. 

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me, weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast. 

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor. 

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that. 

* * * * * 
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A HALF-HOUR LATER, the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on. 

A lot.

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side. 

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body. 

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow. 

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case she ever started her career in politics. 

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed this to work for her. Delilah needed some edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there. 

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever.”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free. 

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust. 

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk. 

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.” 

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning. 

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.” 

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think. 

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock. 

* * * * * 
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“YOUR MOTHER IS LATE,” said Mandy’s father. 

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.” 

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job? 

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other. 

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her. 

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange. 

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?” 

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again. 

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast. 

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife, Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way. 

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face. 

God, if he was so sad, he ought to do something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should. 

Exactly what that work was was a bit beyond her. 

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore. 

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him. 

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely thought they were worth it. 

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it. 

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah. 

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick. 

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality. 

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly. 

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock. 

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way—she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert. 

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce. 

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort. 

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood. 

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter. 

“I’m just wonderful now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took. 

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now. 

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust. 

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet. 

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg. 

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great, but she’s not my mom. I would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded. 

* * * * * 
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WHEN SHE MIND TURNED on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no, it was Master’s office. 

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property. Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born. 

Albert wasn’t just her Man. That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master.

“Master,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him. 

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office. 

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison. 

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone. 

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips. 

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work. 

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy. 

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits. 

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...” 

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm. 

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly. 

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts. 

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground. 

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so much.”

* * * * * 
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HER GODDAMN STEPMOTHER had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie. 

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was. 

No, no—it was sick.

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then, she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames. 

That was fair. That seemed more than fair to Mandy. 

If she wanted to be fair, she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper. 

And as if none of that was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!—to have her fucking secretary call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation.

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office. 

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it. 

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex. 

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this, you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back. 

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy. 

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father. 

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked. 

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again. 

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day. 

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin. 

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down. 

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers. Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

* * * * * 
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THEY WERE ALL ONE BIG happy family now. 

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking. 

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard. 

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences. 

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already. 

“Fucking...tight...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face. 

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible. 

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master. 

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on. 

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock. 

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine. I fucking rule your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came. 

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum. 

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big happy fuck family. 

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.

# # #
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She woke in the morning with her mouth wrapped around her Master’s heavenly cock. This was the seventh day in a row that she had been blessed enough to wake in this fashion. Her body was clad in delicate white lingerie, her sensational curves shown off to their full effect. Tall heels decorated her feet, sparkling this way and that as she squirmed with delight in her duties. 

Her cunt was wet, dripping and soaking, but she did not touch it. Oh no. 

Now was a time purely for pleasuring Master.

Her body was so thoroughly programmed that even before she was conscious, she was serving. The previous night, her Master had fucked her into exhaustion. He had filled her fertile belly with his impregnating seed and ensured that before long, she would be brimming with his babies. Her lush, amazing body would sport a huge baby bulge, and on a figure like hers, it would merely look like she had swallowed a cantaloupe. Her tits would get bigger, heavy with milk, and her hair would shine, and every part of her would vibrate with the thrill of new motherhood.

Just like so many other girls in his employ—and in his service. 

Her Master was everything to her. She let him know this as she sucked his cock, urging him to cum as his mind staggered out from sleep and into the waking world. He would take his time while waking. He deserved to sleep. 

And she deserved to pleasure him. It was her whole life. Her meaning. Her calling. Her world.

When it came to her Master’s cock, she was born to suck.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS GOING TO SUCK. 

Francesca had a feeling about it from the moment she stepped into the office. 

Now, being led by a mini-skirted blond beauty around its white and chrome surfaces, its far-too-many secretaries and disturbing lack of supervisors, her feeling had only deepened. The woman leading her was barely a woman at all—probably the same age as Francesca, just eighteen. Her name was Mandy, and she was young and beautiful, dressed in a tight charcoal business suit with a pencil skirt. A long slit ran up the side of her legs, revealing the top of her smoky stockings. Her body and particularly her face were smashing enough to make the look seem elegant. 

“And so,” said Mandy, smiling brightly and still strutting along, “that’s about everything. Do you understand the full scope of your duties here at NewLife Tech? Do you have any questions?”

To be completely honest, Francesca hadn’t been paying attention. It didn’t seem like there was much to pay attention to. She had been told from her agent, Delilah, that most of her duties would consist of mindless filing. 

“It’s a nothing job,” Delilah had said, her tone motherly and cheery. “Just something to pay the bills in between gigs. With how pretty you are, I doubt you’ll be there longer than six weeks. Six months at the most.”

Francesca took a look around. Every woman she had seen working in the office was pretty. Very pretty, in fact—like, aspiring starlet or model hot, much like Francesca herself was. She had noticed, with a certain snub satisfaction, that she looked better than all of them—but that was to take nothing away from the other girls for trying. 

But this many pretty women in one place had her suspicions aroused. Normally you’d only see hot girls like this working in one place in a strip club, or maybe a really top-shelf breastaurant, if there was such a thing. And why were there only women working here? There wasn’t a single man to be seen—and the only one mentioned was the boss, Mr. Stout. 

One man. Lots of women—lots of attractive women. And why were they all dressed...well...

She couldn’t put her finger on it, exactly. None of them were dressed slutty, after all. They were just really beautiful women dressed well—in expensive silk blouses, in tight skirts, wearing elegant heels, their hair arranged just-so.

It was small details she noticed. The blouses seemed largely conservative, but were unbuttoned just slightly at the top—enough to show off plenty of cleavage if bending over. The skirts were business-like, but they were tight. And short. The heels were simple, but were just a bit too tall to seem professional. And why hadn’t any of them worn flats? Were they not allowed? 

Francesca had worn heels herself, but it was her first day and she’d wanted to impress. She tugged at the light pink blouse she wore, feeling suddenly self-conscious as Mandy stared her up and down. 

Mandy’s own pair of beautiful breasts appeared to rival Francesca’s own, which was surprising. Francesca liked to brag—to herself and very occasionally to her boyfriend, Coleman—that she had the biggest and sexiest natural pair this side of the Rocky Mountains. It wasn’t true, of course—there were women with bigger tits than her own glorious 38D, obviously. But they were often out of shape. Francesca was a trim one hundred twenty-five pounds. She lifted weights and ran cardio every morning. Coleman said she cared too much about appearances, but he was a lawyer—what did he know about trying to become a famous model and actress?

She enjoyed his presence a great deal, Coleman. She liked his sense of humor and his quick wit—and the hot bod and fat stacks of cash he pulled in weren't bad either. If he had a whiff of this place, she thought for sure he would be wanting her to quit in an instant. 

Anyway, Francesca didn't believe in having an inflated opinion of herself, but nor did she believe in putting herself down for the sake of others. She believed in having an accurate opinion of herself. 

“Questions?” Francesca repeated to Mandy. “I’m not sure. I guess I’m curious about why a software firm has a talent agency?”

NewLife Tech was partnered with, or owned, or was somehow related to NewLife Talent Agency, which represented Francesca. It was rather strange, she thought, for a software company to partner with an agency dedicated to getting its clients jobs in show business. 

Francesca had the acting chops to be an actress, but she was pretty enough to model. Her face was distinct and memorable even beyond being beautiful. Her features were defined and sharp, her nose elegant, her cheekbones high, her eyes a vibrant light brown. There was no reason, she felt, that she shouldn’t be paid for showing off her fantastic body. Moving from modeling to acting was a fairly common career move, one that some of her favorite models (and actresses) had made. 

She was so pretty, in fact, that she’d already been offered a part in a commercial. It was later this week, on Saturday, and this NewLife place had already okayed her for it. But still, representation was important. She wasn’t so arrogant to believe that she could simply go forever in this cutthroat town without someone watching her back. And NewLife Talent Agency had crazy good reviews all over the internet. The praise was effusive.

So far, Francesca didn’t understand all the praise...but she was raised properly by capitalism, and she was sure it would make sense eventually. 

“Mister Stout has a firm grasp of the market and its conditions,” said Mandy. “This can be an awfully hard town on newcomers, and his company has quite a lot of work that needs doing that doesn’t necessarily require salaried positions.”

“Busywork, you mean.”

“Some call it that, yes.” Mandy smiled brightly, apparently not noticing the acid in Francesca’s tone. “So, young aspiring beauties such as yourself are given the opportunity to make a little cash, and meanwhile, we’ll let you take the day off for any auditions or filming that you need.”

“Beauties? There’s no...no men represented?”

Mandy frowned slightly. “You know, I don’t know. I haven’t seen any, but surely they must be. Mommy wouldn’t be able to stay in business by only representing men.”

“Mommy?” Francesca was confused. “You mean Delilah? She’s your mother?”

“Oh yes. She got me my job here. And I’m so happy with it.” They stopped, and Mandy pointed. “Here we are. Your cubicle. You’ll have whatever you need. Lunch is from noon to one-thirty. The work day ends at five, but most girls end up staying past eight.”

“Past eight?”

“It helps with the drive home and to avoid the traffic. As well, they can get a bit of a jump start on the next day’s work and help Mas...” she coughed slightly. “To help Mister Stout with his work. He works around the clock. If they put in enough hours, they get a long weekend.”

“Don’t expect me to work until eight, good god,” said Francesca. “I have places to be. People expect me.”

“Of course they do, dear.” Mandy smiled, her tone matronly. “Today, just acclimate yourself. Take as long as you need. Look on the computer and futz about. When you’re ready to work, start alphabetizing that pile.” She pointed to a large stack of boxes in the corner. “File by file.”
“How did they get out of order?”
“It’s impossible to say,” said Mandy, stepping out.

And then, that was that—Mandy left, and Francesca was left alone in the cubicle by herself.

She wasted little time. If they weren’t going to monitor her closely, that was just license to steal money. Already she had her mind set on updating her social profiles. Her cellphone wouldn’t work—Mandy explained there was a production firm downstairs that used a cellphone blocker that sometimes interfered with their signal—but the computers had ethernet lines running into them. 

Francesca stood up and stretched, taking a look around. Her cubicle was grouped against four others. The walls were low, barely four feet high, and so she could easily look around and see what the others were doing. Almost all of them were filing here and there. 

She continued to stretch, wondering if her movements would draw the eyes of any of them. When she went out to bars and clubs, she often drew glances from women. Often, they were appreciative of Francesca’s easy, effortless beauty. More often, she drew jealous stares of women who wished they had been born better, born with a life so clearly easy as what Francesca so obviously had for herself. 

But there was nothing. There was, if anything, a sort of mindless focusing on the task. 
She noticed after a moment that the filing and organizing that the other women were doing involved a lot of bending and crawling. Or at least, the way they handled it meant they bent over and crawled a lot. 
And when they bent, it was...well, revealing. They did not drop at their knees to bend. No, instead, they bent at their hips, ratcheting forward and coming back up. 

Francesca had actually read literature lately that prescribed this as a much healthier option for the knees and back—with so much of your body’s natural muscle weight being located in the butt muscles and lower back, and almost none of it located in the knees. But, healthy though it might have been, it also meant that frequently—very frequently—anyone walking by would be able to take long, admiring looks at the behinds of the voluptuous, athletic, slender, and otherwise just beautifully built young women who staffed the office. 

The women worked in a rhythm—half would stand, filing away a file, while the other half bent and retrieved. Then, the positions would switch. Francesca felt like she had walked into some manner of silent musical. 

She took a look around, wondering if anyone else was noticing this. This was when she noticed the cameras. 

There were cameras everywhere. The fancy kind with high-definition lenses, able to rotate on a ball and zoom in and out easily. They were focused on each individual cubicle, and there were many more posted all over the ceiling and walls.

“Do we work in a fucking secret casino?” she asked softly. 

On the wall not far from Francesca, next to the water cooler, a clock dinged happily. 

“Computer time!” Mandy called, walking through the hallways of cubicles. “Computer time, girls. Our wonderful Sir has a message for us. Let’s find out what it is, shall we?”

All the women expressed happy delight at this news, giggling and murmuring excitedly, immediately dropping what they were doing—in many cases, literally dropping; boxes and papers tumbled down to the ground—to sit down in front of their computer.

Francesca had actually forgotten she had turned hers on, otherwise she would have refused to sit down and look at the screen out of principle. She was already building a long diatribe to subject Coleman to later this evening when she had the time to call him. This was getting creepy and weird, and already she had made the decision that she wasn’t going to be sticking around for much longer than a day, if even that. 

But the computer was on, and there was something about the way the screen flickered that made her want to sit down. She did so, still frowning, surprised when the computer floated up happy little words floating on a bright pink cloud. 

Hello, Francesca, the cloud read. Time to relax.

“Time to...relax?” she said.

Her voice puzzled her. She hadn’t meant for that to come out as a question. In fact, she had meant to sound dismissive. Annoyed. This puzzled her. She would have to look at the screen closer to try and figure out why this had happened.

Empty.

Very quickly the words dissolved into the cloud, which then transformed into a big smiley face. The smiley face grew to the whole surface of the screen, and then shrank and shrank, shrank until it almost wasn’t visible. She had to look very close indeed to figure out where it had gone. That was the key to this whole mess. That was the center of everything, this smiley face. She had to...

Vacant.

Oh. There it was again. 

Relax.

It was spinning, now, becoming larger and larger. Spinning and spinning, growing wider and wider, long spirals now. 

Empty.

And she had to...

Vacant.

She had to...

Relax.

She had to lose herself in the spiral.

relaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacant

And she did. 

* * * * * 
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“I DON’T...I DON’T UNDERSTAND,” said Francesca, stamping her foot slightly. Her tall heel depressed in the thick shag carpet. She stood in her cubicle opposite Mandy, the two of them discussing Francesca's work duties.

There was a lot she didn’t understand from the past day. Yesterday, when she had come in, this place had seemed like more of a joke than anything else. It was a mockery of an institution, a strange idiotic beauty farm where girls came in and god knows what came out. 

And yet today, it was nothing like that. The NewLife offices were authoritative. They were sacred. They were wonderful, but something to be feared. When she had entered today, she felt like she was four years old and coming to church for the very first time, when God was real and he was watching and he was judging.

She had dressed appropriately. Or at least, she had tried. For a job so serious, an opportunity so real, it made sense to her to dress conservatively. She wanted to put on her best pantsuit, or maybe a sturdy dress that covered her arms and legs completely. It would be able to set her apart from the other girls, let the Man in charge know that she was serious.

So, she very deliberately put on a pair of pants. Except, when she was done dressing, she found herself wearing a tight cream colored pencil skirt. Undeterred, she took the skirt off and decided on the dress instead. The problem was that the skirt remained on her body, and when she thought she had finished sliding on the dress, she had on a smashing pair of four-inch stiletto heels. 

They were bright, cherry red, matching her lipstick. Her hair was arranged in elaborate, sexy waves, like a beach bombshell, and her blouse was one size too small, which meant that wearing a bra was out of the question. The lines would show. She had to go without (all the bras she tried on were incredibly itchy anyway, for some reason), and that meant her tits now bounced freely in her tight blouse with the top few buttons undone. 

She looked absolutely heartbreaking in the outfit—as in, heartbreaking for passers-by. She couldn’t shake the feeling that she had dressed like this to impress someone very specific, and that his heart (and it would be a Him) wouldn’t be broken at all. 

“What don’t you understand, dearie?”

Mandy was still taking that motherly tone with her, despite not being any older than her. 

It didn’t help that Mandy was dressed rather more provocatively than the day before. Her blouse, if it was possible, had become even tighter. It was definitely more sheer, the fabric soft and clingy. And it was undressed all the way down to the middle of her sumptuous tits, revealing a healthy expanse of cleavage that still rivaled Francesca’s own. It was hard not to stare into the healthy, bouncy valley of her breasts. 

Francesca had never thought of herself as a lesbian before. In fact, she very rarely ever thought of women as attractive as all. They mostly were competition for attention—the kind of attention that brought the rewards from men that Francesca loved. 

But ever since coming into this office...that had changed.

There were so many beautiful women—and they were everywhere. They were warm, and smiling, and exuberant, and their skirts were tight and short, and their heels so tall, and all of them with such long thick hair and smoky eyes, promising all manner of erotic delights if only Francesca had the gall to propose something to them...

“Dearie?” said Mandy, sliding her ringed fingers across her cleavage, catching Francesca’s eyes. “What is it you don’t understand?”

How about, thought Mandy, why I need to jump your bones so hard that we’ll both be out of commission for a week?

She tried to recall her original confusion. This was a confusion in itself—there was a great deal that her mind had trouble making sense of lately. 

“Yesterday,” Francesca protested, “you had me alphabetize this pile. Now you want me to scramble it? Why?”

“Because that’s what Mister Stout wants, dear. Is there a problem?”

What Mister Stout wants. She felt weak in the knees. It was what a Man wanted. What the Man wanted. 

Somewhere, deep in her brain, she had a very firm grasp of the fact that she had a boyfriend. But he seemed...rather distant, didn't he? Not pressing. Not as real as Mister Stout.

She licked her lips, breathing hard. Unbeknownst to her, her nipples began hardening, and her fingers slid over her blouse, unbuttoning a button so that her level of tit-covering matched Mandy’s.

“No. There’s no problem. None at all.” She smiled, trying to match the incessant, eager cheer that Mandy sported. She could feel herself getting happier as she smiled. Like there was some kind of Pavlovian response happening. “And if I do well...you’ll tell him?”

“Yes, dear. Of course I will.”

Mandy stepped forward, sliding a hand onto Francesca’s hip. Francesca’s lips parted slightly, a moan escaping her suddenly.

“In fact,” said Mandy, smiling coyly. “I’ll be sure to tell him all about you.”

She gulped. “What do you mean?”

“You’re looking so beautiful today, Francesca. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about good you look.”

“Oh. Well I...I mean, I just want to fit in. Everyone’s so...so pretty...and...”

Mandy stepped very close now. Her scent was intoxicating. Francesca found her so pretty. Like a close friend, or...even better, like an older sister.

Yes. Like a hot older sister who teaches you how to kiss when you start wondering about boys. She takes you into her bed and you do practice make-out sessions for hours, only they’re not just practice, they’re something more. And your pussy gets all wet and your thoughts get so confused, but it’s the good kind of confused, the sort that makes you ache for days, and—

“Such a beautiful, beautiful girl,” said Mandy, stroking Francesca’s face. She shivered with delight. With need. “Do you want to know what I think, Francesca?”

“Yes,” Francesca breathed. 

Their lips were so closer together. Mandy had such pretty, pretty lips. 

“I think you’re looking pretty for Him. I think you’re aching to meet Him. Aren’t you?”

Francesca nodded. That was true. That was so true. Of course she was looking pretty for Him. There was no other reason for a girl to look pretty other than to make sure a man knew that she existed, that she was just a decoration for his enjoyment. No other reason at all. 

That was why she wore tight blouses and tiny skirts and tall heels, to be an ornament. An object. To be noticed and appreciated for her physical qualities alone. Because her mental qualities? Those barely existed. Her thoughts were fixated entirely around loving, serving, and adoring cock anyway.

Cock, or the kind of cunt that the Cock endorsed. Like Mandy...

Mandy was so fucking pretty. Francesca’s breaths were mostly moans now. Her panties were moistening, the folds of her pussy slick and hot. 

“That’s so, so good. I’ll let him know. And then...his eyes will be all over you. He’s already been asking about you.” Mandy’s lips brushed against her ear now. Their breasts touched, rubbing up and down on each other, both pairs of nipples so very hard. “Asking so many questions. So many naughty, dirty questions. Wants to know your name. Wants to know what you like. What you’re like. What should I tell him, dearie?”

“I...I...oh fuck...”

Mandy’s hand slipped up onto Francesca’s thigh. It was soft and gentle, but firm. It moved ever upward, pushing up past the barrier of her skirt easily and sliding up toward her panties. They were moist. Fuck that, they were wet, and getting wetter. 

“Should I tell him you’re a good girl, Francesca? Would that be the truth?”

“Y-yes!” Francesca nodded intently. “Y-yes, please Mandy, tell him that! Tell him...tell him anything you like!”

Mandy clapped her hands merrily. “Super! That’s so great to hear.” 

The beautiful blonde stepped back, all sultriness gone. All seduction evaporated. She returned, with no ceremony, to being the bubbly, somewhat vapid office manager. 

Francesca was left hot and confused. She looked around to see if anyone had noticed this—to see if it had even happened, this crazy erotic dream that didn’t feel like it could have been real. Certainly Mandy wasn’t acting like she had just been in the middle of seducing her. 

“Now,” said Mandy. “You’ll need to get to work, yes? Mister Stout likes his good girls to work hard.”

Francesca nodded, gulping. “Work hard,” she said, voice barely audible.

* * * * * 
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SOMETIME IN THE AFTERNOON, more of Francesca’s senses returned to her. She had been trying to file, but it was really quite hard. All she managed to do was create a strange, disorganized pile. 

Which, she knew, was sort of the point of what she had been asked. But at least she had been planning on making a stack. What she had made was more of a mess, files every which way, falling out of their folders and sliding over one another. Sometimes the paper crumpled.

It was funny. She tried to read one or two of the pieces of paper, but found it incredibly difficult. From afar, she thought she could make out certain similarities between the pages—as if they were all the same piece of paper, copied hundreds of times over and only differentiated by being put in folders with different letters on them. But when she moved herself close the paper, brought it right up to her face, all the words began to vibrate and swim, making her feel sick. 

Could she not read anymore?

When was the last time she had actually read something? Actually gone out of her way to enjoy a book?

Did she even like books? They were such manly things. Why would a girly girl like her ever want to read a book?

These questions, for some reason, were making her cunt burn with need. All morning long, she had noticed the other girls unable to stop touching themselves. The one across from her, Candy, would stuff a few files away and then push herself into the wall of her cubicle, touching her breasts madly and moaning. 

“Sir...please...please...”

Or at least, that’s what Francesca thought she heard. But that...that didn’t make sense. Filing papers didn’t get anyone hot.

And yet after an hour of making an elaborate mess, her thoughts muddled and spiraling again and again about how big Mister Stout’s cock must be, and what it must feel like inside of her body, Francesca was touching herself too.

The touches were small at first. Hot little grasps of her tits here and there. A tweak of her nipple. Pushing the edge of her chair into her crotch, just up against the pulsing, aching bud of her clit.

But then she became more intricate in her touching. She lost minutes and minutes at a time. 

Candy, red-haired and smiling, approached Francesca after noticing the gorgeous young brunette unable to even touch a file without helplessly moaning.

“Just use the washroom, babe.” Candy’s voice was soft and sugary, like a chocolate truffle sliding against a silk pillow. “We all use it. It’s really nice, actually.”

Francesca didn’t have to be told twice. She wasn’t supremely practiced in walking in heels in such a tight skirt, and certainly not when she was more aroused than she ever had been in her entire life. 

Once inside the bathroom, she stuffed herself into a stall. It was the first time she had actually been inside. The tops of the toilet seats were covered in plush leather, the sides of the stalls covered in the same. There was a small loveseat in the corner of the room. 

Her fingers slid up past her skirt, pushed aside her panties, and rushed up into her cunt with gusto. 

“His cock,” Francesca moaned. “His fucking c-co-cock!”

Right away, she came. Her body rocked back and forth in the stall, legs flailing wildly, her head pushing against the cushioned sides of the stalls as she released the hot wave of bliss igniting every atom in her core. 

“Fuck...” she said, her voice low. “F-fuck. Never...n-never cum like that before...”

From outside the stall, she heard the restroom door open. There was a clack-clack-clack of heels rushing to a stall, and almost right away Francesca heard the unmistakable schlucking sound of fingers sliding into a sloppy wet cunt. 

“His c-cock.” The woman’s voice sounded almost pained, she was so turned on. “His fucking...all that...massive...cock!”

Francesca, somewhat surprised at how aroused she was getting just listening to a woman cum—and cumming to apparently the same mental image that she had cum to—hurriedly exited the bathroom. 

This was scaring her. Something was...something was happening here. She just couldn’t make out what it was, not entirely. It felt dangerous. It felt...

Well, dangerous was sort of sexy, right? 

Yeah, dangerous was real sexy. So whatever was happening was sexy. 

Sexy was fun. Maybe she oughtn’t to worry at all. After all, she was a smoking hot babe. Worry looked bad on her. No casting agent would want to hire some worried girl. They wanted bright, beautiful, happy girls. 

The post-orgasmic haze that her brain was deluged inside of made her want to take a long happy nap on the bathroom's loveseat, but that just wasn't responsible. She had work to do—all that filing.

Stepping back out into the main office area, she noticed a large commotion. All the women had gathered into a crowd, surrounding someone she couldn’t quite see. They were cooing and cheering, clapping, letting out happy greetings coated in lust.

But none of them—not a one—spoke above a heated whisper. It was surreal. 

“Hello, Sir.”

“So happy to see you, Sir.”

“Thank you for being here, Sir.”

“Sir, may we please take your coat?”

“May we serve you in your office today, Sir?”
“Do you need a good girl on her knees in front of you, Sir?”
The figure in the middle—who Francesca immediately and irrevocably knew as the Man—held up a hand. All the whispers ceased immediately. Total control.

“That’s all I need for now, ladies. Ginger, come with me.”

The chosen beauty—a petite brunette with a heavy pair of tits and an elegant sway to her hips—let out a small, muted squeal of delight. Enough to let everyone know she was thrilled, but not so much to be grating on the ears of the Man.

Mister Stout. 

Francesca couldn’t get a good view of him. Once the crowd dissipated, he had disappeared into his office. 

Suddenly she was more turned on than she had been before. Everything was so strange to her, so awfully strange. Why was she so fucking horny so constantly? Just two days ago, she had been bemoaning the fact that she hadn’t had an orgasm in over a month. Coleman certainly hadn't been able to help her in that department. She had been ignoring him the past day or so. He didn't seem...important.

It had been so hard to actually work up the will to get herself horny enough to cum. 

And now, in less than twenty-four hours, she had cum as many times as she had in the last year. 

Her brain felt like mush. And somehow, someway, this Mister Stout was at the center of it all. Francesca felt a strong, almost irresistible urge to return to work—to go back to her filing. It was important work, and it was so important that she do it. 
But...
But...she had to speak with him. He had all the answers. He was the Man, after all. He would know what was going on. He would know what to tell her. 

Just...just so she could feel calm.

She approached the door of his office. All the other girls had returned to work, filing and cooing and touching themselves as they went. Every few moments, one would run off to the bathroom. Their soft cries of delight could just barely be heard over the hum of the air conditioning and the florescent lights. 

Slowly, feeling positively scandalous, she nudged open Mister Stout’s door. She didn’t know why she was nudging it open, being so clandestine. Wasn’t the idea, after all, to speak with the man?

She should have knocked the door with authority. She should have stormed in and demanded answers. She should let him know that she was not some common floozy like the rest of these harlots, and that he would treat her with the respect she had earned as a woman in the world. 

She would do that right now.

The door was heavy, and as Francesca nudged it forward, pushing only with her fingertips, she felt her mind becoming ever more tired and sluggish. Inside, she heard a soft dialogue.

“Yes, Sir. Stroking your cock is my duty and my pleasure.”

“Good girl. And how is the new one fitting in?”

New one. Were they talking about Francesca? She nudged in further.

Now she could see him. 

He was an unassuming sort. Cute, after a fashion. His build was average, his face average, his features average. And yet...yet...

Yet Francesca’s heart pumped so fast she thought she might die right then and there. Her veins felt like they were pumped full of jet fuel. Her body twisted in on itself, but in a soft, pleasant way, the way a blanket would give way before a pillow thrown at it. 

He was so handsome. He was everything. It was hard to even make out what he was saying, he turned her on so fucking much. And yet she knew she had to pay attention to him. Listening to his words was so important.

“—in the washroom earlier. It’s all according to schedule.”
“That’s good,” he said. “She must be a very good girl, then. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a girl so good. So fine. So gorgeous. She must be very proud of herself. And I know she must do her work so very, very well.”
Ginger didn’t have a chance to respond. Mister Stout took hold of her head and lowered it down onto his cock. Francesca couldn’t see the shaft—that Holy relic, that Needed Object—but god did she want to.

His head lolled back. Ginger’s head bounced happily up and down. She was a very pretty young girl. Her lips were wet. Her hair was dark and glossy. As she sucked him, her fingers slid up her tiny skirt and pushed into her cunt. 

Francesca felt herself doing the same. It was so easy to play along. She even opened her mouth, moving her neck forward and back, miming the sucking of that magnificent cock. 

And as she did, her clit rubbed against the door frame, using the pressure there to send pressure up and down every nerve Mister Stout had said that she was gorgeous. That she was doing her work so very well.

She was plainly visible in the doorway. And yet somehow Mister Stout paid no notice to her. It was so dirty to touch herself like this. So naughty. And yet she couldn’t help herself. He was so fucking amazing, so handsome and perfect, and everything a good girl like her really needed. 

“Good girls cum when Daddy does,” said Mister Stout. “I’m going to cum down your throat, Ginger. Going to fill your good girl throat up.”

Flashes of envy, bright burning and scorching hot, flared within Francesca. She wanted that cum. And she was so much fucking hotter than Ginger. Why wasn’t she sucking Mister Stout’s cock? Didn’t she deserve it? Hadn’t she earned it with how beautifully fucking hot she was all the time? She had to wear tinier skirts. Hotter tops. Taller heels. She had to make sure his cock was so so hard that—

Oh fuck. Oh fuck he was bucking and groaning and she could smell his seed spilling out and he was cumming. 

And so Ginger was cumming, and Francesca came too, her hips grinding forward, pushing her pussy into the door frame. She gasped and bit the door frame, her body vibrating as orgasmic pleasure again powered through her body.

“Good girl,” said Mister Stout. “What a good girl, cumming like that. Cumming for Daddy. Cumming for Master.”

Francesca’s eyes unfocused, focused, and then focused again. She staggered away from the door. 

Every time she came, she had these moments of clarity—that her life wasn’t supposed to be like this, that she was supposed to have something else, something better, that all of this was insane. But also when she came, she felt more deeply trapped than ever before. Like she was spiraling down a pretty pink storm, and the closer she was tugged into its nucleus, there were shafts of sunlight that broke through the surrounding clouds.

Panties wet, blouse pulled halfway off her body, Francesca set her jaw. She had to leave.

She needed to get out of here. There was something...something deeply wrong. She shouldn’t be so aroused by all of this. She shouldn’t be so fucking turned on all the time. It was this place’s fault, somehow. 

She had to...had to...

The clock dinged.

“Ladies!” Mandy called, smiling brightly. “Please pay attention. It’s time for a message from our Sir. Attend your computers and pay very close attention.” Mandy caught Francesca’s eye. “Like a good girl.”

She had to watch it. Had to be a good girl. That was so fucking important. A low whine exited her mouth, equal parts tension and arousal, and her cunt felt wetter than ever as she dropped down to her knees in front of her computer and watched the pretty spirals start their dance again.

* * * * * 
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FRANCESCA SKIPPED THE next two days of work. It was the hardest thing she had ever done. Harder than going a month without booze, harder than the most fastidious diet she had ever been on. 

What she should have done—what she knew she was supposed to do, was go to work looking hotter than ever. She would finger herself silly and barely even get any of that useless paperwork done. 

And then, when she was totally helpless, watching those pretty spirals make their entrancing shapes over and over again, she would finally meet Mister Stout one-on-one and he would show her what God felt like as he entered her needy cunt. 

He would fill her totally, impregnating her immediately, and she would become a happy pregnant slutty cockslave like all those other gorgeous beauties in the office.

And what she was trying to do instead—what some other, less equal but very vocal part of her insisted that she do—was to call the police. Call home. Call her boyfriend, Coleman. Call anyone, anyone at all, just ask for help and try to save herself for god’s sake. She was drowning in erotic quicksand and there didn’t seem to be any way out. 

So, instead, she spent all day fingering her pussy and moaning Mister Stout’s name into a pillow. So long as she didn’t say it aloud, into the open space of her apartment, she could pretend that she wasn’t truly obsessed with him. That she wouldn’t come running the second she heard his voice.

But a part of her knew that was true. A part of her wanted it to be true. It felt so right and good to kneel, to be a good girl, to be a sexy little thing with a mind full of fuckmush. It was difficult to know which opposing part was the invader. Had she always been a good, happy, kneeling fuckdoll, just now plagued with rationality? Or had she been an arrogant beauty who was slowly becoming a willless, obedient pet?

There was no real way to know. Everything she did in the house just turned her on. When she wasn’t fingering her cunt, she was sleeping and dreaming of fingering her cunt—or being fucked.

Coleman kept calling her. He went to voicemail every time. She couldn’t bear the sound of his voice. It grated on her, filled her with a deep, irrational rage. Who the fuck was he to think that she wanted to talk to him? Who the fuck did he think he was, trying to insert himself so unjustifiably into her life? What an oaf. What a buffoon. 

A buffoon who, not very long ago, she had been entertaining the thought of marrying. He was handsome, and he had lots of cash. 

Why then this sudden change of opinion? Her mush-addled mind struggled to comprehend. All she could imagine was that somehow Coleman had wronged her, but she could think of no real ways in which he had. 

Outside of not having a cock as perfectly shaped and wonderfully formed as Mister Stout, of course. 
B-but it couldn’t be that, could it? Francesca didn’t care about Mister Stout. She didn’t need to kneel for him constantly, didn’t ache to have her mouth wrapped around his cock until the end of time, didn’t burn with the need to be filled with his seed, to carry his young into this world and be his breeding bitch forever. 
She didn’t. Really, she didn’t.

On the third day, Friday, she felt well enough to go back into work. She only thought about fucking every five minutes or so, and her thoughts in between felt ordered and organized. 

She remembered how to read all those texts coming in on her phone. Coleman was mad at her, then worried, then mad again, then worried. She knew she ought to text him back, but something stopped her. First, before anything else, she wanted to cancel this madness with NewLife.

And so she would go back to NewLife, yes. But not to work, oh no. She wanted to cancel her contract and demand her answers from the evil, vile man.

That vile, horrible, perfectly sexy man who she was genuinely afraid of meeting because she was almost certain that doing so would mean her brain would be irreversibly turned into a cockloving fuckslave-adoring pile of erotic mush forever.

Afraid...and so fucking turned on.

She did her honest best to dress conservatively, knowing that she would have a face-to-face with the Man Himself. Her honest best ended up being a pleated knee-length skirt. She knew it was showing off too much leg, and so she had put on skintight brown leather boots that fit snug on her graceful gams to cover up some skin. Afraid that the effect was sexier than she would have liked, she put on a pale green sweater, but the top buttons kept coming undone, showing off the healthy expanse of her bountiful young cleavage as it bounced in her tiny, lacy bra. 

The bra was skimpier than Francesca would have liked. Visible from the open expanses exposed by the constantly-unbuttoning sweater. But every other bra she had made her itch furiously. Lace and silk were just so comfortable lately...

She wandered back into the office, taking slow steps, standing slowly next to each and every doorway on the way in, trying to steel herself. The further she entered, the more sedate and turned-on she felt. This, in turn, made her more nervous and jittery. It was an uncomfortable juxtaposition for her body to maintain, feeling sleepily hyper-aware. 

As with every time she had entered, she noted the veritable harem of mini-skirted beauties happily attending their work. The work itself seemed to have changed somewhat in character. In one corner, she saw a young woman wearing little more than a painter's apron and high heels thoughtfully painting a representation of an enormous phallus surrounded by a bevy of kneeling beauties. Francesca licked her lips, shuddering slightly as she saw it. 

Mandy saw her from across the aisle, waving cheerfully and approaching. A tight red minidress clung to her spectacular body, chunky black ankle boots on her feet. 

Francesca gulped as she saw the beautiful blond. There was a bulge in Mandy’s belly.

“Are you...are you pregnant, Mandy?”

“Oh, yes. I finally started showing this morning. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“I...but you...who's the father?”

Mandy smiled knowingly. “Come now, dear. You know perfectly well who the only father of a child of mine could be. Don't you? You came here to see him today, after all.”

With that, Mandy took Francesca into her arms and gave her a long hug. Her scent, heady and delicious, made Francesca's world spin, and the embrace ended with a warm kiss from Mandy on her cheek. Not saying another word, Mandy strutted away, gently correcting another co-worker about the “shamefully short” height of her heels. 

Francesca gulped, feeling much more turned on than she hoped. She tried to gather herself, approaching Mister Stout's office, breathing in deep and hoping to think of anything but sex, sex, sex, and more beautiful sexy sex sex. For some reason, even though she had been painfully attracted to Mandy just now, all that arousal was spiking not merely thoughts of a lesbian nature—pleasing Mandy, or Mandy pleasing her—but rather the two of them serving together...on their knees before the biggest, most bestest cock in the whole wide world...

She entered Mister Stout’s office with what she wanted to be an authoritative bang. Instead, she softly slid the door open, looking down at her shoes until he finally noticed her. He sat behind his desk, hard at work (of course he was hard at work, he was a Man, after all) on his computer.

Finally, he looked up, leering at her perfectly arranged form. 

“Yes, Francesca?”

Oh fuck.

Of fuck, he knows my name oh fuck!

“I-I want to talk to you,” she said, trying to sound angry, despite the heavy heat in her pussy. “I want to give you a piece of my mind.”

He smiled. It was the most handsome, perfect smile Francesca thought she had ever seen. He was so hot. God, she wanted to know how big his dick was for real, to see it for herself...

“I welcome input from all my employees, Francesca. You seem upset. I’d be happy to hear what’s on your mind and work with you to resolve the situation amicably.”

Fuck. He was using such big words. They were so hard to follow. He was so smart.

“It’s just there’s like...it’s so hard to think, and you have all these girls who look so pretty, and I’m so pretty, and you make it so hard to think straight, and I’m so horny all the time, and everyone here looks so good, and there’s this cumming all the time, and it’s just super weird, you know? It’s freaking me out!”

That hadn't come out the right way at all. It was more like senseless babbling than the cogent, highly-developed argument she had worked on for so many hours at home. 
“I see,” he said.
He stood up and walked around to the front of his desk. For a few spare, strangely hopeful moments, Francesca thought he was going to grab her and force her over the side of the table until her brains were so liquid they leaked right out of her ears. 

“Right?” said Francesca. “I think you’re doing it. I think you’re...you’re changing us somehow. With your programs. Your computer messages, it has to be. And like, they’re so pretty and fun and amazing, but like, I get so horny afterward and it’s all I can do not to...not to...”

He didn’t seem to be listening. He was playing with his phone. 

“A-are you listening to me?”

“Of course I am. Why don’t you kneel for me, Francesca?”

“Mmmph...”

She moaned, struggling not to obey. She knew the second she gave in, unmatched pleasure would flood through her body. She’d probably cum right away. 

But still, she resisted. Her knees were bent, though, and her willpower was almost entirely gone—and all from one simple question. The stiletto heels on her boots buckled from the strange shifting of her weight. The outlook was not good.

He looked up from his phone now, raising an eyebrow at her resistance. “You think it’s unfair that everyone else is so pretty, but you’re pretty too. And despite being so very pretty, you’re not getting fucked like they are. I can fix that, Francesca. I can fix it right now.”

He unzipped his pants and tossed them to one side. Underwear too. It took only seconds. His cock was half-hard, leaking precum. Francesca’s face glazed over. Her arguments were forgotten, burned away from the sudden desire of seeing the most perfect cock in the world. 

“C-cock...” she said, squeezing her healthy tits with exuberant need.

“That’s right. My cock. And if you want my cock, you’ll do as I say. Won’t you?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”
“Good girl. Now, bend over on the table there.”
Of course she obeyed. He had a cock. He had the cock. He rotated his computer screen around and pressed a few buttons on the keyboard. The screen flickered for a moment, flashing, and then the spirals began.

“Watch the screen closely, Francesca,” he said, ripping her pants off. Her panties went easily—they were mostly just wet paper at that point. 

His cock trailed around her ass, her thighs. She could, distantly, feel him squeezing the generously developed flesh of her ass and tits.

“Clos...ley...” she moaned. 

And then his cock was inside her—

Relax

—and there was nothing else in the world—

Empty—

—nothing at all—

Serve

—nothing but obeying and pleasing, his cock so big and right—

Master is everything

—cumming so hard just like he told her, cumming and his cock so big—

Master is my one true Love

—nothing but obeying her Master forever.

Nothing else matters

* * * * *
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FRANCESCA SAT IN HER apartment on Saturday evening, happily fingering her cunt beside a stack of packed boxes.

All around her, her home was empty. The furniture was gone. The pictures of her family and friends were burned. Silverware, tableware, Tupperware was all packed neatly away. All her books, all her movies, all her knick-knacks and souvenirs from traveling, all her blankets and pillows, all her bedding, all her life was neatly packed up in boxes. 

Today they had taken away the furniture. Tomorrow, they would take away everything else. She was left her clothes, and even then, only the ones that made her look really hot.

Soon—hopefully by Monday—she would be completely moved in the NewLife dorm rooms where she would share a room with a fellow cockslave. They would have, naturally, just one bed. When Master was too busy fucking some other hot lucky cunt, Francesca would spoon and sleep with her roomie. They would lick each other’s pussies and whisper softly in each other’s ears about what good girl fuckdolls they were for Master, hoping for his attentions as soon as humanly possible.

Some days, he would walk through the dorm, room-by-room, delivering fuck-by-fuck. Other days, he would pull a number at random and take those girls out on the town. He almost never went out with just one girl—Master deserved at the least two adoring cockslaves slobbering all over his cock at all times. 

So every night, after finishing work, every girl would make herself up as nice as possible, dress in as hot of an outfit as they could, and take pictures of their roomie. These pictures were uploaded to a database that Master could access from his phone. Then, he could scroll through each, seeing who looked the hottest, who deserved an up-close-and-personal look and who didn’t. 

The girls not chosen never felt jealousy, though of course they were envious. If a girl was chosen more than once in a given week, she was seen as something special. If she was chosen more than twice, she was a new icon in the community of slaves. If she was chosen more than three times, she was a legend to be emulated, adored, and listened to by all other cockslaves. 

No one had managed to earn the Master’s favor more than four times in a single week. Francesca was hoping to break that record—to shatter it, as a matter of fact. She knew she was hot, and she thought there was no reason why she couldn’t fuck him for an entire month. That was at least six days, right?

So many parts of her brain had been erased by her Master’s trancing. That was fine by her. So many parts of her brain, then, were unneeded—because in truth, the only thing she really needed was a hot body to serve her Master with. 

Francesca knew she had been tranced. She didn’t care.

Or rather, she cared, but only in the sense that she was happy about it. There was not a single iota of resentment or confusion or panic or fear in her at the fact of having her mind rewritten from the ground up. 

From now on, she would be able to learn again. She would be able to understand however much her Master needed her to understand. To get to that part of her that was most obedient, to really rewrite who she was until it was something more appropriate to his wonderful uses, Francesca had required trancing and recoding. A complete hardware wipe.

It was that simple. He had burned away the layers of her brain that got in his way, replacing them with hot, easy, eager horniness and a need to submissively serve the one Strong True Male in her life—which, of course, was her Master.

How could it have ever been anyone else?

As Francesca considered all of this, she sat on her naked ass criss-cross applesauce, posture perfect, and fingered her bare pussy. There was a hot puddle on the floor between her legs. It was spreading underneath her asscheeks. Her juices delivered an easy, warm sensation that felt absolutely pleasant. 

Her phone rang and she answered it. 

“Is this Francesca?”

“This is she.”

“This is Mark, at the studio. We missed you today. I told my director all about what a beauty you are, and he was excited. Are we not going to put you on film?”

“You had an understudy, I’m assuming.”

“Well, sure, but she wasn’t you. Listen, if you can agree to come out tomorrow morning, like, early, we’ve got the camera lenses for another few hours and I think we can—”

“You’ll have to do your commercial without me, I’m afraid. I don’t care to be in show business anymore.”

Gone was the ideal from her head of being a star, of being on the big screen. Gone was the aspiration of being a celebrity, the only true dream she’d ever had in her entire life. 

All that was left now was serving at her Master’s pleasure, and hopefully being fucked so full of his cum that she never stopped having his babies. 

She hung up, sighing contentedly, cutting off Mark’s protestations. Immediately, he called her again, and she put the phone on silent. Eventually, he would understand. Or rather, he would quit trying. 

No one could understand, not really. No one could understand what it was to serve unless they too served. 

Thumping sounds resounded through the empty, echoing apartment. Knocks at the door. It was open, and the person knocking let himself in. 

It was Coleman. She struggled to remember how she had known him. Some dim part of her brain said that he had been her boyfriend, but of course that was the silliest thing in the world. She had never had a boyfriend before Master.

Now Master was every male to her—her boyfriend, her brother, her Daddy, her Sir, her Husband, her lover. The notion of ever having another male in her life at all was disconcerting. The concept of having another boyfriend was abhorrent, like she had spilled crude oil all over her hands.

“Francesca, thank god,” said Coleman. “I’ve been looking for you. And you are...you are very naked.”

She had packed nude so that she might more thoroughly obey her Master’s directions. He had told her to pack up everything, after all. That included her clothes.

“Yes,” she said. Her voice was soft, supple, but cold. “You shouldn’t look at me like that. I am not for your consumption.”

“Not for my...consumption?” He took a look around. “You just moved in a few weeks ago. Are you moving already?” He walked over to a box and slapped it. It thunked heavily, the contents dense. “I would have helped you, you know. You’re really not going to put on clothes?”

What she wanted to say was that her Master did not require her to have clothes at that time.

But that was off-limits. Others could not know about his perfect plan for her. She had to wait. She had to be...careful. Her Master’s strength relied on discretion.

“I do not want to put on clothes.” Her tone was robotic, empty. This being—the thought of actually calling him a “male” at all was sickening to her—did not deserve the vibrancy of warmth that her beautiful form could exert. And so even though he looked at her naked body, nothing about her posture, her body language, or her expression was even remotely sexual. 

“Baby, come on. I know something’s upset you.” He grabbed her arm. “Why don’t we sit down and talk about—”

Deftly, she maneuvered out from his grip. If he tried to grab her again, she would break his arm. After the police arrived, she would start crying and point fingers at him, expressing confusion as to why all her things were boxed up, why she was naked, and how he had gotten into her apartment. No one really knew they were dating; she didn’t know any of his friends. She could frame him for any number of crimes; Master had several lawyers on retainer, all of them beautiful women devoted only to servicing his cock and studying law.

“I do not require any discussion with you. You should leave.”

“Leave?” He scoffed. “Francesca, baby, you’re being really weird. I gotta say, I’m not digging it. You ought to—”

“Your dick is too small.”

He looked stunned, frozen in her headlights. “W-what?”

“Your dick is too small, and you are inadequate as a lover. When you insisted on masturbating in front of me, I got a good sense of its size. That was as close as I ever wanted you to be to me. I wasn’t unsure or scared. I simply didn’t want to. I’m not a virgin.” She was, of course. She was simply saying the meanest things she could think of. Master would like that. “I’ve fucked lots of guys, all the time I fuck them. I fuck and I suck and I stroke; I do it all. But you weren’t good enough for that. You weren’t even as good as the random strangers I would meet at the bars after our dates, encouraging them to fuck my lights out while I thought about how pathetic and small you are. I was leading you on to see if you were dumb enough to think I would fall for you. I don’t want you in my life. I never did. I would be very surprised if anyone did. Your body emits a foul odor that you don’t seem to be aware of. There are too many wrinkles next to your eyes. Your muscles form strange, unattractive shapes around your shoulders and neck. The shape of your penis is strange as well. It is like an orange mashed—”

“Enough!” Coleman held up a hand. “Stop, please. Clearly I angered you. If you could just explain to me what it is, I’ll apologize, and—”

“Your voice is like the whining of decades-old machinery. Your syllables flatten when they should float. Your eyes are too close together, and your chin hair is scraggly and prone to catching dust. When you talk about—”

She had more to say, but Coleman, in a great huff, through his arms up in the air and left. He slammed the door behind him, shouting something like he hoped she was fucking happy with herself. 

And she was. Francesca had never been more happy in her life than she was at that moment, obeying her Master’s instructions to destroy her old relationships. 

Because from now on, only he would exist in her life. Master was all she needed. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


HER OUTFIT WAS, OF course, outstanding.

There were no brand new prospective hires at the office on Sunday morning. Everyone there was thoroughly tranced. What that meant, then, was that there was no reason to be subtle in her outfits.

Oh yes, when new employees came, or when there were guests, all the merry sexcretaries had to dress more conservatively. They had to ensure that they took steps to keep their Master safe from questions. The clearest road to having their happiness end was suspicion, and so they must do whatever they could to never be found suspicious.

But, now, the NewLife offices were a safe place for all the slaves. Each of them dressed with flamboyant sexiness. They put on their finest club dresses; skimpy spandex, Lycra, vinyl, and silk were the orders of the day. They wore five-inch heels at a minimum, insanely sexy ornaments with tall platform heels made of gaudy glass and so on. 

Francesca was dressed in leather. Skintight leather. She wore a skintight leather minidress, black, that matched her skintight leather boots. Skintight leather gloves adorned her arms, sliding just over her elbows. The outfit made love to her every sensuous curve. Her tits were gathered up and presented as if on a platter, every step she took making their tanned surface bounce and jiggle invitingly.

Over all of that, she wore a thick white mink fur coat. She wanted to leave no doubt in the minds of the other gathered cockslaves—she was there to stake out her territory. She wanted her Master’s cock, and she wanted it soon, and if any of them had a problem with that, well...she would just show them what kind of cockhungry bitch she could be. 

She was going to put them all to shame. Master wouldn’t want anyone else but her after today. And if he did, it would only be to add to Francesca’s hotness, someone to engage with a hot threesome or foursome or fivesome with.

Francesca knew, naturally, that her Master deserved all manner of hot group sex with his harem of fuckslaves. The thought of him making more than one girl pregnant in one night was the stuff of her brand-new, shiny, wonderful masturbatory fantasies. 

She entered the office at the same time as everyone else—bright and early at six in the morning. None of the girls looked tired or out-of-sorts, even though they had stayed up late worshiping their Master (indirectly, with photos and video and using the bodies of their roommates, if not adoring him personally) and waking up early to attend to their appearance. 

Master couldn’t abide a tired slave. He had fixed their minds so they wouldn’t need as much sleep. He was so very good to them. 

She walked by Mandy introducing a new gorgeous young Indian teenager to her cubicle. The newcomer was clearly just barely eighteen. Master loved his teenaged cockslaves, just like Francesca. Being barely eighteen was a premium that couldn't be ignored.

“All you have to do is alphabetize this pile,” said Mandy.

“Alphabetize it?” the girl asked, looking unsure. “But...yesterday, I was supposed to scramble it. And the day before, you had me alphabetize it then.”

“Are you questioning what Master needs?”

“N-no,” the girl said, shaking her head vigorously. “Of course not. I j-just...”

“Good girls obey, don’t they?”

“Yes, ma’am.” She nodded furtively. “Good girls obey. I’m a good girl. I’ll just...just obey.”

Her voice trailed off into a soft whisper as she dropped down to her knees in front of the giant pile. 

Francesca walked right on by, smiling. She was almost jealous of the girl and her incumbent total mindfuck. There was nothing so perfect, so amazing, as having all her will and thoughts stripped away so that she could become the slave she was meant to be. 

Without waiting to knock, she strutted directly into Master’s office. Already he had a slave attending his cock—Ginger, the sexy little brunette thing. 

Francesca immediately accentuated her strut even more. Her Master’s office was long and wide, and that meant she had plenty of room to put sex on her strut for his enjoyment. 

“You don’t want to be fucking her, do you, Master?” Francesca smiled dazzlingly, and then gave him her absolute best “come fuck me” look. 
Her absolute best look of that variety was, at that point, one of the best in the world. 
“I don’t?” 

Her Master managed to look surprised, as if he had not pre-programmed Francesca to act in this exact manner. 

“No, Sire. You want to be fucking me. You want to be fucking your best new fuckdoll. Don’t you, please?”

Upon reaching the mark of five feet away from his desk, she dropped to her knees. His new desk was glass, so he could watch her easily as she crawled forward. He could also easily watch Ginger as she continued to suckle and adore his cock as Francesca approached. 

She had his total attention, even with the other slavecunt sucking and serving him.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” said Master to Francesca. “Do you know how fucking gorgeous you are?”

Francesca nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“I mean I have slaves from all over. I get the cream of the crop, you know? But you...you’re out of this world. I want you to know that, Francesca. I want you to know what a good girl fuckdoll you are. I want you to know that deep in your soul.”

Her soul, indeed, felt like it was on fire from these words. Every compliment from him was making her pussy sing, and the chorus was only just getting started. 

“Yes, Master. I’m gorgeous. It’s because I’m gorgeous that I deserve to be your slave. I was born to be yours, just like every pretty girl. It’s what makes us stand out enough to be noticed. Beautiful women automatically belong to you from the moment we are conceived. It’s that simple. There is no mystery to it. We exist, and so we are yours.”

“That’s right,” he said. 

He lifted her up by the ass and kissed her fiercely. Francesca moaned, cumming intensely as his tongue slid over hers. His mere touch was enough to send her body blasting off into a world of ecstasy. When he kissed her, it took her into another dimension. And when he fucked her...

Well, she would find out soon, wouldn’t she?

She knew, dimly, that he had fucked her already. But he had fucked her tranced self. It wasn’t the real slave self. When she had been tranced, there had still been some part of her left, getting fucked out of her body like a fever attacking an infection. 

Now, her Master was going to get all-slave-Francesca, all the time. Her eyes shone with service, with the perfect need to obey and pleasure this Man, this Only-Man-She-Had-Ever-Known.

Mandy had entered the room, her shining blond hair glimmering in the bright lights. Already she was pulling down the fabric of her outfit, exposing her heavy tits so that her Master could enjoy the view of her beautiful teenaged body. But Francesca, so beautiful, kept his attention on herself alone.

“Please,” she moaned softly, sliding back on the desk so that she sat up on the edge. “Please, Daddy. Won’t you breed me, please?”

Her booted legs wrapped around his waist, tugging him in. The other slaves, Mandy and Ginger, slid forward and docked against his legs with their tits. Smiling, giggling, they pulled down his pants and revealed the majesty of his immense, hard cock. 

“That's right, you fucking slut. You hot little slave bitch.” 

Francesca's body twisted and contorted with every word he said. Needing to hear more. Needing to hear everything he had to say about her.

“My gorgeous fuckslave,” he said, sliding his cockhead up against her entrance. “My perfect little breeding slut. That's what you are, isn't it, babe?”

She nodded enthusiastically, shooting him her winningest smile. “Oh yes, DaddyMaster. Yes I am! I'm your gorgeous fuckslave. I'm your perfect little breeding slu—oh!”

He shoved into her cunt hard, filling her up all the way in one stroke. No foreplay. It was unneeded. Francesca had been wet as a monsoon since she stepped into the office. Heck, since she woke up that day.

It was a good girl's life to be wet all the time for her Master. Who knew when he might want to fuck her? She had to be ready always. 

She came, immediately, upon his entrance into her tight teenage pussy. Screaming, moaning, her voice reaching its maximum volume. This was, on the decibel scale, close to normal conversational tone—a good girl moaned and screamed and pleaded, but only for Master's ears. All the other slaves were too busy “working” to busy themselves with hearing the endless screams of pleasure from Master's office.

Fast and furious, he pumped inside of her body. She squeezed his thick, hard cock with everything she had. Her tall heels knocked against each other behind his hips. Every part of her was a decoration for him. Dolled up for his enjoyment. His hands groped at her heavy, massive tits, using them like handles as he drove himself harder and harder into her cunt. 

He was fucking her too fast, too hard, to have any real control. She didn't care. She hadn't stopped cumming since her first orgasm at his initial entrance. Her Master's cock was so fucking amazing! How had she ever had a life before it? It filled up every empty part of her. She flexed her entire body, hoping to squeeze him and give him even more pleasure as his thick rod shoved in and out of her shuddering, needy cunt. 

“Please, Master!” she moaned. “Please, Daddy! Oh god, my MasterDaddy, please! Please breed me! Please fill me up!”

“You want my fucking cum inside you, you slut?” he grunted. “You want me to get that tiny belly of yours thick with my babies? Is that what you want?”

His babies. Francesca had never wanted anything more in her life. “Y-yes, Master! Please! Please cum! Please do it, oh my god yes! Yes! Yes!”

His load was fire inside her. Perfect, hot, wet, gooey fire that lit up every part of her. She vibrated with orgasm, feeling like she was shrieking and squealing at the top of her lungs just as before. But in truth, she was only cooing and moaning in appreciation. Her Master made his slaves cum so often and so well that if they all screamed their heads off like they needed to, he’d be deaf inside of a month. 

So she cooed, moaning and thanking him.

“Thank you, Master,” she breathed. “Oh, Albert. Master Albert. My MasterDaddy Sire. Thank you so much for fucking me. Thank you so much for breeding me. I know I deserved it...but thank you so much...”

And so even as he pumped into her more, his seed emptying out completely of his overfilled balls, load after load spilling into her womb, the one thing that filled Francesca even more than his perfect hot cum was gratitude.

For she would always be so grateful, so happy, so delighted that she had a life where she could serve her Master. 

# # #
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Model Sexcretary
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She waited on her hands and knees, back straight, ample breasts pushed up and together in her tiny push-up lace bra. She had been like this for hours, and she would continue to be so until her Master told her to do otherwise. He had been gone all day, and she needed so badly to suck his cock, to be fucked by him, to be reminded of how perfectly he owned her.

And maybe, if she was very good, if she begged and pleaded just right, he would get her pregnant tonight so she could be his pregnant fuckslave like so many others.

Scintillating purple lingerie covered her sensational body. Dark violet fishnet stockings on her legs. Her heels were so tall as to be impractical for anything but being forced down onto a bed and fucked full of her Master’s breeding seed. That was what she was made to do.

There was nothing, no one, as hot as her, and she loved it—because she was this way purely for her Master’s pleasure.

Once, she had been famous. Sensationally so. She could not walk from one place to another without being mobbed by rabid fans, desperate to touch her, to love her, to tell her of their adoration. In interviews on televisions all over the world in a dozen different languages, she would be told of her beauty and begged for tips so the regular people could aspire more evenly to be like her. 

Now, she was sequestered away in her Master’s quarters. No one looked at her. No crowds, no mobs, no interviewers. She had her own room for when Master did not wish to fuck her—when he chose instead to fuck and breed other slaves. But most of the time, he chose her. She was her Master’s favorite, after all. 

The world thought she had died. They thought her disappeared at best. They assumed someone had kidnapped her, that she was lost forever.

But she wasn’t lost, and she wasn’t kidnapped. Oh no. 

She had been found...and in being found, she found her purpose—to be the hottest slave on earth for the most perfect Master ever. 

* * * * * 
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“DELAYED,” CATRIANA said, her tone disbelieving. “Delayed? What are you talking about, delayed? It’s a private jet!”

She stood in the airport, staring imperiously at a small, plain clerk. The supermodel's heels were shiny black, glittering in the fluorescent lights of the airport. They made her a full foot taller than the man in front of her, who sweated furiously, as if placed under a tree of heat lamps.

“Yes, ma’am,” said the clerk. “And I’m very sorry. There’s really...nothing we can do. There’s been a mechanical problem, you see, and—”

“Delayed!” Catriana huffed. Her lips were thick, pouty. “I’ve never had this problem before. And let me tell you, I don’t plan to have it again. Am I making myself clear? You’re not receiving any more of my business. I’ll tell you that right now.”

“Ma’am, honestly, if there was anything we could do, we would do it. But th-there just isn’t, you see? It’s a mechanical problem. The engineers can only work so fast, you see, and—”

She waved a hand. Jewelry glittered on her fingers and wrist. “I don’t see you picking up a new jet for me to fly in.”

“All our remaining aircraft are otherwise occupied, ma’am. If you’d like, I could get you a first class ticket on another jet going in the same direction. You’d likely get there in—”

“You have another jet, do you? You have another jet going to the island of Ferova? Is that it? Because that’s where I’m headed. To a private island. To work. Not that you would know anything about that.”

“Ma’am. You’re being unreasonable. If you can just—”

“This is what you’re going to do for me. You’re going to put me on my jet in an hour, or you—you personally—will have hell to pay.”

She slapped her hand down on the desk and strutted away—careful, though, not to give the man too much to enjoy as she walked off. 

Being well used to having men look at her—want her, appreciate her, need her, ache for her—Catriana knew how to use her beauty to her advantage. She knew there was a time to be soft and gentle, to be cooing and seductive. And there was, too, a time to be harsh and demanding, to be critical and imperious. Some men could not handle the great shame of having a gorgeous woman upset with them. 

And Catriana was, indeed, a gorgeous woman. There wasn’t anyone else like her. She stopped and caught her reflection in the chrome surface of a nearby wall, adjusting the heavy layers of midnight black hair she sported. It trailed thick, halfway down her back, resting in soft, alluring piles on the thick, luxurious sable fur coat she wore. 

Green eyes, soft and enchanting, stared back at her from the chrome. Her soft little smile even cheered her heart a little, and she was angry as hell at being delayed.

No one delayed her. Catriana Dominga was the most famous model in the world. Her image was plastered all over media—magazine covers, commercials, fashion shows, television guest appearances, late night talk shows—the works. She was very used to getting her own way. 

She was twenty-two years-old and she had been modeling since she had been fifteen, winning beauty contests nonstop in her exotic home country until being offered an incredibly lucrative contract. Since that time, men had been falling all over themselves trying to appease her and earn her favor. They offered money, positions, businesses—a few had even offered her a chance to be royalty. 

But of course, she already knew she was royalty. She had been born into the position of being absolutely better than others—genetically superior in every way that mattered and her feelings of superiority validated by the millions of dollars thrown her way. No one could tell her otherwise. No one could tell her that she was anything lesser than the subhuman dredges of humanity that she now had to be surrounded by. 

Her bodyguard, Marcus, kept them all at bay. It was a good thing he was there—large, hairy, and scary, he looked like a slightly-shaved abominable snowman. 

Marcus was paid well for what he did, and it did not hurt that he had an inescapably strong crush on Catriana. Though he was paid well, he was paid half as much as a man of his pedigree had earned—special forces, three tours in Afghanistan, ten years of experience in guarding the rich and powerful—simply because Catriana knew he would have paid her for the privilege of being close to her. 

She could rely on people to fall in love with her, no matter her attitude or her actions. She was that kind of beautiful, and she reveled in it. 

It was fun to be cruel to others, after all, when there wasn't a single repercussion for her actions.

A man approached her from not too far off. Catriana rolled her green eyes, pulling her long fur jacket close against her body. It had the advantage of being both impeccably made, extraordinarily expensive, and wonderful at hiding her form from the masses. 

If she walked around without the jacket, why, men would be doubled over jacking off just watching her pass, women heavily re-considering their sexuality when they weren’t too busy considering going on a year-long crash diet from jealousy. 

There was a certain appeal to making that happen, of course, but she wasn’t a twenty-one year-old anymore, looking for cheap thrills. She took true delight now in real power—funneling her considerable fortune toward politics and corporations, shaping laws to assist all her little business ventures on their way. 

A deep, dark, twisted part of her liked the fact that children in tiny, god-forsaken countries went to work at human-chomping factories making her products every day. It made her feel like God. 

The man continued his approach, not put off by the scowls from Marcus and the puffing up he did to expand the size of his chest and arms. The man was dressed well, in a sharp pinstripe navy suit, though he himself was rather average-looking with short dark hair.

“I couldn’t help but overhear,” said the man, “your conversation with the unfortunate clerk over there. A delay, is it?”

Catriana had stopped, but did not deign to grace the man with a response. She turned her eyes to Marcus, indicating for him to get rid of the man—with some impunity.

Marcus grabbed him the scruff of his suit jacket and began to carry him off. 

“A jet!” the man cried, arms flailing. “I have a jet for you. We can leave in less than ten minutes!”

“Wait,” said Catriana, suddenly interested.

Marcus let the man down, who was already red-faced. He looked up at Marcus with some mixture of appreciation, apprehension, and hatred. It was the sort of look that meant that Marcus’s manhandling would not be forgotten. If Catriana actually thought anyone could harm Marcus, though, he wouldn’t be in her employ.

“Miss Dominga, is it?” The man patted himself down.

She struggled not to roll her eyes again. As if he didn't know. “Of course.”

“I thought I recognized you.”

“Yes. You’ve existed in the past five years.” Her tone was arrogant; her voice, soft and velvet, coated in the sugary accent of her native land. “No doubt you’ve heard of me. What’s this about a jet?”

“I have one ready to go right now. Now, it’s possible we’re not headed in the same direction, but for you, well, I’d be happy to make a diversion. Money is really no object for me when it comes to pleasing someone like you, Miss Dominga.”

Now those were words she liked to hear. Her demeanor changed entirely, instantly. No longer quite as imperious or haughty—though still enough to let this man know that he had her gratitude, but never her attraction.

There wasn’t a man alive who could turn her on anyway. Marcus was a bonafide stud—large, massively muscled, with a take-no-shit attitude who would dominate every other man he came across every day. Half of the impetus for hiring him had been the hope that maybe, maybe, he’d finally be the one to turn on some kind of sexual desire in Catriana. 

But...nothing. And she had tried. But nothing, never. 

Thoughts of being aroused were distant and far in-between. She earned most of her sexual pleasure from humiliating subordinates, but even that wasn’t physical. That was just theoretical, hot little snippets to add to the fire over periods of months until finally, maybe, she had some middling orgasm in the middle of the night thinking of something she couldn’t quite remember from a dream. 

It struck her as ironic, really—for all the orgasms she had inspired the world over with her obvious sexuality, she had so few of her own. And those that existed were often disappointing, like the prize in a box of Cracker Jacks. 

So, naturally, this man had no chance of turning her on. Still, she graced him with a smile, intimate and seductive. Her fur coat slid down past her shoulders, revealing the effortlessly perfect bare skin waiting there. 

Her collarbones just by themselves were the stuff of more than a thousand fetish websites. She let such things flourish. The idea of having worshipers appealed to her greatly.

“And what’s your name, Mister Has-A-Jet?”

She held out her hand for him to kiss.

“Albert,” he said, shaking her hand instead. Crude. “Albert Stout. Pleased to meet you.”

* * * * *
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TRUE TO HIS WORD, IN less than ten minutes, they were on Albert’s jet and preparing for take-off. 

Catriana had many complimentary words to share about the jet, but a great deal more less-than-complimentary words. 

The jet was luxurious, that was true. Her seat in particular was very soothing. The inside of it was atypical to her own—hers was arranged much like a standard jet with only slight customization. She had rows of seats, in case she wanted to entertain, but there was a great deal of leg room between each row—enough for each seat to recline fully—and every seat vibrated and had thick cushioned arm rests. There was a fully stocked bar close to the cockpit, and the bathrooms were large and in the back there was—her favorite luxury—a full shower that could be used at any time.

But this jet was...this was something else.

For starters, the whole notion of “rows” had been done away with. Lining the walls was what amounted to one continuous, enormously plushy leather couch. Any section of the couch could be modified with arm rests (pulled out from the wall) or could be pulled away from the side of the jet to allow the user to recline. 

The level of customization was complete—each section could also have its own screen drop down. Tiny speakers were built into the headrest. Small refrigeration units sat in the bottom of the seat, supplying the user with a variety of top-end beverages, cheeses, and breads. 

The carpet was plush and thick. Walking through it was like moving through a warm swamp, one that wanted to swallow you whole. 

So, this was all very nice. There were amenities galore—and that wasn’t including the hot tub in the back of the plane. 

But then...then, there were the women. 

His entire jet was staffed by spectacularly gorgeous women. They all had smiled and cheered when Albert arrived, taking his bags and coat. Two of them, a blonde and a brunette, wearing a distinct uniform with skintight leather boots making love to their legs all the way up to their thighs, attached themselves to his arms and slid down next to him on his seat of choice across the large cabin from Catriana. 

When these two had greeted him, they kissed him deeply, longingly, like he was their lover—and his hands had been all over their tight, toned bodies. They doted on him, flirting with him, showing him flashes of hot skin from beneath their skimpy outfits. 

And my, those outfits were skimpy. The tight fabric tugged their sculpted asses. The front featured a thick, comically large zipper, resting just at the point of their fullest cleavage. Small dark leather gloves adorned their hands and soft berets rested on the thick manes of their hair. 

Catriana was well-used to having the longest, most luxurious amount of hair in whatever company she kept, but those girls were certainly vying for her seat on that particular throne. They wouldn't win, naturally. Black was simply a sexier color than chestnut-brown or golden-blond, even if it was a close race. 

Catriana loved her body. It was her meal ticket—it was her power ticket, as a matter of fact, and so she knew how to use her many advantages to their fullest advantage, making herself a juggernaut of sexual tension in any situation. 

She was well-used to having people—men and women both—so helplessly turned on that they babbled, their brains turning to little more than mush. Mush that was, naturally, solely focused on pleasing their one true goddess, a role that Catriana took on with pride. And this pride meant that she had absolutely no shame at all in wearing tiny hot outfits designed for titillation.

But these girls, much like the jet itself, were something else.

As mentioned, each girl had fabulous long hair, thick and shiny and vibrant, clear results of absolute dedication to a diet without ever once wavering. That same dedication was shown in their bodies—tight, toned, and fabulously built, each with heavy tits that were easily 36C at the smallest cup size. Their faces were made-up perfectly, their heels so tall as to be impractical in a machine moving at hundreds of miles per hour. 

It was a good thing the cabin of the jet was tall as well as wide. Only the two doting on Albert had the berets and the boots—the others wore standard tall platform heels, and had their hair arranged in sweeping waves and curled locks.

It gave her great pleasure to place her fur coat down upon taking her seat, disrobing slowly and just tantalizingly enough to let Albert know that it was for effect. Her dress underneath was short and blue, a deep scooping neckline revealing the heavenly display of her incomparable cleavage. She’d been named most beautiful woman by all the relevant magazines for the past four years, ever since she had turned eighteen—and she’d been voted in overwhelming for best cleavage by all the men’s magazines. 

The ones that couldn’t convince her to do a spread for them—or couldn’t pay her requisite amounts—settled for using candid photos of her snatched up by paparazzi. Even the presence of those low-quality images when Catriana wasn’t deliberately posing for enticement drove sales up more than five hundred percent. 

And so it was no surprise to her that Albert’s eyes were taken off the lovely forms of the beauties huddled against him to watch, instead, Catriana slowly take her seat. She took her time, letting her ass float one direction and then the next, before finally settling down and crossing her legs. Slowly, she reclined. Soft music immediately began to emit from the speakers. The tune was pleasant but she couldn’t quite recognize it. She toyed slightly with the heavy diamonds resting on her breasts, drawing Albert's eyes. 

She controlled him—his every thought, his every movement—and she loved it

The other girls closed up the jet and Catriana was stunned to find out, moments before take off, that the lithe booted lovelies adoring Albert as he made himself comfortable in his seat—with a rather obvious bulge in his pants—were the fucking pilots of the jet. 

They stood up, smooching him heavily on the cheek and then across the mouth, his hands crawling up between the cracks of their asses, and then they strutted up toward the cockpit and sat down. 

“Strap in, everyone,” the pilot giggled over the intercom. “We’ll be taking off in a just a few! Next stop, Ferova!” 

Three more girls were left in the cabin. They strapped themselves in near to their boss—or at least Catriana assumed he was their boss—as the plane took off. 

Marcus sat near to Catriana, but not too near. The two of them had been forced to have more than one discussion about Catriana’s personal space and the restrictions she had on anyone breaking her bubble—even her bodyguard. If he wanted to continue to jack off every night at the thought of how close he was to her, how good she smelled, how angelic she sounded when she spoke, then he would behave and not come any closer to her than was necessary.

Besides, this Albert Stout was clearly not a threat. Some kind of fucking pimp, from the looks of things, and clearly a successful one, but not someone that Catriana had to worry about. He had a computer in his hands and was typing furiously at it. 

The three girls, who had been adoring him only moments before, now obediently sat to one side, smiling prettily and waiting for his command. They were pregnant, Catriana realized slowly. It had been hard to tell at first—they were otherwise so slender, their uniforms cut just so. But yes, the bulges were there, like they had each swallowed a large cantaloupe whole. Their eyes watched Albert's every movement, small pink tongues flicking across their lips, keeping them wet and ready.

Catriana raised an eyebrow at that. He certainly had them trained, didn’t he?

That music was still playing. It was pleasant enough, but the speakers were in her ears, and she didn't know that she wanted to listen to something she had no control over for the entire twelve-hour jet ride. 

“Here now,” said Catriana. “Would you mind having your captain turn the music down?”

Albert didn't look up—in fact, he only typed more furiously, his tongue sliding up on one corner of his lip. 

The soft music trailing out from the speakers in her seat got a little louder. Catriana opened her mouth to protest again, and then stopped. There was something in the song, something familiar, like a memory of a great song from her childhood. She tried to focus on it. It was hard, but it was also important...

The music was nice. Relaxing, in a way. She felt the tension leaving her jaw and then her fingers. The rest of her body began to follow. It was a good tune, though she couldn’t quite follow it all the way.

She forgot all about wanting to turn the music down. Why would she want it turned down? The tune was so nice.

Catriana decided, in fact, that she was rather less worried about this Stout fellow now that she knew he had such beautiful women in his employ. It made more sense now why he would ask to give her a ride. He was clearly an appreciator of beauty, of art, and there wasn’t a single living life form on Earth who was a greater example of the art of beauty than Catriana.

She was living Beauty—the very corporeal form of an abstract. There was no comparison.

Yes, that made sense.

This song was so nice. 

The jet lifted off easily into the air and quickly steadied out, gaining speed. For all their apparent bimbo-like qualities, the pilots he had hired were quite good. There was no turbulence, no shaking, no uncomfortable moment when she thought she might die (which she got about half the time in jets, being on them so constantly for photo shoots). 

The soft music continued. One of the pregnant beauties stood up and walked over to Catriana. She was blonde and very busty. No doubt her tits were filled with life-giving milk, just like the other girls. She had on a nametag that read “Mandy!” Her face was lovely, easily model-worthy, although—Catriana noticed with a certain amount of pleasure—not the kind of model that Catriana was. Still, lovely though.

Mandy dropped to her knees next to Catriana and opened the small fridge there, pulling out a drink and offering it to the supermodel. Catriana had every intention of saying no—she didn’t need the carbs, after all—but once it was in her hands she found it hard to say no. 

Seeing Mandy on her knees—so beautiful, so sweet and soft and busty—was an image even the stoically abstinent Catriana had trouble ignoring. A soft heat began to warm her chest, and she felt her nipples pushing against the thin layer of her hot blue dress. The soft music pulsed pleasantly into her ears, and suddenly her throat and mouth felt rather parched. 

The blonde waited, her breasts heaving in her tiny outfit. 

“It’s very yummy,” said Mandy. “You’ll just love it, I know. He puts his best drinks on this jet.”

Catriana was quite used to being impolite. It gave her a thrill to completely destroy social moors and do whatever she liked, no matter what other people happened to think. The thoughts of other people concerned as much as did the geometry of ant colonies. 

And yet, suddenly, Catriana felt it terribly important to be polite. At least polite enough to take a sip. The drink was orange and tangy, with a hint of something alcoholic. Something very alcoholic.

“Oh, my,” she said, taking another sip. “Yes. That’s good, isn’t it?”

Taking a sip was so easy. Sippy sip sip. Have some sips, then lick your lips. Sippy sip sip. 

Her thoughts were fuzzy and mercurial, hard to track. More of them than usual, but all so faint...so insistent. Somehow, Mandy already had another in her hand. Catriana looked down at her drink, and was a bit surprised to see that it was gone. 

Apparently her “sips” were somewhat more than than standard. The liquid was smooth and hard, and had gone down easily. Her toned tummy blossomed with warmth. She settled further into her seat and took the drink from Mandy’s hand. Her nipples grew even more erect, tenting in her dress. She didn't care. Let them see—her body was phenomenal. 

Yes, this was rather nice, wasn’t it? This was the kind of treatment someone like her deserved. Oh yes.

She was being treated perfectly. She knew this for a fact.

“I’d love to know more about your business,” she called across the cabin to Albert. Her voice was soft and pleasant—the tone she reserved for those she viewed more as equals. Though not quite equal—obviously, there was no such thing for her. 

He was only about seven feet away, and so clearly heard her. And yet he remained busy on his computer, one girl pressed against his body on the side. She seemed to be slinking slowly downward, as if unable to stop herself from sliding to her knees before him. Her hand pushed heavily on his crotch, where a bulge formed, thick and growing larger.

“I said,” Catriana raised her voice, “that I would love to know more about your business. You’ve clearly done well for yourself.”

Albert nodded, waving a hand dismissively. This angered her immediately—no one dismissed her—but there was a sudden pulse of music from the speakers and she sat back down, enjoying the fun, happy rhythm.

He hadn't dismissed her. His business merely wasn't interesting. Why would it be interesting to someone like her? She was so important, after all. So beautiful. She didn't need to think about business. 

Much more important than business was this song.

There were...lyrics? She could swear she could hear them. They were just beyond comprehension. It was strange, because she could hear the sound perfectly. It was just the lyrics that were soft. The balance was off, somehow. She ought to tell him about it.

She sighed, taking another drink. It had emptied again, and Mandy was right there to give her another.

Later, she decided. She would tell him later, after this lovely song. And then she would demand that he play it again. 

And then, he would answer all her questions about his...whatever. His stuff and things. 

Screens floated down from the top of the cabin, unfolding on robotic arms in front of Catriana and Marcus. She noticed for the first time that the third beauty had been attending her bodyguard—giving him drinks of his own. He wasn’t supposed to be drinking on duty. She raised an eyebrow in alarm.

The music pulsed again.

Oh, well. She shrugged, settling back into her seat. It was just an airplane ride. Nothing could go wrong, certainly. 

Sip, sip. Have another sip, let the good times rip. The drink tasted so fucking good. She crossed and uncrossed her legs elaborately, catching Albert's eye. She drank in his quick gaze, her emerald eyes flashing into his. 

That's right, she thought. Look at me. Look at how fucking hot I am. I know you'll jerk your stupid cock to me later. I know you won't be able to help yourself. You'll fuck these other women rotten but you'll be thinking of me. 

Mandy smiled, leaning over. She really had excellent cleavage. Catriana felt a pulse of arousal from looking at the thick, twin globes pressing so hotly together. It had been so long since she had felt heat like that. She lost herself in the sensation, not even bothering to look Mandy in the eyes as she spoke.

“There’s an in-flight movie for you to watch,” said Mandy. Her voice was soft, like a warm flannel blanket. “Something that explains what Mister Stout’s business is about, like you asked. He wants to answer your questions and be polite, but he has so much work to do. You understand, of course.”
“Of course,” Catriana said softly. Understanding was so easy to do. She could understand anything. The screen began to flicker and twitch, and with Mandy standing up, milk-filled cleavage out of view, she found her eyes drawn to it.
What a nice man. Of course he’d explain what his business was about. Catriana had asked, after all, and she was very important. No one could deny what she wanted. 

A light show began on the screen. There were spirals. And spirals turning into shapes. And shapes...shapes forming words, forming thoughts...

Relax.

Catriana felt warm and happy, relaxed, transfixed by the display on the screen. 

Empty.

Her mind felt so empty. So ready to be filled. In fact, she felt—

Vacant.

Yes. The hotel was open, but no one was in the rooms. There was so much free space, so much empty space waiting to be filled, and Catriana could just sit back and watch those swirling, twirling, pretty lights, so pretty, and—

Relax. Empty. Vacant.

Just like that. So easy. 

Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. 

Yes it was so nice, there. So utterly perfect, just like her. It was—

Relaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacant

The drink fell from her twitching, limp hands, but Mandy, such a good girl, was there to catch it.

* * * * * 
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SLOWLY, CATRIANA BEGAN to wake. Or rather, she didn't wake so much as she simply became more aware. Consciousness streamed in slowly, a slow-moving assembly line of thoughts and sensations bringing her out of the void. There was drool on her lip and she wiped it away. Her dress was askew, and she tried to re-position herself into a more elegant posture. 

There were soft, urgent sucking noises filling the cabin. Eyes flickering, she saw one of Albert's servants, a brilliantly hot brunette, on her knees in front of him. 
She was sucking him off. It was totally clear to Catriana. The girl's mouth worked up and down his long shaft, and she moaned, her pregnant belly bouncing up and down on his lap. Soft droplets of liquid-shiny long brunette hair draped around her face, his crotch, as she moaned up and down his incredible rod.
Catriana lurched forward, trying to protest. This was unreasonable behavior. This was insanity!

And yet...her pussy was so fucking wet. 

Why was her pussy so fucking wet?

How had she gotten so turned on—more turned on than she could ever remember being in her life? 

Albert seemed to notice her waking up. He pulled the brunette’s head against his dick, twitching, red flush around his neck and cheeks, clearly shooting his thick, heavy load down her throat. The other girls, noticing Catriana’s wakefulness, stepped forward in front of the scene and leaned over to check on her. 

Their pregnant tits flooded her vision, and for some reason, the heat in her pussy only increased. Saliva, unbidden, began to fill her mouth, resting like floodwaters behind the luscious dam of her puffy lips. 

Mandy and Zofia. Those were their names, right there on their name tags. She remembered them now. Both had tremendous pairs of cleavage. Catriana forgot all about the blowjob, the strange scene, and just fixated on their incredible breasts hovering right over her. She tried to get up, but both girls pushed her down. Music pulsed happily from the speakers.

“Just relax, Miss Dominga,” said Mandy. “We’ve got it all under control. Master is very satisfied. You don’t need to help.”

“Help?” said Catriana. “I don’t want to...want to help...”

Her eyes floated on Zofia’s breasts. So young. So perfectly buoyant. So...enhanced...by the pregnancy. Catriana's mouth was actually watering, aching to cover their terrifically round surface in the wetness of her saliva, to make them shiny and slippery with her drool. 

“Of course you want to help,” said Zofia. “You’re a good girl. Such a good girl, and you love to help strong men out.”

“I...do?”

Thinking was very hard. She was a world famous billionaire supermodel, the first of her kind. She certainly didn’t think of herself as a “good girl.”

And yet at those words, her wet pussy pulsed with need, aching for something hard, hot, and furious to fill her up and make her whole. Was she a good girl? Did she need that?

And if she loved strong men, why didn’t Marcus fit the bill?

Was he not as strong as she thought? He was certainly unconscious now. He looked completely passed out, sitting on his chair with his limbs totally limp. He was nearly falling out of the seat. No one moved to help him. 

“Come now, girls, leave our poor guest alone.” 

Catriana’s seat began to straighten upward, no longer reclining. Mandy pressed the button as Albert approached. The other brunette beauty, the gorgeous one who had been sucking his cock, stood off to one side, fixing her make-up in a hand mirror. Her name tag read “Francesca!”

“I’ve been rude,” he said, smiling apologetically. “I haven’t introduced myself fully, and I haven’t introduced my girls, either. As I told you earlier, name is Albert Stout. I’m the founder and owner of NewLife Tech. Have you heard of it?”

Catriana frowned slightly. She had someone take care of all that technology stuff for her. Occasionally she would take a selfie and make the internet go absolutely mad, driving up shares and retweets and likes over a thousand percent. 

Usually it was covered in the news cycle, pushing out updates about election coverage or scandals. Experts would be called in to wonder openly about if this meant, finally, that they would get regular photo updates from the gorgeous supermodel. There were petitions in every nation; many of them reached the state level, leading to ambassadors making house calls to her enormous California residence and offering up valuable historical relics for more photos.

But that was all purely for ego. It wasn’t as if she needed that sort of attention to get work. Agencies and companies practically camped out at her front door trying to get her to model for them. 

“No,” she said. “I don’t think so. I’m sorry.”
It was the first apology she had said, let alone meant, in over a dozen years. Catriana found apologies only useful for people lesser than her. But it had just come off from her as easily as snow from a drift. It was so easy to be nice to Albert. He was so strong and confident. She had to be nice to him so that he could know how strong he was.
“It’s all right,” he smiled, and she knew everything was all right. “You don’t have to know about it now. You will soon enough. Suffice it to say it’s made me very wealthy. Nearly as wealthy as you, as a matter of fact.”
Her eyebrows raised. She felt her pulse quickening. This Albert was...an equal? He would have to be well more than a billionaire to equal her own amassed wealth—between the ridiculous bonuses she claimed from every paycheck for a photo shoot, and the increasing number of stock shares she was paid in for each appearance in whatever media outlet showed her image, Catriana was very easily one of the richest women in the world. Probably the richest, if all women already married to billionaires were excepted. 
That was interesting, his wealth. She felt a measure of wetness attending her pussy. The music pumped out pleasantly in the speakers next to her ears, filling her mind like a beaker in a lb. 

Why hadn’t she noticed how handsome he was before? This was so pleasant, so nice, being stuck on this long, long plane ride with such a handsome man. She licked her lips slowly and crossed her legs, toying flirtatiously with the diamonds in her cleavage. As she had hoped, Albert's eyes were drawn to each movement.

It felt good to have his eyes on her, devouring her form. She loved it. 

“These are my assistants. You met Mandy already.” 

The blonde curtsied and smiled, giving Catriana another long view of her cleavage. 
“And this is Francesca. She’s been my favorite for a while now. Though I think that might change soon.”
Francesca was tall, brunette, and deliciously built, perhaps even better than Mandy. It was easy to see why she had been Albert’s favorite. She did not seem perturbed in the slightest by the announcement that she was no longer her boss’s favorite assistant. Her smile was vapid and permanent, like all of theirs. 

“And this lucky girl is my latest acquisition. You might recognize her, in fact. This is Zofia.”

He brought her forward. Another brunette, her breasts smaller than Francesca’s and Mandy’s. Her heritage looked more Eastern European where Mandy was clearly an All-American blonde and Francesca had heavy Latina influence in her genetics. Still, though, Zofia was statuesque and busty, just like the other two. And pregnant. Very pregnant.

“Zofia?” said Catriana, struggling to think. She did recognize her from...somewhere? Maybe? Gosh, those drinks had done a number on her. Her mind was mushy and weak. 

It was a stark change for her when she was so very used to having the sharpest brain in any given room.  But then, a pretty girl like her didn't really need a sharp brain. All she needed to do was look gorgeous, and that was so perfectly easy for her that she hardly needed to do anything except sit and exist for a strong man to appreciate her. 

“You don’t recognize me?” Zofia asked. Her accent coated her words, just like Catriana’s did, making them ever sexier and more alluring. “We worked on a few shows together. I was a model, like you. Rather famous, too. Though, of course, you never really bothered to look at anyone but yourself.”

“Oh...” Catriana nodded now. “You used to be blonde. They said you...you disappeared?”

Zofia smiled brightly. “I had been dying my hair. Master thought I looked so much better as a brunette, and I have to agree. Don’t you agree with what Master says?”

Catriana nodded. Music pumped louder now. Her thoughts were becoming more sluggish. All this talk about Masters. She forgot almost immediately that Zofia avoided the question about her disappearing—and forgot, indeed, that Zofia had disappeared. 

It was silly to think she had disappeared, wasn’t it? She was right there, standing in front of her, looking oh-so-pretty in those tall heels and that tight dress, her cleavage so shiny and sexy. 

“Yes,” she said. “You do look heavenly.”

“Thank you, Catriana. I know you’re the authority on beauty. It’s so nice to have your approval.”

“You’re our idol, really,” said Mandy. “All of us.”

Francesca nodded. “We all wanted to get into the modeling business because of you. This is a real honor, meeting you. I know I’ve been a fan of yours since your very first cover.”

Her, and the half of the world’s population with an XY chromosome. Still, Catriana smiled graciously, feeling strangely happy and bubbly at the attention. It was so nice for these other beautiful servants to know her place above them. 

Their devotion made her feel floaty and fun. But not bright. Oh no. Her mind was sleepy. Tired. It was so easy to drift. Her eyes glazed, a little bit of drool sliding down one luscious turn of her chin as she stared helplessly at Zofia's bouncing breasts. 

“Come now, girls,” said Albert. “Give our gorgeous guest her space. She probably wants to take another little nap, doesn’t she?”

“I...nap?” Catriana shook her head. “No. I should...walk around. I feel so strange.”

Albert pressed a few buttons on the ceiling, and the screen floated down again. Immediately, Catriana’s eyes were fixated upon it. It was blank, for now, but there had been so much wonder there, so much pleasure...she needed to see it again. She had been so close to figuring it out, so close to real enlightenment. She just needed...just needed a few more minutes...

“Just lie back now,” Albert said. He was suddenly in front of her, pushing her on the shoulder. His touch was so warm and strong. He was such a Strong Man. “Don’t worry about anything. I usually don’t work this fast, but damn. I saw you and could not pass up the opportunity to try out my new process, you know? You’ll feel smashing in just a little while.”

Catriana didn’t know what he was talking about at all. But it didn’t matter. 

It would all be clear in due time, just like he said.

His hands lingered on her breasts as the screen turned on, flicking playfully at her erect nipples. Something distant screamed in her—this first man to touch her like that in her entire life. Touching her breasts. Tweaking at her nipples. The material of her dress was very thin, and he could feel everything.

His hands were so strong...sliding up her chest, reaching at her neck, choking her slightly, making it hard to breath. Her pulse quickened, her cunt falling into an endless pit of wet heat. Fear struck her...

...but then, fear didn’t matter. The screen flickered and spiraled. 

The light show began. Her green eyes absorbed the lines and twists and turns and twirls, soft moans leaving her mouth.

All that mattered now was watching the pretty screen again. It was so engaging. So entrancing. So...hypnotic.

Drool slid out from her mouth as her brain shut down, layers and layers of her intelligence and personality being chopped away, spiral by spiral. 

Mandy, giggling, wiped Catriana's face clean, and then watched with a heated, wet cunt as Francesca resumed her position beneath their Master, sucking his beautiful cock. Her Master watched Catriana the whole time, intensely focused, witnessing her brain becoming his personal object.

* * * * * 
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AIR WHIPPED AROUND her face, sending her hair everywhere. There were swirling pieces of paper flying through the cabin. 

Across from her, she watched Francesca stroking Albert’s cock with gusto, smiling and urging him to cum with soft, sultry words and heavily-lidded eyes. Catriana felt her arousal spike at the sight. It was so good for Albert to have someone worshiping him, stroking him, adoring him. That was what he deserved, wasn't it? For being such a Strong Man. 

Francesca by herself was erotic enough in that tiny outfit, her tits all the way spilled out of it now, pushing hotly against Albert’s chest. Her long legs were a vision from heaven, urging their way into his lap, the tops of her thighs a soft surface for the bottom of his thick cock. 

But it was the vision of Albert’s cock, all by itself, that made Catriana's pussy go into a tailspin of need, uncontrollable and unstoppable. 

It was tall and gorgeous and thick, covered in a shiny layer of precum. Francesca’s hand was slick with the stuff. Catriana’s chest thumped, heart pumping, as she let out a low animalistic moan. She wanted that cock. She wanted that precum. She wanted his cum.

To her right, barely noticed, Zofia and Mandy were dragging the heavy, mostly unconscious body of Marcus toward the open door of the plane. That’s why there were all the papers and such flying around. 

And...and Albert was watching, his cock hard, while Francesca stroked him off. His face was almost tyrannical, eyes burning with cold fury as his slaves worked at his bidding.

Zofia and Mandy brought the body to the edge of the door. Marcus’s arm slid out into the open sky, flapping wildly. He began to wake up, eyes fluttering. The two slaves above him waited, on hands and knees, for the word from their Master.

“Do it,” Albert said to them. Francesca stroked him faster, squealing with pleasure.

Mandy and Zofia nodded and spoke in unison. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

And then they dumped Marcus over the side. 

Catriana felt a flit of surprise, quickly drowned out by the sight of Albert’s cock twitched and jolted, hot jets of cum spurting from the head. Francesca, moaning, pushed her head down and caught the next stream in her throat, eagerly swallowing him down. 

Catriana's surprise was forgotten. Anything that made that cock feel good was perfectly fine by her. They could have shoved three Marcuses out of the plane. 

“Wh-where are we?” said Catriana. 

“Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean.”

“Oh,” said Catriana. “I guess that means his body will never be found?”

Albert smiled. “I guess so. I don’t take well to being manhandled.”

As Zofia and Mandy closed up the doors, Catriana slipped out of her seat and crawled forward to Albert. From modeling for years, she knew exactly how to make her movements and expression as sultry and sexy as possible for his enjoyment at her approach. His cock remained hard, somehow.

What a Man he was. Such a Strong Man.

Marcus was dead. Who gave a shit? Albert’s cock was right there, and it wasn’t like he was going to turn her down. Who could? Catriana was the hottest woman on earth, after all, and the hottest woman on earth wasn’t just turned down when she wanted to be fucked properly. 

Because she did. She very much did. Her cunt was pulsing with the need to be filled by one thing, and one thing only—that beautiful giant cock that Albert sported. There was nothing she had ever been so certain about in all her life. 

She didn’t care that she was a virgin. She didn’t care that up until this point, no man had ever been good enough to touch her. 

He was good enough to touch her, that was certain. And she wanted him touching her everywhere. 

Crawling close, her hips waving this way and that, she noticed with snide satisfaction that his attention was entirely focused on her. With a dazzling smile, she slid up onto his lap, sliding her panties down off her legs, making no mistake about her intent. 

She pushed Francesca aside, who whimpered with a soft, jealous moan that made Catriana’s blood pump even faster. Her superiority turned her on, and she could see from the look on Albert’s face that it turned him on too. 

Leaning in, she kissed him slowly and passionately. She had never kissed a man before. Plenty of women had known her kiss—lots of models she was trying to fuck with, to get in their heads so they would mess up their runway walks or photo shoots and so she could elevate herself even more. 

But never a man.

Not until now.

It was sensational. His face was rough with sexy stubble, and he tasted minty and fresh. The thick blanket of her hair fell between them, adding even more cushioning between his body and hers, adding on to the soft sensations of her beautiful big tits rubbing against his chest. Cool diamonds rubbed into his neck and chin as she clung herself tighter and tighter to his strong form.

“I need it,” she moaned. “I need it so bad, Sir.”

His cock was insistent on her belly, urging upward. She could feel his precum, sticky and hot, leaking out onto her ten-thousand dollar designer dress. It would be ruined, and she didn’t give a fuck. She wouldn't have worn it again anyway—Catriana hardly ever wore clothes more than once. 

She shifted forward and let the hot slides of her labia push against his cock, sliding up and down his shaft. 

So close to entrance, and still so far away. Building up her need. It did not dissipate. If anything, it only grew and grew. 

“I want you to be my first,” she moaned in his ear. “I want you to fucking take me, Albert.”

He looked up at her with what could be considered awe. She felt a rush of pride, knowing that she was really giving him a treat. The hottest woman on earth begging for your cock? What guy wouldn’t get off to that. 

“J-just slide up,” he said, pulling at her perfectly shaped ass. “Fuck, you feel good. That’s it. A-and...”

There was a beauty magazine on the seat next to him. Francesca must have been reading it—or one of the other stewardesses. Or perhaps Albert had been. Catriana was on the cover, naturally. There were few beauty magazines left that dared to leave her off the front for very long. 

The image was one she had rather liked. It had her dressed in a queen’s garb, complete with crown, robes, and scepter (the robes showed quite a bit of cleavage; there were standards to be adhered to). Beneath her were three very well-developed men kneeling before her, heads scraping the ground. 

The caption read: Royal Bummer! Supermodel Queen Catriana Dominga Promises Us That No Man Will Share Her Bed; Promises To Be Virgin For Life.

Her cunt, just hovering over Albert’s cock, right at the point of entry, backed away. He tried to slide her down, his hands desperate and gripping, but Catriana worked out sixteen times a week and was strong all over. She stood up on her precariously tall heels, putting a hand to her head.

God, was she about to have sex?

She needed help. She had to get off this plane. This wasn’t right. None of this was right.

“What’s going on? Marcus...Marcus, we have to get out of here. Marcus?”

Marcus...Marcus was dead.

Marcus was either dead, or well on his way, perhaps still free-floating down to the surface of the Pacific Ocean where he’d be flattened to smithereens. 

“Oh...oh god.” Panic began to enter her voice. She backed away from Albert and his huge, pulsing cock, trying to hide the naked arousal and desire in her face when her gaze fell upon it.

“What are you doing? What have you done? Why am I...why am I so fucking...”

She couldn’t even find the words to finish the sentence. They had been taken away from her by Albert’s program—like so many other things, like the great majority of her resistance. The rest was about to be snuffed out, just like it belonged in the presence of her new Master. 

Mandy and Zofia were behind her, smiling and cooing sympathetically. They took her arms and led her back down to her chair. Their thick bellies pushed against Catriana's hips. So fertile. Her body felt limp and weak. The girls were so pretty. It was so hard to say no to them. She wanted to, but she didn’t. It would be so rude to upset them. 

“You’re upset, Miss,” said Mandy. Her cleavage was so tempting, and so very right there. “Have a seat. We’ll take care of everything. Don’t worry. It's confusing at first, but then you really start to enjoy it.”

Francesca slid back up on Albert’s lap, resuming her gleeful, soulful stroking of his cock. After every few strokes, she would lean over and suck him slowly, whispering soft praises at its hardness and girth. Albert watched Catriana being led to her seat, her inability to resist, and Catriana watched his orgasm approaching again. 

Such a Strong Man, she thought again, to be able to cum again so quickly.

And just as she re-entered the range of the speakers—that funny song with those soft lyrics—and just as the screen floated back down with its fun, pretty, super lovey-dovey amazing spectacular lightshow, as her own eyes reflected the spirals and became glazed and empty—she saw the man who would be her Master cum and cum, watching Catriana’s mind tranced into nothingness and—
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THE SMOKE CLEARED AROUND her thoughts. There was no more mush, no more fogginess, no more swamp-headed thinking. Everything was crystal. All was illuminated.

She was a slave. She was his slave. Albert's slave.

She was Master’s slave, and there was nothing that would ever change that. 

There could not be any fogginess of thought, any doubt in purpose, in swampiness in her mind, because there was simply not enough of her consciousness to do that anymore. He had so perfectly stripped her all of that. Her morality was his pleasure. Her religion was obedience.

And now all she knew, all she had, all she felt was the perfect massive rod that he possessed sliding up and down in her throat. 

She knelt before him in the airplane. They had landed long ago, and the girls around her were taking her bags and promising to set her up nicely in her personal penthouse suite right next to Master’s bedroom. That was so nice. She would love to live next to Master forever. 

Dimly, she realized that she had been sucking him off for some time now. His previous loads—two or three of them—felt heavy and warm in her tightly toned supermodel tummy. Before, she had been sucking him off with one of those screens floated down from the ceiling right in front of her eyes. Trancing while sucking.

Her cunt twitched at the thought. Maybe if she was a good little girl—

goodlittlegirlsobeyallthetimetheydowhatMastercommands

—if she was good enough maybe he would do it to her again.

As it was, though, she just stared up at him with openly worshipful eyes. Her dress was half-torn off, her breasts exposed. One of the side-effects of watching his magic screens for so long was that some of his program had temporarily burned onto her eyes. The sensational green of her brilliant orbs seemed to swirl and spiral as she stared up at her new God; the effect would go away after a day or so—at least, it would if Master went that long without trancing her. She hoped he wouldn't. 

goodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrance

Catriana sucked, moaning loud, her tongue sliding up and down his brilliant shaft. She understood full well that he had hypnotized her, that he had changed her, that her life had forcefully become his. She didn't care. She knew even that he had made her not care...and it didn't matter. 

Master's control was beautiful. It was everything. It was bliss. And most importantly, it was utterly wrong to deny him, ever. 

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands sinking deeper into the thick mass of her long black hair. He let out a happy sigh. “You are amazing at that.”

Her pussy quaked at his words, hot blissful thrills of orgasm vibrating through her. They hit her with each syllable, each new cum a hundred times more powerful than anything she had ever felt in the past. 

praisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisbliss

“Get on your back,” he said, voice commanding and amazing. “I want to fuck you rotten.”

Slowly, her mouth popped off his cock, a thick trail of precum and saliva slathered all over her chin, jaw, and exposed tits.

“Yes, Master,” she nodded enthusiastically, the wetness quickly drying against her skin, making her even shinier than before. “Thank you, Master.”

Sliding back onto the carpet, she spread her legs wide, holding them in the air with her ass just off the ground. Very quickly, Albert slid up against her, his knees underneath her beautiful ass cheeks, her heels wrapped together behind his waist. 

“Please fuck me, Master,” she moaned, every part of her submissive to him. “Please, fuck me right now.”

AllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHim

She remembered what she had been, more or less. Famous. A supermodel. Rich. A virgin in every way. Too good for any man.

She was still too good for any man. And she knew she was famous because her Master liked it better that way—liked it better that she was rich and a supermodel still, but absolutely belonging to him.

For she had been right all along—and as his cock thrust so hard inside of her, pushing his entire length into her virgin cunt for the first time ever, ripping right through any resistance—she had confirmation of her truth. An orgasm, swift and furious, belted out from her midsection and traveled from her tips to her toes, spreading warm white bliss everywhere inside her body. 

The truth was clear: no man deserved her. With her Master's cock inside her, she knew she was being taken by a God.

AllgoodgirlsbelongtoHim.

He entered her totally, his shaft filling her midsection, making her feel swollen with his size. Her cunt squeezed him as tight as she could—tight indeed, with her workout regimen. The pelvic floor wasn't exactly forgotten in her series of endless body exercises. 

The other girls—Mandy, Zofia, and Francesca—all disrobed, save for their tall heels, and joined the fun, sliding around their Master and luxuriating him in the feel of their naked pregnant bodies. Milk splashed from their nipples onto his back and down onto Catriana's body. She loved it. She loved all of it. She loved them.

“I’m yours,” she moaned. Her heels clicked loudly as he thrust into her. “Yours forever, Master.”

“That’s right.” His strokes were furious and felt endless. “That’s so fucking right.”

“I belong to you. I belong only to you. You deserve my love. You deserve my adoration. You deserve my worship.”

“You fucking hot slut,” he grunted. “You're my slave now. My property. I deserve you. I own you. You're going to give me everything you have.”

“Y-yes!” she moaned. “All my billions—”

—belongtoHim—

“—all my Beauty—”

—belongtoHim—

“—all my mind!”

—belongtoHim—

“All of me! All of me, Master! All of what is mine is totally, totally yours!”

Albert pulled her into his body, his hips thrusting vigorously against hers. Earlier, he had been shoving his entire length in and out, fucking her soundly, but now his strokes were rapid, sacrificing fullness of length for frequency. It felt just as good, if not better. His head pushed hard on her g-spot, filling her mouth with senseless worship babble, begging him for his babies, his brood, for an entire generation to be bred inside of her body for the devotion of her Master. She needed to have his children, needed to be pregnant with his seed always. 

His hand closed on her throat and she gasped, her orgasms hitting her as fast as his strokes powered into her. Each orgasm was couple with a hot clenching of her cunt, so that every time he thrust inside her, she was cumming with the effort of giving him all the more pleasure. Her spiral-stricken eyes were melted like hot syrup, staring up at him with total love. His girls pushed in on his side, Zofia and Francesca, their thick pregnant bellies and milk-heavy tits sliding up and down his side. They begged him to cum in her, to cum in his newest slave, his best slave, his prettiest slave—and it was too much, finally. 

Heated seed shot from his massive cock like a shotgun blast, spraying against Catriana's entire virgin womb all at once. Her mind exploded in pleasure, her entire body clinging to his, needing him forever. Never had she been so content, so fulfilled, so perfect as she was in that moment, clutching herself to her Master. 

With his hot load still brimming inside of her, no doubt making her virgin body ever more fertile, Catriana snuggled up close against her Master.

“You know, Master,” Catriana whispered, stroking his cock with love and attention. “If I send an invitation to any other model, they would be insulting me by not coming. And none of them would dare to insult me...” She kissed his ear, her voice urgent and needy. She wanted to watch him breed so many supermodel sluts. “You can enslave every last one of them if you want...”

His cock immediately started to grow harder inside of her. Catriana felt a thrill, knowing she could inspire such lust after such a fuck-session.

He looked down at her and smiled. “That sounds like a terrific idea, my dear. Let me have Zofia fetch you a phone.”

# # #
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Owned: The Secretary
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Night fell on the small city of Rosington and young, beautiful Maria was finally alone in the Sunshine Insurance offices. She worked as the office manager for the small firm, a stupid title for a worse job that she had come to loathe over the last several months. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She heard voices. 

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

“We can’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She was cumming. Just like that. 

Robert had made her cum with a touch. 

Maria’s cunt had never been more wet in her entire life. 

* * * * * 
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IT’S REAL. IT’S REAL. It’s all real. This was real. This was happening. This was...

This was a problem. 

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

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

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

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

That would be wrong. 

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

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

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

Hissing, he drew his hand away.

“What did you do?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Uh oh.

“Fuck,” he said weakly.
“So, tell me what’s going on.” Maria reached out and touched his shoulder, squeezing just slightly. “Please?”
He gulped. Her arms were bare, her skin quite visible. The impulse to take a hold of her skin was a tangible sensation, like a soft cloth wrapping around his limbs and beckoning them upward to her body. It would be easy to touch her, to make her feel...anything. To make her feel all the things he had wanted her to feel since the moment he had seen her months ago...

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

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

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

“Please. Stay back. Okay? Back.”

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

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

But instead he said, “Fine.”

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

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

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

“You’re turned on by them?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“About what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re my slave, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Make her worship you.

Make her call you Master.

Make her as sexy as you can imagine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was happening with Robert was meant to be. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Except Robert. He hadn’t melted. No...he had blossomed.
God, he was so fucking hot!
She made her face very serious, deliberately hiding her aroused glee. “We need to talk, Fernando.”

He stood up, approaching like a scolded dog. 

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

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

“Headache again?”

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

“We have to break up, Fernando.”

“Have...h-have to what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hush.”
Right away, he did as told. Maria felt a spike of pleasure, her lips wet, her breath hot. 
Control. Power. All she wanted in the world.

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

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

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

And if she asked, really sweetly, smiling just so and stroking his cock so, so right, Maria was almost certain that he would make her into a slave just like Natalie. 
Well, just like Natalie, except better. She deserved to be better.
And so, smiling, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a little more of her irresistible flesh—just to really twist the knife in—she began to say the words that ruined Fernando’s life forever.

* * * * * 
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BUSINESS AS USUAL.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know I changed you, right?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks.” He pulled out his card.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something to work on. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then there was the second thing that happened. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck do you want, Estelle?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a note there from her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Robert lost control, emptying himself into Natalie’s mouth in a long, steady, heavy stream of white spray. And the whole time, he watched Maria, her luscious smile, her inviting gaze, and all the temptations she represented. 

* * * * *
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MARIA TOOK ROBERT TO lunch. It was the first meal she had paid for in over a year, and in the two years since graduating college she could count the total number of paid meals on one hand. Men loved to take her out to lunch, or to dinner, or simply to hand her cash so she could go enjoy herself. Everyone was waiting for an excuse to see her smile. 

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

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

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

He was hard. Good.

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

“Did you like my gift this morning?”

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

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

“About that. I don’t know...I don’t know where this is going,” he said. “But I don’t think it should extend to the office. I’m going to fix Natalie later tonight, after work. She won’t remember a thing.”
That would hardly be Maria’s definition of “fixing” her. Her breasts were too small, and not quite ripe enough for Robert to enjoy totally. The darling girl was lovely, but not quite sexy enough to be seen as Maria’s sister. Maria had a reputation to maintain, after all, and when she was properly Robert’s favorite slave, that reputation would be very important again. 
She slid a gloved finger up and down his hand, tugging gently on the other. “After we put in all that delicious work? Why?”

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

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

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

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

Robert gulped. “You’ve thought about this.”
“I have,” she admitted. “A lot. With my fingers stuffed in my pussy. With my moans echoing against my bedroom walls. This is what I want. You are what I want. I never even thought you were possible. But now that you are...I have so many wonderful ways to please you, darling. My darling. My strong, strong man. Won’t you let me show you?”
Her high-heeled boot slid against his cock, and she could feel it straining beneath his pants. He was so excitable. She loved that about him. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Who wouldn’t? Are you joking?”

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

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

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

“Is that what you’re offering?”

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

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

His hand was on hers, hope in his face. 

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

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

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

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

“What you’re talking about...it’s got a lot of heavy implications.”
“I mean every one of them...My King.”
That had the intended effect. A low growl was in his throat, deep desire and want. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then slowly, a hot, blissful warmth began to spread into Maria’s body. Her hair slid down, down, thick and luscious, all the way to the top of her ass, as she stared into the face of the man she quickly was finding she loved.

* * * * * 
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HIS POWERS HAD NEVER been truly tested before—and Maria really wanted to run them through their tests. Ever since leaving the mental hospital, the strange energies he possessed had felt like a surge of water just under the surface, a tsunami just searching for the right coast to land on and wreck.

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

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

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

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

That had taken the brunt of his power. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kneel.”

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

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

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

Worth it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded. “Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” she shouted. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The truth of this was, in an instant, incontrovertible. It didn’t matter that both had grown up as only children. They knew each other as sisters...and soon their minds would catch up with the inconsistency and fill in the blanks, creating a past that never existed so as to more perfectly obey Robert’s will.
“Oh yes,” moaned Natalie. “Fuck my sister. Fuck her, please!”
His hand was on Natalie, but his cock was inside Maria, and the order was spread around through both their supple, eager minds like wildfire. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They could be anything you want,” Maria whispered in his ear, hand drifting just delicately over his crotch. “Just say the word.”

# # #
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Robert had been living with the goddess-like Maria for just a few days now. No more of the small studio apartment for three hundred dollars a month eating up more than a quarter of his income. 

No, now he lived in a relative mansion-like estate in comparison to his last living space. 

Maria’s condo was not really a mansion, of course, but it was a two-thousand square foot home in a small, expensive building with her own personal outdoor pool and an intricate garden on the balcony. She had never paid a single dime for it. 

Even before Robert had met her, and changed her, Maria had been phenomenally beautiful and possessed a sharp understanding of the emotional minds of others. Manipulating people—especially men—was a game for her, a fun time where she discovered how far she could push them based on empty promises of love and affection. Her wardrobe was full of designer clothing from such promises, her key ring holding the remote for an expensive European sports car, her condo paid for through the next ten years. 

It was little wonder why she inspired such loyalty and adoration. Her poly-blend heritage had left her with rich dark hair, deeply smooth poreless skin, high cheekbones, sparkling green eyes, long legs, a hefty 36D bust, a tight tummy, and an ass that would never, ever quit. Her beauty was a source of great pride for her, and even more so because it was all so effortless when so many spent so much and invested so many hours to attain a fraction of what she had. 

Her physical and mental superiority to others turned her on, and she loved to be reminded of her place in the world’s hierarchy above others simply because of how she was born. 

And now, this beautiful wonder of a woman was Robert’s happy, eager servant, her every waking desire to serve and obey him. 

It was quite the turn of circumstances. 

The studio apartment he had been in before moving in with Maria had been an enormous upgrade from the small confines of the mental hospital where he had lived for five years. He had picked up the apartment three months ago, when budget cuts had forced the hospital to let Robert go against his will. 

His stay in the psychiatric ward of the hospital was voluntary because he was terrified of himself and what he was capable of. When other people had fantasies, they were just fantasies—harmless and natural, fleeting indulgences to pass the time. 

When Robert had fantasies, well...

At that particular moment, a beautiful eighteen old named Natalie dutifully sucked his cock as he ate the dinner Maria had cooked for him. Maria had, at first, protested that she couldn’t cook—and then Robert put his hands on her forearm and opened her mind to the information in the cookbooks she had gathered up. 

Perhaps there had been enough of his desire for her present in the command to make her cook the meal in her lingerie, or perhaps she had decided that on her own. Either way, she was dolled up now in sparkling blue stockings, high heels, and a matching corset, lovingly guiding Natalie’s head up and down Robert’s cock. A delicious dinner was ready in front of him on the table, smelling heavenly. 

Robert had met both Maria and Natalie where he worked at the Sunshine Insurance Agency. Natalie was a fellow intern with a happy home life and a bright future ahead of her. Robert, though, had changed her—with Maria’s moaning encouragement—to make Natalie believe that she was Maria’s sister. Subtle changes to her face, her hair, her skin tone made the identity shift completely believable. Robert even had Maria believing it totally. 

All it had taken was a touch. His power drained over time, but sex with the women he changed recharged it.

His fantasies had very little buffer space between reality, and Maria adored making that buffer smaller and smaller. Her kink was power, plain and simple—and Robert had it. 

Nothing made her hotter than knowing he could do anything he wanted—to her or to anyone. And nothing made Robert harder than the thought of someone wanting that as truly and earnestly as Maria did. This enormous taboo, this great secret that he had hidden and suppressed for years, and here was this incomparably flawless beauty aching with every waking moment to see that secret come to life?

What man could resist?

Robert certainly couldn’t, which was why Maria’s beauty had an almost supernatural edge now, her lines sharper than ever, her skin almost having an ethereal, incandescent glow. Her vanity, surprisingly, didn’t stop her from suggesting ways of how she could be improved. Instead, she was so vain that every improvement she thought of, she knew instantly that she deserved. 

And so her hair was longer and thicker than every before, her eyes even more majestically green, her lips more plush and full. She looked as if she belonged on the cover of a lingerie catalog; she looked as if she would put every other model in the catalog out of the job. 

He encouraged such vain thinking, with his words and with his power. It turned him on to have such an arrogant pet, a goddess who sneered at every mortal for their lack of Robert-worthy qualities. The thought of her gorgeous body wrapped against his, one elegant hand stroking his cock while her face turned to a crowd of the unworthy with a vicious sneer kept him hard constantly. 

“How is the food, love?”

Maria stroked his hair with her free hand, still using the other to guide Natalie up and down. It wasn’t necessary to guide the lovely brunette—she was more than capable on her own, but it turned Robert on and Maria took a special pleasure in “teaching” Natalie, besides. 

“Delicious.”

“Good.” She let out a rich moan, ebony hair drifting down bronze shoulders. “That’s so good. I’ll be able to teach our own cook very well, then.”

“Our cook?”

“Certainly. Now that you live here, we’ll need to have a full retinue of servants to entertain you.” She cocked an eyebrow. “We could start with Joslyn and Quinn...”

This was well-worn territory at this point. Maria seemed to have a special kink in her heart for Robert taking over the entirety of the office where they worked. 

Technically, the three lovers in the condo were employed at Sunshine Insurance. Last Thursday, Robert’s power had come alive on Natalie, and then subsequently on Maria. Over the weekend, he moved in with his new lover. Now, it was Monday evening, and all day long at work she had been leaving him notes about how easy it would be to take his boss Joslyn and change her—and the saleswoman Quinn as well. 

Robert supposed it wasn't strictly necessary to go to work at all anymore. Maria had enough money built up from her manipulations and schemes to last them quite a while. But he had lasted this long in the world without drawing attention to himself, and he saw no reason to start now. Three people quitting at the same time was likely to draw some kind of attention, and it couldn't be good. 

Most attention wasn't, in Robert's case. In fact, no one's attention was good until Maria came along. 

The only wrenches in Maria's plan of office domination were the salesman Caleb—Quinn’s boyfriend—and Joslyn’s husband, Kyle, who used to run Sunshine Insurance. 

Robert didn’t like to rip apart any relationships for his own gain. That felt intensely wrong. It was a twisted moral compass he had—being mostly fine with changing Natalie so completely, and encouraging so many power trips from Maria—but something compelled him to try and stick to it.

But all weekend, Maria had been purring in his ear about how he was better than any other man. He was more deserving of love, of affection—he was capable of so much, and so why would traditional morality apply to him? 

Such words would have been tempting enough by themselves with the power that Robert possessed. Spoken from the sultry, luscious mouth of a woman like Maria, usually while she stroked him off, fucked him, or had Natalie sucking his cock...and he could only resist for so long. 

“If we did it,” he began, and right away, he could see in her gorgeous face that she knew she had won. “If we did it, we would have to be very careful. It’s bad enough that I’ll probably have to meet Natalie’s parents eventually.”

Natalie giggled on his cock, slurping deep. He shuddered, feeling his orgasm approach. Fuck, she was good at that—both of them were. 

“Of course, love.” Maria leaned in and kissed him slowly, shuddering with desire. She pushed Natalie away and straddled his lap, quickly sinking down onto his hard cock, so slick with Natalie’s saliva and his own precum. She fit perfectly, just as he had made her to, and easily began to gyrate on his cock to give him the perfect ride. 

Her ease with sex, so openly giving and so desirous of his cock, never failed to amaze him and make him love her even more. 

“Of course,” she said again, stroking his hair. “We’ll be so careful. We’ll do it just how you want.”

“Tonight,” he said, hands gripping Maria’s wide, child-ready hips. “We should go tonight. But...not to make her a slave, all right? She’s not going to leave her husband.” Joslyn’s husband, Kyle, was sick and had been interned at the local hospital for months. That was the main reason that Sunshine Insurance was going downhill. “Just enough to make her...happy. Something on the side. Some joy in her life.”

He wanted to be able to justify it by doing her a favor. Maria nodded, the pleasure from his cock overwhelming her senses. 

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned in his ear. Natalie was still underneath them, lapping up any spare juices emptying out from their joining. “Anything you say. Anything you say.”

Robert knew already she would disobey—that she would ask for more. He could make her not do such things—he could make her blindly obedient, really doing anything he said. 

But the thought of her encouraging him to do more, to go darker, to be as wickedly cruel as she was—that was too hot to deny.

“We’ll fuck her together,” moaned Maria in his ear, her ass powering down on his hips as she coaxed the cum from him with her tight pussy. “Fuck her together. Fuck her together...”

Robert let her ride him for several minutes, enjoying greatly her nasty cheerleader shtick as she got off to her Master owning yet another slave. When he finally shot his load, thick and potent, up into her fertile womb, his mind raced with all the nasty possibilities that Maria would cheer him on toward. 

* * * * *
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MARIA WATCHED WITH growing arousal as Natalie led the way into Joslyn’s home. Her mouth watered, practically drooling, at the outright insanity and audacity of what they were doing. 

Soon, her new Man would take a woman under his control with little more than a touch. It would happen at her suggestion, her encouragement, her need to see him take on every woman worthy of his power. She would be at his side, nodding into his strong chin, hands grasping at his chest, lips parted, breasts heaving, aching for more and more...

He had put Natalie in charge of breaking into the house. All it took was a simple touch to make her receptive and open to such information, and within thirty minutes of searching on the internet, she had an almost perfect knowledge of how to successfully pick locks and work around security systems. Her mind, so malleable before his power, soaked in knowledge at rapid rates, to the point where Maria wondered if there was truly any sort of limit to what his slaves could learn. 

Certainly, before this evening, she had known little of cooking. And then, after a gentle touch and suggestion, she had worked her way rapidly through the dusty cookbook that had been given to her as a gift (and one she had despised) years ago—suddenly having a workable knowledge of the interplay between spices, sauces, savories, and sweets. 

Joslyn and Kyle’s house was on top of a small hill, well-hidden from view of the street, which made their work easier. Robert drove, Maria curled across his lap for most of the trip. She didn’t like being too far from his cock. She loved it, and she loved him.

They had all dressed in dark clothes. Robert wore black jeans and a dark sweater, clearly hoping that such an outfit looked casual enough if any police happened by. 

If police came by, Maria had little doubt Robert would take care of it. He was a God, and police were not a problem for Gods. She had on skintight leather pants, seemingly painted on to her heart-shaped ass, with strappy, stylish shoes with an easily five-inch stiletto heel. Her only top was a tight leather jacket, beneath which she had on a lacy red bra and nothing else, and so she looked more like a hot biker chick with her long dark hair and perfectly arranged face than some burglar. 

The heels would be a problem for sneaking, but they turned Robert on so much that he couldn’t tell her to change. Which, Maria thought smugly, she had known all along. 

Natalie was dressed more for the job, in dark sneakers and a dark hoodie, though her dark shorts were skin-tight spandex. The length of her tanned, perfect legs was evident as they slipped down into trendy multicolored sneakers. Even she couldn’t help herself from trying to show off for Master. 

Getting inside the house was simple for the trio with Natalie’s new skills. She popped the lock open with a few screwdrivers and a paperclip. The house was quiet and empty inside, several surfaces covered over with papers—receipts, medical bills, insurance notices. 

They found Joslyn upstairs, sleeping deeply on top of her blankets. The bedroom was in disarray, clothes everywhere, even with some hanging on the elliptical machine in the corner. There was a glass next to her bed with a sliver of brandy in it, and a half-emptied bottle next to that. Moonlight spilled in from a skylight above the bed, giving them some visibility to work with. 

She was an attractive woman, though clearly harried by her situation. Her hair was dirty blonde and short, her body drastically skinny in her tiny nightshirt. At work, her clothes had hid much of her sorrow and anguish, visible really only in her face where the skin had begun to cling tight to her skull. 

“You see, Master?” Maria whispered. “She’s taken to drinking. You’ll be helping her. Doing her a favor.”

Her hand sank to its familiar position around his crotch. When he did not resist or say anything, she began to unzip his pants and took out his cock, stroking it slowly as they watched. Heat spread down to her pussy at the touch of his cock on her body, her two favorite things joining just as they were meant to. 

Joslyn began to stir beneath them. Natalie, taking the initiative, knelt down before Robert with her mouth waiting, just in case he wanted to fuck her throat then and there. Maria approved with a gentle smile. Her little sister was such a smart girl. 

His hand slipped out and grasped Joslyn on the ankle. The grip was firm, waking her. Maria watched as Joslyn’s face changed from a look of surprise to one of slow, heavy-lidded arousal. 

“What...what are you doing here?”

Her voice came out almost girlish, flirty. Maria sighed deeply, stroking Robert with all her love. She knew she would never get tired of watching his power at work. 

“I want you to be very honest with me right now, Joslyn,” said Robert. “Are you happy with your life?”

Maria knew, right away, that Joslyn would tell the truth—just as Maria did. Robert had blessed them both, now.

“No. It’s miserable. I hate it. I hate my life.”

She looked somewhat surprised at her own admission.

Robert smiled. “And if I could change that for you? Would you like that?”

“Yes.” Her answers were immediate and ready, though still she looked up at Robert with heavy, lip-biting arousal. “I would like that. Of course I would.”

“And if you had to serve me sexually to be happy? If you had to fuck me. If you had to...” his breath caught as Maria’s strokes increased on his cock. “...if you had to serve me. What would you say to that?”

“I don’t...” Joslyn rose slightly, shaking her head. “I don’t know why I’m not freaking out right now.”

Robert’s grip tightened. “Answer the question.”

“I would do it, yes. I would serve you, whatever that means. I assume sex. You’re handsome. Why not? But a good lay...” she laughed. “Won’t fix what I’ve got.” She eyed Natalie and Maria now. “Even if they help.”

Robert smiled. “You’d be surprised.”

Maria watched, heart fluttering, as he began to concentrate totally. She loved this part, seeing his power come to form on others. 

First, Joslyn gained several pounds right before her eyes. At least twenty, maybe more—and then more and more, all in her tits, making her breasts enormous beneath her long shirt. 

“Take that thing off so he can see what he’s doing,” Maria snapped at Natalie.

The younger woman nodded obediently, stripping the shirt off the newly-busty Joslyn. The changes then arrived quickly—her skin was restored to a healthy pale color, no longer the sallow-like shade it had been. Wrinkles disappeared from her skin, stretch marks evaporated into nothing, muscles around her ass and back and abs formed suddenly and became taut with youth. 

Within thirty seconds, Robert had transformed her from a grieving, middle-aged wreck into a twenty-something sexpot. 

“Keep going,” Maria whispered. “Do you need more energy?”

He nodded briefly, clearly tired. Her Man had just turned back the tides of time—no wonder he was tired! Maria snapped her fingers, positioning Natalie before him on the bed. 

“What the fuck did you do?” Joslyn asked. “Oh shit, oh god, I feel great. I...wow!”

She marveled at her hands, her legs, her tits. Meanwhile, Natalie slipped between her newly-smooth legs. 

“Let’s see if Master made you more sensitive,” she giggled, ever the nymphet. 

Natalie’s tongue slid down onto Joslyn’s pussy at the exact moment that Robert drove into the young beauty from behind. Natalie moaned, sinking her mouth over Joslyn’s cunt and licking at her clit with relish.

“Oh god,” moaned Joslyn. “Oh...oh, shit...this is weird, I’m not a lesbian, and I...I...”

Maria rolled her eyes. Natalie’s rush to obey had left her not thinking of the technical details. The gorgeous goddess let her hand slide off her Master’s shoulder just long enough to take Joslyn’s foot and slide it on Natalie’s back, well within reach of Robert’s grip. Maria marveled, and not for the first time, at how tiny Natalie was underneath him. Robert wasn’t in the shape of a God, but he was tall and his belly was flat, and with his power, Maria would never complain about something like appearances. 

Robert took Joslyn’s ankle once again, and immediately, her protests stopped. 

“Oh fuck yes!” the blonde moaned. “Oh god. Oh...oh fuck, Natalie, baby, lick my pussy, yes!”

“Change her more,” Maria asked sweetly, “Please? For me?”

Robert smiled at her. Maria gripped at his hips and ass, shoving him in time with his strokes into Natalie and making him fuck the tight teenage cunt all the harder. Joslyn’s hair grew longer, thicker, almost like a living being it was suddenly so shiny and vibrant. It spread out across the bed in a delicious golden blanket, thick and delicious. 

Joslyn came, moaning loud, and Maria knew Robert had altered her pleasure sensors to be much more responsive. Natalie probably hadn’t stopped cumming from the second that he started fucking her, but her orgasms were on mute until Robert really wanted to hear her speak. Maria knew that Natalie had been made quiet so that he could hear more from his First Girl, his love, his Maria, and it swelled her heart to think of how much she was valued. 

No other man had ever made her feel so important, so needed, so instrumental.

“Keep going?” Maria asked, her eyes full of desire.

Joslyn’s legs became longer and longer, sliding easily into a remarkably well-shaped ass. Her height shifted entirely from her torso to her legs, probably involving a very complex rearrangement of her organs...but fucking Natalie meant that Robert was able to do more and more, charging up his energy reserves. 

“Keep going?” Maria asked, biting his shoulder. Her cunt was sopping wet now and she could feel her own orgasm approaching just from watching her Master work.

Joslyn’s eyes, rolling constantly from orgasm, became a deep violet color, sparkling like amethyst stones, and Robert began to lose himself in his thrusts in Natalie’s hot young cunt. The two orgasming beauties beneath him shook with one heart, one soul as he drove into Natalie’s cunt again and again, grunting with the need to release. 

“C-cum in her, yes!” Joslyn moaned. “Fuck, you deserve it so bad! Please, Sir, cum in her tight teenage pussy! Please!”

Maria recognized the deference in her tone, the knowledge that Robert deserved anything he wanted. She wondered if that change had been a conscious decision on his part, or if he simply couldn’t help but deliver the truth to those he touched when in the throes of orgasmic pleasure. 

She watched, cunt wet, her body on fire with waves of pleasure, as her one love came into the fertile cunt of another girl. Maria's orgasm was muted only by biting Robert's shoulder harder, her eager whimpers encouraging him to unleash his sensational seed.

Something amazing happened—Natalie’s hair developed a hot shock of blond hair, rooting from the front. On Joslyn, the same happened, only with the rich chocolate dark locks that Natalie possessed. Like the two had enjoyed some manner of transference. Was it on purpose? Or was it because he simply couldn’t decide who he wanted to change more in that perfect moment of orgasm?

Hot seed leaked from Natalie’s pussy, her young body so tight and willing to be filled with her Master’s impregnating cum.

God, Maria thought, shuddering as her own orgasm passed through her system. When is he going to get one of us pregnant? I hope I’m first. That will show him how much I adore him. 

As his cum leaked down, Maria slipped her fingers around the hot joining of his cock and Natalie’s cunt, licking up the sticky prize she found. Then, slowly, elaborately, she slid her tight leather jacket off so that only the tight barely-there red bra remained. Even though he had just fucked the lovely young Natalie, and mindfucked Joslyn, his eyes were solely on Maria—as they should be, she noted—as she stripped down to just her skintight pants and the bra. 

Then she crushed her breasts against his arm again, guiding his arm forward to Joslyn’s newly young, lovely leg. 

“Keep going?” she asked.

* * * * *
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ESTELLE WORTHINGTON, on the other side of town, was having a difficult time with the police. They sat in her office in one of the two high rise buildings in Rosington. It was late, and Sheriff Miles Hanson had to text his wife a few times to assure her he would be home soon. Estelle had watched him do this with growing impatience and scorn.

Rosington was a small town and had a small town’s police force—which meant mostly just the sheriff and a series of deputies, foremost among them his wife Luciana. 

“Are you really not getting this? Joslyn is dirty. She’s bad for this town. You need to take her down. That’s all there is to it.”

“Yeah, sure, okay,” said Sheriff Hanson, “but we need evidence. You can bribe me all the money in the world, and hey, please do, but I still need some kind of evidence to convict somebody. This isn’t communist Russia, you know. This is America.”

“Right,” said Estelle. “America. Where a bribe has to be moral. Fine.” She took a breath. “There is evidence there. There is also probable cause. The evidence is on her computer. It’s been there for weeks now. The cause is that she is defrauding her own company to pay for her husband’s medical bills. Tomorrow, there will be a substantial sum arriving in her bank account from an unknown account. Follow that account, and eventually you will ‘find’ her wrongdoing.”

“You used air quotes there,” said the sheriff. “We won’t find it?”

The sheriff was a large man, barrel-chested, and approaching fifty. He had a thick mound of hair that wrapped neatly all the way around his skull, layered with pomade. He stunk of barbecue and burnt cigarettes.

“You won’t need to. You’re going to make it up.”

“See,” said the sheriff. “That’s where this starts to look bad. Aren’t you putting her out of business anyway? What do you care?”

The truth was that Estelle wanted Joslyn ruined. She wanted her entire life torn to ribbons, annihilated, destroyed. Estelle had wanted that for ages—that was how and why she had developed all her business connections. Those savory and sweet—like working alongside local entrepreneurs and community colleges and the like—and those far less savory, and far less sweet. Those connections had allowed her to have access to sweaty gym bags full of cash—which was where the stack in front of the Sheriff had come from.

Hurting Joslyn wasn’t everything. It was the only thing, and Estelle would do it and love every last second of it. No price was too high. 

Estelle reached down into the case next to her and pulled out another stack of bills worth ten thousand dollars. 

The sheriff eyed it for a moment, and then eyed Estelle. She sighed, and pulled out another stack. 

“Ah,” said Sheriff Hanson. “I knew I didn’t care. Consider her arrested. It’ll take a couple of days to put all the paperwork together, go through the investigation, make sure it looks right.”

“I’m not bribing you this much so that you can take your time with it,” said Estelle. Her face was fiery. “You need to—”

Sheriff Hanson held up a hand. “Listen. I’m your boy. I’ll fetch this, grab that. Do this or that. Whatever you like. But this could ruin my life. So I’m going to do everything else right so nobody thinks to look for a fraudulent evidence report. That could bring down both of us in time. All right?”

Estelle crossed her arms. “Fine. Just make it as quick as possible.”

She watched him leave and took a long, satisfied breath. Soon. It would be over soon.

She would take Joslyn’s career and ruin her life. Maybe she would even buy her house. Maybe, just maybe, she could convince her rival to kill herself in the jail cell. And if she couldn’t convince her of that...well. 

The sheriff had already proved he could be bought. There was no telling what else he might do for money.

* * * * * 
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QUINN WAS IN THE BREAK room, munching away at a box of animal crackers and feeling guilty about it. The sugar-sweetened bread did a good job of washing away the guilt, though not as good as they might when dipped in some chocolate or a bit of butterscotch. 

She sighed, looking down at the half-eaten tub. All of that because a few clients had been more bristly than usual this morning. She took a few fingers to the layer of chub around her gut, sighing. 

This eating bullshit really had to stop. She had made the promise before, lots of times, and in lots of different ways, and even the resolution to really make the change this time felt hollow to her. 

Thank God Caleb didn’t seem to mind. As long as she blew him a couple of times a week and agreed to do anal once in a while, he didn’t seem to mind how she looked at all. And it wasn’t as if he were some prize anyway. Balding at twenty-eight and refusing to shave his head like a normal man might. She didn’t have the heart to tell him how easily everyone could look through his comb-over. 

She suspected he would propose soon. She would say yes, of course. Quinn had always dreamed of getting married. And Caleb, while perhaps not some billionaire bad ass, was a good man with a strong work ethic. He would provide for a family and give her and whatever children they had a good life. 

Quinn loved him, totally, despite all his flaws, and she knew that love would carry them through any hardship. The two were locked in for the long-term. 

Robert entered the room suddenly, smiling down at Quinn. 

Fuck, there was something about him. At first, when he had arrived at the office, Quinn thought he was sort of a schlub, dressing like a loser with loose pants and looser shirts. But over time, her attraction rose—ratcheting up from small glances across the office while he spoke with the young knockout, Natalie, to indulging in fully-blown intricate fantasies of him bending her over at work. Often these fantasies would arrive while she was fucking or blowing Caleb, resulting in all the more enthusiasm for his cock. 

Her boyfriend had been very complimentary of her work in the bedroom as of late. 

The last couple of days, though, Robert had stopped dressing quite so shabbily. He wore a tight button-up today that create a nice v-line down his torso, with dark slacks that gave a good shape to the buttocks that she hadn’t known he had. Before, her attraction had been based on something other than the physical—something intangible, a machismo or an attitude that he projected that she found erotic and enticing. But this was the first time he had seemed handsome to her. 

“Good morning,” he said, smiling.

She smiled brightly up at him, deftly moving the animal cracker tub aside, as if it had been in her way all this time and she definitely was not eating her feelings with it. “Good morning! You’re looking sharp.”

“Thank you.” He sat down across from her, smiling and oozing confidence. 

Quinn, for a reason she couldn’t explain, felt both a little scared and very turned on. Something was going to happen here. Was he going to ask her out? Fuck. Caleb wouldn’t like that at all. He was so insecure about other guys.

She thought quickly of how it would surprise her if he did ask her out. She sort of thought him and Maria were hitting it off. 

And wasn’t she terrifying? The first day that Maria had begun work there, Quinn had been the one to show her the ropes. She’d had the office manager job for nearly a year before moving over to sales. And so she showed Maria how to process files, how to log sales, how to fix the always-jamming copier, and so on. But what the statuesque beauty only really seemed to be paying attention to was Quinn, measuring her for weakness. 

At the end of the day, Maria spoke plainly to her: “You seem like a sweet enough girl. Don’t get in my way, and do what I say, and I won’t crush you. How does that sound?”

She had this dazzling smile while she made this proposal, a genuinely magnanimous look on her face, like she was doing Quinn a favor not only for speaking with her, but for offering to let her off the hook. Quinn, ever the social coward, had merely shrugged, looking down awkwardly, and nodded. 

Power was made for girls like Maria, anybody could see. What someone like her was doing in an office like this instead of in a modeling agency or on the arm of some billionaire was anyone’s guess. 

“Have you heard anything about Joslyn?” he asked. 

“Maria said she called in,” said Quinn. “I think she’s sick?”

“Good,” he said, nodding. “That’s good.”

“Good?”

He smiled, taking her hand. His grip was firm, hands rough and strong. “Expected. I wasn’t sure if I had remembered to tell her to say that or not.”

A strong, pleasant warmth swept over Quinn’s body and mind. She felt like had taken a hit off a bong. Everything began to slow down, and every detail of the room suddenly seemed very inviting...and very erotic. Her tongue ran across her lips slowly, a low moan escaping her mouth. 

“I don’t know if...we should do this,” she heard herself saying. The promise of sex was immediate and tangible, despite no build-up whatsoever. Her legs were wide open, stretching the bounds of her modest skirt. “Caleb...he might...”

“Caleb isn’t here. A few clients needed his personal attention. I made sure of it.”

“How?”

“They were very concerned about an anonymous phone call that their rates would double next month.”

“Oh. That’s clever.”

She was distantly aware that something was happening to her. Even Happening, capital H. An Event in her life, a Turning Point. But what it was, what it entailed, was beyond her understanding until the first orgasm swept through her body. 

It started like a low, eager ball in the pit of her stomach, and then began to spin and rotate rapidly, expanding as it did. Each area it touched was overwhelmed by bliss until finally it escaped from her mouth with a happy cry. 

“Fuck!” she moaned. “Oh god, god!”

Quinn spun in her chair, thrashing, held steady only by Robert's hand. The next several minutes were all pleasure and change. She only knew of the former. She did not see her lengths lengthening, her body morphing to be the exaggerated form of some pin-up girl with a tiny waist, big tits, long legs, and flawless tanned skin. The only thing she did notice, in fact, was when her hair began to turn a deep auburn red. 

“R...red hair?” she asked dimly. Thinking was so hard when she felt so, so fucking good. 

“I’ve already got a blonde,” Robert said, as if that explained everything, “And a brunette with Natalie, and black hair with Maria. So, you get red.”

“Oh,” she nodded. “Caleb...he’ll like that.”

Robert’s gaze became intense, and she felt herself very much not caring what Caleb thought. She ought to break up with him, in fact. He was nothing to her. A waste. A loser. An inferior male not worthy of her time or attention. She would break his heart. In fact—

“—Other men just aren’t good enough for a girl owned by you, Master.”

Had she been speaking this whole time? Reality was so strange, so erotic. Her cunt dripped a puddle on her seat, her clothes in tatters around her body. The sudden width of her hips and breadth of her tits had ripped her modest suit apart. 

“That’s right. No one but me for you now.” 

He took her by the face and led her down toward his cock, which was the most beautiful, perfect cock she’d ever seen in her life. She didn't even remember him unbuttoning his pants. After a moment, she realized it was the only cock she had ever seen in her life—and still it was the most beautiful anything she had ever seen, even more beautiful than Maria, though of course the two were gorgeous for entirely different reasons. 

Her newly-realized-virgin lips slid over his rod, and he took a thick grip of the massive volume of her phoenix-red hair. Her tits, massive and heaving, slid along his knees, already slick with the overwhelming pouring of his precum. Well-formed abdominal muscles kept her posture perfect, her tiny, thin body little more now than a receptacle for her Master's cum.

“Good girl,” he sighed, sliding his hands through her hair. “That’s so good.”

Quinn had never been happier in all her life. 

* * * * * 
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OUTSIDE THE ROOM HE had no idea that Maria had returned from her trip to retrieve him lunch. 

He had no idea that she was listening in, fingering herself to the sounds of Quinn’s indoctrination, taking every new word from her Man as gospel.

With Joslyn under his control, there was no chance of being fired, and so Maria had dressed in as risque an outfit as she ever had at the office. Her blue skirt was daringly short, barely covering her tight bubbly ass, and tight smoky stockings led down to tall, dark heels with blood red bottoms. She had foregone a traditional blouse altogether, wearing instead a tight, form-fitting sky blue satin negligee beneath a pin-striped jacket. A living office fantasy, just for her Master. She’d woken with the thought, hot and terribly immediate, of him driving into her and filling her with his babies right on top of Joslyn’s desk. 

Maybe Joslyn would be signing away her savings, her office, her everything while they did it, fingering her cunt and wetting the papers with her hot cunt juices as she got off to watching her Master and Mistress fuck. 

Now she knelt right next to the door, hearing the soft moans of the transformed Quinn as her Master mouthfucked her against the wall. The wall was load-bearing, and still it shook from his force.

God, he was so strong. Her pussy melted thinking of his strength, his power. She wanted to walk in right that instant and praise him, worship him for taking Quinn as his own, just as he deserved. And yet she waited, still toying with her clit, as she thought of how perfect it was that he had made Quinn forget about Caleb, made her want to break up with him. 

Other men just aren’t good enough for a girl owned by you, Master.

Her words, cooed over and over to him over the past several days, now finally instilled in him so remarkably well that he was implanting the same command into his new slave. 

She had such influence on him...and when he incorporated it into his perfect conquests like that, it only fueled her unending fire, her lustful hunger for more.

Some part of her had felt a remote sense of guilt for how she had treated her old “boyfriend” Fernando. Breaking his heart so thoroughly. Encouraging him to recognize that without her, his life was worthless and not worth living. She suspected she had driven him to suicide, and some mortal, moral part of her had flashes of regret in the past few days that she had been so extreme. 

Now, though...with this revelation, she felt her reality shifting. She was not meant to be mortal, and morality, as she cooed so often to Robert, truly was just for those not as perfect as him...or her. 

She stood up, strutting easily in her tall, tall heels. Natalie was at her desk, slowly fingering her clit to a series of images of Robert and Maria fucking. Her darling little sister had been using the camera all weekend. Some day, the images she gathered would inspire the stained-glass windows in a church dedicated to Robert's cock. Maria flashed her a wink, and Natalie moaned.

The good little girl showed the proper deference to Maria. Robert was so good at showing his slaves who ought to be in charge. 

Maria picked up her phone at her desk and called Joslyn. The blonde had been too exhausted—after Robert’s marathon fuck-session—to come to work that day. 

There was more than a little satisfaction in the recognition that Maria had never felt exhausted after fucking Robert. Spent, certainly, and completely content to wrap her luscious body around his and nap. But never exhausted. He had made her better than that. 

The lack of willingness, on his part, to make it so Joslyn would not be exhausted quite excited her. More hierarchy. More power play. More proof that Maria was better than all other women for Robert’s service. 

Joslyn’s voice was chipper and alert when she picked up the phone, though. “Maria? Is Robert there? Can I speak to him? I had so many dreams, and—”

“Quiet. It’s time for you to listen, all right? He’s given me very specific instructions. Can you go to the hospital today and visit Kyle?”

Her tone had some disgust in it. “I suppose. Do I have to? I don’t really want to see him very much anymore, and—”

“Shush. Just listen for a moment.”

Maria took a breath, relishing this moment. Taking charge for her Man. Doing what needed doing so that his Will, his True Will, was carried out. Morality was the lesser, for those not strong enough to please her Master. She would rewrite morality, become the new High Priestess of His Cock, speak from a podium to an audience of thousands of the true religion and the true morality—that only service to Master mattered. Her cunt soaked at the thought, knees knocking together. 

“There’s something very important you need to do...”

* * * * * 
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“I’M SORRY, SHERIFF,” said Robert, not sorry at all, “but I’m not going to just let you look through our files. They’re confidential. Our clients would be very displeased.”

Beneath Joslyn’s heavy wood desk in her office, Quinn was doing a superb job of sucking Robert’s cock. Her lips, newly plush and thick, were the perfect warm, wet vacuum to serve his thick rod. It was late in the afternoon, and they were about to close. Sheriff Hanson and his wife, the deputy Luciana, watched Robert with no idea that he was receiving the fellatio.

It had been a full day—transforming Quinn from an overweight, anxiety-ridden mess into a self-confident beauty queen was not easy, but it was a lot of fun. He had called Caleb halfway through the day and told him to take the rest of the day off, Joslyn’s orders. Quinn could break up with him over the phone later tonight. 

Maybe by text. Ending a several-year relationship in such an offhand manner excited him. It would certainly please Maria. He could fuck her while she moaned out other, more callous ways to treat Caleb for daring to think he had any ownership over one of her Master's first slaves.

The sheriff put his hands on his hips. “And how displeased do you think I’m going to be if you don’t let me look at them?”

Robert smiled. A week ago, such talk might have intimidated him. But he was being sucked off in secret by a woman who could out-do any actress on the silver screen, made that way entirely by power he alone possessed. Were he not so preoccupied with the blowjob, he might have just made Sheriff Hanson forget all about coming to this office. 

Still, the man had a gun, and so did his deputy wife. She was a looker—twenty years the Sheriff’s younger, a delectable Latina with a terrific pair of breasts. Her uniform hid her form, but it was clear she worked out, and the thick tangle of brown hair streaked with blond highlights made it obvious she enjoyed how she looked. 

Women didn’t put that much care into their hair unless they wanted something to show off. When the sheriff wasn't looking, Robert winked at her. She bit her lip, containing something—a protest? A moan? 

Robert could fuck her the second he decided to. He emptied another long load of precum down Quinn's throat, imagining putting Luciana on her knees before him. 

“Sheriff,” he said, breath heavy, “unless I’m mistaken, as a law-abiding citizen, I shouldn’t have anything worry about one way or the other. And unless I’m very mistaken, your displeasure shouldn’t have an effect on your job. Unless you’re telling me that you’re letting personal bias decide cases for you?”

Quinn let out a soft little moan as Robert unloaded another heavy mess of cum. Talking had ruined his concentration. The sheriff looked too angry to have noticed, but it was clear that his wife had heard something. Robert shot her another quick wink, and enjoyed seeing the blush that crawled up her skin. 

He made the women in his vicinity aroused so that they came near. Then he could touch them and change them however he wanted. More and more, the rules of normal culture seemed to stop applying. He had, at Maria’s urging, seriously started to doubt whether he was actually human. 

“Don’t you start telling me how to do my job, you shit. Why the hell are you even in this office?”

Because he deserved it. Because he had earned it. Because of his strength and power. Maria was outside, looking on at the episode, and even so he could hear her shadowy, sultry voice massaging every part of his brain. 

“Joslyn is off for the day,” he explained. “I’m in here to take her calls. And her callers, I suppose. Did you want to leave a message for her?”

“Tell her that the next time I come in here,” said the sheriff, “I’ll expect full access to the files of this company.”

“And she will tell you, haha—” Quinn was swallowing, her esophagus suckling gently against his cockhead. The sensation was incredible. “—she’ll tell you that you need a warrant.”

The sheriff clearly thought Robert was laughing at him. Maybe he was. 

“You better get your act straight, you pissant, or I’m going to lock you up for obstruction of justice.” 

Maria was at the door now, gesturing for the two officers to leave. “Goodbye, Sheriff. Deputy.”

The sheriff had stormed by her on his way in. Now he looked, openly, and Maria pretended like she didn’t notice. She definitely didn’t care. Her body was made for the adoration from others, and the more that the sheriff was intoxicated with her, the less trouble he would be to manipulate later on if need be. 

She was such a perfect partner for...whatever this strange sex dance was becoming. Robert felt a wave of lust and love for her, watching her perfect countenance sneer at the backs of the police as they left. His cum left him again—that immediately, that easily even after cumming just seconds before—cumming to the sight of her, only her, for her, even as it was Quinn who did all the mouthwork of getting him off. 

Maria locked the front door after they left and began turning off lights. They were closed for the day. They had not had much traffic today, but that was hardly new. Robert suspected that, with his power and the looks of his new girls, money would soon not be much of a problem for this office. He just had to make sure it stayed open—and with Joslyn under his firm control, that would be no problem at all. 

Maria strutted into the office, pushing his rolling chair back from Quinn’s mouth. A long sticky string of saliva and cum bridged between his cock and the redhead's hungry mouth for a moment. Maria slid her stocking-clad knee up gently into his crotch, hard cock sliding against the silken surface of her legs. 

“I’ve been daydreaming about you fucking me over Joslyn’s desk all day.” Her hair slipped to one side, covering the distance between her perfect face and his erect, waiting cock easily. Long tendrils of midnight locks covered his wet length. “I hope Quinn hasn’t tired you out, love.”

He grabbed her and kissed her heatedly, hands pulling apart the flimsy jacket she wore to slip around her breasts, squeezing firmly. Maria moaned into his mouth, no doubt feeling the delicious sensations that he had gifted her nipples with. With enough time and attention, he could easily make her cum simply by playing with her tits. 

“Not even close,” he said, lifting up off the chair, carrying her for half a moment until her ass was planted on the desk. 

Heat overwhelmed him, feeling the warmth from her cunt as he made her daydream start to come true. 

They all would, he realized. All her dreams. All her latent fantasies. He would make every last one true. That’s what he wanted for her. That’s what she deserved for being so fucking perfect for him. 

He would do anything for her. Anything.

Robert’s cock, fully erect, was mere inches away from Maria’s tight, perfect pussy. He shoved her slight lace panties away, easily entering the moist confines of her cunt. She was so perfectly wet, so obviously made for his cock and his alone. Maria moaned, a swift, easy orgasm riding through her body—and one that would remain and intensify, like one bomb splitting apart to reveal several thousand more inside, until Robert finally emptied himself in her fertile fuckwomb.

Just as he thrust himself into Maria's tight, perfect pussy, there was a knock on the door of the office. Joslyn was there, wearing a tight black dress and bright red heels. Her enormous tits were on full display, pressed hotly together like a presentation for dinner.

Robert had lost track of anything else but his love. He hadn’t noticed Quinn on her knees still, kissing his feet and ankles, or Natalie crawling into the office to pay homage to her Master by fingering her pussy as she watched him fuck his favorite. 

“I’m so sorry to interrupt, Master—and I promise I won’t be very long. But I did want to let you know that it’s taken care of.”

He was thrusting into Maria now. Her legs tightened around him, keeping him close. Her lips slid up to his ear, and he knew something was up. Maria used this position for her nastiest dirty talk—the things she wanted to convince him of most deeply, the things that she needed to coax him into believing while her cunt rocked his cock better than anyone else. 

“What do you mean?”

His thrusts into his first slave continued unabated.

“With Kyle, Sir. I took care of him for you. Just like you asked.” There was a strange panicky mixture of guilt in her face, even confusion that Robert wasn't immediately congratulating her. “He won’t be a problem anymore. No one saw, don’t worry.”

“You...” Maria was being distracting, kissing his ear and gyrating perfectly on his meat. “You...’took care of him?’ What does that mean?” He looked down at Maria. “What does that mean?”

“She couldn’t divorce him, Sire,” Maria explained. “That takes too long. And she can’t just break up with him, like Quinn can with Caleb. They’re attached. There’s money involved. Pr-property,” she shuddered, another wave of bliss hitting her. “So she had to...get rid of him for you. Just like you wanted.”

The truth dawned slowly on Robert. Without meaning to, precum sputtered wildly from his cock, milked so perfectly by the heavenly slave angel adoring him with her cunt.

“Y-you killed him?” Robert stuttered. 

Joslyn nodded, eyes hopeful. Her lovely face was flush with fear, though—fear that she may have disappointed her Master somehow. 

“Isn’t it perfect?” Maria moaned in his ear. “He was breaking the rules. Trying to have one of your girls as his own. I heard what you said to Quinn. That’s not allowed.”

Fuck. 

Fuck. 

Fuck!

How had he let things progress this far? How had he...

Maria ripped at her negligee, tearing it off completely. Hot spurts of cum, preludes to his real orgasm, shuddered up into her cunt and sprayed against her delicate walls as he witnessed the jaw-dropping display of her tits. Her complete lack of shame at the act—her willingness to do anything, go anywhere, for his love. For his service. 

“See?” Maria moaned. “I knew it would turn you on. Wanting us to do anything for you. Willing to kill for you. We had to show you Master...”

Joslyn was on her knees now, crawling next to Natalie. All three girls soon were staring up at him, worship in their eyes, lust on their faces, so eager to please.

“We had to, Master,” cooed Natalie.

“It was so right, Master,” nodded Joslyn. “So right. He was in the way. He was in your way.”

“No one is allowed to deny you, Master.” Quinn licked his thigh. Her tits, naked like Natalie's and Joslyn's, pressed hard against his calves and knees. He stood in a sea of titflesh. “Nobody can stand in your way.”

He had to get away. This was so wrong. This was insanity. This was exactly what he had been afraid of. Ruining lives. Ruining people. Killing people. 

He struggled to step away from Maria, but her grip was too tight and the slaves packed too close. In a shuffle of bodies, he landed on the ground with Maria just beneath him. She moaned with bliss at the sudden hard, forceful thrust he delivered as a result, his cock still directly inside her. The other girls soon crowded around his body, kissing him and licking him, moaning their worship. 

“I didn’t care about him anyway, Master,” moaned Joslyn, pushing on his back with her massive tits. “So it’s okay. He deserved it for defying your will.”

“It’s okay, Master,” cooed Quinn. “You’re the only male who matters.”

“The only one,” nodded Natalie. “You’re the only one who can get us so fucking pregnant. No one else is allowed.”

Either through Maria’s suggestion or his subconscious desire, he had made this happen. It would not have been hard to imagine Maria dazzling the other slaves, keeping them in line, whispering all the dirty, horrible things that she knew their Master desired and oh fuck why was he fucking her harder than ever before? 

“Fuck me, baby,” Maria moaned. “Get me pregnant. You know you can. You know you want to. Shoot that hot unprotected load into my cunt and o-oh! Oh fuck, yes, darling, just like that!”

Her words trailed off into a blissful scream as Robert’s piston-like thrusts reached their zenith, unloading into his pet with all the cum stored in his balls. Each of his girls moaned with orgasm as he felt his own, hips rapidly smacking into Maria’s perfect thighs and ass.

The cum exploded out of him with a force he had never felt before. He honestly felt worried for Maria's safety for a moment, before remembering how perfectly he had constructed her cunt for his purposes. She took it all, cumming as his thick shotgun load slammed against her g-spot again and again. And the other girls, rubbing their clits as they slid their hot, heavy-titted bodies on his form came with their Master and Mistress, moaning their worship with happy, vacant smiles. 

All that force had seemingly left Maria dazed, a pleasant and distant smile on her face. Normally she recovered right away. 

Perhaps he had been more turned on by what she did than he would have cared to admit. He pulled out of her, shaking his head softly, and immediately another slave took her place. These worshipers of his were inescapable. He did not know if he wanted to escape at all.  

“Master.” Joslyn was suckling the head of his cock very gently, stroking him just right. “May I be next, since I did your will so very right?”

Tomorrow, he decided, tomorrow would be different. Tomorrow would have big changes. 

But for now...for now, he was going to enjoy this. 

His stamina was inhuman, like much of him. Cumming multiple times in a row was not an issue for him. 

“That’s right,” he said, pushing Joslyn on her back. He slipped his cock between her massive tits, holding one each as a handle. “You’re next doll, and I want you cumming for me as much as you can.”

Of course she did. She was a good slave, just like he made her. 

* * * * *
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SHERIFF MILES HANSON looked at Luciana wistfully. When he married her, she’d been the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. But ever since leaving that damned Sunshine Insurance office yesterday, all he could think about was that amazing beauty, Maria. She had a way of creeping on a man’s mind, stunning him at first, and then slowly eating up his remaining thoughts and ideas...

It was just past dawn. His police station was small, little bigger than the Sunshine Insurance place. The sheriff’s office faced the front door of the station. So, when Robert walked in, he could see him immediately. 

Hanson walked out to meet the man. “What do you want? Didn’t you get your jollies yesterday with all that warrant bullshit?” He wagged a finger. “You ought to know I’m working on it.”

“I have something else entirely to talk to you about,” Robert said.

The sheriff crossed his arms. “Oh yeah? What’s that?”

“I’m here to turn myself in.”

#  # #
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“I’ve already told you what happened.”

Sheriff Hanson leaned forward. “Tell us again.”

“Yeah,” said Deputy Luciana, Hanson’s wife. “Only try and make sense this time.”

Robert struggled. They had been at this for more than an hour now, and it was getting harder and harder to dance around the truth. 

The truth deserved to come out, but it was insane. Robert could barely believe it himself. How would he make these two believe that the most rational explanation for everything that had happened was that Robert had, for lack of a better word, superpowers?

It was insanity. 

Not that he was a superhero, goodness no. If anything, he’d been behaving rather a lot like a supervillain. He had an office full of four drop-dead-gorgeous utterly dedicated slaves, each of whom he had modified in some way to make their obedience eternal. That was why he needed to be locked away again. 

Robert had powers. If he touched a person’s skin, he could unleash that power, changing them however he liked. Yesterday, he had altered the chubby blonde Quinn into a ravishingly voluptuous redhead who could rival any pin-up model on Earth. She had been furiously in love with insurance salesman Caleb; now, she was Robert’s cumslave, living only for her next shot of his life-fulfilling seed. 

To make matters worse, he emitted some manner of pheromone which cultivated attraction in whatever women were close to him. So—the equation became simple: women near him wanted to touch him, and when he touched them, he changed them. 

And it had to stop. 

Yesterday, Joslyn—the boss of the insurance office where he worked, a woman who he had changed from a haggard forty-four year-old mess into a twenty-something big-titted sexpot—had killed her sick, bed-ridden husband in the hospital. And all because somehow the idea had gotten in her head that no other male was good enough for her, and that anyone pretending to be had to be dealt with permanently. 

That was mostly Maria’s doing. An Olympian-class beauty who had Robert wrapped around her seductive fingers as much as he had her mouth wrapped around his cock, the two of them had been engaging in a sick game of escalation over the past week or so once Maria had discovered Robert’s powers. The statuesque beauty’s greatest kink was power, and that translated into her erotically perfect understanding that Robert was her King and that she had to be his perfect slave. 

Having Maria as a sexslave was quite fine by Robert...but her lust for power did not simply cease with the knowledge that Robert had power. She wanted to see him exercise it in increasingly forbidden, taboo, and wicked ways.

Hanson knocked his knuckles on the table. “We’re waiting, buster. You’re saying you want to be locked away. You won’t tell us for what crime. What do you want us to do about it?”

The sheriff looked like he belonged on a cigarette advertisement on a billboard, the kind with mountains and horses. He was deeply tanned, with thick carefully combed hair silvering neatly. His wife Luciana was at least twenty years his younger, a lovely young Latina who kept herself in remarkable shape. Her biceps and shoulder muscles flexed underneath her tight uniform as she watched Robert with an unwavering gaze.

“Look, I...” he shook his head. “I have an influence, okay? When people are near me for too long—women—they get...affected. And then things start going wrong. We have sex. Lots of sex. And they become...obsessed.”

Luciana and Hanson exchanged a glance. After a moment, both burst out laughing. 

“You can’t be serious,” said Sheriff Hanson. “You want us to lock you up for getting laid?”

“And being good at it?” Luciana asked.

Hanson glared briefly at his wife. Luciana didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze smoldered on Robert. 

She was, he noticed, an extremely attractive woman. Her hair was thick and chestnut with several streaks of blond.

“It’s not like that,” he said. “It’s not just getting laid. I...I touch them, and then they change.”

“You’ve got some kind of infection?” asked Hanson.

“No.”

“Are you drugging them?” asked Luciana.

“No.”

Robert could quickly see where this was going. Discrediting. Forgetting. He had to say something dramatic.

Sheriff Hanson wiped a hand down his forehead. “Then I don’t see what—”

“Kyle Park is dead. Murdered. I am involved.”

He could not bring himself to say “guilty.”

Both cops stopped. 

Hanson nodded at his wife. “Go.”

When she was gone, presumably to investigate, Hanson sat down in front of Robert. Slowly, he took out a pair of handcuffs and locked Robert to the metal ring in the table. 

“Let’s start again,” said the sheriff. “From the beginning. And don’t leave anything out.”

* * * * * 
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“ROBERT IS YOUR MASTER, but I am your Mistress.”

“Robert is my Master, but you are my Mistress,” echoed Natalie.

Maria smiled. Her enhanced eyes were working wonders on the thoroughly enslaved Natalie. Robert had modified them, changed them, so that if she were to look in the eyes of another person long enough, then that person would fall under her control: relaxed, sedate, and tranced. 

Her green eyes sparkled with power, brilliant in their emerald shades, ever-changing and shifting depending on the light in the room. 

They were in Maria’s condo—or, more appropriate, Robert’s condo, as everything Maria had she gladly gave up to her Master. The two of them sat on a bed, fingers clasped together, nipples brushing against nipples.

Natalie, young beauty that she was, wore a delicious pink push-up bra with matching stockings and thong panties, tall platform heels decorating her feet. Maria herself wore only a pure white lace bustier, no panties, her heels an inch taller than Natalie’s (naturally), wrapping up her sculpted legs with long ribbons of sexy silk. Their hair, both sets preternaturally long and thick, melded together in a voluminous pile on the bed.

“I’m your Big Sister,” said Maria. “Your Mommy. I know best.”

“You’re my Big Sister,” said Natalie, voice a breathy monotone. “My Mommy. You know best.”

Maria, so far, had waited patiently for her Master to return from his trip to the store early that morning. 

He had kissed her on the head, said, “Need to do a few things,” and then left.

That was six hours ago, though, and Maria was beginning to fret. Robert liked to go to work even though they hardly needed to anymore—between his power and her beauty, they could have anything they wanted. If the Sunshine Insurance Office closed down completely, she had enough savings from years of donations from lovestruck would-be lovers to last them for several years. 

Their life needn’t be anything more than fucking all day and owning new girls every night, if he wanted. 

Maria so very much wanted him to want that. She knew it was what he deserved. 

“You’ll always obey me, so long as it doesn’t conflict with anything Master says.”

“I’ll always obey you, so long as it doesn’t conflict with anything Master says.”

“Master comes first. Master is supreme. Master is God.”

Natalie was fingering herself obediently with her free hand—had been for more than an hour now as Maria worked on her. “Master comes first. Master is supreme. Master is God.”

“I am perfection. I am the living embodiment of beauty. I am beyond mortal. I am divine.”

Maria took great pleasure in the softening, worshipful edges that had been added to Natalie’s expression. She was such a beautiful girl—created in Maria’s own image with Robert’s power. It was only right that she was Maria’s first disciple. 

“You are perfection. You are the living embodiment of beauty. You are beyond mortal. You are divine.”

Maria moaned at hearing the words. “Again,” she commanded. 

Natalie’s monotone voice became heated, sensing her Mistress’s arousal. “You are perfection. You are the living embodiment of beauty. You are beyond mortal. You are divine.”

“Yessss.” Maria arched back, touching her heated pussy with complete arousal. 

There was a knock at the door. Joslyn and Quinn, Robert’s newest additions to his harem. They had dressed up, as Maria told them to, in some of her finest designer clothing. 

Joslyn looked ready for a night on the town, a double-wrap blue minidress clinging tight to her slender, busty frame with its audacious 36E-sized tits. Two days ago she had been a strung-out forty year-old with a rapidly developing alcohol problem eating away at her health. 

Now, she looked easily no older than twenty-one, with a face that could land her on the runway of any fashion show in the world. The clingy nature of her dress—designed for Maria’s only moderately less busty frame—was far too tight to allow for a bra, but it hardly mattered. The tits of Robert’s girls were buoyant, gravity-defying, and perky at every size. 

Tight blue leather boots wrapped up to her knees, with a blue collar and leather blue gloves wrapping past her elbow to complete the look. Her hair, golden and thick, stretched past her ass in a long flowing waterfall of locks and tresses. 

No one would mistake Joslyn for the boss of an insurance company now. All they would see was a hot fuckdoll waiting on her Man’s word to suck his cock at a moment’s notice. 

Quinn, the newly re-formatted redhead, was dressed similarly, but in yellow instead of blue. The bright color contrasted nicely with her brilliant red locks and deeply bronzed skin. 

Maria took Natalie by the head and softly laid her down against  her inner thighs. Obediently, Natalie began kissing and licking her Mistress's divine skin.

“Is there a reason you’re interrupting me, ladies?”

They both wavered, wringing their hands. It was Joslyn who spoke. “We’re sorry, Maria, but we’re worried about Master.”

Maria’s ire began to rise. “Have I told you that you needed to be worried about him?”

Quinn was obviously cowed, but Joslyn held strong. “No.”

“Then why would you think it necessary to—”

“The police called me. About the sick man. They want me to come in for questioning. They said if I didn’t, they would track me down and arrest me.”

A cool sliver slipped over Maria’s heart. “I see. And why does this make you worried about Master?”

“I’m very certain I covered my tracks when I did as ordered and eliminated the sick man.”

The “sick man” was Joslyn’s husband, dead now. But she barely had recollections of his name, and recalling that they had been married would have been very difficult indeed. With Maria’s insistence and encouragement, Robert had reformed Joslyn’s memories to only ever remembering being married to Robert himself. And so Joslyn's concern now was a wifely concern, terribly distraught that her husband, and master, might be in danger. 

“So?” Maria said. “Obviously you are mistaken. Someone saw you. Someone noticed.”

“I thought so too,” said Joslyn. “But if they didn’t, that means that somehow the police have their hands on Master.”

Her Man was too strong, too powerful, too perfect for the notion to hold much weight in Maria’s mind at first. 

But then, he had been gone a long time. And while she adored encouraging him to greater depths of depravity, he did need a lot of encouraging. He wasn’t yet quite the King he was destined to be, in her mind. There was a lot of second-guessing, a lot of wavering, a lot of guilt. 

Could all that guilt have convinced him to give up his freedom? 

“We’ll go down to the police station in a few hours,” said Maria. “Stay on the offensive.”

She stood up from the bed, enjoying the mournful little coo from Natalie at no longer being able to kiss her MommySister. Maria stretched this way and that—hardly necessary, as Robert ensured her body was permanently lithe and flexible, never any soreness or stiffness—but it was fun to show off. 

“Should I change?” asked Joslyn, tugging at her expensive, delightfully revealing dress.

“Why? Don’t you like what I’ve given you to wear?”

Joslyn had an answer for a moment, and then thought better of it. “Yes, Maria.”

Maria kissed her on the cheek, knowing her touch electrified the beautiful blonde. “Good girl. Do you do the other things I asked?”

Joslyn nodded. “I fired Caleb the second I woke up, at five AM. Then I prepared breakfast. It’s still ready, if you should like any.”

Obedience was a thrill to Maria, one she would never tire of. Joslyn had a bit too much independence for her liking, but then, there was something to be said for a slave who could think on her feet. 

“Thank you, Joslyn. Perhaps I shall. And you, Quinn?” Maria caressed the redhead’s cheek with soft hands possessing perfectly manicured fingernails. “Did you do as you were told as well?”

Quinn nodded brightly. Her cheery mood had not been displaced with Robert’s conquest of her will. Rather, her sunny disposition simply had a new focal point. “Two minutes after Joslyn called him, I made my own phone call and broke up with him. I was very harsh, as you requested. It’s recorded on my phone, and I uploaded it to your computer.”

Maria smiled. “Did he cry?”

The thought of his pain excited her. Anguish for men who weren’t Robert was like a sweet nectar; that’s why it was so much fun to dress in such obscenely hot outfits. Men would want Robert's slaves as hard as they wanted anyone, but they would only ever belong to their Master. 

Quinn went into detail about everything Caleb did—all his begging and all his pleading for a second chance, and her cold, emotionless responses—while Maria ate the breakfast Joslyn prepared for her and considered how best to help her Master that day. 

* * * * * 
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HANSON HAD TRIED AND failed to get a clean confession from Robert for more than an hour when Luciana re-entered the interview room. 

“The hospital confirmed that Park is dead. They don’t know about foul play. They’re waiting on word from his wife to confirm their request for an autopsy.”

“This might be a murder case,” snapped Hanson. “Tell them we suspect foul play. Order the autopsy.”

Luciana shrugged. “I tried. But there’s no witnesses and nothing suspicious about his passing. No signs of a struggle, nothing. He was very ill, practically in a morphine coma most of the time.” Her gaze slanted heavily at Robert. “Our hands are tied. By the law, I mean. There’s nothing we can do about it.”

Tie her up. 

The thought was clear as day to him; her kink for binding laid out like the headline on the front page. When she had left the room, Robert hoped that his influence on Luciana, after being so close to her for more than an hour in a heated interview room, would have faded.

Instead, when she arrived back in the room, her tight jeans had been replaced with even tighter jeans, and her button-up uniform had the top two buttons undone just so. Was what he did to women more like an aura, growing only when near him? Or was it an infection, magnifying its presence even when not close to him?

With Natalie, it had taken weeks of close contact for his influence to build up and for her attraction to progress into outright flirting. With Luciana, it had taken seemingly just hours of time. Robert caught the smoldering layers of her gaze and gulped.

Were his powers magnifying in scope?

Sheriff Hanson, for whatever reason, seemed utterly clueless to his wife’s growing attraction. This rate of ignorance was matched only by his rising anger as he twisted and shook the chair in his hands.

“Whatever you’ve got to say, you better say it quick, because I am losing patience with you and fast.”

Robert nodded. He would just say it all. No double-talk, no efforts to dress it up as something else. He would let them know about every last wart of the last several days, powers and all. Anything to be free and clear. Anything to relieve him of this guilt. 

A man was dead because of him. A sick man, but a man nonetheless. He couldn’t live with having someone’s blood on his hands. 

“It’s like this,” he began. “Ever since I was young, I knew I was different. About ten years ago, I noticed I had this effect—”

The door banged open. Maria entered, carrying a briefcase. 

“Stop this at once.”

Sheriff Hanson turned to object, and then he stopped, apparently stunned at Maria’s gorgeous appearance. She wore a brief mockery of a business suit with a tight jacket creating a deep v-line down into the perfect valley of her cleavage. The suit was a deep crimson red, contrasting deliciously with the smoky dark stockings on her legs and the dark leather heels that clicked imperiously as she strutted across the linoleum. Her hair, thick and shining, was arranged in a thick bun on the top of her head, only adding to her already impressive height. Long locks trailed down either side of her face, framing her angelic visage. 

Between her heels and the bun, she had an easy six inches on Sheriff Hanson. 

Her beauty made her seem like another species entirely...and all Robert had to do for a blowjob was to suggest it. His cock hardened at the sight of her, like it always did. The effect of his arousal on Luciana was almost immediate; the flood of pheromones hitting the air hitting her, and making her gaze linger for a long time on Robert’s handcuffed form. She began to inch toward him behind her husband, seeing the bare skin of his hands so preciously close to her. 

“This is an outrage,” said Maria. “You have detained my client for more than eight hours now and have pressed no charges. Do you have any crime you wish to accuse him of?”

What Sheriff Hanson should have said was that right before Maria burst in, Robert was about to confess something. He should have demanded she leave. He should have done quite a lot, really, but what he did instead was stare into Maria’s eyes, jaw agape, a bulge forming in his pants. 

“Uh,” he said dumbly, staring. “Client?”

“That’s right. I am his lawyer, and I am demanding that you let him go this instant unless you charge him. Which you won’t, will you?”

She waited, raising one authoritative eyebrow. Every time she breathed, her breasts pushed hard against the thin confines of her tiny jacket. Maria was doing her best to make her breaths long and slow, providing maximum expansion time for her chest in the small room. 

“No,” said the sheriff, shaking his head. “No charges. You’re...demanding...”

Luciana might have protested, but she seemed too transfixed by the rapidly expanding hard-on in Robert’s pants. She stood above him and could see it easily. Some part of her seemed aware of the situation, a slight panic and fear on her face, but more of her was too aroused to care. She bit her bottom lip, struggling not to moan as she saw the gentle wetness of precum slide through the denim he wore. 

In short order, Maria had the sheriff toss his keys to Robert, allowing him to unlock himself from the table. 

He wanted to confess, still, but that clearly wasn’t all that possible with Maria taking control of the two police. Complicating that desire further was his real, physical need to fuck Maria’s brains out at the first available opportunity...which was now.

Really, any time at all that he wanted. Nothing could actually get in his way.

She looked hot in that suit, and he felt a strong biological need to reward her aesthetics with his fresh, potent load dumping into her fertile womb. 

As they left the room, Luciana followed close after, small protests bubbling from her lips. Robert did his best to ignore her, to ignore how simple it would be just to reach out and grab her...

At the door, Maria stopped suddenly, picking at some invisible piece of lint on the bottom of her thrilling heel. Robert bumped into her, his hard cock pushing against the shapely curvature of her ass, and as if on a pile-up on a freeway, Luciana didn’t stop in time. 

And their hands...their hands touched. 

It wasn’t for long, but it was enough. Robert, so turned on by the sight and touch of Maria, could not help but unleash a little at this sudden thrill of female contact. He watched Luciana shudder, a small echoing coo leaving her mouth. There was no conscious order he had given, no deliberate change, but something had happened. 

Maria turned her head just so, flashing Robert a seductive, evil grin. She knew exactly what she had done. 

He took Maria’s hand and stormed out. It was time to leave. 

* * * * *
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THEY ARRIVED BACK AT the condo some twenty minutes later, after a quick and heady car blowjob had managed to calm Robert down some. Maria had suggested it, just barely, and he leaped all over her afterward, just as she had wanted. There was no taste in the world like her Master’s cock. And there was no feeling in the world like pulling on his pants to fuck her own mouth more thoroughly, to drive her needy throat and lips up and down his achingly perfect shaft. 

Robert made it possible for her to cum just from giving head—no clit stimulus or pussy fingering required. And so she moaned with sweet, continuous little orgasms, her wet mouth vibrating and shaking against his hard shaft, as he emptied himself inside her. 

She knew that he loved looking at her while she sucked him off. It probably made driving difficult for him. There was really no sight in the world like the supremely gorgeous Maria bending over a leather car seat to suck his cock. Her heels pattering away at the leather interior, her thick hair a blanket spilling over a quarter of the tiny sports car’s available space. 

And his was the only cock—the only one ever—that had been or ever would be in her body.

Of course he drove the expensive sports car—the one she had convinced ex-“boyfriend”  Fernando—as she broke up with him, no less—to buy for her. The initial payment alone probably bankrupted him. She hardly cared. Other men were just vehicles for cash and the domination of her and her Master. 

Everything about Him, her Master, made her wet, aching, and needy. That was how he had designed her, after all. 

As they strutted into her condo, Fernando was on the street. He looked like he had gone through a tough week—his suit was torn, hair disheveled. She acted like she didn’t see him. 

“Maria! It’s me!” he cried. “It’s Fernando!”

To rub it in, Maria slid her arms tighter into Robert’s, wrapping her body close against his. Her mouth closed on her Man's shoulder, biting it possessively. 

“Just trash,” she whispered in Robert’s ear. “Pay him no mind.”

His hand slid up her ass, holding her there like a handle. He seemed to understand the score. Maybe he was having second thoughts about his power, but he wasn’t having second thoughts about her. Who could? That grip on her ass, possessive and urgent, told her everything she needed to know.

Her little plan would work, and Robert would embrace his position as the Master of all living things just as he deserved. 

All the way up the elevator, she embraced him, with teeth nipping at his chin after a sizzling kiss. She wanted him just to see the inside of the condo after the changes she had made, even though he insisted that his mind was made up. If he couldn’t turn himself into the local authorities, he said, he’d go to the state level.

“We’ve only really been at home late at night when we’re horny anyway,” she explained as they stepped out of the elevator onto her floor, “and I really want you to know what your life will look like once all of this settles down.”

“That’s what I’m telling you, Maria. I want it to settle down, my way. You have to understand, I just—”

She pressed a finger on his lips, shushing him gently. “I tell you what, Master. Let’s make a deal. Anytime you like, you can march us both back to the police station and let them know everything. You can undo all the changes you’ve done to me and that will leave your powers pretty well exhausted, yes?”

Her elegant, manicured finger had slid inside his mouth. He sucked on it, unable to stop himself, and Maria’s gentle gaze only encouraged him. Finally, he let it slide out. 

“That’s right,” he said.

“Wonderful. Then let me show you what I’d like to show you. What your life should be. And if you still want to go back, you can make me go along with anything you want. Can’t you?”

He nodded. The thought excited her, of course. Even if it wasn’t something she wanted, even if it was the opposite of that, being changed by her Master was pure mental ecstasy for her. That was one thing he hadn’t ever needed to change. Maria’s excitement from that prospect was just in her hard-wiring.

The haughty goddess was born to be a slave to a man like him.

She slipped her arms around him and delivered a loving, perfect kiss, her elegant jaw muscles working into the pressure of their lips. Long shuddered breaths exiting her body as finally they drifted apart. 

“Thank you for hearing me out, Master. You make me feel so very valued. I love you so much.” She began to open the door, and paused. “I do hope you’ll enjoy what I’ve made up for you. And if there’s any changes that need doing, you know we’re all so very happy to obey.”

She could feel him steeling himself for what would come—expecting some insane barrage of sex, no doubt, to be drilled against his skull. Perhaps televisions propped up at every corner, drilling in pornographic images of everything that he could do to his slaves at any time. 

Instead, when he opened the door, the pleasant smell of cooked meat and baked bread filled the air. Lunch was nearly ready. Joslyn was in the kitchen, humming a happy tune and rustling through cabinets. Quinn, somewhere else in the home, matched the tune with her own hums—which came closer and closer as Maria shut the front door. 

There was only one erotic sight on display, besides that of the omnipresent sight of Maria. Down the hall was the living room. The floor lowered there, requiring steps to reach the couches positioned there. 

But now, instead of a coffee table, there were layers of expensive animal furs and silk pillows that had been piled up with a modest incline, the bottom of the luxurious hill closest to the steps down. At the top of the pile was Natalie, adorned only in sparkling navy blue lingerie. She posed sexily, her face dreamy, beckoning her Master to come forward and ravage her. 

“Isn’t my sister beautiful for you, darling?” Maria whispered in his ear. “Won’t you take her?”

Before he had a chance to answer, Quinn stepped out from the nearby dining room. The startlingly beautiful redhead was dressed in a tight, lacy parody of a maid’s uniform, complete with frilly sleeves and tight white stockings. Her tits were only just covered, the feather duster in her hand primed and ready for use. 

“Welcome home, Master!” Quinn chirped, kneeling immediately. “We’re so glad to see you. Mistress was very worried.”

“Mistress...?” He eyed Maria.

She shrugged gently and smiled. “I hope you don’t mind. You’re still in charge, naturally. I’m just...the boss of the help, that’s all.”

Her hand was on his crotch, his shaft, her natural position at his side, and she could feel him bulging at the indication that she was more than these other girls. Better than them.

Excitement breathed in her. He was understanding. There was a hierarchy present.

“Master!” 

Joslyn must have heard their voices, and trotted out from the kitchen. Her long blond hair was tied in two long ponytails, and heavy hand prints of flour were pasted all over her neck, face, and heavy tits. 

“It’s so wonderful to see you’re home, Master.” Joslyn clasped her hands against her massive breasts, kneeling immediately just like Quinn. “How may we please you, Sire? Shall I go on making lunch?”

Her bright, blue eyes were hopeful and full, shining with the eagerness of a totally brainwashed bimbo slave.

“Sure,” said Robert. “Whatever you like.”

Maria could tell he wasn’t paying attention—his focus was on Natalie

He wanted her little sister, and she wanted him to fuck her raw. There was suddenly nothing hotter to her than witnessing her Master fuck her little sister until her brain had turned into so much gray goo. 

Maria took a moment to dispose of her tight jacket and skirt, revealing the tight red bustier she had on underneath. It operated like a tight, lace minidress, her immaculate form looking spectacular in it, of course. 

She knew without even asking Robert that she was the most gorgeous woman in the entire condo, even the world, but just because she was the most gorgeous didn’t mean she automatically got fucked first. Even Maria knew that a man like Robert, a Real Man, would have tastes and whims from all possible angles of delight. 

And there was nothing Maria wanted less than to stand in the way of her Master’s whims. She wanted to indulge every single whim he had, no matter how flighty, temporary, or power-mad. 

He crawled up on the pile of furs, quickly taking off his clothes. Natalie waited, watching with baited breath, aching for a command.

“Bring everyone in here,” he said to Maria. “Tell Joslyn to either finish her food or throw it away.”

There was a steady click-clacking of heels and a chorus of moans and coos as his girls arranged themselves. In seconds, they were all gathered in front of him before the pile, with Natalie resting just behind him. Natalie's heels skated gently up and down her Master's back, eager to feel him.

“Come here,” he growled at Joslyn, taking her by the arm and whipping her roughly into the pile. 

She let out a delighted squeal, tits bouncing impressively, and landed in the furs and pillows. With greedy hands, he tore at her top, exposing her heavy tits to the air. His cock slid in between the thick valley of her breasts, already soaked with precum, and he began to slide in and out of her amazing cleavage. Rapidly her entire torso was soaked with his precum, completely lubricated, and Joslyn moaned with orgasm as his heavy hands clamped firm on her tits and nipples.

But as he did, Robert's gaze stayed on Natalie. 

Maria, sensing that this was all about her little sister, slid up close to Natalie and kissed her on the cheek. Slowly, she began to finger the beauty's cunt, moaning in her ear about how perfect it would be once Master Robert fucked her thoughts away.

While looking at Natalie, Robert thrust his cock into the sweet, slick valley between Joslyn’s tits. Then, Maria got an idea.

Taking Natalie and then Quinn by the hair, she moved the faces of the two young beauties to the top of Joslyn's breasts, under the blonde's neck. 

Each stroke, then, was met with their lapping, eager tongues. Their competing mouths pushed in front of Joslyn’s, hoping to have all of his cum. Maria slipped around and pushed him from behind, her wet cunt making his backside slippery as she ached and cooed for him to cum in his slaves. 

He was close, she could feel it. Three women pleasing him at once—the mouths of two, and the tits of another. He could feel only like a God with so much pleasure dedicated solely to him. 

But he turned his cock away from Natalie and from Quinn, both, turning around sharply to grab Maria and pulled her down by the thick locks of her hair. Within a split-second of feeling her perfect lips slide against his meat, he was cumming forcefully down her throat.

“First Slave,” he said, “first taste.”

Orgasm, hard and fast like lightning, struck through Maria at the first taste of his cum. Such pleasure would have blinded Quinn or Joslyn. For her, though, she knew it was merely a warm-up—that her night of love was just beginning. 

When he withdrew from her mouth, he was still hard—and still cumming. He emptied himself all over Joslyn's mouth and tits, covering her in a flood of cum, and then stuffed himself down Quinn's mouth. Maria took a great pleasure in watching her Master unloading in the redhead, knowing that Caleb would have never been able to fuck Quinn's mouth with such dreaded perfection. 

After nearly a minute of pumping into Quinn, Robert pulled out from her with a light popping sound. But he wasn’t done. Maria knew he wasn’t. 

This was about Natalie. Something about the day’s events made him want her more than any other. Maria wasn’t about to stand in his way. 

“Go on, Sir,” she cooed. “Fuck my little sister. Please? My little sisterslut. I know you can’t stop yourself from fucking her any longer...and you shouldn’t. She’s all yours. All yours, forever.”

His gaze fell on Natalie. Her slender, tiny body, so utterly fucking breakable. His cock, already hard, somehow grew even larger right before Maria's eyes. She moaned, needing to see it grow more. 

“You want to break her on your cock, don’t you Master?” Maria cooed into his ear. “You want to make her fucking feel your glory, don’t you? It’s so fucking hot, the thought of fucking my sister right in front of me. And look at how she’s dressed up for you. Dolled up for you...just for you. It’s so sexy, isn’t it? God, don’t you just want to destroy her little teenage cunt?”

He clearly did. In mere seconds he had Natalie’s knees drawn up against his chest, her heels clacking together just above their point of entry. Taking her roughly against his body, he slammed his cock into her cunt viciously, not holding back in the slightest. 

She was so tiny beneath him, so exquisite and beautiful. Maria pushed on her God's back, needing to feel him as he violated her little sister so expertly.

“Fuck!” Natalie cried out in ecstasy. “Oh fuck, oh god, oh Master, Master! Daddy!”

Maria moaned with need, watching her Man, her King fuck her little sister so rotten. She leaned harder on his hips—one of her favorite positions while her Master fucked another slave—increasing the force of his thrusts and feeling the satisfying thumping that came with every new thrust into her sister’s virgin-but-for-Robert’s-cock, hot, young, pussy. 

“Oh god, yes,” Maria moaned, cheering in his ear. Her voice, while exultant, was never more than a breathy whisper. Her Master didn't need her shouting in his ear. She was his cheerleader, his partner, his confidant, and she knew he wanted to hear the sultry sounds of her voice as they ached quietly for him to dominate Natalie totally. “She wouldn't fuck you for so long,” Maria cooed. “But you made her. You made her. You're a God. You're her God. You are God. Fuck her, baby. Fuck her, my King, please!”

“Yes, please, Sire!” Natalie gasped. “Fuck me! Oh god, my God, fuck me! Get me pregnant please, Sire, my King! I need your fucking cum in me, please!”

Maria watched with abject amazement as Robert picked Natalie up, cradling her tiny body against his and powering her down onto his monster cock. Maria bit into his shoulder, crying out with agonizing ecstasy at the display of his power. Her slippery cunt slid up and down his backside still, pleasuring her needy clit while he fucked the shit out of her little sister. 

“Do it, baby,” Maria moaned. “Do it. Oh God, my God, do it please!”

Finally he emptied into her, biting Natalie’s shoulder with abandon and leaving a heavy, red mark there. Natalie, half-conscious, stared up at him with open adoration in her Maria-like deep green eyes, a sultry gaze that promised eternal obedience to his will.

For several minutes, there was no sound but the satisfied coos and moans of his slaves, and the heavy sighs of Robert. Maria stared up at him with love and hope—her plan seemed to be working totally. 

Once he knew that this was what he could come home to at any time; once he knew that this was the life he deserved, he would never want anything else. He had too much power to want anything else. 

She watched, cunt dripping, as he put a hand on the ragged bite mark on Natalie’s shoulder. A second later, he removed his hand and the mark was gone. 

Maria’s pulse quickened at that display. Using his powers to hide brutality had never quite occurred to her before, but it seemed like an obvious extension now. 

Why, he could beat her, choke her, batter her...and she could beg for more and more, knowing that she was subject to the righteous and brutal love of her Master like no one else. And at the end, no matter what state he had put her in, he could simply reverse all damage like it had never happened. 

“You had Quinn working,” he said after a moment, “and Joslyn. But not Natalie. Why?”

She smirked. “Because hierarchy is sexy, Master.”

“Hmm?”

“Some slaves are better than others. If I’m better than the other three, then certainly my sister is better than the remaining two, isn’t she? Some of your slaves, those more naturally gorgeous, deserve higher places in your harem. Made only for pleasure and adoration. Their hands unspoiled by labor. But those who require more work...” she sniffed arrogantly, looking down at Joslyn and Quinn, barely cognizant as they swam in their Master's cum. “They are very pretty. But only because you made them so. And isn’t it hotter, knowing that even in your exclusive club of fucksluts, only some get full privilege and access to your cock more than all the others?”

“Yes, doll. That’s...that’s a good point.” Her words had gotten to him, she could tell. His voice was thick. “Natalie really got to me. She looked so hot on all those furs, those pillows, like a real harem girl. Something about the way her heels pressed against the pillows and furs, it was just...goddamn.”

Maria logged that information away for further use down the road. 

As he spoke, she noticed that his cock—still hard, fuck! He was such a fucking God—slid out from Natalie’s tight teenage pussy. Cum leaked out after it, the girl practically filled for life after the several loads he had pumped into her. No doubt she would be pregnant for sure, so long as that was what Robert desired.

“I notice you’ve exempted yourself from that hierarchy.”

“Not exempt,” she smiled, taking his cock in her hands. “Merely at the top. Subservient only to you. Isn’t that what you want?”

He nodded. “Very much. But, I also wanted you to cook. Or don’t you remember?”

“Yes, Master, I remember. It was my idea that perhaps my abilities were better spent elsewhere, more of a general, than someone who leads in the field. Doesn’t it turn you on to know that your darling fuckwife never gets her hands dirty unless she has to?”

“It does. But lots of things turn me on. I’ve heard your side,” he said, taking hold of her throat gently, “and I’m overriding it.”

A gentle rush of bliss washed through her as her Master’s change pushed through her body. 

Maria loved cooking. It made her feel whole; made her feel wonderful. Providing her Master with a lovely, delicious meal was a thrill that was eclipsed only by tossing around her magnificently haughty attitude, showing off her body, and pleasing him physically.

Even better was the fact that he had let her know that he had changed it. She could revel in the new obedience even more by knowing that just ten seconds before, her attitude toward cooking had been muted at best. 

A little tear had formed at one flawless emerald eye. Robert sat up, concerned. “Too much?”

She wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled him in for a long, melting kiss. Little tears kept falling down her cheeks. “I just love you so fucking much.”

Maria could feel that the answer pleased him. “I love you too, doll.”

That was the last thing she heard before his hand clamped down on her throat again, hard cock shoving inside her cunt, and her mind blinked off with bliss. 

* * * * * 
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ROBERT DRIFTED BACK awake after a few hours. It was late in the evening outside. Beneath him, Natalie obediently suckled at the thick head of his cock. 

Maria was nuzzled against his bare chest, her body naked save for her glamorous heels. A hot trail of shiny dried cum was visible from her abdomen down past her thighs—she made him gush like nothing else. She had been awake for a while, it seemed like, and when she saw him stirring, her smile was cautious and needy.

“You’ll stay, won’t you? With us?”

Even after all her efforts, Maria was still clearly worried about Robert’s intentions. He felt it even despite all her efforts, all her thrills and planned pleasures. Her life and her happiness was still totally contingent on him remaining as powerful as he ever was...and on owning as many women as possible.

All it would take would be for him to think the thought, and her entire mental processes would change. She would forget all about her desire for more power, forget all about her need to see him mighty and cruel.

And yet, that would take the very best part of her away. That simple, needy arrogance; her unflinching willingness to do whatever she needed to make him the most powerful man around because her own ego wouldn’t let her belong to anyone less. 

He kissed her forehead, heart skipping still at the simplicity of being able to perform such an act to such an unimaginable beauty, which a month ago would have been the most ludicrous fantasy imaginable. 

“Of course, love. You provided a very good case.”

“I just love you so much, Robert. I can’t imagine you going off somewhere...being restrained again. It’s anathema to me.”

He stroked her hair, staring deeply into her eyes—those brilliant emerald eyes that would destroy anyone’s will but his own. “We need to form some kind of plan, though.”

“Plan?”

“For the cops.” He considered. “And for Estelle. I’ve been thinking about her threat to take us over. Why not let her? Put her in charge of it, even, until we meet the COO ourselves. And by that time—”

Maria nodded urgently. “By that time, you’ll be in total control of Estelle! Oh Master, I love it!”

“So.” He drummed his fingers across her hard oblique muscles, taut and perfect. “We invite her to the Sunshine Insurance office. Tonight. Tell her that Joslyn is capitulating totally. Have Joslyn tell her that.”

Maria shoved the dozing Joslyn in the face with her foot. “Do you hear that, girl? Master is honoring your name. Pay attention.”

Joslyn’s eyes immediately snapped open. “Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Master. What’s up?”

But Robert continued talking to Maria, as if Joslyn were beneath his attention entirely. Maria felt her cunt pulse at the gesture. “Joslyn tells Estelle to come over, and then we take Estelle. Then, we convince the cops to do as we say.”

“You could take them too, Master. Luciana wants you. I saw it.”

“We convince them. That’s all.” He frowned. “Maybe just a convincing for Estelle, too. This core group...this is good. I know what to expect from the four of you. Too much and it gets unwieldy.”

Maria took his cock in hand, sliding it with quiet, aching urgency. “You only need to order me, Sire. I can take care of the rest of them for you. I enjoy it.”

Robert smiled. She was more of a harem manager than an office manager, wasn’t she?

“Whatever I say, goes. I just haven’t made up my mind yet.”

Her smile indicated that she was fairly certain she knew how she could convince him. But, then another thought seemed to occur to her.

“I’ve been wondering, Sire...do your powers work on yourself?”

Robert had wondered such things in the past. In fact, he was decently certain that he had already used them on himself. Certainly other men didn’t stay hard after having the cum of their life in a supermodel-class beauty. And they weren’t ready to go with an even bigger load just minutes later. But those changes, if in fact they were changes and not just byproducts of his natural proclivity for being a fuckstud alpha male (in biology, if not quite yet in psychology), were subconscious. 

“Don’t you like me as I am?”

She looked shocked. “Of course I do, Master! Have I ever given you reason to doubt?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Don’t worry about that. You’ve always been complimentary.”

Her smile returned. “My point was merely to point out that if you were a bit taller...then I could wear my tallest heels, and still only come up to your chest. And if you were a bit stronger, then you could probably fuck me against the wall for hours and hours. That’s all.”

She said it in such a way that indicated the thought was a passing one, a mere chance inspiration, and not the guided missile of arousal targeted directly at his kinksets that she knew it to be. Robert knew she knew what she had done, and Maria knew that he knew she knew...but this was the game they played. 

He had her slide up to his body, taking her hand and wrapping it around his cock. Instinctively, she began to stroke. 

“Why, Master, you could make your cock bigger right now and just...make it so big that my little, delicate hand wouldn’t even be able to fit all the way around it. You'd have to change my body to accommodate it...so that I could fuck you better than anyone else could.”

That was too much. As she watched, Robert unleashed on himself, growing his cock in her grip until, indeed, her hand couldn’t even fit all the way around it. 

* * * * *
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FOR A LONG TIME, MARIA had made an intricate, lovely game of seducing men to the point where they would be willing to do anything for her. She was a qualified expert in bringing them right to that special point of blueballs where their judgment evaporated, and any suggestion she had was taken for gospel—and then she could make that state last for months and months, milking their bank accounts dry. 

It was a fabulous game for her, one that made her feel valued and adored without all that stupid bullshit about love and reciprocation with so-called “men” who obviously didn’t deserve even a fraction of her time. 

And now, once Robert entered her life and revealed his Holy Power to her (she capitalized it in her head now, as she did several terms relating to Him), so much of that teasing and seduction made perfect sense. For example, it had given her a hot sports car to drive around, so she looked like a total fuckqueen in her hot body with a hot car to match, unavailable to anyone but the absolute best Man alive. 

For a more pertinent example, she considered as she waited in the Sunshine Insurance Office late that evening, all those designer clothes and thousand-dollar pieces of lingerie that she had made men buy her made perfect sense now. At the time, she bought them because they were expensive and pretty, and she had loved expensive, pretty things.

Now she knew she had them because she was a decoration—a feast for the eyes to be truly enjoyed only by her Master. 

Her outfit was amazing. She wore an expensive green gown with a long scooping neckline layered with priceless emerald stones. It had a wide slit on one side, exposing the entirety of one flawless leg and nearly all the way up to her sopping wet cunt, covered again in emerald-encrusted silk panties. Black diamonds shined on her ears, her wrists, her six-inch tall heels. Her gloves, sparkling green, wrapped all the way up to her elbows. She was a queen, an empress, a goddess, and she very much looked the part. 

All of her countenance, her expression, her attitude bespoke her exclusivity, her arrogance, her ability to be beyond anyone but Robert. 

Estelle strolled through the door thirty minutes after the agreed-upon time. She wore a tight gray pantsuit. Following after her were the still rather dazed-looking of Sheriff Hanson and Deputy Luciana, a smattering of hopeful lust in her eyes.. 

Maria, Robert, and company had arrived an hour before, getting everything ready. The inside of the office was cleared out, like a classroom preparing for a circle discussion. All the cubicles and tables had been pushed away to make room for a wide, open area. If Maria knew anything, it was that presentation was everything. Robert waited in the office, with Natalie obediently slurping his cock, while Maria waited to greet to their guests. 

Natalie had on a gown of her own, sparkling white and dripping with deep flawless diamonds. It was just a little less expensive than Maria's—which was, naturally, the point. Her white leather-gloved hands couldn't make it all the way around Master's cock either, and in fact had a harder time of it than Maria's. 

Estelle eyed Maria up and down, clearly hoping that there was some flaw she could tear down in the woman’s appearance. But even in the extravagant gown, Maria didn’t look whorish. Simply elegant, beautiful, and perfect. 

As always, Maria noted. 

“What’s this all about?” Estelle asked. “Where’s Joslyn? She told me she wanted to settle things for good.”

“I’m right here,” said Joslyn. 

The police and Estelle had approached Maria quickly in the middle of the office, summoned simply by the beauty of her presence. That allowed Quinn and Joslyn to emerge easily from their hiding space behind a rearranged cubicle and lock the front door. Sheriff Hanson’s hand immediately went to his gun.

“You open that door right now, or I draw.”

“Oh, dear,” said Maria, “don’t do that.”

She took Hanson by the sleeve and guided his eyes to hers. With all the power at her disposal, power given to her by her Lord and Master, she focused on bending Hanson to her will completely with her hypnotic gaze. His gun fell to the floor, and his eyes quickly glazed over.

“What are you doing?” said Estelle. “What the hell is happening? Stop looking at her. Deputy, do something!”

But Luciana was transfixed too. Robert had shown himself at the door of Joslyn’s former office, his pants undone and his wet cock hanging out. He crooked a finger and she walked forward, mouth hanging open with drool quickly slobbering down. Joslyn and Quinn snuck up behind her and undid her gunbelt, but the sneaking was hardly necessary. She was totally gone, obsessed now with the sight of the mammoth, mouthwet cock of her newest crush. 

In short order, Luciana was tied to a chair. She only started to squirm when Robert’s cock faded from view, but by that time it was too late. She was tied firm to the chair. A lusty stain appeared on the front of her pants. 

“Miles?” she asked, her thoughts returning to her. “Miles, you have to...you have to stop looking at her!”

She was talking to the sheriff about Maria, of course, and the effortless manner in which the dark-haired succubus had completely entranced Luciana’s husband. He slowly took off all his clothes, leaving himself in his underwear, and then used his own handcuffs to attach himself to the radiator. It was cold outside, and the radiator blaring hot, but he nestled against anyway. It would probably leave a long, vicious burn along his skin.

But all that mattered to him anymore was obeying Maria—and she had no qualms whatsoever about hurting this man who had threatened her God.

“Bring her in with me,” said Robert, pointing at Estelle. 

The terrified businesswoman, realizing suddenly she was in the company of deities, hardly struggled as Quinn and Joslyn hooked her by the arms and dumped her down into the office. Maria strutted forward, hoping to watch, but Robert shut the door on her and everyone else, shoving out Natalie at the same time. 

Maria pouted, but of course she would do nothing to defy him. He was her Master, and he always knew best. 

Besides, sweet man that he was, he had left the window open for her and the other girls to watch. 

* * * * * 
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THEY WERE IN THE OFFICE, alone. He had placed his cock back in his pants, head full of thoughts.

Robert wasn’t sure exactly why he wanted to be alone with her. Perhaps he just wanted some final sounding board—a chance for redemption. A chance to see if this was really the task he was made for. Estelle, ever the savvy negotiator, seemed to sense this innately. 

“Y-you don’t have to do this,” said Estelle. “Not to me. I can leave. Disappear. Be gone, forever.”

“You’ll say something,” he shook his head. “To someone. Word will get out. I can’t allow that.”

“You can allow anything. Anything.” Estelle took several deep breaths. “You’re powerful right? So...so very powerful.” A sheen of lust was very evident on her face. Even in her terror of the realization of what was happening, she could not stop Robert’s pheromones from working their magic on her body. “Show me your power the right way. Show me that you have mercy.”

“I’ve been thinking for a long, long time about this,” he shook his head. “I go back and forth, back and forth. I have these powers, okay? You’ve seen what I can do. Hell, I’m doing it to you right now without even trying. That’s why you’re so turned on by me, aren’t you?”

Estelle’s brow was coated with sweat. She nodded. “Yes.”

Her voice was weak, stuttery. She was a fine looking woman and it was harder and harder for Robert not to notice. All she would need would be a little dose of the “Joslyn” treatment. Not the big tits—let Joslyn keep those unique for a while. But the reversal of the aging process. Adding a little bit of plumpness in all the right places, and tone and firmness everywhere. 

Youth. Beauty. Immortality. He could offer it to Estelle...or he could just make her take it. 

“Why do I have them if not to use them? Why should I be above my nature?”

“Because it’s wrong. You can’t just...just decide what people should live like just because it-it-i-i-it turns you on!”

“Why not? You decide things for people every day. You pay bills, put money in pockets, take money out of other pockets. Politicians sit in big offices and decide our lives without any say-so from us. Men in suits decide what laws get passed and what don’t and there’s nothing anybody can do about any of it. That’s their nature.”

“And that’s wrong too. There has to be...has to be accountability.”

“But not provided by them. You see? You don’t expect them to be accountable.” He smiled. It made Estelle blush deep red. “You expect some other force, some other body to take care of it for them. There’s no incentive for the powerful to stop being powerful. Just because it’s wrong or you think it might not feel good. That’s your fucking problem, isn’t it?”

Estelle gulped. “You sound like you’ve made up your mind already.”

“I tell you what.” He unzipped his pants and drew out his thick, long cock. It was half-hard already and wet with precum. “You don’t want this cock?”

She gulped and shook her head, struggling not to look. But the smell of it got to her, little tendrils of drool slowly leaking out from her lips. 

“You really don’t want this cock?” he said.

She shook her head once more.

“What about now?” 

Robert concentrated, and his cock slowly grew before her eyes. It remained half-hard as before, but its actual girth and length grew nonetheless. His power in action. He enjoyed watching her amazement as it got hard, how big her sea blue eyes became. 

“F-fuck,” she let out a soft little moan. 

“How long has it been since you’ve been fucked properly, Estelle? How long since a man has taken you under his reign and dominated your pussy like you need?”

“Nnh...” 

He concentrated again, and his cock expanded, becoming thicker, longer. And at the same time, the rest of him changed. He was prepared after his speech to expend all of his power—but not on Estelle.

It occurred to him that Maria would want to watch this. He turned to the window and smiled. “I know you’re watching, darling. Come in. I want you to watch me with your mouth on me.”

It was all he had to say. She came in eagerly, crawling toward him with utter worship in her eyes, and in seconds, Maria's incomparable mouth was on his cock, quickly taking all of him down her throat.

“Here it comes,” said Robert, gathering his power.

Like before with the others, his slaves, he formed a picture in his mind of what he wanted to change, the result that he wanted to achieve. It seemed simple now, natural. He wondered why he hadn't done it before. His muscles expanded rapidly, tearing through his shirt as he reformed his entire torso into a marble-hard slab of titanic strength. 

Was this enough?

Maria’s eyes, filled with overwhelmed bliss as she slurped down his hardened oversized cock, tightening her esophagus on his long rod, gave him all the answer he needed. 

More. He deserved more.

Strength filled him. Coursed through him. He rapidly eclipsed seven feet, his biceps easily larger than melons. His deltoids like small boulders. Taking a hold of Maria’s skull, he shifted his features, looking deep into her mind for the picture of the ideal vision of handsomeness. His face remained, but the details were all sharpened—cheekbones just so, his nose regal and strong, his hair just a tad thicker and taller. 

He could feel his cock getting longer still, but her body beneath him adapting to it. She would always, from then on, be the most perfectly suited to his cock, his body, his love. She, the first in everything, his First Slave, his Premiere Servant. Her throat muscles molded to his meat, a period of several swift changes to her insides making her function more efficiently for suckling, swallowing, and serving his cock than she ever would be for consuming food. Which was useful, as her diet was rapidly transformed to only require his cum for nourishment. His precum gushed down into her belly, thick and white and dense like syrup, capable of choking a lesser woman.

But not her. Never her. 

He drove into her mouth, fucking her ever harder and harder, pinning her to the floor with with the force of his motion. He could see, beneath her, where the floor was cracking and breaking, wood tearing upward to reveal the concrete below—and even that was beginning to break and bend. 

But Maria could take it. She reveled in it. Not harmed. Not even bruised—simply exalting in his unstoppable force used on her. As he fucked her mouth, the mouth of his Favorite, he grew in power. And the more he grew in power, the more he exercised that power exclusively on her. 

His control over his own orgasm was complete. Doubt had left him, evaporated like a shadow under the sun of his new understanding. He decided to come, and so he came—a great flood of his supernatural seed emptying out into her belly. It permeated her entire being, sparking a chain reaction of orgasms that would not end for years. Her body was permanently high on bliss, permanently adapted to be riding on waves of orgasm during the entirety of her existence to her Master. 

She deserved such pleasure for showing him what he truly was. 

He slid out from her twitching body, enjoying the sight of her body quivering so from his product. Soon, she would recover—quicker than woman could—and she would be at his side once more. 

But there was more to take care of. Robert approached Estelle, his cock dripping down thick globs of cum that could fill tea cups—and that was what was left over. 

“You really sure you don’t want this cock?”

Her mouth quivered in longing. There weren’t even words left in her lust-overloaded head anymore. 

“Mmhhh!” she moaned. “Nnnnmm!”

“You’ve been a real bitch to my girl Joslyn,” he said. “So I tell you what. I’m going to see how good you can be. If you can handle some of my cum, I’ll let you take the rest.”

Quickly, his hand filled with his cum. With a grin, he wiped it down Estelle’s face, slathering her in it.

She fell to the ground, quaking in orgasm. This is what his cum did now—what he had made his cum do. Robert watched as her body became younger before his eyes—fitter, healthier, bustier. Longer hair, sexier face, everything he liked. A few more shots of his new and improved cum, and she would be everything he knew he deserved in a footstool beneath his royal throne.

“That’s so hot, Master,” Maria moaned.

He smirked at his slavebride, already recovered and sliding against his arm once more. Her hands ran worshipfully up and down his new body, eventually resting on his thick, veiny bicep. She kissed and massaged the perfectly cut muscle, thighs mincing as her body continued to shake with waves of pleasure. 

“So perfect,” she whispered, tracing her fingers along his torso. “So perfect.”

She would have been able to own any country in the world at this point, such was her beauty—such was how he had transformed her. And yet her only allegiance was to her living God. 

The two of them looked at Luciana, still bound right outside the door. She was shaking with lust, her tied hands desperately trying to get to her cunt. 

“Now, you,” Robert said with a grin. 

He broke the chair apart with barely an effort. It was made of solid steel, but it crumbled like rice paper beneath his titanic grip. In seconds he had Luciana's clothes torn off—they were unneeded. She would have to earn the right to wear clothes from now on. 

“I should have known,” Luciana crooned. “I should have known...I should have been worshiping, I should have known...”

Robert kept her hands bound—a mercy. He remembered that she liked that. And even if she didn't, he enjoyed the idea of her liking it, and now Luciana melted inside as his cock approached her bare pussy and her hands remained bound behind her back. 

“I'm so sorry I didn't...” Luciana babbled. “So sorry. So sorry. I'm so sorry, so sorry, so sorry, I'm...oh, oh fuck yes my King yes!”

His cock entered her completely—the massive tip barely fitting inside. With rapid concentration and practiced ease, he changed her as he entered her so that her cunt could handle all of him almost as well as Maria could. 

She was a real looker, that was for certain. And just like with Maria, it was always easier to change the beautiful ones to his liking. She would be a favored girl, a lap girl, someone he fucked on the regular like Natalie. At least, until someone better came around.

Maria slid on Robert's body, taking her usual place. She melded there like hot wax sliding down a candle. 

“Fuck her sir!” Maria cried. 

He knew her cunt hadn’t stopped pounding with blissful orgasms since he’d changed. He had made sure of it, in fact. She would stop cumming when he let her...but her mind would still be intact the entire time. 

If there was anything Robert loved more than anything else, it was hearing all the evil shit that came out of her mouth...and Maria knew it.

“Fuck her, baby,” Maria moaned, watching Robert's cock slide in and out of Luciana's tight cunt. “Oh Master, oh Daddy, fuck her.”

Robert shot her a look, unrestrained lust on his face. 

“You like that, Daddy? What if you were my Daddy? You can make me believe it. You can make me believe anything. Just like you can make Luciana here believe she’s my sister. Maybe an older sister of Natalie and mine? And you fuck all of us because our Daddy deserves his little girls’ cunts whenever he wants. Isn’t that hot, just thinking about it?”

It clearly was. Robert was fucking Luciana harder now than he’d ever fucked anyone—harder, truly, than anyone had ever fucked anyone. If he hadn’t reinforced the Latina's bones and her muscles, she might have been annihilated by now. 

The changes started happening almost without him willing them—but only almost. He wanted to hear that name, that term, from all his girls from now on. A wonderful addition to his nomenclature. He wanted to be every kind of male to them. Every step on the ladder of patriarchy owning their cunts.

“D-daddy!” Luciana moaned, staring up at Robert now with sudden recognition. 

He wasn't, of course. But that was what she believed now. The man above her was the one who had raised her, who was responsible for her creation...and now he was fucking the daylights from her mind. 

“Oh g-god, Daddy, you're so big inside me!” 

He knew he was. Maria's face was full of wicked ecstasy. Her body, holding on to his, meant that the same change that Luciana felt was felt by her as well. 

“Get her pregnant, Daddy!”

“Yes, Daddy!” Luciana moaned. “Oh fuck, Daddy! Daddy Master! My Daddy God please! Please get me preggo please!”

“Breed that little cunt,” Maria urged. “Make her yours. Leave no doubt, Daddy. Breed a fucking litter in her, please!”

All this talk of pregnancy, breeding, it was too much. Robert erupted inside her. His cum filled the tight young cunt of Luciana, spilling outward. He pulled out and grabbed the nearest wet, warm hole—Luciana's mouth, and continued to cum, pouring down her throat like a broken hose. 

His cum went everywhere, covering all of Luciana in a hot white, wet suit of the stuff. It glistened on her skin for several moments—nearly a minute—before finally it began to be absorbed inside of her. As the cum disappeared, Luciana's beauty increased a hundredfold. Her hair longer, breasts bigger and more gravity-defying, legs longer. She truly looked like Natalie and Maria's older sister. 

Finally, Robert, stooped down to his knees, pulling Maria and Luciana close. His long cock was half-hard in front of him, and both girls kissed and admired his muscles while tracing their gentle fingers over the thick surface of his meat. 

Quinn and Joslyn had entered after the fray. Both busty beauties crawled forward, Joslyn taking special care to grind her heels for a little while on Estelle's twitching body. The rival businesswoman was still a little come-and-go after the heavy dose of Robert's cum. He didn't know if she would live or not, and he didn't care. If a woman couldn't survive his touch, his cum, she didn't deserve to live. 

Joslyn and Quinn both tried to make a pass at cleaning Robert's cock. But Natalie made up the ground from behind them, trotting quickly forward in her tiny tight outfit, and pushed them out of the way. Luciana and Maria, smiling at the arrogant gesture, both kicked Joslyn and Quinn back as well, and then all three of his Favorite girls were on their knees before him, arrogant faces haughtily showing off to the other slaves how best to clean Master's cock.

He leaned back and sighed, eventually pulling Maria up so she could watch the other two work. Robert liked hearing her ideas about who should be doing what while he was pleasured. 

* * * * * 
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MARIA LOVED HER LIFE. 

She was the Supreme Queen, the Number One Girl, the First Slave, the Mega Bitch, the Dream Empress, and of course, her favorite title, Master’s Favorite. 

In Robert’s expansive office suite, she sat on his lap as he inspected the latest batch of recruits that had been brought in. Her gloved hand openly stroked his cock. She wore a tight lingerie skirt that didn’t even bother to cover her ass, eagerly attending the brilliant curves of her heart-shaped phenomenon of a behind. The majestic bronze curves of that divine sight were matched only by the rest of her body, similarly clad in smoky dark lingerie with red trim. Tight stockings leading into six-inch heeled platform ballet shoes. Suede gloves with ruby buttons attending her hands, wrists, forearms, and elbows. 

Her bra was encrusted with heavy jewels, the product of an annual fashion company’s runway show that no one was supposed to afford. She now possessed more than fifteen of the dream bras, each of them worth more than a million dollars.

Robert had bought her every one. Money was easy to come by for him. To stretch out his enjoyment, he was only giving them to her a month at a time. This was the third one. She looked spectacular in it, of course—better than any of those models would have or did. 

She had tested it out—some of those models had ended up in Robert’s employ, thanks to a few tactfully planned vacations over the past several months to some beach fronts where they were shooting for their summer swimsuit magazine. Maria and the other models had lingerie contests for Robert’s enjoyment...and Maria always won. Those who made a good showing were placed high in the slave hierarchy.

Her victory was never in doubt; but even if she were to lose, she would adore the thought of someone even better than her (a thought almost blasphemous) of joining with her glorious Master. 

Of course, not a single one of the jewels were as brilliant as her emerald eyes, shining with complete devotion to the God that her Master had become. 

The girls who entered his office had seen Maria on Robert’s lap immediately. He had made no effort to hide his total domination of the beautiful, haughty Goddess. As she stroked his cock, slippery and slow, she cast an arrogant sneer toward the new crop, as if to say, “Surely, you don’t think even all three could be as good to you as I can?”

And Maria knew that her darling Robert did not think such nonsense. She was beyond mere mortal women. She was Master’s Favorite, and no amount of normal women could ever match that.

“Kneel,” said Robert, voice booming. 

Just the sound of his voice was enough to make a hot, sweet little orgasm ripple through Maria’s body. She kissed the side of his face, and when he turned, kissed him full on, whispering soft love notes to him that promised her eternal devotion.

Were she to walk in the street, Maria would be likely to cause traffic accidents on every stretch of the road she strutted besides. If she, god forbid, walked into a dam or a nuclear reactor, there would be a worldwide catastrophe. Her beauty was not just distracting, it was absolute. It commanded.

And Robert absolutely commanded her. 

Sometimes he was her Father. Sometimes he was her Big Brother. Sometimes he was her Husband. Sometimes he made her forget about him altogether, just so she could be taken again for the first time. Every new game they played was more erotic than the last. 

These new girls belonged to Robert and his campaign. They had since they walked into the building downstairs. Their arousal spiked at first, seeing the immodestly dressed interns on the first floor, all beautiful young women. Short skirts and tight tops galore, even for their manager Quinn. As they got on the elevator up, their wills began to erode. 

His presence was fighting a battle in the building that their souls didn’t even know was possible, and it was winning. On the top floor, the population was entirely lingerie-clad beauties, but the three recruits were too turned on to care. Competitiveness between them ramped up—they had to work here! They had to feel this way again—forever! They had to be good enough!

When they entered the office, Maria knew, they realized right away they looked at the man of their dreams. One had been a lesbian. One wasn't even sure she liked sex. It didn’t matter anymore. Nothing mattered except for their new Master's cock. 

The Mayoral election was approaching. He needed fighters. He needed women who would quit at nothing to please him. All three were beautiful, but only one would serve. 

“Make them deserve it...please?” Maria asked, an evil glint in her eye. “Make them each audition for the right to serve you?”

Auditions were standard practice now. Each girl would worship at the temple of their new God's cock. Those found wanting would be alone, forever, knowing they had tasted greatness and never be satisfied with another's touch for all their lives. 

“Come,” Robert beckoned. “Let me touch you and show you the light.”

The women approached the man of their dreams, and though they did not know it yet, they approached their Master, their King, their God, and the rest of their lives. 

Maria continued to stroke him, cooing worship in his ear, urging him to show these new girls just how dominant he could be.

# # #
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Revenge On His Hot Assistants
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Gorgeous women. Three of them. All kneeling in front of Warren, chanting his name in admiration. In worship. 

They wanted him. By god, they all wanted him. 

His body, tall and layered with dense muscle, felt electric. It wasn’t just lust. Of course there was that, as he was going to fuck each and every one of these beauties until they were overflowing with his unprotected seed. But it was more than that—it was power. Pride. Fulfillment. He deserved this. He had earned their adoration.

Their beautiful bodies were encased in tiny lace lingerie. Supple, hot breasts showcased just for his enjoyment. No one else. No one else had earned this—it was just for him. Their eyes were frantic with lust, watching him slowly take off his pants. 

At the moment of the big reveal, the moment they saw his cock, each of them gasped in awe. They had seen it before, of course. But it still amazed them. The size. The thickness, the length, the way it hardened so quickly.

And they thought all of this—they knew all of this to be absolutely true—because he had made them think it. All three of these perfectly gorgeous creatures were absolutely and totally under Warren’s control. He had reshaped their thoughts, reformed their minds, and re-wrapped their every atom until they were living, breathing totems of devotion to his Will. Their pussies would only ever cum for him for the rest of their days.

His cock rose proudly, veins throbbing. Precum slid out, glistening over the head. Each loveslave before him moaned, licking her lips, hoping to be the honored vessel who took the first taste of the day of his cum. 

Warren was born to be a showman. He’d known it since he was very young. 

He was going to give these girls a show they’d never forget. 

* * * * * 
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JUST THIRTY-SIX HOURS before that messy, depraved scene, Warren arrived at his small workshop early in the morning on Monday. The weather outside was cool, and he wore a light jacket over his sweater, hoping it would be enough to keep him warm all through the day. A cold front was expected toward the afternoon, but he had forgotten all about it until he had driven halfway to work.

His focus layered on the incumbent cold to take his mind off the mess of his professional life. He had a show this Saturday, and he was resting all his future on it. 

One big success. That’s all it will take. Just one good house and I can pay down the loan in good faith.

Loans. Pay down the loans.

God, but wasn’t that depressing. His life’s goal—the one thing that would relieve all the stress he felt right now—would to be able to begin to pay down his loans. Not to pay them down completely. Not to be rich, or have a nice house, or to run shows in Vegas and Los Angeles and New York—no, none of that.

Just one big show to pay down the massiveness that was his debt.

His workshop was a small place located at the corner of an industrial district deep in the inner-workings of Alder City. It was not an ideal place for a magician’s workshop, as the placement made commutes long and the trips he needed to make—trips for supplies to rehearse with or use in shows, or lunches with suppliers to lower prices down the line, or drinks with theater owners to maybe get a few points on the house take—were always made longer. And longer trips meant more time away from rehearsal and his ever-more-disagreeable assistants, Belle and Katie.

But, the rent was cheap. The rent was affordable. Or it would be, if Warren had anything closely resembling a living wage from his life’s work as a stage hypnotist and magician.

All around the workshop, then, were factories and distribution warehouses. He regularly had to swerve out of the way of truck drivers as he arrived. The workshop was squat and gray, several cloudy windows dotting the parameter of its surface. 

Directly inside was a small office where nothing ever got done, no matter how he badgered Belle and Katie to work on inventory and dates for shows. At the rear of the first office were two doors. One led to his own office, where he lamented over his deplorable finances. The other led to the workshop area proper, where he and his assistants rehearsed shows in front of an audience of broken assembly-line machines that Warren couldn’t afford to have taken away. 

Surprisingly, Katie and Belle sat in the front office, waiting on him. Usually, they were late.

Belle was a positively gorgeous young woman. Her thick dark hair was tied up in a loose ponytail that slipped down one side of her face. Her hair was dense and soft and shiny, made for gripping during desperate gasps for life in the deepest, hottest, most brutal ruts that a man could imagine. Her face, all cheekbones and bright blue eyes, dripped complete haughty distaste in a fashion that only the most beautiful of women can do. Her body was tight, toned by hours and hours of kickboxing and Pilates (which of course, she dragged Katie to—she had a horrible fear of being alone), and her bust had been “enhanced” some years before when she thought it would help her acting career.

It didn’t, but it certainly caught Warren’s attention. She possessed a whopping pair of 36E tits, enough to catch most men’s interest. He’d desperately tried to fuck her before settling with just having her work for him, and occasionally—shamelessly—hitting on her every day. Over the past five or six months, he’d stopped hitting on her, if only because his lack of good pay had fast eroded any good will Belle once felt for him.

Katie was sort of the opposite of Belle. Friendly, down-to-earth. She looked like a surfer girl, with long dirty blond hair that shimmered as she moved in the early part of the day, but would tangle into thick knots and rope-like braids as the hours of rehearsal stretched on. Her smile was easy, her body sensationally slim, and with a much more modest bust than Belle’s at 34B. The two were dear, good friends, though from time to time Warren got the feeling that Katie would love it if Belle wanted more than that. But Belle was either too firmly heterosexual or—as Warren suspected—to firmly asexual to care. 

It was strange. He’d never encountered someone with so much pure physical beauty and so little sensuality as Belle. Sex was too light and frivolous an activity for her. She was all hard edges and discomfort. 

It was a real shame. He’d have fucked her rotten in an instant—the both of them, really—wife be damned. 

Warren would never admit it—to anyone, ever—but Belle was hired largely because of her similarity in appearance to his wife, Melinda, who in turn looked remarkably similar to his stepsister Joan. There was a whole nest of forbidden, hot taboo lust snakes curled around the roots of Warren’s heart. The thoughts were intimately his, and he would have been lying if he said that Joan’s face did not haunt him in his most private orgasmic thoughts. 

But they were his private orgasmic thoughts, and as no one had ever called him on his choice of wife or assistants—they were positively gorgeous, after all—he rather thought he was getting away with something. 

Besides, he thought often—Joan had dark green eyes. Melinda’s were more light green, and Belle’s were blue. They were all very different.

He had no sooner set his bag on the front office desk than did Belle sit down at the small folding chair across from it, arms crossed. She adjusted her skirt only briefly, not seeming to care overmuch that Warren had started to leer at her tanned legs. Her sweater was unbuttoned by necessity, revealing much of her overflowing cleavage. Behind her, Katie stood like an attendant, wearing tight leather pants and a hoodie that highlighted her slender, fae-like form.

“Katie and I have some concerns.”

Uh oh. He knew what this meant. Namely, that Belle had some concerns. 

He smiled. “I’m always willing to listen to constructive criticism.”

“See, that’s the thing. There’s not a lot to be constructive about. That implies that something can be built again. Salvaged. I don’t think it can. Our take—Katie and I's—from the house has gone down for the past six months.”

“Of course, of course.” He began to drink from his water bottle. “This economy, you know. It’s not doing anyone any favors—”

“And your take has remained steady. I looked at the books.”

He coughed, water sputtering. For the first time since arriving, he noticed (with some embarrassment, a showman was supposed to be attentive, after all) that his office door was ajar. 

“I-I see. Well. You have to understand, my income is the business’s income. What you get paid is derived from a series of equations, and...”

He trailed off. She wasn’t buying it. 

The truth was that the only reason his income had remained steady and theirs had decreased was because if he gave himself less money, then the rent on his apartment with Melinda and the rent for the workshop would have nowhere to come from. He was a magician, it was true, but he couldn’t just make money appear from nothing. Instead, he used the next best thing—loans from the bank. And a few other less reputable sources. 

Belle and Katie’s salary had become token as a matter of course. Warren made exactly zero dollars of actual profit. At least the two of them could get by on what he squeezed from their “revenue” from the loans. If he had his druthers—and what druthers he had—he’d pay the two girls top dollar. They did, he would openly admit, absolutely deserve the very best in pay. Thus far, he’d been lucky to keep them around. Their patience and dedication to his skill humbled him quite a bit.

Or, it had, anyway. Up until a few months ago. Then Belle started getting really nasty. 

“We have a proposition for you, Warren,” said Katie, smiling. “We really think it’s best for everyone.”

“I’m listening.”

Belle squeezed her partner’s arm. Katie looked at her with quick flashes of lust, remembering to correct herself only after a moment.

“Katie has become something of an expert in card tricks,” said Belle.

“I’ve noticed. She’s tremendous. A great asset to our venture.”

“And my illusions are strong enough to carry a show all on their own.”

The standard set-up of their shows was that Katie would do a card trick or two to warm up the crowd. Belle would get them going with a few illusions, usually with Katie as her assistant, and then Warren would come out at the end and wow everyone with his own illusions and then really send it all home with a little hypnotism. Shows were just over an hour.

“Ladies,” he shook his head. “If you think that you can carry this show on yourself, then by all means, feel free to try.”

“That’s exactly what we’re proposing, Warren. We’re done with you.”

He coughed once again. That bluff had worked in the past. He supposed that was the problem with bluffs, though. Short shelf life.

“No matter the problems between us,” he tried again, “I’m sure we can come to some form of restitution. I know that business is on a downturn, but that’s only to be expected. If you’ll just stick with me for a few more shows, I know—”

Belle rapped her knuckles sharply. “We don’t want to work for you anymore, got it?”

“W-what?”

“We don’t like it. We never did. We don’t like the way you leer at our bodies. We don’t like how you make us wear those ridiculous outfits. All those idiotic feathers and sequins. We don’t like how your shows don’t draw. And frankly, Warren, we just don’t care for you.”

Warren had nothing to say in response, and even Belle looked rather surprised at her own vitriol. 

He gathered his dignity.

“There's nothing keeping you here. And no one. You want to go? You can go.”

And so she got up and left, snapping for Katie to follow.

Katie simpered out an apologetic smile. “She was a bit meaner than I would have liked, but we really do apprec—”

From outside, Belle shouted in. “Katie!”

Her car was starting up. Katie's face squirmed.

“Coming!”

The hot, goofy blonde stood up and ran out to catch up with her worse half. Warren was left alone, in the workshop, hands on his forehead, trying to work out what to do next.

* * * * *
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AFTER SOME TIME SITTING in the silence of his workshop, Warren decided finally to go home. Maybe Melinda would have an idea of what to do. Maybe she would even volunteer to work for him again. God, that would be something. He’d been a fan of many women in his time, but on a good day (which was most days for his wife), Melinda put them all to shame. 

Excepting, maybe, Joan. 

There was a race he'd pay to see. 

He pushed those thoughts aside as he got back in his car and began his long drive home. The traffic was light enough, being the middle of the day. 

Despite all evidence to the contrary—all the money he owed, all the women he lusted after—Warren thought himself a rather simple man with a simple enough dream.

Being a stage hypnotist, a performer, was his dream. 

Clean, straightforward. That was it. To do that and make money off of it.

But the crowds—they wanted something else, always. Something more. He made compromises. 

Learn a little magic, he told himself. Just to ease them into the hypnotist act. And he did. Hire a few assistants. Let them do some nice sideshows for a while. Draw them in with a little flagrant tits and ass, and then he could do what he did best.

Do the show in a smaller venue. Work your way up.

Do the show less often. Make them really wait, really anticipate for the show.

All of these compromises were borne from his situation—he ran a show that apparently no one wanted to see—and none of them preceded more success. His patience wore thin. So did his wife’s. 

When he was very young, he had gone to see a stage hypnotist. The Great Santini. He watched Santini every day for two weeks, going back again and again to the show. Watching it work. A funny looking balding man with a large paunch and a penchant for red suits. His suit had frills down the front, like some pirate’s wear. He held a wand, the end of it shiny, and would wave it from one end of a volunteer’s face to another. By the end of the show, he’d have them jumping like rabbits and barking like dogs and bokking like chickens, all the favorites. Hopping on one leg, jumping jacks for the duration, drinking warm butter like it was water. Any old strange thing you could think of, Santini did.

Right away, Warren glommed on to the act. 

All that power—the ability to shape and change a person’s perspective just from swinging a watch or a pendant...it was pure magic.

Of course, later on he learned that was pure charlatanism. There really wasn’t hypnotism that worked on a stage. Real hypnosis—the true power of it—took time and care in an intimate setting over a series of hours-long sessions. And, some years before his stage career started, Warren had worked as a hypnotherapist and helped a number of patients with all kinds of issues. Hypnosis could help with bringing subconscious desires and fears to the light, relieving them of their power. It could help with relief for chronic pain sufferers—particularly those with nerve damage or burns. 

But Warren’s heart was on the stage. 

What happened with stage hypnosis was a curious addition of some actual suggestibility and the power of peer pressure. Not true hypnosis, but the crowd bought it, most of the time, and Warren was able to believe it as well. 

He could pretend his way through the rough parts—enough for the crowd to buy that, at the very least, Warren bought it. 

Maybe that was his problem, he thought, stopping at the light just beyond his house. Too good at putting a happy face on shit. How long had it been since a good show? Months? A year? 

He had met his wife, Melinda, at his first show. He “hypnotized” her into going out on a date with him. By some twist of fate, she’d actually agreed to see him in the bar after the show, and they hit it off. In less than forty-eight hours, she was his new assistant. In less than six months, they’d gotten married. 

She was gorgeous. Dark-haired. Green eyes. A true beauty for the ages, and a natural show-off. She could draw the eye of the crowd like no one else he had seen before or since. She had a background in gymnastics, having trained for the Olympics at one point before running out of money and interest. She  somersaulted and flipped around the stage like it was nothing at all, and in her tight little outfits, the crowd loved it. 

But she tired of the work, always being on the road and being on display. She wanted to go back to school to pursue her engineering degree, and Warren certainly didn’t want to stand in the way of the woman of his dreams following her dreams.

Finally, he drove up into the parking lot outside their small apartment complex. 

Once inside the apartment, he set his bag down on the small side table next to the front door, shaking his head. Melinda was sitting down on the couch, long legs crossed. Her outfit was tight and black, like she was ready for a funeral. She looked, of course, beautiful.

“Hell of a day today.” 

“Warren, we need to talk.”

He didn’t hear her. “God, you won’t believe Belle. Katie. The stones on those girls. You know what they’re asking?”

“We need to talk, Warren.”

For the first time, he noticed how his wife sat. Upright, at attention. A conservatively skirted power suit covering her luscious young frame. 

They had been married five years and had been madly in love for about one and a half. Since then, it had been a long, slow decline. Warren had tried to jump start affection here and there—gifts, vacations. But it was all on the downward bend. Before another word came out of her lusciously formed mouth, lips so effortlessly sweet and soft, every inch of her made for furiously passionate lovemaking and breeding—he already knew what was going to happen. 

This was going to end, and very soon. 

The only thing keeping her with him, this woman he loved, was his stubborn insistence on optimism.

“Certainly,” he said brightly. “Let’s talk. I’d love to talk. Can we talk about how pretty you are? Because man, you are looking great today.”

He saw her struggle not to roll her eyes. 

“We need to talk about us. Our future.”

“So, kids? I’ve been telling you—I’m desperate to have them. I think you’d be a great mom. Heck, I’d even be an okay dad. But—”

This was a horrible sticking point between them. She refused to have children. She said she could never sacrifice her body like that. 

“No, Warren. Not that. I want to talk about your future. Yours and mine. And how it’s separate.”

“Well, each person has their own path. It’s true. But I take a special comfort in knowing that we’ll always be at each other’s side, comforting the other.”

She frowned now. She could see what he was doing. She could see that somehow, inconceivable to her, he knew what was on her mind. He knew that the very idea was an affront to her—that anyone could think of what she thought. Melinda had long thought herself above such trivial things like the notions of other people. To find herself contained by them, and accurately, was remarkable indeed. 

Her beautiful head tilted now. “You and I are through. Can I be clearer than that? We are done. Over.”

Slowly, he started to cough. Buying some time for a response. Trying to think of anything.

Elaborately, he looked at the coffee table between them. “I don’t see any divorce papers.”

“They’re coming. Believe me.”

“I believe you. I also believe I’d love to fix this, if I could.”
“There’s no fixing it, Warren. I’ve got no desire to stay with you. I was angry about it before.” A lie, clearly. She was angry about it now. “But I’m not anymore. I just want to be done with you. You’ve worn me down all the way. I’ve got no patience for you anymore. Your schemes. Your shows. Your ‘next show’ mentality. It has to end. For me, at least. I can’t be part of it.”
He didn’t know what to say, what to do. His head held down. He couldn’t even meet her eyes. 

“Don’t do this. Not now. Please.”

“It has to be now, Warren. It’s all very clear to me what’s happened. You’re a professional liar, and you’ve wrapped me up in your lies. Lies that you’d be successful, that it would turn around. But you’re a farce, Warren. Your whole career. And you’re drowning us in debt. I can’t keep supporting you.”

“We’re right at the turn, Melinda! We’re right there. If you’ll only give me some time—”

“You’re out of time. And I’m out of patience with you.”

He thought for a moment. “Who’s the guy?”

“What?”

“You wouldn’t be so sure about this unless you had some other honeysuckle dripping down your throat. Who’s the guy?

She straightened and then stood up. “That’s none of your business.”

“You are my wife! How is that none of my business?”

Already, she had bags for him next to the door. Just now, he noticed them. He’d have to get more attentive somehow. She pointed at them, her gorgeous body a collection of beautiful curves. 

“Here are your things. You have more, I know. But this should get you through in the meantime. I don't want any of your stupid crap, don't worry. Soon, you’ll be receiving some papers. I’ll arrange an appointment with a lawyer. Then I won’t be your wife anymore, and it really won’t be any of your business.”

* * * * *
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WARREN DIDN'T DRINK all that often, but he felt as if he needed one. A nice stiff one to knock his thoughts back. But he would feel odd going into a bar when it was still light out, and so, in his daze, driving around the city with all his clothes in his trunk, he wandered to a coffee shop named City Grounds. 

It was a small place with a strange layout, like it had used to be the home for a much larger shop. There were multiple rooms, but all connected to a central serving area, and the register where he ordered only looked like one of many possible places to catch a barista's attention.

There was only one barista on duty. Alder City did not have a lot of downtown traffic these days.

The barista was petite, busty, and redheaded. Her scowl looked permanent. 

“What are you doing here?”

He wished he could answer that question in any real satisfactory way.

“Coffee, please.”

She sighed for five full seconds. “You want cream?”

“Uh, I'm not—“

He was going to say “not sure,” but the barista was already gone.

“Whatever. Here you go.”

The barista slammed the coffee down. Some spilled over the top. Warren frowned, tugging out his wallet. It was possible, he thought, that she was having as bad a day as him, but her expression seemed far too sullen for it to be a transitional occurrence. 

Suddenly, he felt a dark presence behind himself. 

“Hey.”

A hand came down hard on his shoulder, shoving him away from the counter. His coffee spilled everywhere. Warren tried to gain his bearings, limbs flailing wildly, but whoever held him knocked him into the side exit door and then tumbled him out into the alley outside.

It was Larry, the loan shark.

Warren’s coffee had spilled everywhere, all over his pants. 

“Fuck!”

“Hello, Warren. Where's my money?”

Larry was a large man. Wide. Not very tall, but made up for it with nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of bulk. He had on a leather jacket, his dark beard groomed neatly.

Warren pushed out a smile. “Uh, well, Larry, that's interesting—“

Larry shoved him again, pushing him against the alleyway dumpster.

“I've been asking around town. And you know what I found out? You owe a lot of people. So, nice guy that I am, I bought up all your debt.”

“Y-you did?” Warren cracked out a smile. “Hey, that's great, Larry. So...oh.”

Now, he owed Larry all that money. Larry, who broke legs for a living. Larry, who Warren had met by distracting a cop while Larry hid a gun in a gutter some months before.

“That's right. And it's come to my attention that you've got a show coming up. Right?”

“Yeah. That's what the money is for. So it's just—”

“I get the take.”

“The take? What take?”

“The house. I get all the take from the house.”

The ticket money from the show that Warren depended on to start his life over. That take. And even if Larry was paid, that wouldn't save Warren from the banks. He wasn't sure which was worse.
“A-all of it?”
“All of it.”

“Can’t I just pay you? I have...”

He didn’t have anything, though.

“Nothing?” guessed Larry. He laughed. “Thought so. Yeah, you got nothing. So you’re gonna give me the take. All of it. And if it don’t fill my coffers, guess what I’m gonna take?”

“A nice walk?”

Larry smiled. “Ah, you’re a funny guy. Funny guy. Guess what, Funny Guy? I’m gonna take your car. I’m gonna take your stupid little workshop. We’re gonna burn it down and collect the insurance if we have to. Then I’m gonna take your house. I’m gonna burn that down too. I’m gonna take your wife, and have her give up everything she’s got. And if I still don’t have my money, plus interest, I’m gonna kill you. How’s that?”

Warren held up a shaky thumb. “You got it, boss.”

Larry shoved him a final time, tossing him hard into the dumpster, leaving Warren bruised and aching on the ground. 

* * * * * 
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BLIND OPTIMISM, ONCE the only way that Warren moved from one day to the next, had become strangely able to see. And in its clarity, slowly morphed into pessimism. 

His luck had seemingly devolved down into only two forms—bad and worse—and the one place he could think of to go to was not pleasant in the slightest. Even in his brightest, most optimistic form, all Warren could imagine was, “perhaps they won’t shit on me that much when they hear about the day I’ve had?”

There were not many places Warren could think of to go. Any hotel would want to check his credit cards—all of which, of course, were maxed out. He had no real friends in the area. There were work friends, of course—the theater owners and suppliers who he wined and dined so regularly—but to be with them he’d have to tell them the truth about his situation. And he couldn’t bear to let his professional contacts know anything about that. If nothing else, he was scared that they might smell which way the fire was burning and abandon ship along with everyone else. 

And so, there was always Joan. It wasn’t a good resort, but it was the last one he had. 

Joan was his stepsister. They had grown up together from a very young age when his loveless mother and her loveless father somehow decided to enter into a loveless marriage and lovelessly raise two children. 

His sister—always, as far as he could remember—hated him. She blamed him for her own father’s issues with running a family well, and somehow even managed to take his mother’s side against Warren as well. 

Joan might say something like: Who could blame her for being a shell of a woman when you robbed her of everything good she once had? 

Or something to that effect, at any rate. 
Joan ran a local feminist literary journal. Her partner, Edith, helped her run it. It was a small journal and Joan only made a living from it due to the generous donations she received from philanthropists across the region. Every year, she had to suck up her ego and go suck the dicks—figuratively, of course—of every rich high-hat in the quad-state area. 
Joan and Edith had met at college. They traded through a veritable of army of lovers in their lesbian circles, as college lesbians are oft to do, and eventually decided they liked one another best. Warren got the distinct impression that Joan loved Edith because it had been Edith who had laughed the loudest when Warren invited Joan and all her friends to one of his earlier shows. 

As far as he knew, Joan and Else had wanted to get married for years. The only reason they hadn’t was because of the state laws on the matter.

She lived in the inside of Alder City, on the opposite side of his own small place. Her house was a tall two-story that she owned, a fact which she never failed to mention to him in all her visits to his workplace or home, which were few. 

Shoulders drawn up close to his chest in an unconscious pre-protective stance, he knocked the door.

Joan’s gorgeous face was lit up with glee as she saw him, originally, and then slowly the glee faded into cool, joy-abandoned steel. 

“What are you doing here? I’m expecting guests.”

This, the response from the sister whom he had not seen in more than two months.

“It’s nice to see you too, Joan. May I come inside?”

She made a face. “I guess? But you can’t...don’t eat anything. Or touch anything.”

She walked inside. Warren struggled not to have his heart race as Joan's choice of wardrobe for the evening—a tight black cocktail dress that dipped deep into the well of her cleavage. She looked phenomenal. Sexy stockings led down into tall, red heels, and Warren was assaulted with oft-fought thoughts of holding his sister and kissing her thoroughly. 

Inside, the house smelled brilliantly of baked bread and fresh cheese. There were a great many wine bottles chilling in a great many ice buckets on different tables and at different stations throughout. 

God, thought Warren. And it’s only a Monday. 

“Is that Carlton?” Edith called. “I’ve been waiting to tell him that hilarious horse story. You know the one, where—” she stepped out into full view. 

Blonde and voluptuous, Edith was a walking pin-up model if ever there was one. Warren had cum thinking about her more than once. About her and Joan, together. Watching them kiss was like witnessing a star explode. Impossible to turn away. Easy to burn up inside of. She wore tight white leggings and a trendy leather jacket, tall golden strappy heels on her feet. 

“What’s he doing here?” Edith asked, raising one lip in a long sneer. 

All day with this. Desperate for an end to the judgment, to the dislike, he turned back to Joan. 

“I need a place to stay, Joan.” 

“Of course you do. Do you need ten thousand dollars in the meantime?”

“Sure,” said Edith, giggling. “Or maybe we could just buy a house for him. How about that?”

Joan’s eyes lit up, clearly enjoying Edith’s enthusiasm. “Yeah, how about that, big bro? You want us to give you a house, too? I mean, we’ve just got all this charity sitting around. You might as well have some of it.”

Venom. Pure venom, right away.

“You two aren’t being fair. You’re not even...you won’t even hear me and I just got here.”

“What’s to hear, Warren? You’re ruining my dinner party and it hasn’t even started yet.” She put her hands at her well-formed hips “Well? What is it? Tell me what you need, go on. Money? Time? You want me to tell my friend about your pathetic shows where you humiliate women and make those poor ex-models dress up like idiots in sequins and feathers?”

“The feathers...they’re for the show. Why does everyone hate the feathers?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” He swiped one hand down his face. “Melinda left me, all right? And the assistants quit. And I’m just...I’m in this sea of debt, and it’s all gone wrong. All of it. I’ve got nothing to show for myself. Not a damn thing. And you’re the only person in the world I know, okay? The only one. I came to you because I’m hurting. And you’re family. And I need you. I just need a place to stay until I sort all this out.”

Joan and Edith exchanged a look. Edith gave a little shrug and then a look, as if to say, Gosh. Maybe he deserves a break?

“If he stayed in the back during the party...” Edith began.

Warren latched on to it. One wild hope for human connection today. Human kindness. “Yes.” He clapped his hands. “Absolutely. The back. I’ll even hide my car down the street. You’ll never hear a peep from me. Just one night. Please?”

He had taken Joan’s hands into his own, pressing them together. 

But an evil little smile arrived on Joan’s face. She stepped away, shaking her head no.

“You have to go, Warren. This is my house, and you’re not welcome in it.”

His heart sank to the floor. Past it. 

“Please. Joan, really. I’m begging you. This isn’t a time for...for cruel jokes. I need you. I really do.”

“I’m sorry, Warren. But I’m not sorry. I’ve never wanted you in my life. Now, splayed out at my feet, is a perfectly good chance to show you that for a fact. Maybe now I won’t have to suffer any of your ridiculously stupid life any longer.”

Somehow—and Warren wasn’t sure how—he ended up outside. Had they tossed him out? Had he left of his own accord? His mind felt like it was skipping time. He only bothered to move from their walk when he noticed guests arriving.

He’d have to stay out of their way, yes. Or else Joan would be angry with him.

Warren stumbled. He felt drunk from isolation. All ties to the world lost. Eventually he made it back to his car. 

Down the road there was a pharmacy with a large parking lot. He could drive in there and sleep for a while.

* * * * *
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THE MOST MORNING HE woke with purpose. Simple enough. He had next-to-no possessions, and his wife was set to take all he had, no matter what she might have said. The only thing to do was to sell whatever he could before she got a mind to take the clothes off his back and the stuff in his car as well.

He drove over to his workshop and began to stuff it full of what supplies he thought might fetch a fair price. 

Alder City was a small city, but a city nonetheless. It had a population of just over a hundred thousand people. The winters were cold and the summers hot, and in between the months fluctuated between warm and cool. It was fall now, and being fall, all the women had started to wear fetching tights and sexy tall boots, and Warren could not help but wish he had known this was all coming. He would have given Melinda more to be angry about. An affair right now would be a hell of a thing—any human kindness at all.

Certainly, a partner who wasn’t bringing in money wasn’t doing their fair share. But it was a good partner’s duty to stand by someone through the thickness of poverty, wasn’t it? The lean times of struggle, when nothing felt like it was going to end well. By god, if you could depend on one thing, wasn’t that it? Wasn’t it marriage?

Marriage, he thought, or family. At least Joan couldn’t divorce him. Last night, though, she had done all but that. He did not know when, if ever, he would be able to work up his will to talk to his beautiful sister and her delectably shapely lover again. 

God, even now, knowing what they had done to him—all of these women—he could not help but find them furiously attractive. His curse was to want beautiful things around him.

Maybe that was the problem. Maybe he objectified them all too much. Forgot about what they wanted. Put himself first. 

But, dammit, if only they’d worked with him some, given him just a little more time, maybe he’d have been able to really, truly get himself off his feet. Then he’d treat them however they wanted. However they needed. 

And dammit, didn’t he support Melinda in getting her degree? Her job at that firm downtown? And where had it gotten him?

She was probably sucking off some fucking architect right now. The thought made him sick to his stomach. 

From his workshop he managed to gather a number of possible supplies to sell. There was always gadgetry and machinery to have as an illusionist. He had a printer, two computers, office furniture and filing cabinets. He had all manner of wiring and gears. Several dozen books on the craft of magic. 

He stopped in front of the white room. God, how much had he sunk into that? And never being able to make it work. Not truly.

The white room was an experiment of his back when he still moonlighted as a hypnotherapist. 

The subconscious was like a swamp full of mines. If it didn’t suck you in and cover over your life, it would blow you to bits. No one was safe from it, not really. Everyone acted on subconscious impulses. Warren knew that he did, even. He knew that his obsession with his sister—no matter how much he denied it—was part of some desire to feel some form of feminine love in his life after his mother steadfastly refused to show him any. 

And there had been a time, a very brief time in his childhood, when he and Joan were close. Some part of him clung to that, trying forever after to recreate that blind, simplified liking that just appreciated someone else for being nearby during a struggle.

Anyway. Everyone had their own problems. Warren tried to remind himself of that. To absolve his guilty feelings, perhaps, of never quite being able to convince his sister that he was worth her time. If only he had somehow been good enough—

No. Down that road was madness, he knew. Her displeasure with him was her problem. As was Belle’s. As was Melinda’s.

But damn. If one person wanted you out of their life, then that person was just disagreeable. If every person wanted you out of their lives, though...

Maybe it was all bad timing. God, what he would do for a round in the white room right then. It was too bad he didn’t trust anyone but himself to operate it. 

He opened the door. Inside the air was sterile, flat. The assistants didn’t know about it, he was almost sure. Not even Melinda did. 

The idea was that if you could empty someone’s mind completely, then you could relieve them of all that subconscious junk that stuck with them from childhood. Disarm all the mines. Clear away all the gunk. Leave only a simple, easily crossable grassy plain full of life and light. 

But it worked...well. It worked a little too well. He’d put one woman in it for an hour, and she couldn’t remember her name or how she had gotten there for more than six. And afterward, she showed no signs of improvement. No response to any triggers or suggestions that Warren implemented. 

He'd always thought if he increased the frequencies slightly, he could have really produced some interesting results, but it was, frankly, too much to experiment with. A person's mind was at stake. He couldn't just wipe someone out and reprogram them.

After that—his trial run, his first attempt—he gave it up. Oh sure, he still tinkered with it from time to time. Changing the frequencies, altering the notes, experimenting with different intonations and trance patterns. But he never put another human in there.

It wasn’t that the woman had minded. God, no. She had actually loved it. All that empty space in her head was a major stress reliever. But she hadn’t remembered that she’d already paid him. She hadn’t remembered her terrible mood before arriving. She hadn’t remembered that her children had needed someone to pick them up from their football game; her cell phone had seventeen frantic messages waiting on it when she was done.

It was too powerful a tool. It worked in dynamite when all Warren had been looking for was a chisel. 

So he put it away. 

Maybe this was an opportunity, he thought mildly. To bring it back.

No. Best not. He was in enough trouble as it was. 

An hour of packing and stuffing his car later, he drove into the pawn shop down the street. Across the way was a grocery store where someone was shot every few months. It was a heavily afflicted part of town, and Belle had always told him she never felt safe walking around. She was too pretty to be seen in such an area without a gun in her purse or a big, massive hulk at her side keeping her steady. Warren was fairly muscular, and kept in regular shape, but he didn’t think he was the hulk she was speaking of. 

Inside, the shop seemed more like antique store than pawn shop. There were a great many chairs everywhere, chairs and tables, all of them overfull with trinkets and baubles, figurines and small signs with sardonic sayings like “A Happy Wife is a Wife Drinking Wine.”
Behind the desk was a tall, woman with jet black hair and with gorgeously caramel-colored skin. She was hunched over on the desk, poring over some sort of record with a red pen in her hands. Her hair fell in a delicious mound to one side of her face, highlighting the statuesque nature of her beautiful face. For a moment after entering, Warren just stared at her. She was like some ancient Egyptian goddess of lust. Her lips pouting just so in her confusion as she looked at her documents.
Eventually though, he approached the desk, knocking it softly. The woman rose up, as if from a deep sleep even though her eyes had been open. 

“Hi.” She shook her head, appearing perhaps to shake away the problems she had been working at. “Sorry. Hi. I'm Tasia. Welcome. Please, have a look around.”

“Actually,” said Warren, “I’m more interested in selling.”

“Selling? Oh, no.” She shook her head. “No, no. We can’t take anymore inventory right now. None at all, I’m sorry.”

“Really?”

He looked around. Most of what was there looked like it had just come in, no dust on it at all and all unsorted, which implied to him that there was a great deal of traffic happening.

“Really. We’re...I mean, I am going out of business. Sort of. I mean, not going out? Not like, we failed? Or I failed? But just...done. Giving up the shop. So I can’t possibly take any more. I’m sorry.”

“What happened?”

Warren was curious now. Perhaps it was just because she was so beautiful when she talked.

“My husband.” Her face contorted. “He died. He ran the shop. He was going to convert it into an antique shop. You know the kind. With the bookstore doing so well up a few blocks, East Side Pages? We thought we would try to emulate their success a little bit. Gentrify, all that. Get out of the pawn store game. But I was...I am a student. And I just don’t have time to run a shop. I don’t know the first thing about it.”

She smiled self-indulgently, as if suddenly realizing how much of herself she had revealed. Warren smiled back, showing an appropriate amount of concern.

“That’s too bad about your husband. I’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “It was sudden. He didn’t feel a thing. Don’t worry yourself.”

Warren turned and looked at the shop. “God, you know, I’ve only just come in here the first time, and now you’re leaving.” He laughed. “It was the one thing I had thought worked out for me. My workshop is just up the road. I’m clearing it out.”

“Another business closing?”

“Sort of. I had a falling out with...everyone, really.”

But he wasn’t truly paying attention to the conversation anymore. There was a watch on the table across from the beautiful shopkeep, hanging down from a jewelry stand. Swaying just slightly, catching the eye. It was a gunmetal gray except for the deep silver trim across its edges. A beautiful piece. There was a sun engraved on one side, with an eye inside the shape of the sun.

“My husband,” he heard the shopkeep say. “He bought all this stuff from some vendor. It just arrived yesterday. But I can’t find out the name of it for the life of me. Nobody stayed behind to help me load it in. It was just there in the loading bay all of a sudden.”

He approached the watch, lifting it up slightly.

“How much for this?”

Her steps were light, barely there. Tall as she was, she was slender, too. Her blouse clung to her tiny waist like spandex. Her denim pants were so tiny they fit like tights. Her panties were visible just over the edge of her belt line.

“I’m not sure,” she reached over his shoulder, trying to touch it. 

For whatever reason, the thought of her touching the watch at the same time as he filled him with fury. He couldn’t allow it. He wouldn’t. It was inhuman, abomination. He spun away from her, gripping the watch tight by the chain. As he did, a great, blinding light flashed outward from the watch as it swirled through the air. 

“Just back up and let me have a look, all right?”

She nodded slow, turning dumbly and striding back into the counter. She bumped it several times, unable to work her way around. It was only after looking up again that Warren noticed she was actually walking backward. 

Odd.

“Hey,” he said. “You don’t have to get snotty about everything.”

Her face was distant, serene. “Don’t get snotty. 'Bout everything.”

“I’m...I’m serious,” he said. “You don’t have to joke.”

“So serious.” She sighed contentedly. Her demeanor entirely shifted from the hunched, stress-balled form he had just seen her as—now her posture was relaxed. Laid back. Almost...empty. “Won’t joke. Okay.”

Her smile was languid. Blissful, almost.

“Holy shit,” said Warren, looking at the watch in his hands.

It couldn’t be. Could it...could it really be?

“Jump on one foot,” he tried.

She did. Her heavy tits bounced merrily.

God in heaven.

“Smile. With teeth. Like you’re posing for a picture.”

She tossed her hair back and smiled wide, her eyes flashing glee at some invisible camera.

His cock pulsed against his jeans. This was a discovery, he thought dumbly. This was...this was the discovery of a hundred lifetimes.

The door rang—another customer walked in. An old woman. Luckily, somehow, she was distracted by some piece right in front of the door. A plate, he thought.

Quickly, Warren stuffed the watch into one pocket and then moved Tasia back into the small office behind the counter. Her face had started to smile less, her movements less and less easy to coerce.

He stepped back out, a smile on his face. The customer in question was a small old woman, perusing calmly between the aisles.

“I’m terribly sorry, ma’am, but we have to close.”

“Close?” she looked around. “It’s the middle of the day.”

“I know!” He smiled amiably, nervously. Part of the act. “It’s a shame, isn’t it? But I’m the only one who works here, and I’ve just gotten a call about a family emergency.”

“I’ll only be a moment,” said the woman, returning to her browsing. “You know, you can just leave me here. I can lock up. I won’t take anything, my boy.”

“Ma’am.” Warren’s voice gathered a hard edge. “You have to leave. Now. Please.”

The old woman huffed. Her hands and arms gathered around her side like she held groceries.

“No reason to become indecent about it.”

He pushed the door open. “All the same.”

“You can bet I won’t be coming back here! And I won’t be recommending it to my friends, either! They buy this sort of thing!”

“Good afternoon, ma’am.”

He closed the door and locked it tight.

* * * * *
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THE SHOPKEEP WAS STILL in trance in the back, if not quite as adamantly so as before. It seemed as though allowing her to relax and just feel what she felt was a good way to let the trance—if that’s indeed what it was—last longer. 

The office was small. Long rows of binders—presumably full of accounting and inventory records—filled one wall. On the back wall, on a shelf, were pictures of the shopkeep with her husband and their dog. Several of the photos had been turned down or pushed away. He took a moment and turned the rest down. Nothing and no one looking at him now. He wanted no witnesses. 

Finally he sat down in front of the shopkeep. They were both in front of a hard, old oak desk that looked much like an antique itself. Her face was gorgeous and he had to resist the urge to kiss her as she smiled so serenely.

“Tasia,” he said. “I want you to tell me what you’re feeling.”

Slowly, she stretched her neck, laughing softly.

“Calm. Warmth. Trust.”

“Good. That’s so good.”

“Yes. Good.”

“I want you to unbutton your top, Tasia.”

It was a thin, blue blouse. Her tits hung heavy in it. They looked gorgeous from the outside. He wanted to see what color her bra was. And more than that, if she did that, then she would definitely be completely hypnotized. Somehow. He could figure out the mechanics later.

“Un...button?” Her hands came to her shirt. She fiddled with the top button, fingers sliding over one another in doubt. “But...” She shook her head. “No. I don’t...want to.”

Warren felt panic shuddering through his body. Stomach knotting up. Palms sweating. She was coming out of the trance, and fast. But...why? What was different? 

He reached into his pocket and held onto the watch. 

The watch! Yes! Something with that, of course.

“How did...how did we get back here?” she asked. Gaze clearing. “Why are you in my office?”

Her head was in her hands, rubbing as if she had some tension headache. 

He traced back his steps. He had told her to back off. He’d told her to calm down and relax, to go into the office.

“I think you should calm down,” he said, posturing with the watch in front of her face.
“What?” Her look was harsh. “Don’t you tell me to calm down. You’re in my office. Why are you holding that? Do you want to pay for it? You better. I’m going to call...someone.”
“Wait!”

As she reached for the phone on her desk, he did too, and the watch dangled down from his hand. It swung from side to side, and the dark beauty’s eyes flashed with vibrant, filling light. Slowly, she stopped. Transfixed now by the easy pendulum motion of the watch.

It was the swing, he thought triumphantly. The swinging motion was the key. Of course. Just like an act. How had he missed that?

“Sit back. Relax.”

“Yes,” said Tasia. “All right.”

Warren licked his lips. Everything about her, ripe for the taking. Just waiting for his will. God, what a feeling!

“You’re going to be very attentive now, and very open-minded. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

How deep was she, truly? He had to know.

“You should say ‘Sir’ when you address me, Tasia. It’s only natural. It’s a sign of respect. And you respect me deeply.”

“Yes, Sir. I respect you deeply.”

Her voice eminently calm. Almost a monotone except for the soft, breathy pleasure in every syllable. 

“Every time you call me Sir, you’ll feel yourself respecting me more and more. More than anyone you can recall. You know that my authority is right and good.”

“Right and good. Yes, Sir. I respect you so very, very much.”

If he gave her a chance to respond, or indicated that he wanted a response, she would respond. Interesting. But what if he just wanted to actually trance her—like he had tranced all those patients of his before? Would she be able to sit through a full induction?

“I want you to imagine yourself in a house, Tasia. You don’t need to talk for this unless I ask you for a response. You just need to listen and obey. Respecting my voice. Following my voice. Everything I’m saying, you’re seeing and feeling. It’s all so very real. You’re in a house—your house. You’re alone there, even though you can hear my voice. And you trust my voice. The house is furnished with all your thoughts. All your worries. All your stresses and responsibilities. They take the form of regular objects, but you know them for what they are. Can you see it?”

“Yes.”

His cock was hard. Why was his cock hard?

Because you can make this beautiful woman beg to fuck you until the day she dies, stupid.

Oh. Right.

A real induction didn't work like this, of course. It took repetition, calming sounds, the right environment, deep trust in the hypnotherapist, and lots and lots of emphasis on relaxation. It took years of practice and hours in sessions to get as deep as Tasia had gone in an instant. And all because of the watch. 

“You’re going to stuff each object in a box outside the house, Tasia. Each and every object. All your stress from work. All your stress from driving. All your stress from living. All your stress from your husband’s death. It all goes in the box outside. Each and every last object. Everything on the walls. Every bit of carpet. Every last piece of furniture. Is it there?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now I want you to watch the box. It’s a void, can you see that? Outside your house, your mind, there’s only a void. Black. Empty. And you can see the box fly away, farther and farther gone, until it blips into nothingness. All gone. All that stress. Totally, irrevocably, gone forever. Isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir” she moaned.

He reached forward and felt her shoulders, her thighs. There was no tension in them whatsoever. No stress. No effort.

“Who do you have to thank for that, Tasia?”

“You, Sir.”

“That’s right. I relieved you of all your problems. Now, I want you to look back into the house. There’s new furnishings, now. Better ones. Better pictures on the walls, of you and me together. You can see them. Better plates in the kitchen. Better carpet on the floors. Better paint on the walls. You can see it all. And it’s all better because it’s made from obedience to my Will. It’s formed from the pleasure of knowing my thoughts, knowing my wants, doing what I say. Doesn’t that make perfect sense, Tasia?”

She licked her lips slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Pick up a vase, there on the counter. Can you feel how it’s made from obedience? Pleasure? Can you feel how it’s crafted at the atomic level from the sick, hot, perfect thrill you get when you suck my cock and take my cum into your stomach?”

What the fuck was he doing? Why couldn't he stop himself? His cock was in his hands now. One hand stroking, one hand swinging the watch. He was so furiously turned on. Precum shot out, sliding over his cockhead and lubricating his strokes.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Put the vase down. Sit down in the couch. Lay back. It’s made from knowing I am your Master. This is an entire room in your house, as a matter of fact. Knowing that I am your Master. That you are my slave. That you can never disobey me. You can never leave me. You will never hurt me or make me sad. You will do everything in your power to surround me in pleasure at all times, won’t you Tasia?”

“Yes, Master.”

He took her hand and wrapped it around his exposed cock. “Do you feel that, Tasia? Do you feel how hard I am for you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“This is the foundation of your house. Your mind. Your thoughts. Your will. It is my cock, and my cock alone. No one else’s. Ever. Not before or after this moment have you or will you desire another cock in your life. This is it. This is the only. The one and only cock that you need, that you worship, that you love with your entire heart. It makes you so deliriously happy to know this. To understand this. It fills your heart with joy. Isn’t that right?”

She choked back a joyous sob, her smile permanent. “Y-Yes, Master!”

He stopped swinging the watch now, putting it back in his pocket. Tasia stroked him slow, her face empty of all thought, all purpose except for her new Master's.

“Make me cum, Tasia. Make me cum like the good little servant you are.”

Her hand worked up and down fast, faster, faster. He was so close already. 

Pleasure thrummed through his body. He was going to explode. “Fuck...fucking...suck me off. Suck it down, Tasia. Suck down my cum.”

“Y-yesss, Master!” 

Her mouth wrapped around his throbbing, squirting shaft, taking hot spurts of his precious jizz across her face before finally slurping down completely on his shaft.

Come down from the high of arousal and power, he saw Tasia in front of him for what seemed like the first time.

The worship in her eyes. The open, heavy arousal. 

Slowly, he raised up the watch, about to hypnotize her again. To undo all of it. He’d gone too far. All that stuff about obeying only him, never leaving him...god, he was as transparent as could be. 

But she stopped him, licking her lips as she looked at the watch.

“You want to give it to me again, Master?”

Her beautiful, silky voice was an indulgence. One he never wanted to let go of.

“I...no.” He shook his head. “No, I suppose I don’t.”

“What’s next, Master?”

The question terrified him. Like he had found a bag full of millions of dollars in the middle of a war torn country. There was nothing but possibility in front of him, when less than an hour before he’d had nothing. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, HE RETURNED to City Grounds. It was deserted. It was just after lunch, and everyone had returned to their jobs. There was only one other patron, and he was passed out—a drunk probably—with his earphones over his head, leaning hard against the window. 

He’d told Tasia to return all his things to his workshop, giving her the address and a key. And then he’d taken her car—which he now knew was his car, whether he had intended that or not—and drove to clear his head.

With Tasia, his boner got the best of him. It made him go deeper, farther, harder than he would have thought to do in the first place.

But did Warren have to go that far? He had to investigate. He’d been given the keys to the entire kingdom of pussy. 

And yes, it was pussy on his mind. Pussy and money. He could have both. As much as he wanted. There was little standing in his way. He’d just have to make sure he was discreet. Quiet. 

And then he’d take his life back, one woman at a time. What would Joan think, he thought with a cruel smile, once he transformed her into his perfect little French maid? Maybe he’d give her some trigger word to let her know what was what. Who would be kicking who out of who’s life then? 

God, to see that beautiful face of hers beg...

But. Experiments first. Make sure. One experiment was just being out and away from Tasia for this long. He’d had to make sure that his influence could last on her. Every twenty minutes, she texted him on his cellphone.

His phone buzzed, right on time: 

I love you, Master. You’re my Everything.

And he didn’t have to text back a thing. That was power. The ability to ignore social convention? Oh yes, power indeed. 

At the counter of the coffee shop was the same barista from yesterday.

“Empty,” he said.

“Yeah,” she nodded, shrugging. “Boss is on break for an hour. It’s just me and the coffee, basically.”

Fuck, but she was cute. Short red hair and a freckled face. A sort of girl-next-door type. The kind of deliciously lovely girl who would be best friends with Warren, but never truly want to bang him. He always attracted a darker, more virulently sexual kind of woman. The sort who wanted to fuck him as much as she wanted to fuck him over. It was a tight tug of war, and for the most part, he liked that.

Before seeing the barista, Warren wasn't sure exactly why he was here. But now he knew. He was a slave to his subconscious—and soon, this girl would be too.

He ordered his coffee and asked her to bring it to him when it was ready. She huffed and agreed. Apparently, she had no recollection of seeing him the day before. He found a seat near the back, away from the front door and any windows. There was a back room with several card tables. The coffee shop hosted board game nights from time to time. 

She arrived with the coffee after a few minutes. 

“Anything else?”

With the implicit caveat in her tone—there better not be.

“Oh, yes. Let me tip you.”

Her face lit up for a moment, and he pulled out the watch from his pocket.

Instantly, her face slackened. He led her down to the seat and slowly began to massage her palm with his fingers, still swaying the watch all the while.

Blunt force. That was the method here.

“You’re desperate to suck my cock. Truly, completely desperate. You can’t explain it, but you don’t care. You know that, unless you suck me off and swallow every last drop of my cum, you’re going to go insane. It turns you on more than you can comprehend. You know you’ll only need to do it once to be satisfied forever. For the rest of your life. Your body is on fire with lust right now just imagining it. Your pussy dripping. Your nipples growing ever more erect. Your mouth salivating. Needing it. You need—absolutely need—to cum. You’re starving for it, like you would be starving for food after not eating for two days straight. You know the only way you’ll ever cum again, just for now, is if you suck my cock. You don’t much care if I say yes or no. You know you’ll have to take it even if I won’t let you. The second I snap my fingers, you’re going to be fully aware of all of this, but you won’t remember my watch or question why you feel this way. When I snap my fingers afterward, you'll forget about everything we did.”

Smiling, Warren tucked the watch away. Her face followed it, pouting just slightly as it disappeared into his jacket. Then, he snapped his fingers. 

The barista’s eyes lit up slowly. Embers of lust heating and then blazing hard. 

“Hi.” She said, pushing the table over. It spread out into the dining area, knocking over a few other chairs. “Hi. Hi. I’m...hi.”

She was between his legs now. Her hands sliding up and over his thighs. She took in a deep, sucking breath, eyes wild.

“I need to...I need...I n-need...”

She was having trouble speaking without drooling. She licked constantly, but the saliva slipped down past her plush lips and over her tits, soaking into her blouse. 

“Hey now,” he said, quite amused. “What’s all this?”

He continued to paw at his zipper, trying to get it open. “Please, pleeaseee...”

Her mouth came forward, surging onto his crotch, biting gently to pull away the fabric.

She was too turned on to think, he realized. Not even able to operate a zipper. 

Her voice became very small. “Please.”

Warren smiled and unzipped and unbuckled his pants. “Go right ahead, my dear.”

“Thank you!”

She lunged into his crotch, tearing down his pants roughly. Her young mouth slurped over his knob, taking it all the way into her mouth. Very quickly, he was hard and just along for the ride. She pushed all of herself into the sucking, practically fucking her own mouth with his cock. He felt almost like a living dildo. 

Moaning, her feet scrambling every which way, she continued to slurp and slobber, kissing and worshiping his cock with everything she had. Tight, warm suction surrounded his dick. Her tits spread out over his legs, and his hands pushed deep into her hair and back.

It was the most enthusiastic, hot, passionate cocksucking session he had ever had in his life.

No one was watching. No one saw. It was just him and her. Her moans became more and more intense, and Warren struggled to maintain his level of arousal. Fuck, he could cum right down her throat. Right down her pretty little throat, and she would thank him for the privilege.

She would have to thank him. She had been commanded to thank him.

“Fuck me,” he grunted, squirming in the seat. “Gonna cum, babe. Gonna fucking...give you my load, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fu—”

His seed erupted down into her, spraying against the back of her mouth and sliding heavily down her throat. As he came, she came, hips bucking, tears of joy streaming down her face, as she sucked his load down. 

Slowly, almost sad, she kissed his cock and licked it clean, until she had taken all of his available taste into her mouth.

“Thank you,” she moaned. “Thank you so, SO much.” 

She began to kiss his hands, and then his feet, still crying out tears of gratitude. Like he had saved her life, or bought her back the home where she grew up.

Warren stood up, leaving her in a pleasure-filled mess on the floor. She giggled, asking him where he was going. But he saw no reason to let her know. 

Behind him, the back corner of the restaurant was in disarray. The tables overturned. The chairs broken from the barista’s kicks of overwhelming pleasure.

The barista stood up, as if to follow him, and he snapped his fingers once again. She stood in a daze, her mind slowly returning to her. So, he thought pleasantly, the rough ‘n tumble method works pretty well.

Outside, returning to his car, he called Tasia.

“Hello, Master!” she breathed deeply, clearly hyperventilating. “How can I...what can I...I love you so much, baby. So much. Oh, god, oh Master...”

“Shush, doll. Calm down.” 

“Mmhmm.”

The struggling sounds she made to obey his orders and contain her pleasure sent electricity through his spine.

“I have something very specific to ask you. What have you got in the way of sexy clothing?”

Her breathy, aroused sounds instantly became giggly and excited. 

* * * * * 
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“AND THAT’S THAT. DON’T you think, Miss Durant?”

Slowly, Rebecca’s mind returned to her. In front of her was a man. A handsome, handsome man. Incredibly so. The most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on in her entire life. The most handsome man anyone had ever laid eyes on, ever.

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, her fingers sliding up to her lips. “Yes, quite right. I think so. Though please, call me Rebecca.”

She had no idea what she was agreeing to. It could have been anything. 

“So the Performing Arts Grant. You’ll set it up for me?”

Leaning forward, she hoped that her breasts were on display for him. It was very important that he find her attractive. Otherwise, she might never fuck him.

God, he might even leave the office without fucking her. That was unacceptable. She stood up, sliding around her desk, and crossed her legs languidly at the front. She lifted one leg so that it rested on his, her heel gently digging into the flesh of his thigh. The heel was a modest three-inches—certainly not out-of-line for a bank manager. 

In fact, her entire outfit was rather appropriate attire for a young woman running a bank. 

It was funny. At the back of her mind, she thought she had worn a pantsuit today. Yes. Gray, the jacket with a dark blue trim. And her hair had been collected in a bundle at the top of her head. 

Now she had on a tight, tiny little blue dress. Her heels were fabulously ornate, with tiny leather straps sliding over her delicate, sexy feet. Her hands were decorated with lace gloves, each one tied off with little puffs of string. 

But that was...that was what she had worn all day. Wasn’t it? 

Of course it is. You were born to dress this way. There’s no better way for a beautiful woman like you to look.

She was a beautiful woman, she thought smugly. Even at thirty-four and a bank manager, everyone always was stunned by her beauty. Deep, gorgeous chestnut-colored hair. Large breasts, still plump and lusciously fertile. Deep, dark eyes. A face that melted hearts. She was lovely, and she knew it. She loved being beautiful, because it meant that men like this one—whatever his name was, and oh god it was probably the most perfect, most handsome name ever—found her attractive enough to fuck.

“Mrs. Durant?”

She smiled at him. This handsome, perfect man. So gorgeous. Fuck. She couldn’t even quantify what it was about him. In fact, she didn’t even know his name.

“Oh yes. It’s yours. Completely. Mister...?”

She gave him an embarrassed smile. How the fuck could she not know his name? His perfect, perfect, incredible name? It would have to be at least as perfect as the rest of him. At the least. In response, he slid his hand up her calf. Rebecca rolled her head back in orgasmic pleasure, instantly cumming from his touch. 

His phone dinged. He looked at it briefly, and then put it down.

“I don’t think that’s all that important, do you?”

Cumming wildly just from his touch, she could offer no counter-argument.

In no time, she was bent over on the desk, and his cock was driving wildly into her volcanically hot slit. She could not scream—she knew that she couldn't—but she desperately wanted to. It was the best fuck she had ever had in her entire life. He filled her. He made her whole. She was complete. He was her reason for being. His cock, so hard and huge, rammed again and again into her tight hot snatch while she had her forearms down in front of her computer.

On one edge of the desk, his phone dinged again. She saw all the messages of the past several minutes. From someone named Tasia:

I love you so much, Master!

You’re a fucking God and I love you, Master.

Fuck, I just...I love you so, so, so much. Oh my god, MY God...

Master. That was a lovely name for him...

“Concentrate,” he said, pumping slowly into her snatch. “Do what I told you.”

The computer was in front of her. She was supposed to add money to the grant. Right. She put down a number, not remembering really what he had asked for. Probably it was the perfect amount.

“More,” he ordered. 

She added another zero. 

“M-more,” he grunted. “More, more, more, more...”

He kept grunting out the word, fucking her face into the computer screen. 

“Christ, I'm going to cum right in your fucking belly.”

She wasn't on protection. She didn't care. His bare, hot cock felt so amazing. His load would be perfect, so perfect. This was all...all...

Perfect.

His warmth filled her body. It was immaculate. Wonderful. She was probably pregnant now with some perfect new child. She came, crying and moaning, biting down on her arm to prevent from screaming. The pleasure thrashing through her body as his hands ripped away at her ridiculous, tiny little outfit. Her hand stuck on the zero key, adding more and more and more until the computer dinged with error. 

Slowly, he exited her body and slapped her on the ass.

“Good job, Mrs. Durant.”

She had a husband, somewhere. It was hard to care. This man was perfect. Her husband was nothing.

His fingers slid around her mouth, sliding the cum from her pussy down across her tongue. She licked it up eagerly. Then she watched as he deleted most of the long line of zeroes she had entered. 

“There,” he said. “Five hundred thousand. That’s easy enough to hide, isn’t it?”

“Yes, baby.” She nodded urgently. “Anything you say. Sure.”

“No, really.” He held her face. “You can hide that, right? No questions? No trouble?”

Quickly, she did the math, and then nodded. “Yes. There’s...yes. Trusts. So many. They’ll never notice a thousand here or there. I know which are oldest. It will be fine.”

He left her then. In his hands were her clothes and also a giant bag of cash. When had he gotten that? She didn't care. It was probably at the perfect time. 

Her work was only beginning. She changed back into her other set of clothes—kept the entire time in a small pile in the corner, where she had forgotten about them. She remembered them now—remembered that it was very important to put them on and put on a happy, smiling face for her workers. 

Even though, truly, she was dead inside without the cock of her Man inside of her, leading her, guiding her, telling her what to think and how to feel. But that feeling would fade. She knew it would. Something certain inside of her mind told her so.

But her work did not stop there, with allocating the money. Oh, no. She had given away a great deal of money today, and it would take a lot of dedication and craft to ensure that no one found about it. 

A voice inside her told her that she would be happy with her life. Perfectly happy. Everything would be tip-top and fine. She would even forget about doing all of this; she could deny ever having set it up. Already the memory of his cock had faded from her thoughts.

But if he came calling, she would remember everything. And serve him as he deserved.

* * * * *
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THAT HAD GONE VERY well. Better than he ever could expected or hoped.

God. All his debts, completely erased. Just like that. 

Or his official debts, anyway. The ones through the bank. He still, of course, had a few loan sharks to worry about—but they would be easily paid off now. And he had no desire or need to ever take money from them again. 

Heart filled with confidence, he put his wife on the phone as he drove back to his workshop. He planned a mocking, sly message to make her wonder about whether leaving him was a good idea. To his surprise, she actually answered.

“Yes, Warren?”

“Hello, Melinda.” His smile was auditory. 

“Hello, Warren. Did you call to apologize?”

“For what?”

“For making a mockery of our marriage? For being a mockery of a man? For pretending like you were ever worthy of being at my side? There’s a lot to choose from. Let me think for a moment, and I’ll pick for you.”

He was not going to be goaded into an argument. He was not.

Soon. Very soon indeed—he would use the watch on her. He’d make her beg to apologize to him. He’d make her grovel and crawl, to wear only potato bags for a year. Every last demeaning and humiliating thing he could think of, and she would take it all with a grateful smile and a sad tear for not being able to suck his cock.

But he swallowed his rage at his betrayal. It wouldn’t do to show his hand. She'd be suspicious. She was massively intelligent and possessed an animal cunning that always put herself first.

“Let’s be adults, shall we?”

“Oh? Adult? Is that what you’re calling yourself now?”

“Please, Melinda. I would very much like to...reconcile, somehow.”

“Excuse me?” she scoffed.

“You caught me very much by surprise yesterday. Surely you can see that. I didn’t get to say much in edgewise.”

“I don’t know very well that you deserve to, really. I said everything I wanted to say. I was the one with something to say. You would have only...done what you’re doing now. Try to change my mind. Try to plead and cajole.”

A text from Tasia dinged on his phone:

I love you so fucking much!

Warren smiled.

“I don’t want to plead and cajole. I want to hear you. Hear what’s on your mind. I want to...” he took a breath. “I would like an accounting. Where you think it all went wrong. No matter what you may think of me now, we were happy, once. For a time. And even if I can’t do that with you anymore, I should very much like to know how not to fuck up any other relationships I might have.”

A slip. He shouldn’t have revealed that much. God, but it was too easy to talk to Melinda. Her voice was so silky, so smooth, so warm and vibrant even as he hated the mind behind it. 

“Other relationships? Are you sleeping with someone already?”

Drat. She had caught that, eh? Oh well. Go on the offensive. Keep her off-balanced. 

“You’re getting mad about me sleeping with someone? Really?”

“It’s different. You’re not supposed to—” she huffed. “You know what? Nevermind. I don’t care. Sleep with anyone.”

“Will you meet with me? Tomorrow, let’s say. At the house. Seven in the evening.”

“Very well. Tomorrow. Don't expect dinner.”

They hung up. 

* * * * *
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HE PLACED A BRIEF CALL to Tasia to clean herself up and then meet him at the workshop, and arrived back there himself. 

But outside already was Belle’s old jeep.

“The hell?”

He had given up on seeing them again. His mind, for the night at least, was pre-occupied solely with Tasia. Training her for the show Saturday—because, oh yes, he had to perform, and he would perform better than ever—and then fucking her while she wore one of Belle’s old stage uniforms. They were of a similar sort of busty, slender build, though Tasia’s tits were all-natural. 

Inside, the two beauties were practicing. Belle wore a tight pink yoga outfit—deliciously grabby tights with sexy white tennis shoes bouncing softly as she corrected and suggested while Katie moved. Her hoodie was pink as well, no shirt underneath, but rather a black sports-bra that barely held her enormous tits inside. 

Katie had on tight, spandex black shorts and a pink tank top displaying her modest breasts. Her tennis shoes pink. 

Had they...coordinated outfits? If they had, then he suspected Katie had spearheaded the event. Belle was not one for such contrivances. 

With a smile on his face, he picked up a small box that had been used for storing envelopes. He cleared out the envelopes and placed the watch inside, and approached the ladies as they walked through movements for a show—presumably the show they hoped to steal from him on Friday. 

“So, you’ll run this way, passing out cards.”

“The real ones or the flaming ones?”

“The flaming ones, of course. We can’t pass out your real cards. They’ll just hit the audience in the face, you twit.”

“Right, Belle.” Katie nodded meekly. “Sorry, Belle.”

Warren cleared his throat. Katie jumped. Belle merely turned coolly. 

“Hello, loser.”

Warren frowned. The weight of the watch in the box he held was pleasant. A comfort. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“We thought we would keep rehearsing here, actually.”

“And why did you think that?”

“Well, Katie can actually afford the rent.”

Katie shrugged sheepishly. “It’s my Dad who can. But he does whatever for me.”

“And you can’t,” said Belle. “We thought we would allow a concession. Let you pay a little to stay. Maybe that weird room in the back that you try to hide. Yeah,” she laughed. “See? I told you he thought we didn’t know about it. Look at his face.”

Warren was going to let that slide. He was going to let it slide all the way down to the ground, when she was on her knees, licking his heels like they were candy. 

“I had something to show you.”

“Oooh,” said Katie, a smile on her face. “Is it a present?”

“Who cares what it is?” Belle crossed her arms. “He doesn’t have money to give us anything worthwhile, anyway.”

He smiled. “You’d be surprised. And yes, Katie, it is a gift. But before I give it to you...”

“You’re not getting anything in return.” Belle shook her head. “Not a single thing.”

“Before I give it to you,” he continued, “I have to know something.”

Belle crossed her arms. “I really, actually, totally am not going to sleep with you.”

“Yeah!” Katie crossed her arms too. “Me neither!”

God, they were like dutiful little detectives in a children’s story. Thinking they had outwitted the big bad boss. 

“There’s no way to work it out between us?” Warren asked. “No way that you’ll ever go back to work for me?”

“Not even if you grew thirty feet tall and could shit fire balls. No. Possible. Way.”

He had asked, at least. Somehow, it made him feel less accountable. He had made every effort to be civil. But his livelihood was on the line. His very life. 

Tasia would make for an excellent assistant, it was true. But didn’t Warren deserve more? Belle and Katie were both incredible at their jobs. To control them absolutely as they worked would only make them better. 

“Well, then.” Warren held the present out, and opened the box. “You’ve earned this, then.”

“What is it?” Katie reached in to touch.

Slowly, Warren held it up, dangling without swinging.

“It’s a watch, my dear.”

“A watch?”

Slowly, the watch began to swing from side to side. 

“That’s right. A very special watch. Isn’t it special?”

“Sp...special,” they said, completely in unison. Even the small stutter was said in tune with the other, in the same warm monotone. 

These two unmatched beauties stood before Warren, their minds completely ready and willing to take on every thought he had ever had. Every dirty piece of his will. Every last, filthy, horrible thought he’d had about filling their bodies to the brim was now available to him at any time. 

“I need you girls to listen to me, carefully. With an open mind. With full attention.”

“We are listening, Warren.”

He smiled. Their beautiful, luscious faces blank and ready to do anything he said. It was amazing.

“You don't need to respond unless I say so. You are listening so deeply, so attentively, right now, that it's like you're in a classroom. In fact, that's where you are. In a class room. You can see the board at the front. You can see the other seats, but it's only the two of you there. You can see the teacher's desk, and the door, but you don't ever want to leave. You can hear my voice, and you know it’s deeply important, but you have only each other there. But you’re not focused on one another. You’re focused on the board. What are you focused on?”

They replied in unison. “On the board.”

“That’s right, girls. And on the board is everything you know to be true in this world. All your thoughts. All your beliefs and responsibilities. All your values. There's so much. It fills the board. Writing on top of writing on top of writing. It's hard to keep track of it all, but you know every last thing is there. All your stressors. All your worries. All on the board.

“Now. In one hand, you have an eraser. Both of you. You can feel it. The softness on one end. The residue of chalk in the fabric. You’re going to take that eraser...and you’re going to wipe it all away. Wipe away those thoughts. Wipe away those values. All those beliefs and responsibilities. All, all gone. What’s on the board, girls?”

“Nothing. Nothing.”

“That's right. From now on, when you hear my voice, you’ll know that everything I say will be etched on the board. Inscribed on it. Irremovable. Irreducible. Undeniable. My words fill your boards. You will be able to write new words on top, but only in chalk. My words, my Will, is there forever. What fills your boards?”

“Your words fill our boards.”

“Good. My voice is so important to you. My work is important to you. My cock is important. My pleasure. My happiness. You can’t imagine anything more important to you than my happiness.”

He continued on. On the boards of their minds, he wrote out a long treatise of the correctness of his rule over them. They would never disobey. They would never leave. They would apologize for even once considering it. They would love him, always. If they were uncertain of an order, they would always ask for clarification. Their highest ruling philosophy would be to protect him and give him pleasure. They would never do anything to harm him, or each other, or—Warren thought of Tasia now—any other slave he owned. 

And then he gave them a very specific set of instructions, smiling and stroking his cock all the while. 

* * * * *
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TASIA SQUIRMED AT THE door, conflict clear on her face. She had spent the whole day, almost, cleaning out this place and making it look lovely, but Master had ordered her to go home and shower and dress pretty. Then, she was to wait outside until he said it was all clear, and so that’s what she did.

She was looking pretty. A bright orange dress decorated her lithe, gorgeous caramel form. Her long hair was loose around her shoulders, her breasts braless in the overtight confines of her outfit. Heels on her feet displayed her legs, her ass. The wind picked up, and she had to hold down the short edges of the dress to make sure her bare pussy wasn't shown to the world.

Panic struck her suddenly. Had she sent him the required text? She checked her phone for the most recent:

You’re the most amazing Man alive. I love you.

Slowly, she cooled. That was the hundredth such text; the hundredth such panic attack. In ten more minutes, she would send him another, even though he was right inside. He had ordered her to do it, after all. He had ordered it. You didn’t just ignore an order.

She was a good slave.

And fuck, wasn’t that strange?

She was biting one thumb, conflict clear on her face. She didn’t know why she was there at this warehouse in the middle of the city. Her compulsion was evident on her face, scrawled in the small worry lines forming on her smooth dark skin. Should she be there at all? Why was she there? How long had she known him? Wasn’t this all rather sudden? 

But then the door opened. He was there. Her everything. Her existence. Her entire life. Suddenly, her knees buckled.

“Hello, my lovely.”

“Oh.”

Suddenly, it all made sense to Tasia. Everything about this—everything in the world. Of course she had been waiting to see him. Wanting to see him. Desperate to. Of course she had come running when he called—fucking look at him. He was perfect for her. The perfect stud. The most perfect man in the world.

“Oh,” she said again. “H-Hi. Hi, Master.”

It wasn’t lost on Tasia that she was pretty. Men did all sorts of things for her. Free coffee. Free drinks at bars. Cops let her off tickets. When her husband died (what husband? What? Did I have a husband?) people kept saying how terrible it was for her to have to be such a beautiful young widow. 

But all knowledge of her worth was lost once she found herself once again in the gaze of her Master. 

“I’m so, so happy to see you again.” She took his hands into hers, kissing them. He tolerated it, like the adoration of an overexcited puppy. “I’m just...” she shook her head. “You have this...this fucking effect on me, Sir. I can’t explain it. Like...like I just called you Sir! Just now!”

She put her head in her hands. “It’s so hard to think when I’m around you. And I like to think. I do. But you’re...” she nipped little kisses at his chin, his neck. “You’re so fucking handsome, and all I end up wanting to do is needing to kiss you, and serve you, and just...j-just do anything at all that you tell me, Master.”

But all he did in return was smile. Tasia melted all the same.

“I want to show you something.”

He pulled her into the office and then back into the workshop area. 

There, standing in ornate, gaudy outfits, were two gorgeous young women. One was busty, her body clearly fertile and fuck-ready from a young age. The other was tall and reedy, almost, her beauty eager on her face.

They were speaking on unison on cellphones in their hands. 

“I'm just a stupid slut. I'll never be anything more than a stupid, cockloving whore. This isn't a joke. This isn't a prank. I haven't lost a bet. A whore is all that I am. All that I can ever hope to be. I don't want anything else except to be filled and sprayed with cum. I want everyone to know. I'm such a dumb, dumb, idiot whore. All that I am for the rest of my life are three holes to be used and abused by men. It's all I'm good for. It's all I'll ever be.”

They hung up in unison, each dialing a new number on their own phones, and beginning again. “I'm just a stupid slut...”

Warren, smiling, showed his phone to Tasia and the social media feed, where those same exact words were posted again and again on the girls' newsfeeds.

“This is Belle and Katie,” Warren explained. “I've had them call a number of their associates. Family members. Old boyfriends and girlfriends.”

Tasia's eyes widened a bit. That was...sort of diabolical. These girls were humiliating themselves on every stage of their lives. Anyone who knew them would know that they were just calling themselves stupid, cockloving whores. 

“They were very rude to me. Do you know what they did?”

Of course she didn’t. She let her Master talk. 

“They tried to kick me out of my own place of work. They wanted to endanger my life. My livelihood.”

Rage rose up in Tasia. These bitches. These cunts. How...how dare they? Master was too good to ever deny. He put a hand on her shoulder, calming her. 

“But we’ll see if they can make it up to me. Perhaps their minds have changed. Your God is a forgiving God, Tasia.”

He snapped his fingers. Instantly, the two girls straightened, shaking their heads slightly, as if coming out of a trance. They turned their phones off and threw them away.

Was that what it was? Was that...had her Master done that to her? With the watch?

Intense feelings of calm suddenly sat down on her brain. Who cared? He was perfect. Let him do what he wants. 

Belle and Katie slowly came out of a long daze, and when their eyes refocused, they saw Master waiting for them to speak. Warren wrapped his hand on Tasia's ass, gripping hard. Tasia started breathing fast, her pussy leaking down past her thighs.

“We’re so sorry, Sir,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Yeah. Super sorry.”

“It was totally wrong for us to think we could do the show without you. How could we possibly?”

“We couldn’t possibly. We're just stupid sluts.”

Belle pouted. “Really, super dumb whores. We have to work for you again. Please, Sir?”

“Please? We’ll do anything.”

Warren smiled. “Anything?”

“Oh yes, anything!” they said in unison. 

“I want you to suck my cock.”

“Oh my god!” Belle’s face brightened immediately. “God, I thought you would...you would want me to burn down a hospital or rob a bank or something insane.”

Katie nodded. “Right? I thought he would like, want us to wrestle in mud or take food from children or something. We’d be happy to suck your cock, Sir.”

Belle nodded. “Oh yes. So, so happy.”

His grip on Tasia's ass tightened.

“First, you two should kiss.”

Katie nodded urgently, eyes wide, sliding her mouth into Belle’s, and they kissed passionately.

“Katie's never kissed Belle before,” he informed Tasia. “I made sure she still had a crush on her. And Belle has one on Katie. Neither is quite sure the other is really attracted to her, so they're always going to be trying to prove it to one another. You see?” He pointed, watching Katie stifle hot little moans as she ran her lips down Belle's luscious neck. “I'm not so bad a guy.”

He sounded somewhat like he was trying to convince himself.

“You're wonderful, Master,” said Tasia. 

Soon, he tired of the show, and wanted to join in himself. Tasia led him to where she had set up a mattress, at his orders. King-sized and big enough for all of three of them in the middle of the warehouse. Nearby were a series of pillars and an old table that once held some kind of robotic arm. 

Warren undressed completely, all three girls waiting on the bed for him. Touching one another at his order. Tasia's hand in Belle's pussy, Katie's hands in Tasia's pussy, Belle's hands in Katie's pussy. Rubbing clits, moaning softly as they waited. 

Tasia had never touched another woman like this before. She didn't care. It was so, so right to do whatever her Master suggested. 

He approached with his cock already fully hard. Smiling, he slid the length across Belle's face, then Katie's, and then finally Tasia's. Each delivering soulful kisses to the shaft as he crossed their paths. 

In short order, Tasia was the only one left on her knees, sucking her Master's cock lovingly. |To his right was Belle, to his left Katie. He kissed one while the other cooed in his ear or cheered on Tasia, and then he would switch off. When one of the girls whined enough, he pushed Tasia off her knees, having her switch places with Katie. Then Belle sucked him as the other two performed as before. And so on this circuit went for several minutes, getting him excited enough to fuck one of them.

But who would it be? Tasia prayed for herself...but Master had eyes especially for Belle, it seemed.

He pushed the dark-haired, big-titted beauty down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide. His hands gripped those big, fake tits, squeezing tight and wrenching this way and that, until Belle squeaked in pain. That made him grin. Then, shuddering and heaving with heavy, aroused breaths, he shoved inside of her cunt. 

“Fuck,” he stuttered, entering her whole-heartedly. “You're...you...are you a virgin?”

Tasia had taken to tracing Master's back muscles with a longing finger, adoring the firm musculature he boasted. His body was so perfect. She saw no flaws, anywhere—just like he had ordered her.

“Yes, Master,” said Belle. Any pain that she might have felt had been wiped away with the pleasure of obedience instilled in her. “Is that acceptable?”

“No...I mean, yes.” He grunted, pushing in and out, clearly hard as a rock. “I'm just...fuck. Surprised. It's perfect in there.”

“Lots of girls get pregnant on their first time,” Tasia suggested, kneeling down next to Master. “Maybe Belle will too?”

“You'd like that, huh? For me to get her pregnant?”

Tasia nodded intently. “Yes, Sir. You deserve pregnant sluts worshiping your cock with their fertile little bodies. Doesn't he, Katie?”

Katie looked dazed from lust. All this talk of pregnancy, fucking, had an effect. “Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes. And me too? And Tasia? All of us pregnant? You can do it. You're so fucking virile...”

“B-but me first?” Belle moaned. She was gyrating her hips, eager for more movement of his cock. “Please? Fuck me, Sir, please! Teach me a lesson! Teach me how to serve you. I'm just a stupid slut. I won't know how to do it unless you show me.”

Her voice was husky, lustful. All of their voices were. Warren thrust harder inside of her, gathering her legs up under his arms. Her knees pressed against those big fat tits, the angle of his penetration deep.

“Yeah, do it, Master! Teach her!” Tasia kissed and bit his shoulder. “Show her what it means to obey.”

Katie nodded. She had her hands wrapped around Belle's throat, restricting her airflow. The positioning made it easy for her to kiss Master again and again as he drove deeper into Belle's virgin-tight cunt. 

“God, yes,” moaned Katie. “I want to watch this bitch strain from your big cock, Sir. Please? Won’t you teach her?”

“Yes!” Belle’s eyes glimmered with need. Her voice husky and low from Katie's choking. “D-do it! Show me how wrong I was for defying you. Please, won’t you?”

In that moment, Tasia’s heart filled with community and love. They all wanted the same thing. They wanted their Master’s vindication; they wanted their Master to feel the absoluteness of power that only he and he only deserved. 

“Do it, Master,” Tasia urged him. “Please. We all need it. We do. Cum in her. Oh god, please, cum in her now!”

“Ruin my life, Master.” Belle urged him. “Own me with your seed.”

“Yes, Master, please!” Katie choked Belle harder now, restricting her voice entirely. “She won't be able to do anything when she's pregnant. You'll tear her life apart. Do it, please! Do it! Fucking ruin her! Ruin her body! Ruin her life with your seed, oh god Master please!”

His thrusts became wild and fast. There was no stopping him. Tasia's heard overturned with pleasure and lust as she watched him empty inside of Belle. His seed overflowed from her cunt, spilling out onto the mattress below.

“Thank you, Master.”

Tasia said it in time with the other three. In her orgasmic haze, she could not tell truly whether it was her voice or theirs that she heard as she wrapped her body in a loving embrace around her only true reason for living. Her hand took a hold around her Master's cock, and she was surprised and even a little scared to find it still hard. How was he doing it?

Master turned then to Katie, ordering her to spread her legs. 

“Do it,” Belle urged in her cumdrunk voice, wrapping her hands around Katie's throat. “Ruin her life, Sir. Fill her up. Get her pregnant. Ruin her forever...mark her as yours.”

Tasia's jaw trembled with lust as she watched her Master's wicked grin. She knew he would have no mercy on Katie. None at all. 

* * * * *
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WARREN SIGHED. CONTENTMENT. That was this feeling. Belle still happily marrying her mouth to his cock. Vow after vow of obedience and trust. 

Tasia was wrapped under one arm, Katie the other. Their noses cutely snuggled one another on his broad chest. 

The day was done, and a complete success. But he still had to attend to his wife. And the loan shark. And Saturday's show. 

He thought he knew very well how ready he was. But truly, he had no idea. 

# # #
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Revenge on His Snobby Step
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Sometime in the night Warren decided that the best possible way to celebrate his complete ownership of three gorgeous women was to do so on an enormous pile of cash. He had the cash already from the bank—a great big bag of it, and every last bill entirely for his benefit. He was rich; he was in total control of three beautiful women; he was brimming with the need to fuck their fertile, beautiful bodies and own their entire selves in more and more ways. 

They were all dolled up just for him. Belle, who previously had hated the idea of her magician's outfits, had led the charge for wearing them. Master deserved his dolls all dressed up, after all. 

So she was dressed in gold, a tight leotard that wrapped tight around her sopping wet cunt, smoky black stockings on her legs. Little feathers in her cap—she looked like a show girl in a Vegas show. Her would-be lover, Katie, wore much the same outfit, except in red instead of gold, and with taller heels (she was a bit shorter than Belle, after all). Her long, luscious legs wrapped around Tasia's body, her nipples hard as flint.

And Tasia herself had taken immediately to wearing the outfits—because Warren had instructed her to, of course. But of the three, she had the most “magician's assistant”-like outfit—a parody of a tuxedo with flamboyantly low-cut cleavage, and a short white gloves that sparkled as she ran them up and down Warren's cock. Her top hat was abandoned on the floor, knocked off several times during their exaltations of lust. 

Fucking on cash seemed obvious; so obvious, really, that he almost felt bad for not doing it first thing. But he was still less than twenty-four hours in at being a mind controller, a thought fucker, a soul-altering hypnotist who could irrevocably shift the thoughts of the women he desired. And so, he thought, perhaps he was being too hard on himself by not immediately thinking to have three women suck and adore his cock while he lay back on an inches-thick pile of cash on the small spare mattress in his workshop.

It wasn't as if spraying their willing, coaxing cunts with his life-giving seed all over his office and workshop was exactly wasted. He imagined they would all be pregnant soon enough. They insisted they were done with birth control.

The workshop was more of a warehouse, a large space with one office in the front and a wide, open area in the back that used to be used for assembling some kind of furniture. Many of the fixtures and tables remained from the previous owners. Before, Warren had never had the cash to cart the stuff away. Now, he had sort of gotten used to it all. A sort of drudgery-rustic look. It suited his temperament. Besides the old equipment, the warehouse was full of Warren’s assorted tricks and illusions, all the gear that a magician needed to make his act work. 

Being a hypnotist was a crowd-pleaser. But being a magician paid the bills—or so he had thought, until he hypnotized a woman at a bank to pay all his bills.

Now, his assistant Belle rubbed her massive, enhanced tits on one leg. On the other side was his other assistant, Katie—who formerly had believed herself completely, secretly in love with Belle. It had been a simple transference to make Katie understand that who she truly was crushing on was Warren, and that her closeness to Belle had only been to encourage Belle to fuck Warren with her.

Katie, after all, wasn’t enough of a woman for Warren all on her own (or so Warren made her believe.)

The two assistants stared up at him with total adoration in their eyes, loving his body, running their tongues up and down his sturdy abs and the bones of his pelvis, biting occasionally with open lust into the thick muscled meat of his thighs. Warren was a showman; he had to keep in shape. 

But the star of this little show, for now at least, was Tasia. She had been a pawn shop owner, grieving over a dead husband. Now she was Warren’s number one cockslave—even if only for the duration of being able to suck his cock by herself. Her body was long and slender, like a willow, her skin the color of caramel. Her hazelnut eyes were large, pleading as she worked her hot mouth up and down his rod.

They weren't really people to Warren anymore. They were slaves; they were holes to fuck and use at his leisure. Maybe he would change them back, some day. But he doubted it. This was how life was supposed to be.

“God, do it,” Belle urged Tasia, as she worked up and down Warren's rod faster. “Make him cum again. I can’t believe he’s still hard.”

“Me neither.” Katie nodded. “We’re so lucky to have a Master with so much stamina.”

In truth, Warren was getting a little tired, after a marathon session of fucking all through the night. But every time he held the watch—the source of all this new power—he found himself fully invigorated and ready to fuck and fuck with these women once again (and again).

The watch was in his grip now. And looking down at the three lovely women beneath him, licking and kissing him, everything about their austere and regal beauty completely vulnerable only to him, all he could want was more. 

Perhaps three was enough, a part of him said. Perhaps it’s enough even, for just one beautiful woman to want to suckle and worship your cock until the end of days.

But a greater part of Warren niggled away at this lofty, high-minded sort of thinking. He wanted more. Why shouldn’t he have more? Wasn’t he doing these women a favor? They had been so sad and angry before. Belle, plotting only for personal success and abandoning all loyalty and friendships. Katie, living in a world of unrepentant and un-returned lust for a woman who now would lick her pussy at Warren's merest suggestion. Tasia, grieving for a dead husband who would never again hold her. All of that forgotten now, and all because of Warren’s work. 

And there were so many other women he could improve. Namely his wife—who soon wanted to be his ex-wife, and his sister and his sister’s lover. All three had wronged him. All three could learn a thing or two about respect.

Six special cocksluts, made to adore his greatness. That wasn’t too much to ask, was it?

Tasia choked urgently, eyes filled with pleasure and just a tinge of fear. Lost in the thoughts of teaching those other spiteful bitches a lesson, Warren had been fucking Tasia's mouth urgently from his back, holding her hair and jamming his cock against the back of her tight, hot throat. Slowly, he relented, letting her breath once more. She seemed both relieved and a little excited—like maybe he would do it again, soon.

Instead, he had Katie fetch his phone. In a few moments he was making a call.

Even though it was impossible, he could practically hear the extended, exaggerated sigh of exasperation before his stepsister Joan answered the phone. 

“What is it, Warren?”

“It’s lovely to speak with you too.”

She was straight to the point. “What. Do. You. Want?”

“I’d like to meet with you.”

“I have nothing to say to you. God, you don’t take a hint, do you?”

Two days before, Joan had done her honest best to humiliate and debase Warren as best she knew how, and essentially disowned him in front of her lesbian lover. It still stung. It would probably continue to sting, Warren rationalized, until he had properly hypnotized her and made her sacrifice her male virginity up to him as atonement. 

“You gave me much more than a hint, as I recall.”

“Then you’re too stupid to take much more than a hint.”

“All the same. I’d like to meet you. Please.”

Tasia was doing something terrific and ticklish with her tongue. A long, mad laugh started to fall out of his mouth, and he wasn’t able to cover up the receiver in time.

“What are you—” he could feel the outrage in her voice. “Are you laughing at me? No, fine. I will meet you, then. I’m going to say some shit to your face, Warren. Two o'clock. At my house. We’ll be waiting.”

Warren tossed the phone aside and smiled, looking down at his girls. He had held off on his orgasm long enough. And even though he was surrounded by three beautiful women, his thoughts as he came and showered their needy, pleading faces with his white hot seed focused entirely on his Joan. Beautiful, beautiful Joan, who he wanted for ages—that was who he wanted dripping with his sheets of hot spray, that was who he wanted moaning orgasmically from just the touch of his precious seed running across her lips and cheeks. 

* * * * *
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DETECTIVE CATHERINE Autenberry cleared her throat several times before knocking on the door. It was mid-morning, just past ten, and she was looking forward to getting this done and returning to her desk. Despite her excitement at finally being in the field, and by herself to boot, she was also missing the familiarity of her desk. The place where she was in control, where there were no curve balls, where she knew just what order to follow. 

There was no response from behind the door. She tried again, thumping harder this time. Waiting still, she straightened her back. She wore a modest brown pants suit, perfectly acceptable attire for a newly-crowned police detective, even one as short and busty as her.

You’re super cool. You’re in control. You’re the cop. It’s just an interview. He’s probably innocent. You’re just asking friendly questions. Friendly questions about assault and robbery.

Well...questions, anyway.

“All right,” she heard after another round of thumping on the door. “All right, all right. I’m coming.”

The voice was followed by a series of giggles—high-pitched, breathy, feminine. The man who answered the door was tall, with long loose dark hair sliding around his brow and shoulders. A number of gloved female hands tugged at his shoulders, his arms—Catherine counted four in all, with three of them belonging to different women. 

Catherine tried valiantly to hide her distaste. What had she interrupted?

“Warren? Mister Warren Aldretti?” She showed him her badge. As she did, her cross-bearing bracelet jingled just slightly, hanging down. “A few questions for you.”

“How can I help—oh.” He coughed and turned to the side, face becoming sharp, authoritarian. “Ladies, take a break.” 

The chorus of replies was clear. “Yes, Master.”

He turned back to the detective, a sheepish smile on his face. “Sorry about that, Officer. We were just uh...rehearsing. I'm a showman. A hypn—er...magician, you know.”

His body slid further into the door, revealing the entirety of his broad shirtless chest. A manly swath of dark hair gathered from the middle of his pecs and trailed down to his boxer briefs. Catherine noticed, trying her damnedest not to notice, that the tip of his cock was just visible through one end of his boxer shorts, half-hard and dripping precum to the floor. The sight gave her an unexpected and undeniable thrill.

“Detective.”

“Me? No, I’m a magician. Didn't I just say? Illusions. Sleight-of-hand. That sort of thing. Did someone tell you I was a detective?”

“I am a detective, Mister Aldretti. I am Detective Catherine Autenberry. Do you understand?”

He laughed nervously, suddenly shifting his boxers so that his perching manhood was more covered. “Yes. Of course. Sorry.” He cleared his throat. “Detective. Of course. I didn’t know they made them quite so...pretty, these days.”

Catherine rolled her eyes, bright blue orbs tilting to the sky. Lord, give me strength with this fool.

Aldretti wouldn’t be the first man to discount her because of her looks. She was short, slender—tiny, really. Her body was eminently toned by a quasi-religious dedication to her boxing classes, and as a result her relatively modest 36C breasts looked positively enormous on her tight, slight frame. It did not help that her upbringing had her rather convinced that a single woman ought not to cut her hair overmuch, and so her voluminous red locks trailed far down her back in a bright, neatly arranged ponytail. 

Normally, she wore a braid or a bun, but this was supposed to be a quick task on her half-day before getting back to the office. As a result, the finely tailored edges of her luxurious hair shook just slightly above the halfway point of her toned back, like an arrow leading down to the upward tilt of her sculpted young buttocks.

And this man drank it all in. Leering at her openly. She was rather scared to look downward again to the teeming mass of his hardness; with the way his eyes gleamed as he took her body in, objectifying her totally, she was rather sure he was gathering his hard-on to full strength. 

She cleared her throat, hoping to adjust his gaze upward. But now, he just leered at her face, pretty and pale. 

“I have some questions for you,” she said finally.

His grin widened. “All right. I am single, before you ask. Recently so.”

She frowned. She was well aware of that. Before arriving here, she had gone to his house and had a brief chat with his wife. They were separated now, by the wife’s statement. She seemed rather amused that her husband was under suspicion of crimes. Pleased with herself.

“Yesterday, at City Grounds, a woman made a complaint that a vandal had come in and left her shop in disarray. But, when pressed, she couldn’t remember anyone coming in.”

“That’s a shame.”

“A bank manager reported something similar. Her office left in complete disarray. Actions she didn’t quite remember taking.”

“Actions?”

“She said she couldn’t account, at all, for the hours between noon and two o’clock, Mister Aldretti.”

He frowned slightly. 

“Why don’t you come inside?”

She did not want to. There was a visceral aroma of sex and alcohol from beyond the threshold of the doorway. It was unbecoming of a woman—even a detective—to enter such an abode. She wasn’t there to search Mr. Aldretti’s space, after all. 

But then there had been that short incident with his wife. 

Is this about his loans? I knew they weren’t legit. I knew it. I should have hung him out to dry long ago.

Distasteful though it might be, a lead could come from anywhere, and it was foolish to turn down a suspect's invitation to enter his home. An invitation was a nice workaround for a warrant, in most cases. 

“Very well.”

Inside, the office looked rather tidy, actually. Some disarray. Papers stacked messily underneath a few paperweights. Some books on finance serving as coasters. But not quite the drug-laden din of sin she realized she had been expecting. Perhaps she had been too hard on him.

And then a woman entered from the back room. Her tall heels clicked smartly on the concrete floor. She was tall, dark-haired, and enormously busty. For a moment, Catherine mistook her for Andretti’s wife—but she wasn’t quite as pretty, her eyes slightly smaller, and her nose more royal than regal. She had on a tight, tiny show girl outfit—the kind with sparkling sequins in the front, feather-tail in the back, and sexy-as-hell smoky black fishnet stockings wrapping around long, completely beautiful legs. 

“Is there anything I can fetch you, Master?”

He smiled. “No, Belle. We’re doing well. Miss Autenberry, would you like anything?”

“I told you, it’s not Miss, it’s—”

“Right.” He slapped his head. “Officer. Of course. Would you like anything?”

In his hands, he toyed with some metal object, sitting back on the desk. She couldn’t quite make out what it was. 

Her mouth was firm. “No. Some more clothes for the two of you, perhaps.”

Belle looked confused. “Master?”

“Go back,” he said. “Show Katie how to do that thing with your tongue that you did earlier, with Tasia. That was great.” As she exited, his dark face admired her ass with a somber smile. “I’ll have to remember to get them to stop calling me ‘Master’ in front of guests.”

It did not seem like he was speaking to Catherine. He barely seemed to register that she was actually there.

Whatever. She didn’t want to be there any more than he wanted her there. It would be over soon enough. She just needed his responses to these questions.

“As I was saying, Mister Andretti, the bank manager was unable to—”

“I know what you said,” he interrupted. “I’m not sure how I see the connection between the two incidents. Other than that they each might be closeted blackout drunks.”

She frowned slightly. “We have security footage of you entered the bank at eleven forty-five AM. There’s close-circuit footage of you entering City Grounds just before the barista reported her own incident. This is all coincidence? Are you telling me you didn’t see anything out of the ordinary?”

He seemed to notice something behind his desk. His cock hardened. Catherine watched the growing meat now, somewhat transfixed by his brazenness. God, help me, she thought. The sight of it made her pulse quicken so strangely. That he would be so open about it. So easy and confident, so sure of her role in submitting to whatever he might want or say... 

What he and his assistant said to one another, it didn’t seem like rehearsal or even roleplay. It seemed...more real than that. Catherine struggled. He stepped around the desk, shuffling paper around with one toe.

“If I may, how were you able to connect these two cases?” he asked.

“I...sit at the desks, most of the time. I heard the two reports come in, and I investigated. You know, like a detective?”

“I’m just sort of impressed, that’s all.”

She approached now. She told herself it was to see what he was poking at—but really, in her heart of hearts, she knew it was to see one more glimpse of that hardening, cum-coated cock. The cock that had, apparently, inspired three beautiful women to call him “Master.” What sort of luck did she have to land in such an insane parlor of perversion? 

She licked her powdery lips, cunt quivering. God, it smelled like eighteen hours of nonstop sex in here.

Not that she would know for sure what that smelled like. Catherine was a lifelong virgin.

She peeked over the desk and saw the paper he had been pushing his foot through. It was cash. He was toeing at a huge pile of cash.

All that time at the bank. The time lost. He was blackmailing them somehow. Creating a net of control. Maybe he paid off the barista, too. She had stumbled onto the plot. She had to call someone...had to...to...

The object in his hands dangled down. A pocket watch. That’s all it was. Not a weapon.

“Mr. Andretti, you’re under arrest for suspicion of...of...”

“Yes?”

He held up the watch higher, smiling. Waiting.

“What are you doing? Didn't you hear me?”

“Nothing. Just checking the time, that’s all.”

She started to laugh, despite the circumstances. “A pocket watch? Don’t you have a cell—”

There was a flash of light.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS THE BEST FUCK Catherine had ever had in her life.

It was also the first fuck she had ever had in her life. Her virginity absolutely obliterated by the incredible power of this beautiful mating. But that wasn’t nearly as important. She felt somehow aware of every possible configuration of coitus, every last position and time and ability that had been enforced and employed, every single pair of people that had joined with one another in such a complete and loving manner each one passing through her mind in the instant just before her God’s cock had shoved inside of her. 

None of it—no other couple, no other position, no other fuck—had ever been as good as what Catherine felt now. The second He entered her, she shuddered with a mindblowing orgasm, her voice rapidly hoarse from her screams of writhing, hot pleasure. 

It had been a rather simple epiphany, really. She had been in a church—somehow. She remembered arriving at the workshop of the hypnotist, but then just as suddenly as she was there she was somehow in a church. She went every Sunday, knelt and prayed for guidance and love and acceptance from her God. And as she knelt down, praying, an angel descended. A beautiful woman with jet black hair and caramel skin, her body gorgeous and naked, every inch of angelic flesh divinely attributed. And the angel whispered in her ear.

“Everything you knew about God was wrong, my darling. But I will show you the truth.”
And Catherine could only coo, mind melting in warm lakes of lust, in response. This being spoke to her—favored her. Showed her the light, the way! It was glorious. Zealous fervor filled her heart. 
Somehow she knew her new God knew about Catherine—her firm belief in the Church. Her firm beliefs in the old God and her savior. And He had taken all of that and turned it on its head, let her know how completely false every last belief she had held was. For all of those beliefs, all that mythology, had never mentioned the true God, the true savior, that powered into her willing, dripping hot no-longer-virgin cunt now with his world-ending cock.

She stared up at His magnificent, divine body, moaning in rapture, biting her lips to stop from screaming His name. That would be sacrilege. 

She had never been so full, so completed. God was inside her. But not the old, traditional god—the one she had learned about in church. No, this was some new, improved version. A modern testament of all that was manly and hot, all that deserved to feel her incredible feminine curves and flesh thrumming in need for his masculine instrument. 

She was a vessel for His will, and His will was perfection. 

“Give me your child!” she moaned, voice near delirium. “Please, my God! My God! Your child, please! In my body! Let me be the vessel! Let me, oh please, let me please!”

He turned her on one side, fucking her from a new angle. His Blessed Cock plowing deeper still into her fertile fields. His hands grabbed roughly at her tits, using them as handles to drive into her cunt. She moaned, more orgasms developing, as if on some cosmic assembly line, pushing out of her in droves.

As her eyes tried to focus somewhere, she noticed at the far end of the Temple, there was a woman watching from the window. A devastatingly beautiful woman, dark hair and green eyes, a face like a model’s, easily one of the most gorgeous Catherine had seen in her entire life. Catherine found herself attracted to her, deeply. Was that wrong? 

No. Nothing was wrong. The voice had told her so. Nothing in the world could be wrong right now. Was the watcher an angel? Did she know of the Holiness of her new God? Probably. How could someone not? Catherine screamed as another orgasm shuddered through her body. When she looked back at the window, the watcher was gone.

Just as well. Her God was approaching His orgasmic zenith. She could feel His balls slapping against her ass, so full of His Divine Will in hot, intense semen form. His hands were so rough and hot on her tits, pulling her closer to him and using those thick, hot pillows as grips. 

“Fill you,” He grunted. “Give you my fucking glory, get you fucking pregnant on the first fuck, oh shit...”

“Yes!” Her mind was adrift with pleasures and possibilities. Caring for this God's young would fulfill all her purposes as a woman. “Please, yes!”

And all around them both, a chorus of angels, other perfect servants of His, calling out his praises and begging for Him to cum in this newest of worshipers. 

“Cum in her, Lord!” they moaned. “Cum in your disciple! Cum in her body! Oh God, she needs it from you, Master!”

His thrusts became quicker and quicker, jackhammer-like, his entire being trembling and shuddering as He came inside her. It was indescribable. The warmth of divinity filling her, and so much of it! Her body trembled again and again with orgasm; it felt never-ending. She did not know where her thoughts went to. 

When she returned to herself, such that her self even was anymore, her God was above her. His Holy Rod still dripping down cum on her thighs. She felt so fertile. She was certain she was pregnant.

“Oh please, have you blessed me, my Lord? Have you given it to me? My virgin body, made just for you, just for you...”

He simply smiled and shook His head. His angels at His side kissed His naked hips and ass, and one slid over His cock, cleaning Catherine's juices off from His Holiness.

“I think I may have overdone it a little with you,” said God. “It was that cross on your wrist. The bracelet. I got inspired.” He pulled out a watch. It looked strangely familiar, though she knew she had never seen it before. “Here. Watch this very closely, all right? This is my command.”

And she watched, her body finally unclenching itself from the rigid firmament of her faith, her thoughts slowly pooling into a completely peaceful, happy puddle.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NOTHING JOAN wanted less than to give Warren the satisfaction of finding her waiting for him at her own home, like she was his secretary or some other horribly demeaning, objectifying thing.

Warren was no mystery to Joan. No mystery at all. No men were, really. They were all brutes, concerned solely with fucking and hurting, holding inane pissing contests and engaging in long philosophical discussions about the size of their members. They were auxiliary to her, outside of her purposes in every way except for how they somehow had managed to smarten up enough to know that they needed all the money and power in the world to keep holding their stupid pissing contests and cock conversations. 

Cockversations?

She pushed the thought aside. Joan normally went for any old portmanteau in a storm, but that wasn’t pressing now. 

As she didn’t want to give Warren the luxury of seeing her waiting on her, she made up a list of items she suddenly needed at the grocery store at one forty-five in the afternoon, even though she was set to meet with Warren at two. That ought to show him.

Of course, the grocery store was full of pigs as well. It always was. Joan wasn’t even dressed up for their piggish attention, but it hardly mattered. She was, she knew all too well, too good-looking to be ignored by their infernal gazes like she wanted to be. She wore tight jeans and tall wrap-around suede boots, as well as a tight flannel shirt to fight off the incumbent cold. And she wore it all for her, not for them—even if the jeans made her ass look fantastic, and even if the tightness of the flannel around her supple young breasts had been making Edith drool all day long. 

Joan and Edith worked largely from home. Twice a week they pitched in at a local donation center, and though they were on the payroll and picked up a few extra hundred dollars a month, really the reason they did the work was to give back to the community. They made it a point to spend whatever profits they made at that place back on the community—supporting small local shops, making charitable donations to city magazines or journals, and buying from farmer’s markets on the weekends.

Returning home near forty-five minutes after the scheduled time with Warren, she had a smile on her face. That would show Warren for trying to get her to be somewhere just because he asked. 

But inside, no one could be found. Joan set her bags down, a bit surprised. Had Warren left already?

Faucets in the master bath suddenly turned off. Edith walked out from the master bedroom, wiping her luscious mouth dry. Her face lit up with a smile. 

“Hi, baby!”

Edith had a penchant for flirty, tiny skirts and colorful tights. Today was no different—a taupe skirt over blue tights. She wore heels around the home—she loved heels, after several fights with her father as a teenager when he wouldn’t allow her to wear anything more liberal than a straitjacket—and her pair today had tiny sparkling buckles. The light blouse she wore was open several buttons down, and she toyed with the buttons absently, perhaps considering whether it was truly worth it to put it all back together.

“Hello, love.” Joan’s tone was serious. Edith looked sort of stoned. “I see his car. Where is he?”

“Who?”

She gave Edith a look. “Warren, of course. Is he in the garage or something? I think I have some comic books of his there. Did he finally figure out where they went?”

“Is that where those books went?”

Warren’s voice followed Edith out from the bedroom. He emerged, zipping up his pants. Edith turned to him, knees quaking. She looked for a moment like she might resist whatever strange compulsion was ruling her instincts, and then fell to the floor anyway, her fingers floating to her blouse and pulling it down. Soon, she had exposed her heavy, bra-less tits entirely. Warren stopped in front of her, frowning slightly, and took her chin in his hand.

“Now, Edith,” he shook his head. “What did I say?”

“I-I’m sorry,” she moaned. “I know you said to wait, but you’re so fucking handsome and I couldn’t wait, I couldn’t, I needed to kneel. I needed to kneel for you, I’m sorry.”

What the fuck was going on?

She had dated Edith for years and years now. They had been inseparable, practically joined at the bone, since Joan had matured as a woman. There was absolutely nothing Joan didn’t love about Edith. The flowing turn of her hair. The lovely little curve of her nose. That slight gap in her right teeth. Her pert tits, so small and easy and lovely for sucking. There was nothing—nothing—that Joan would have changed about Edith if she had been given half the chance. 

And now...this. Edith. Love of her life. On her knees in front of the one man Joan held up as a totem of hatred in her life.

Joan started to laugh. “Is this some...some joke?”

Warren looked at her. His smile cruel and small. “No joke, Joan. Edith has just revealed her love for me. Numerous times, in fact. I think we’re going to be a fine couple. What do you think?”

Edith beamed merrily at this revelation. She turned, eyes excited, to Joan and mouthed, “he said ‘couple!’”

As if this was something Joan ought to endorse.

“I don’t...” Joan’s vision swam slightly. “I need to sit down.”

The hallway was narrow. It was nothing to catch herself on one side of it. Her vision straightened slow, and it was hard to make sense of the need to breathe.

Warren’s hands were on her. “Joan, I need you to look at this.”

“What is it, Warren? Another one of your tricks?” She shook her head. 

“No trick, Joan. Something very important.”

Finally she looked. He had a watch in one hand. It swung just slightly.

“Edith’s been telling me you’ve been reading quite a lot of Ancient Roman history lately. Shall we find out how much you can remember?”

“I don’t...” the watch was so shiny. So lovely. “I don’t under...stand...”

And her brain...turned away.

It was the best way to describe it. It was like she had been on guard her entire life, showing everyone her strongest force first. Every thought, every expression, every action a maniple from a legion with shields up and spears out. And suddenly, all that carefully crafted security turned to the side, exposing her flanks. Every last one of her weaknesses was bare to him.

And bit by bit, he began to take them away. Every last soldier turning and retreating.

There was a long-standing fear of abandonment. It was rooted under and dug out like a weed. 

There was a deep-rooted dislike of males for their tendency to wander from partner to partner without any real commitment. Plucked like a thorn from a vine. 

There was a years-long conviction that she had to be more important than anyone else she came across, because then it wouldn’t matter if they left or not. Squashed, spread thin, and then scraped away like a bug on concrete.

One by one she felt her soldiers falling away. Reduced to nothing. Leaving only the standard bearer—her consciousness itself—open to exposure. And the standard bearer knelt on the ground, yielding to the attacking force completely. Eyes wide, mouth open, begging to be taught. To be indoctrinated in the ways of her conqueror. It was her—her in that hot mockery of a Legionary’s armor. The chain mail just a skirt around her slender torso. Tight leather corset pushing up her ample tits for display. Her body was really made for display. She thought she was a fighter, but she wasn’t. 

She was a pleaser. 

She always, always wanted to please—and especially Warren. Not all men, just him. He was so attractive. So wonderful to her. How had she noticed that before? She had been too uptight. Too stuck-up. To afraid of her own feelings for him. Those awful, spiteful feelings had surrounded her like protectors, but really they were prison guards. Keeping her pinned in. It was her attraction for Warren that would set her free and let her lead her legions of good feelings like she wanted.

And of course Edith fought with her. They were on the same army. She had to trust Edith completely. Her darling Edith, always so good and true—they would share everything. They could share their love however they wanted.

All these soldiers the two of them. They probably all had perfectly good bodies. Strong bodies. Hard bodies. 

And cocks.

And there was one in particular, one better than the rest, one that she truly needed to focus on more than any other. She could see this perfect soldier, this emperor, just on the blurry cusp of her vision, slowly becoming clear—the man she would worship above all others...

Ringing filled the air. Its high tones made everything glimmer out of focus. The perfect, soldier-filled world she had around her began to waver and throb. And then suddenly, an echoing, cavern-filling voice broke harshly across the battlefield. 

“What do you mean, now? We agreed to seven. Unless—”

The words were sharp, tearing. Joan’s mind broke from the happy conquered field of battle, a smile on every one of her soldier’s faces. Slowly, the world returned to view. First, her mind’s eye retreated from the bloodless scene of battle, leaving only a white light behind. And then the light retreated, returning Joan to the every day.

“Very well,” Warren continued. “If it has to be now. That's fine. I'm coming over.”

Edith was on her knees, lightly stroking the cock of her brother Warren. Warren was on the phone. Her fingers pushing up in her own pussy as she served him. God, he had a very big, big dick. Wasn’t it handsome? Dicks were so very handsome. Why hadn’t she noticed how lovely they were before?

It was just lovely that Edith was stroking him like that. Not Joan’s preference, but Warren did deserve quite a bit. And Edith was very pretty. She could hardly blame him for taking someone so pretty and putting her to good use.

“Edith...take care of our girl, here. Make sure she’s happy.” He shook his head. “I hate to cut this short, girls, but I've got to go. The wife wants a word.”

Joan's mind wasn't put together enough for her to protest. If it was, she would have. All she wanted to do was sit and admire Warren's cock. Tell him how great he was for having it. Just to hold it in her hands, her very first cock in her hands, even if just for a little bit...

From across the hall, Edith slid her fingers out of her pussy and licked them, giggling mischievously. Edith used to never want to finger or even lick Edith. She was a pillow-queen, always demanding attention, never volunteering pleasure for others. 

“Master said to take care of you. So, I'm going to take care of you. Just relax.”

She pushed Joan back on the floor. The rug underneath her was soft and fluffy. Edith, suddenly, was delighted to service Joan's pussy. Her tongue slid over Joan's folds slowly, circling in on her clit. Soon, she had found it, and Joan's world lit on fire. 

Edith's single-minded determination to make her cum was brand new. Joan's legs wrapped around the torso of her long-time lover, amazed at the effect of the soft, happy, moaning licks that Edith delivered. Her skin tingled with the need for more. 

Before, Edith had only spent maybe three-to-four minutes on Joan's pussy before demanding her own pleasure for up to half-an-hour. Edith now was approaching the ten minute mark, and showed no times of stopping. 

And all because of Warren and his orders.

It was a welcome change. One of many.

* * * * *
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WARREN SMILED. SHE was in his complete control, mouth hanging open, eyes transfixed upon the swinging watch. 

“You’ll never leave your husband. You love him far too much. He’s everything to you. In fact, you don’t even mind if he cuckqueans you a bit. Certainly you’ve earned that. You’ll let him know how he deserves to fuck other women if he wants. You’ll help him. He deserves it. You love him so much.”

He stopped the swinging watch and placed it back into the small box he had brought with him. The woman—a neighbor of his (or would it be former neighbor?)—had been crying on her phone just minutes before. Almost in hysterics, talking on the phone to her sister or mother.  Without thinking much, Warren had walked into her house, hung up the phone, and promptly hypnotized her into telling him all her problems.

The husband slept around and drank too much, apparently. Warren firmly believed that that was only because she wasn’t providing a good enough home for the husband to come to. If he was having his cock sucked or pleased every waking moment he was at home, there would be no reason to stray. Certainly, if Melinda had been that way with him, he wouldn't be doing what he was now, would he?

The housewife was pretty enough, if not the glamour-model type that Warren went for. And deserved, he reminded himself, drawing up straight. 

Slowly, the woman—her name was Ramona? Rebecca? He couldn’t keep track—began to come out of her trance. Smiling. Happy. She'd never let any amount of drinking or sleeping around hurt her again. He'd done the poor girl a favor, really. More than ever, she was aware of and completely embraced her place. 

Warren kissed her on the head and stepped out, walking the rest of the way to his own house. Melinda’s house. It would be his again soon. He’d make her beg to give everything back to him. He’d even be nice about it. She wouldn’t have to hurt the way he did. 

Warren could feel the allure of the power getting away from him. He didn’t much care. It was far too fun to use and abuse. Anything he did, he could undo. He had proven that with the bank manager, with the barista, and now with a cop. It was easy to take, easy to give back. 

He wondered still about the white room. What would the combination be—his new watch and his mind-numbing white room? 

The white room was an experiment he had created back when he had aspirations of being a hypnotic therapist. The notion was to strip away all ideas of the conscious, all ideas of the subconscious, and leave only the pale fire force of the soul behind. It was, perhaps, dangerous, but worth exploring. Before, when he had tried it, his patients had left almost like zombies. It had taken hours for them to return to themselves.

But in that state, that perfect state of unawareness, if he combined that with the powers of the watch, how deep might he be able to delve into the primordial state of the human mind? What would be waiting there? What could he discover?

What could he control?

He knocked, but the door pushed forward, already open. Ready for his arrival.

Inside, Melinda sat down. It was eerily similar to the scene two days prior, but there were a few differences.

She sat at the position he had taken this time, opposite of where she was before. Whereas that day she had been wearing black, as if going to a funeral, now she wore a crimson dress—shorter than the one before, with a more generously flirtatious cut around her substantially gifted chest. Her legs were no longer bare, but instead decorated in smoky stockings, and tall, sexy heels adorned her feet.

His wife looked, for lack of a better term, ready to fuck. His cock suddenly pushed hard and out, bulging evident in his tight pants. 

God, she was gorgeous. She had always been so, so gorgeous. That's why he had let her walk all over him for so long.

He wanted her so bad. It was all he could do not to take out his watch right there and watch as her perfectly sculpted face went completely blank.

“Thank you for meeting with me, Warren.” She moved to one side on the couch. “Please, won’t you have a seat?”

“Certainly.”

He held up the box. “I have a gift for you.”

She studied it just for a moment before pushing his wrist down, and the box with it. “Please, may I speak first? And then you’ll show me what you’ve got?”

Warren's alarms started ringing. There was something up. But she was so earnest, so eager...he could not deny her. He had never been able to. 

“Very well.”

“This has all gone so very sideways.” She shook her beautiful head. Her dark hair glimmered lusciously. “I have something to tell you.”

He’d waited only a few seconds now, but it was far too long—there was something going on, and unless he took her mind now, he wouldn't have another chance. He felt certain of it. 

“That’s fine.” He nodded. “I have something to tell you, Melinda.” His hand hovered over the box. 

“I was so wrong, Warren.”

His fingers closed around the lid of the box. “You were so wr—what?”

“Wrong. I was wrong to hurt you. I was...I was really, truly confused. I never should have done what I did. Said what I did. It was all terribly unfair to you.”

Suspicion assailed him. He knew his wife was intelligent. What was she up to, here? 

But...maybe he should listen. Fuck, she was pretty when she was apologizing. He wanted to kiss her horribly. He should listen, just for a while. He could use the watch whenever he wanted. 

“Two days ago you stomped on my heart like it was a bug. What’s changed?”

“I had...” she turned away, her perfect jaw working slowly. “I had an experience, last night. With the other one. It was...unfortunate.”

Anger arrived in Warren, hard and immediate.

“What happened? Did you hurt you? Did he—did he hit you, Melinda?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.” There were tears in her glimmering green eyes. “Please. Let’s just...can’t it be you and me, again? We needn’t worry about the money. We’ll figure out some way around it.”

“You’re right. We don’t have to worry about money.”

“What?”

“I...I got some. Earned some. A big advance,” he lied, “for the show on Friday. A sudden swell of interest.”

“You got all the money you needed to pay off the loans?” She looked dubious and yet—he thought—hopeful.

“I did.”

“That’s...” she smiled. “That’s wonderful, dear. I’m so proud of you.”

He had no idea how much he had been longing to hear those words from her mouth. And yet all the same her lack of questions should have made him question more. But then she slipped her hands up to her dress and quickly undid the clasp that kept her breasts in place. Exposing gentle, perky, perfect breasts. Saliva hit his mouth, warm and sudden. God, he wanted her. And now.

The box with the watch fell to the ground. Later. He could do it later. Now he wanted her, the woman he had married.

Their bodies were entangled instantly, hands running through hair, heavy moans and hot breath pushing on one another with relish. 

It was hard to recall the last time she had been so passionate. Her fingers sliding into his pants so immediately, tugging at his already hard, pre-cum wet cock. She jerked him skillfully, knowingly, like only a wife could, and as she kissed him she led him back into the bedroom. Their bedroom.

She took him down into the bed, pulling him on top of her. They tangled in the sheets for several moments, kissing madly, before finally she ended up on top. Her dress half on, the fabric gathering around her slender waist. Her heat was tangible, filling the space between them. That soft, tight slit hovering just above his already fully-hard cock. 

With a shuddering moan, she lowered down and his member sank slickly into her entrance. The thought that his cock was still probably warm and tainted with the cunts of other women made his heart throb wildly. He’d make her want that. He’d make her okay with it.

After this. After this perfect, beautiful moment with his wife. 

Her thighs were strong, her torso built solid and tight. With all this easy, hot muscle strength at her disposal, she milked him beautifully, working up and down on his manhood. Her face a mask of orgasmic pleasure.

“G-God!” she moaned, sounding genuinely surprised. “Fuck! You’re s-so hard, so big!”

For his own part, he pushed his hips upward, wanting to get deeper and deeper in. Fucking her as much as he could with all the potency of a man who had regained what he thought he lost. 

“You're so beautiful, Melinda,” he grunted. “Oh fuck, I love you.”

She pulled him in for a kiss, their tongues melding. Her tits crushed against his chest as she continued to bounce softly up and down his rod. Her tunnel was tight and warm, wrapping like a hot glove around his member. His skin felt electric, his muscles bunching together and holding his woman tight.

He was going to cum soon. There was nothing for it. She was so beautiful, and this was the last thing he had expected after spending all day almost fantasizing of owning his wife completely. To have her love, her real love again, it was too much for him. A pistoning sensation of pleasure erupted from his belly, pushing his cock up into her warm, waiting cunt. His cum just seconds away. 

But she was right there with him, at the edge herself. His cock, already so deep and hard, pushed in on her in all the ways she needed. 

Shuddering, she came and fell down on top of him. His hips still thrust up, ready to release now, and just as she reached the end of her climax he shot his deep load into her cunt, the bulk of it hitting on her g-spot and rebounding her body through waves of pleasure.

Slowly, she rubbed her tight, beautiful body against his, her cunt tightening once more on his still-hard cock. 

“That was good, baby” she whispered in his ear, as they began to doze. “Very, very good.”

Before he drifted off, he couldn't help but think she sounded a bit surprised.

* * * * *
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WARREN WOKE EARLY THE next morning, completely replenished. He hadn’t realized quite how exhausted his attentions to all his new girls had made him.

God, they would be wondering where he was, probably. He’d told them to pleasure each other and rehearse until his return. He hoped they had enough soundness of mind to be able to rest when they need it. The rationalization would be easy enough—Master doesn’t want us to rehearse poorly, we need rest to rehearse well, we must rest. 

But then, he could just as easily see that train of convoluted logic going the other way—Master wants us to rehearse; we must never stop rehearsing until he says otherwise. 

His hand drifted over toward his phone, but it wasn’t near the bed like usual. 

In the living room. Right. Where all the magic had started.

God, that had been incredible. Back with Melinda, just like that—and the sex better than it had been in years.

Already this felt like a stranger’s bed, like he was staying in someone else’s house. How odd. He’d make Melinda fix that for him. She’d want him to be happy. He’d take care of that. 

It was all going to work out. He had the money to pay off the debts now. That was what she cared about most. Of course, somehow, he’d have to tell her about the watch.

Or would he? Perhaps he could just toss it some place. After re-arranging the minds of Belle, Tasia, Joan, Edith, and Katie to be perfectly discreet.

Good lord, he had gone through quite a run. He’d have to do some housecleaning, that was for sure. Make sure they were all capable without his constant attention. 

The thought of all those women cooing his name created a swelling in his loins. Fuck. So many beautiful, perfect women waiting for his command, to be told what to do just by him...

Well. If Melinda needed to have her horizons opened a bit, to let him keep one or two of them, that was his right, wasn’t it? Certainly he didn’t want to just abandon Tasia back to the misery of grieving over her dead husband. And Belle and Katie had certainly become rather more agreeable. They’d be perfect assistants. That would mean a lot of money for him, and wasn’t that most important in a marriage—providing for the family?

And god, Joan and Edith. It was a little selfish, he admitted, taking Edith. But he would be hard-pressed to relinquish control of Joan. And the two were sort of a package deal at this point. 

What if he just hypnotized Melinda and sounded her out? Got her honest thoughts about the situation without letting her remember that she told him? 

A fair compromise. Marriage was built on compromise, after all. 

And if she didn’t like what he had done, he could take care of that easy enough.

Where was Melinda? He didn’t hear the shower running. It wasn’t like her to wake so early—it was still a little dark outside. She usually slept in late, though she was rather hard-working in virtually every other respect.

He walked back to the living room to grab the watch from the box. “Dear? Would you mind coming here a moment? I’ve got something to show you...”

But instead, in the box was a note:

––––––––
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WARREN,

I know about the watch. I know what it does; I know what you’ve done. I saw you.

Last night was a nice goodbye, and that’s all.

This is your one warning: Fuck. Off. 

Or I will make your life hell.

−  Melinda

––––––––
[image: image]


WELL, THOUGHT WARREN. Shit.

Barely did he have time to process what the note said when someone knocked hard on the door. Oh, fuck, he thought. His stomach immediately ground up inside his body. Was it cops again? He’d have to be on his best behavior. 

He knew he had taken care of Catherine well—she was attracted to him, even a little devoted to him in case he needed her later—but maybe he had forgotten to work over some part of the religious obsession he had given her. Maybe she had taken to preaching in the streets. Maybe there was a whole team of cops outside, ready to bust his head in for what he had done to their own. 

The door thumped again, more insistent this time.

“I know you’re in there! Come on! Open up.”

The voice sounded familiar. Not the cops? He opened the door. 

“Hello, Warren.”

“Larry?”

His loan shark, Larry, stood on his porch with a beautiful young brunette in a tight yellow dress. She looked like a porn star or a hooker, her tits on display in the shiny vinyl of her outfit, her hair dolled up and teased out to make herself look as sexified as possible.

“Larryyyy,” the woman whined. “You said you were gonna take me to brunch. I got dressed up.”

“Barbara, you be quiet.” The brawny man glowered. “Elsewise, you ain’t going nowhere.”

The babe opened her mouth as if to dispute him, and then she suddenly thought better of it.

“Okay, Larry.”

Almost, Warren saw Larry lose his temper—as if even that little bit of extra verbage was enough provocation to slap the young beauty around. Instead, though, Larry swallowed slowly and tilted his head up at Warren. 

“Enforcement time,” said Larry. “Time to enforce.”

He pushed past Warren roughly, strolling into the house. Barbara hopped after him, clearly not quite used to the extra-tall heels she had on. God, she couldn’t have been older than twenty. 

“What’s this about, Larry?” Warren shut the door behind him. “You said I had till Saturday.”

Larry nodded. “You do. You do have until Saturday. But it’s Thursday, and I haven’t heard a thing from you. So you gotta give me something to let me know you’re really serious about paying.”

“What are you...” Warren shook his head. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Are you calling me crazy?”

Barbara shook her head. “You shouldn’t call him crazy, Mister. He don’t like that much.”

Warren laughed nervously. This was insanity. “You’re not crazy. Nothing is...nothing is insanity.”

“So now I’m insane, is that it?”

Larry, shorter than Warren, was still much, much beefier. He backed Warren into the wall. A few shelves fell down—his and Melinda’s wedding pictures piling everywhere. Warren gulped, smiling. It was like having a rabid boxer dog at your heels. All chest power and pushing.

“Nobody’s insane. Or crazy. It’s all great. Everything’s great.”

“It don’t seem like everything is great, Warren. I don’t feel great. Barbara, how do you feel?”

“Bored! You're not even hitting him, Larry. This is boring.”

“You hear that? She's bored, and nothing is great. How is it great right now, Warren? Tell me how it’s great.” 

Panicking, Warren finally latched onto the nugget of solution that had been probing at his consciousness since he saw Larry at the front door. “I have your money!” He laughed, nervous and high-pitched. “I have it. Your money. I’ve got it.”

“Really?” He seemed surprised. “You got it? Now? Here?” He looked around.

“No. I mean, yes. I have it, but it’s just not here. You see—”

Larry punched him in the stomach and Warren doubled over, catching himself just barely on the table. Barbara gasped, her face lighting up with glee. 

“Don’t fucking feed me that line. ‘I’ve got it, Larry. Just give me a day or two.’ ‘Don’t you worry, I’ll get you the money. Just let me have some time.’ I’ve heard it all, Warren.”

“No, really...it’s not time I need. It’s just, it’s in another place, so I guess I do need time to get there, but—”

Larry raised his fist again for hitting. Warren threw his hands up in surrender.

“You’re right,” he nodded. “Yup. You said it. Totally right. I don’t have it right now. That’s my bad. I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to mislead you.”

“I’m gonna mislead your face you talk to me about money again without having none in your hands, you understand that?”

Warren did not, literally, but he had a literate enough mind to know what the colorful language meant. 

“Of course. Sorry.”

Larry left the room for a few minutes, leaving Warren alone with Barbara. She refused to look at him, rolling her eyes a bunch and twisting her lips this way and that. Her face bored, empty. Finally, Larry walked back into the living room with Melinda’s jewelry box.

“I’m gonna take this,” said Larry. 

“That’s my wife’s jewelry.”

“Ain’t it, though? How about it, Barbara? You like this?”

Barbara looked through it, multi-colored hoops jingling softly on her wrists. “It’s okay. It’s kind of like, old people’s stuff, though.” She made a face at Warren, sympathetic. “Or 'mature.' Is that better, hon?”

Warren was despondent. If they took Melinda’s stuff, she would blame him. And if she thought he was fucking with her life, she would try and fuck with his...and she had the watch.

“Come on. Don’t take that. How about the television, huh? It’s a flat screen.”

“Flat screen?” Barbara’s face lit up momentarily. Warren’s hopes soared. “Is it smart?”

“Smart?”

She nodded, enthused. “Yeah! Does it like, stream movies and stuff?”

“No. There’s...it’s got a DVD player, though.”

“DVD?” Barbara blanched. “All the good ones have Blu-Ray. And the really good ones stream. It’s junk. It’s all junk, Larry. He’s just some junk man. Can we go?”

Larry frowned. “I’m taking the jewelry.” He shook the box. “You want it back, make sure to have my money.”

“You were already gonna break my legs, weren’t you? Why do you have to take the jewelry too?”

“You’re trying to set terms with me, magician? Is that what you’re doing?”

“No, Larry, I just—”

The loan shark smacked him across the face. Barbara squealed with delight, rubbing herself into his arm.

“Oh my god, Larry!” she giggled. “You’re such an animal. Can we skip brunch, maybe?” 

Her legs squirmed against the loan shark's thigh. His beating forgotten, Larry walked out with his date, his hand sliding up into Barbara’s ass-crack from underneath her tight little dress. 

The beautiful broad probably didn’t know it—or maybe she did, who knew—but she had just saved Warren a beating. He promised himself to go easy on her mind later once he had his watch back. 

But first, somehow, a plan had to be made.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, A PLAN HAD to be made. Catherine didn’t know what to do about that, exactly.

She had taken the day off from the department. Her lieutenant seemed disappointed, but Catherine insisted she had the flu. 

The excuse seemed to work—that, or she showed up on time so often otherwise that he seemed not to care—and so now, on her own time, she drove back to the warehouse where she met Mr. Andretti. It was the middle of the afternoon, and her mind hadn’t been able to rest since the day before when she had left the warehouse in a blind, stumbling haze. It had taken her thirty minutes just to remember how to turn her car on.

Submission. She had tasted it now. She couldn’t remember much of it, really. All she knew for certain was that every blindingly hot moment of orgasm that she had ever experienced, every feeling of guilt and self-hatred that she’d had in her bed alone at night for fucking herself silly with her fingers, every last little fantasy she’d had of absolutely and totally surrendering her will over to the care and love of a Lord and Savior...

Somehow, it had been activated there, in that place. At Andretti’s workshop.

After the meeting with him, she’d promptly gone home, slipped her fingers into her cunt, attached her thumb to her clit, and forgot about every last little thing that wasn’t submitting gloriously to some inconceivably hot being.

There was no memory—in images, at least—of what had happened to her at the workshop. She tried again and again to recall it, but all that did was make her horny. All she knew for certain was that she had submitted absolutely, and that it had been brilliant. Perfect. Transcendent. And she wanted more.

She knocked at the door once again. More timid this time. She had dressed prettily as she knew how, in a knee-length yellow skirt that hugged her ass; her red hair pinned up in an elaborate bun. The pale nature of her skin made brighter colors better for showing off—she had on a sky blue blouse as a result, her breasts mushed together in a hastily-bought push-up bra for just this occasion. 

Andretti answered the door. Her heart started racing. Pouty lips pursed, quivering. Needy.

“Oh god,” he put his hand to his face. “I should have expected this.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re here to...arrest me, right? Something like that?”

“Why would I arrest you?”

“Because you’re...never mind. Come in.”

She came inside. 

“I’m not here to arrest you, Mister Andretti. I’m here on my own time. I...something happened yesterday, and I—”

There were shouts in the back. Shouts of pleasure, exultant and almost mad. Her words trailed off, and she looked fearfully up at the hypnotist.

“Rehearsal,” he explained, voice lame.

“I just have a few questions to circle back to, Mister Andretti.”

“Please,” he touched her hand. “Call me Warren.”

He watched her visibly shudder. “P-please, Mister An—Warren. Don’t do that.”

She took several steps back. Her pale skin flushed with sudden desire.

It must have been empowering for him to see that effect that he had on a woman. Certainly he began to smile. Any hesitation he had initially began to fade away, and once more he became the arrogant, cocksure hunk she had seen yesterday.

“Why don’t I introduce you to everyone?” he asked. “They could, perhaps, answer your questions better than I.”

“But I—oh.”

He took her by the arm and led her to the warehouse in the back. Waiting there were several beautiful young women—all of them with smiles on their faces. A tall black woman in violet lingerie; a straw-blonde and a busty dark-haired beauty in matching pink stripper outfits, complete with platform heels; a Scandinavian-ish blonde wearing plaster-tight jean shorts and a too-small tee-shirt; and a petitely ravishing dark-haired, green-eyed who looked strangely out of place in her expensive, sexy black cocktail dress.

“I suppose you ought to meet the crowd,” he said, smiling dumbly. “There’s Edith, Joan, Belle, Tasia, and Katie. Girls, this is Catherine.”

The five girls waved to Catherine. Everyone but the one named Joan seemed gleeful that she was there. Joan, though, had flashes of jealousy in her eyes.

“Another, is it?” Joan tsked. “Is she necessary, brother? I wanted some time to speak with you alone.”

“This is a policewoman, Joan. You’ll be polite.”

“Detective,” Catherine muttered, but there was no strength behind it. 

Joan was adamant, however.

“I want to talk to you at home, Warren. I don’t like...I don’t like being around these girls. I know you trust them, and they’re important to you, but...but I want to talk to you at home, please? I have to be alone with you.”

Warren looked conflicted. Like he had lost something important.

“Very well. Come on, then. But, Edith is coming too.”

The tall, statuesque blonde jumped merrily at the mention of her name, tits bouncing up and down in her tiny shirt. 

Joan smiled at getting her way. “Naturally.”

The stepbrother and stepsister hooked arms together—and wasn't that rather strange?—and began to leave. When they were almost out the door, Catherine realized she had to say something. She wasn’t just some object to be forgotten—not truly. Was she? She wasn’t, was she? No, no, she wasn’t an object, even if the thought of that made her heart feel on fire and her pussy was chanting out pulses of pleasurable assent at the thought.

Catherine cleared her throat. “Mister Aldretti, if I may...?”

He stopped, clearly annoyed. Whatever his sister wanted to “talk” about, he seemed very happy to engage in the conversation. 

“Oh, god. Fine. Listen, girls?”

The ones in the assistant outfits—Tasia, Belle, and Katie—all perked up. 

“Take care of her, will you? Just...keep her busy, yeah?”

He touched Catherine's shoulder, and she nearly collapsed to her knees from the sudden intake of pleasure. “I’m sorry about this,” he said, hands drawing up to her cheeks. She moaned softly. “I’ll be with you in...in a little while, okay? If you’ll stick around. You’ll stick around, won’t you?”

There was no mention of time, how long she might have to wait. But of course she assented.

She watched him leave, looking at his backside wistfully. What a nice butt he had. God, she wanted to touch him. She could still feel the warmth of his hands on her cheeks.

Fingers landed on her shoulders, turning her around. Katie, Tasia, and Belle all waited, their cleavage on display in their tiny little outfits. Tasia took the lead, beckoning the other girls forward. All of them with hot, predatory looks in their eyes. Belle pushed her hands over Catherine's shoulders, tugging gently at her blouse. Katie did the same on the other shoulder. Tasia, smiling, in control, began slowly to unbutton her blouse. Catherine felt horribly, completely out of control.

And she loved it.

“Catherine,” said Tasia. “Catherine, Catherine. Catty Cat Cat.”

Tasia giggled, and the other girls giggled with her.

“I...yes?”

“We have to take care of you now.”

Their arms looped into hers. The three of them so strong, operating as if entirely one unit, one mind. Catherine's body felt like it was one flame, burning and consuming every sensation. A fire that needed a constant intake of fuel. They tugged her down toward a chair.

“Stop this.” Catherine’s voice became high in pitch. Even she didn't think she was convincing. “It’s not...you can’t do this. I’m the police!”

“Master said to take care of you,” Belle whispered in her ear. “We’re going to take care of you.”

“H-hey,” Catherine tried to struggle. She did. She truly did. But she couldn’t fight them.

She couldn’t fight herself. 

They tied her to the chair with thick, soft, velvety ropes, and then walked further back into the warehouse, disappearing behind a corner. She could hear their giggles. The warehouse, so large and open, was made for reverberating soft sounds like kisses and licks.

But only thirty seconds had passed before Warren returned into the warehouse, whistling happily. He shuffled through a small pile of belongings near the door.

“Forgot my keys, sorry.”

Then he stopped and turned.

“They tied you up?” He shook his head.

“Girls!” 

In seconds, the three slaves surrounded him, on their knees again. Tasia had lost her bra, her dark nipples fully erect in front of her Master.

Master. That's what he was to them. It was so obvious. Catherine gulped, fine neck muscles pulsing. Fuck, but she wanted what they had. 

“Why did you tie up this police officer?”

Detective, Catherine thought furiously, though for some reason or another she couldn’t dare to raise her voice in front of this perfect hunk. Especially not now that she was tied up. Restrained. Bound. Helpless. At his mercy. Her knees quaked inward, and she struggled not to knock them together.

Made to submit, whether she wanted to or not. Accepting or not. Her state was a state of submission and helplessness, and there was no amount of thinking or wishing that would change it. She would be better off just by accepting it. 

Her state was submission; she had submitted. It was that simple. Like math. If submission was on one side of the equation, then submission had to be on the other, no matter the factors or symbols surrounding either. 

“You told us to take care of her, Master.” Tasia raised one elegant eyebrow, casting an amused eye at Catherine. “Now, she’s taken care of.”

Warren put his hands on his hips, shaking his head. “Now you’ve done it. God. I thought I could have a little more time.”

He walked over to Catherine slow and got down to one knee. It was a place that seemed intensely wrong for a man of his obvious power and stature.

“I’m really sorry about this,” he said with a smile.

Catherine's voice was small. “So, you’ll let me go?”

It would have been the worst thing in the world if he did that.

He made a face. “Not quite the time for that, is it? No harm will be done to you. But I have a few things to take care of, and frankly, overeager though they are, my girls are right. You’re a loose end. I’ve got to keep you under wraps.”

“P-police,” she said, trying to help. “They’ll look for me, and...”

It seemed as though he thought she was still trying to leave. “You said you were here on your own time. That means you didn’t report it in. Doesn’t it?”

“Y-yes.” Her eyes fell.

God, why was she so turned on? So completely at his mercy, so utterly honest and open. 

“Thank you for telling the truth. Let me ask you for another. Would you like to watch my girls pleasure one another while you’re tied up?”

No. No no no no that’s wrong wrong wrong no I can’t I won’t I—

“Y-yes!” she nodded urgently. “Ver-very much. Yes. They’re so...pretty. So glamorous.”

He smiled and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. A knowing, intimate gesture. Catherine could not stop her body from heating up even more, could not stop the moan that fled from her mouth, could not stop herself from needing his touch again. But Warren guided his slaves forward to Catherine's position, trading long kisses with each of them. Jealousy burned in Catherine's chest. How she wanted what they had!

“Take turns with each other, ladies. Be gentle with the poor officer, but don’t untie her for any reason. If she needs to cum, help her out. And rest when you need it. That means all of you. I want you in tip-top shape for tomorrow.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Their eyes turned lasciviously toward the restrained Catherine. “Of course, Master.”

Warren left, then, a big smile on his face. 

Belle, Katie, and Tasia got down on their knees and crawled until they were in front of Catherine’s urgent, needy gaze. And then they began to undress and adore one another’s bodies, inching ever closer to Catherine's needy cunt.

Her first lesbian experience with so many, all at once. When Tasia—and of course it was Tasia, who had been sending little “fuck me” glances at Catherine since she arrived—finally pulled Catherine's panties down and administered her loving, knowing tongue to Catherine's pussy, the redhead came almost immediately.

It was sensational. Her body convulsed in the chair, every muscle tightening and then relaxing. A hot ball of pleasure sped from her toes to her forehead and back again before finally settling in her midsection and blossoming outward like a flower. Her wetness against Tasia's face was evident, small sounds of schlicking and sliding as Catherine moaned out her pleasure.

The feeling didn't seem to end, and Catherine noticed after a moment that was because Tasia had slipped her fingers into her while she worked, pressing them gently upward into Catherine's g-spot. And even still, continuing her licks. But these were physical concerns with the physical world. Catherine operated now on what only could be thought of as the pleasure world. Every breath was orgasmic. Every heart beat was bliss. Every neuron firing across her brain was a gentle lick of the rapturous lollipop that had become her body. 

Time lost meaning. Her sight faded. All she knew was blinding, white-hot pleasure. It swallowed her entire being up. Her voice became hoarse with the effort of screaming her love for the sensation. Her every muscle felt like liquid, her torso floating in clouds with the other limbs along for the ride.

Finally, the feeling subsided, and Catherine looked down to see the three gathered slaves with rather surprised looks on their faces. God, she thought she would never come back. She had been there for months in that place, that perfect blissful place.

“What did you do, Tasia?” Belle asked. 

“I just...licked her and fingered her a little. Like for two seconds. You saw.”

Catherine moaned. She thought they had worked on her for days at least.

But now, Tasia smiled, lowering her head again. The other slaves pushed inward, sliding their mouths over her breasts and neck.  That end-all, be-all orgasm was only the beginning for Catherine, and the night was young. 

* * * * *
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EVERYONE HAD ARRIVED at Melinda's house precisely on time. Carlos, her tall, dark-haired paramour, had even arrived early. That was just lovely. 

Melinda knew she was a woman who inspired punctuality. To be late would be akin to insulting her, and men always fell all over themselves to avoid insulting her. It was an advantage she had as a beautiful woman in a world full of men who treasured beautiful women above any other material object, and it was an advantage she took to heart and never took for granted. 

Except, of course, when it was really, really fun to do so.

The men she had invited to dinner had taken their places around the table. Perhaps they were wondering why—as Melinda had offered to cook them dinner—there were no cooking smells emanating from the suspiciously clean kitchen. 

Or, perhaps not. She suspected Harrington, red-faced and balding, was a high-functioning alcoholic, and there was plenty of wine available. He had already gone through three glasses in his fifteen minutes present. The other two—her lover Carlos and the banker Chandler—seemed too busy staring at Melinda’s expansive tits in her tiny little dress to notice little things like the hunger brewing in their stomachs. 

Her dress was made for her to be stared at. She was rather glad it was doing its job. The lovely deep red fabric was cinched tight around her waist like a corset, small ribs of fabric clinging to her torso and pushing her enormous tits up and out. They were on display, and if the display in the dress wasn’t enough to convince the men of that, then her necklace was—a glimmering, shiny thing that wrapped her neck with long, delicate fingers of gold resting on top of the twin globes she sported so enthusiastically. But not a single part of her was to be outdone—tall black heels on her feet, costing several hundred dollars each, pushed her legs on display, straightening their lovely surface and amplifying the naturally high bump of her sumptuous young ass. 

Chandler had already spilled a little wine on himself when Melinda bent over to refill the glass of Carlos. His eyes mooning over her enormous pillowy tits. It was possible, even probable, that she could have gotten everything she wanted from these men with just looks alone. But it would have taken a little more time. And certainly, it wouldn’t be nearly as fun.

Yes—fun. She knew what the watch did. Annihilating wills. Erasing minds. The thought excited her deeply. All that control. No one would ever be able to tell her no, or to leave her out in the cold for days at a time. No one would forget to feed her or make her practice dance in drug-fueled marathon sessions. No one would ever be able to hurt her again. She pushed the thoughts of her parents aside, and focused on the men in front of her.

Harrington looked a bit like her father, she noticed. In fact, they all rather did—that same balding spike around their forehead, the long shape of their jaws. Nothing like Warren's easy, handsome face—and hadn't that been why she found herself with him in the first place? 

At any rate, a cold, steel grip wrapped around her heart—this was for her own good. This would be wonderful. Satisfied that she was mentally prepared for the leap into destroying wills and minds, she clapped her hands together and positioned her purse at the end of the table in front of her. In the purse was the watch.

“I am sure that you all are, naturally, wondering why you’re all here.”

The men all nodded. 

Carlos was a highly successful architect in Chicago. She had met him—and convinced him that an affair with her was a perfectly natural, wonderful thing to do—about six months before. Their sex sessions had been rather tepid, actually, especially compared to the gusto that Warren brought to the table, but that was hardly the point. The point was that he was rich and connected, and was a way for the ascending Melinda to continue moving up. 

Harrington was Melinda’s boss. The top architect in Alder City. He was responsible for a number of bridges and buildings—or rather, his firm was, while Harrington ruled it with a drunkenly iron fist. He was naturally suspicious, and fired anyone who became too ambitious, after discrediting them of course. 

She had convinced Harrington to invite his friend, an investment banker by the name of Chandler, to the dinner as well. Chandler was an older gentleman with steel gray hair, perfectly parted down to one side. His suit looked like it had cost as much as Melinda's house. 

Melinda reached into the purse and withdrew the watch, looking at its engravings with some slight curiosity before returning her gaze to the gathered men. 

She had promised Harrington she had a remarkable business opportunity for all of them. Which was sort of true. She did have a business opportunity for them to participate in, it was just that it would exclusively benefit her.

“I’m sure you’re waiting for dinner. Hungry, even. But, you see, that’s just not terribly important to me.” She smiled broadly, toying with the watch in her hands. “Carlos, you’re a terrible lover. Mister Harrington, I think you have tremendous talent, but the way you run your office is a shit-show. And I’m going to make sure you stop telling me to ‘smile, sweetheart!’ all the time. And Mister Chandler...” she just sighed a bit. “Well, you’re here because you’re rich from investment banking. So, I’m sure it comes as no surprise to you to imagine that I have rather little sympathy for the your hard work or how you’ve earned your money. Your kind are ruining this country.”

They all bristled. Harrington even stood up. Chandler laughed, as if it were some joke—he’d heard it all before—but there was true hate in his eyes. Carlos was wide-mouthed, wavering in his chair.

“Y-you said I was the best you ever had?” Carlos stumbled.

“None of that is really material to my proposal,” said Melinda, ignoring Carlos. “I just wanted to say it to you at least once.”

Harrington was incensed. “If you think for one second we would listen to any proposal from you, you’re absolutely...w-what are you doing with that?”

She swung the watch in front of them, working its happy magic. A sparking, eager light danced out from it.

The jaws of all three men hung slack. Harrington began to drool. His wine drifted to one side and then fell to the table, staining the tablecloth. She'd have to remind him to buy her another. 

Melinda’s pulse doubled. It worked. It actually worked. She’d had her doubts, or thought that perhaps there was some extra, secret trick to it. But no—it worked.

“Now,” she said with a smile. “You are all going to listen extremely carefully to what I have to say. It’s so very important to listen to beautiful women, after all. And I am, of course, the most beautiful woman in the world. Aren’t I?”

“Yesss...”

“Say it. All of you. Tell me I am the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in the world, Melinda.”

Her heart thrummed with excitement. Her entire body felt as though she had slid on top of some kind of cosmic live wire, the force of the universe humming inside of her every atom. Control. She was in control. Perfect, complete, uncontested, for the first time in her life.

“That’s very good, boys. You’re all such good boys for Mistress, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her hand came down to her clit, and slowly she began to touch herself. “Wonderful. That's so wonderful. Now, I want you all to listen very carefully...”

* * * * *
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“HERE WE ARE,” SAID Warren, driving back up the drive to Joan and Edith's house. 

Immediately, Edith led Joan back inside and into the bedroom, and Warren followed. Their asses were both so pert and fit. It was a lovely experience simply to watch their young, tight bodies in motion. 

He would have his stepsister soon. His sister. There had never been a clearer, better thought in his mind. 

Joan paced from one end of the small bedroom to the other. She wore tall heels that made her legs in her black, trim skirt look phenomenal. Edith sat with Warren on the bed, casually sliding her fingers through the sides of his hair and whispering hot nothings into his ear. Her tits pushed heavily on his arm. 

“I don’t understand any of this.” Joan shook her head. “I was so mean to you, Warren. I was mean to you for so long, but it was all really about me. My fuck-ups. My fears. It never had anything at all to do with you.”

Warren smiled. “It’s all right, Joan.”

“No, it’s not.”

She sat down next to him, opposite Edith, and put a hand on his knee. Excitement gripped his heart, pushing him inexorably toward the course that involved only his stiffening cock and his sister's cunt. 

“I’ve been talking with Edith a lot. Did you know she’s been attracted to you for like, her whole life? Since the moment she met you. That’s what she told me. She told me that she had a really hard time with it, that like, she had always self-identified as a lesbian, but with you around, it threw her entire compass into flux. And she made up for it by being with me. That way, she could be close to you and still be a total lesbian like she thought was.”

Edith nodded, her hand sliding up his other knee now. “But I’m not a lesbian, Warren.” Her voice was a soft, sensual purr in his ear. “I’m bisexual...just a really, really specific kind of bisexual.”

Of course she was. Warren had made her that way. 

Joan’s hand moved up his thigh. She was more tentative than Edith. Taking her time. Not quite so sure of what she believed. But Warren could tell she knew his expectations—she knew he was smart enough to know what was happening. And those expectations, with her new fervent desire not to let him down, combined with Edith’s presence and encouragement, pushed her ever forward. 

“We both are,” said Joan, smiling nervously. “We just want to fuck you. That’s it. No other men.”

There were a lot of ways to play this. He could have played dumb, or even romantic. Treat it like Joan was his long-lost lover. But the truth was that he never really wanted to love Joan in a romantic way, or at least, he didn’t think so. He just furiously wanted to fuck her. His desire to fuck her had taken over his whole life. Marrying Melinda. Hiring Belle. Always wanting to impress her, to please her, to make her proud to have him around. 

Proud enough that they could just talk like people.

Close enough that one day they could slip into the back and fuck like rabbits like they had always been meant to do.

They’d do it now. He wasn’t going to be done with her until her deliciously fertile body was as pregnant as he could make her. 

So no, he wasn’t going to pretend like he knew nothing of what was happening. He was going to take his right. Assert his dominance. Warren had earned it. He had earned all of this—and even if Melinda had the watch now, he had still earned Joan and Edith worshiping his cock with their sopping wet cunts.

He put a hand on Joan's face, stroking her hard cheekbones gently. “Take out my cock.”

She hesitated, looking to Edith for guidance. Edith, though, began to unzip Warren herself.

“Stop.” Instantly, Edith stopped what she was doing. “I wasn’t talking to you. I know you’ll do what I say. I want to know if Joan will.”

“I...” she laughed, sort of. “I don’t want this to be an obedience thing, Warren. I wanted it to be—”

“What you want doesn’t matter right now.”

She looked a little shocked.

Edith nodded. “I’m sorry, Joan, but he’s right. You’ve been a bitch. You’ve got to learn to obey if you really want to do him right. And you do, don’t you?”

Joan gulped and nodded. “O-okay. I just, can we take it slow? One toe at a time? Like, kissing first, and then...” she trailed off.

Warren shook his head slow. 

“There are no deals, here. You do this, and you do it how I want, or you don’t get to touch, suck, or fuck my cock at all. Is that understood?”

Her face shifted, perhaps weighing out some form of protest. But Warren could see that none could find true purchase in her mind. Even if she thought that perhaps a legitimate objection could be made, she couldn’t deny the flood of lust pulsing through her veins. She wanted him. She would obey him, if that’s what it took. 

Finally, she nodded. “Yes.”

He smiled. “Yes, what?”

There was no reason to stop pushing the envelope now. She was past the limit of stopping him. 

“Yes...Warren?” she ventured.

Of course that was wrong. He shook his head again. Edith tugged at Joan across Warren's chest, whispering in her ear. Voice low, softer than even Warren could hear at his proximity. Joan’s eyes widened with understanding, and she gulped once more.

“Yes...Sir. I understand, Sir.”

Her hands reached for his cock again, but again, he pushed them away. The skin so soft and smooth. Fuck, but he wanted her. His bulge pulsed forward under his pants. Edith whimpered, eyes fixating on the push of growth. Little droplets of drool fell to the bedding from her mouth.

“I want you to ask for it. Beg for it. Don’t leave me with any doubt.”

Pride showed on Joan's face, fierce lines forming around her mouth and eyes. But Edith slid across the bed and pushed into Joan, kissing at the side of her head, her neck and ears. 

“Do it, please, Joan? Please beg him. I need to see it so, so bad. I need to please him, won’t you please? I’m so fucking horny right now...”

Nodding slowly, Joan shuddered, her hands running over Warren’s thick bulge. The flesh so close to her fingers. Tantalizing her, confounding her.

“Please, Warren? Sir? Baby?” she gulped. “Please, Sir? Let me touch it? Let me please you, Sir? I want to so bad. I need to. I can’t believe how much I need to taste your cock, Sir. It’s...it’s right there and I need it, Sir, please? Please won’t you let me taste my...m-my brother’s cock, Sir?” 

That excited him. Her confirmation of the inherently taboo act they were participating in. She saw his excitement, a smile on her face as she rubbed him through his pants more intently now. His precum stained the fabric, wetting her fingers. 

“Yes, Sir. That’s right. I want my sister mouth on my brother’s cock. I want to show my Big Brother Sir what a good little servant I can be.”

“She’ll be a good cockwhore, Sir, I promise,” said Edith. Her nimble little hands ran over Joan’s nipples through her thin blouse, squeezing tight. “I’ll make her serve you right. I promise. Let her have her sisterslut mouth on your rod? I’ll guide her down for her first time, Sir.”

Joan was fully wrapped in the madness now. Their combined smell of their lust overwhelmed their senses. Her beautiful eyes were wild with lust. 

“Let me, Sir, please? Please. Please, please, please Warren brother baby darling Sir, won’t you please let me suck your big beautiful cock after all this time?”

He didn’t trust himself to speak without his voice catching and failing. He merely nodded and urged her head forward with his hands. Fingers sliding through that incredible dark mass of hair. His cock, unburdened from his pants, leapt upward to meet his sister's face.

Her mouth, untrained, made up for her lack of skill with hungry exuberance. Her moans were long and exultant as she sank down onto his pulsating meat. Her mouth was so warm, so tight, that every bump and contour of his flesh slid hard down her esophagus as Edith pushed her down harder. Joan gagged, loudly, and neither Edith nor Warren cared. The little bitch would have to suck it whole or nothing at all. 

When she finally was allowed to come up for air, she needed only one breath. 

“Please, more! Please, brother! I need your cock again!” 

Warren, nodded, and Edith pushed her lover down onto her Master's cock once more. They slowed the pace now, allowing Joan to find her footing in this brand new experience. Sucking a man's cock was as foreign to her as walking on the moon. As Joan worked, Edith took it upon herself to offer minute lessons, with Warren’s approval. 

“Not like that,” she’d explain, moving Joan back and taking Warren between her own lips slowly. She shifted her hair back and slid up slow and luxurious on her Master’s cock. “See? Take your time. It’s not a race.”

Ever a quick learner, Joan nodded, mimicking her lover in exactitude. 

Everyone should learn to suck cock this way, he thought. 

He felt he was in heaven. He pulled Edith in occasionally, and their tongues worked in unison. The two lovers knew each other so well that they could anticipate one another's movements, sliding in tandem around his hard length. Moaning and melting around his body. Making out madly around the head of his cock, their tongues madly mixing over his massive hardness. Edith, grinning, took Joan's head and pushed it down, choking her on his cock after every few sucks, letting her lover really get the taste of her new Master's cock. 

But after several minutes of this attention, he was no longer content with simply fucking their mouths, even with Edith pushing Joan well past her limits. Finally he stood up completely. He needed to fill his sister's cunt. He needed to get that fertile body with child. 

There was nothing else for it. Without the watch in his possession, and perhaps never getting it back, he needed to make sure that Joan was tied to him, irrevocably. A baby in her luscious belly was a perfect way to do that. 

“Spread her legs out on the bed,” he told Edith. “Prepare her for me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Small but strong, Edith pulled Joan onto the bed and guided her legs open. She ripped her clothes off, giggling, leaving only the torn remains of her lacy bra. 

“Oh...Sir...but...you’re my...my b-brother, I don’t know if...”

Hesitation, again. Warren felt disappointment sting at him—but Edith was already on the case. Her tight, scantily clad body sat on top of Joan's, spreading her thighs wide with her own knees. There was just enough room for Warren to slide in underneath her and into Joan's cunt. Edith kissed her darling lover on the neck, cooing Warren's praises. 

“You want it, baby. You want his cock in you. Trust me. It’s so, so good. He’ll fuck you just right...”

“I'm just...I'm not on birth control. Can't you wear a condom at least?”

He kissed Joan on the head. “I promise I'll pull out.”

It was a lie, and he didn't care. She was going to be his one way or another.

She nodded then, urging him inside. His cock, so hard and primed, needed little encouragement. Her folds were so hot and wet that he entered with absolutely no resistance. Finding her so open to his cock, he thrust into her wildly, entered at long last his Joan. His sister. His heart's desire. She was no virgin, but he was the first man ever to be inside of her, and she was just as tight as that fact advertised. The soft, warm folds of her luscious canal drew him in, squeezing on every ridge and line of his cock as he thrust into her again and again.

Edith on one side kissed both of them, her hot pussy juicing all over the sheets. Warren sucked on her tits hungrily for a moment, but only a moment. What he truly wanted was to see his sister's soft green eyes as he fucked her, entered her, desecrated her for anyone else. She was his now, and would be forever.

Finally, finally! Finally inside of Joan. After so, so very long. After so much wanting. 

“Oh fuck,” he grunted. “Oh god. Oh Joan. Joan, Joan, Joan...”

“Yes, Sir! Oh, god, Warren! You're so good!”

She was clearly feeling the effects. Her legs, wrapped around Warren's waist, pulled him in ever tighter to her lithe, hot body.

“I'm so fucking close, Joan, oh god. My Joan. My slave.”

“Yes, Sir. That's right. I'm your slave.”

Edith nodded, pushing her heavy tits on Warren's shoulder. “We're both your slaves, Master.” 

The blonde's weight meant that Warren fucked even deeper into Joan—a fact that wasn't lost on anyone, including Edith. She pushed harder as Warren entered his sister, her smile orgasmic as she watched her lover getting fucked by her Master.

“I've g-got to cum, Joan,” he huffed. “Does my sisterslut want me to pull out?”

It was inane. If he had his druthers, he’d have fucked her mind into being desperate for his cum in her belly at any old time. And he had no real intention of pulling out regardless. But he thought now, after several minutes of their perfect, hot coitus, that he might as well ask. 

“P-pull out?” Joan shook her head. “You...you said...”

“Don't make him, Joan. It'll feel so good. You'll be marked by him. Marked by his cock. It'll be so special. Do it for him. For me? For us? Have him put that baby in you.”

This clearly turned Joan on. Her cunt spasmed around Warren's thrusting cock. 

“Fuck, I don’t care anymore!” Her fists slammed down on the bed. “Fuck me, please.” She spoke with remarkable clarity between fevered breaths, though the clarity staggered the more she spoke. “I need your cum in me. Do it. Cum in me, Sir. Cum in my little hot sistercunt, made just-just-just for you, please oh fuck...p-please...”

It was more than he could resist. His orgasm started and chained through every part of his body, emptying out through his cock and up into the tight, delicious confines of his sister's pussy. His hot white goo emptied into her belly completely.

An amazing thing happened. They all shuddered in orgasm collectively. His own load had struck hard onto Joan's pleasure points, intensifying her pleasure just at the point of his own orgasm. And Edith had been given some very particular commands when Warren tranced her to cum whenever he did. Their shaking, kissing, licking bodies pushed against one another. Warren moaned against his hot sister's face, grinning uncontrollably. 

He'd done it. He'd fucked her. He'd fucking put a baby inside of her, he was certain. 

* * * * *
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PERHAPS AN HOUR LATER, he was shaken from his dazed sleep to find Edith still obediently suckling and loving his cock with her mouth. She had coaxed the cock of his semi-conscious form all the way back up to hardness.

It was nearing late evening now. He still had a show to put on the following night. He had to pay Larry back. He had to take care of that cop, somehow, snooping around and asking questions. And he had to deal with his venomous wife, her wicked mind now fully equipped with a dangerous mind-melting weapon.

But instead he sighed and settled in, sliding Edith's mouth back down to his cock. Joan giggled as she watched, nibbling at Warren’s ear.

“Get her, brother. Take what you've earned.”

Soon, he promised himself. He’d take care of it all soon. But for now, he was going to enjoy this one little victory.

––––––––
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GORGEOUS WOMEN, FIVE of them, had wrapped themselves around the man's legs. Those who couldn't slide their slick, arousal-laden bodies against him directly moaned and pushed their bodies up against their fellow sex slaves. They were all desperate to please him in every way...just like he had made them.

Just like he knew he deserved.

In front of the man was his final conquest. The one who he wanted to own more than any other. The one who had betrayed him the most brutally. 

But now that he had his special tool back...he was going to take her just like he had all those others. His cock, brilliantly thick, shone with a thick glaze of slave saliva and precum. 

“Please...” she said, shaking her head. “We've been through so much together.”

“That doesn't matter anymore.”

“But...but all our history.” She gulped. She knew she was gorgeous. She would try to use her beauty to get her way, just like she had done countless times before. “You're going to throw it away? All of it? Just like that?”

“You already did that, sweetheart.” He held up the watch. “I'm just making it official. You shouldn't have turned your back on me. You shouldn't have put me out.”

The light filled the room...

* * * * *
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IT WAS LATE IN THE morning before Warren could actually pull himself from Joan’s clutches. Her body so tight, so perfectly small against his, was hard to walk away from. But there was still a situation back at the warehouse—and unless he said something to his assistants directly, he was afraid that the women he had gathered for his service might have harmed Catherine somehow. 

He left his stepsister Joan with a kiss on her forehead, and slid the snoozing Edith—Joan's long time lesbian lover—down to half-consciously lick her cunt while he showered, dressed, and finally left. Later, he would call them as he needed them. 

Half-an-hour later, when he returned to the warehouse, everything was strangely calm. He had half-expected to walk into the middle of an orgy. 

In all honesty, because of the magic watch, Warren's life had begun to feel like an orgy. 

His assistants, so beautiful and completely naked, were asleep on the ground, all their limbs intertwined in a loving trio embrace. Tasia was in the middle, with Belle and Katie sleepily landing little kisses on her neck and torso. The caramel-skinned beauty had become something of an impromptu harem leader for Warren, perhaps because he hadn't been quite so angry with her as he had the others. 

Belle and Katie had their minds practically rewritten under his command for their insolence—trying to ruin his livelihood, his entire life's dream. Tasia he had taken pity on, being a widow. Not that she remembered her old husband—to her, now, Warren was the only man who ever need exist. 

The cop, Catherine, was still tied up, her hair disheveled and her face flushed as she stirred in Warren's presence. Her blouse had been ripped open during the night, her skirt tossed away. Slowly, her bright blue eyes landed on Warren's tall form before her. 

Other than looking a bit cold, she didn’t seem bothered by the fact of her nakedness before Warren. She seemed, even, invitational. Her legs stayed spread open, letting him see her wet, dripping pussy. Juices puddled on the floor beneath her.

“I thought I told my girls to keep you busy if you needed it?”

“They fell asleep,” she explained, yawning just slightly. “They passed out after making me...” she swallowed and shuddered. “After they had their fun. Several, several times over. But I still...I need to, still...I have to...”

“You need to cum?”

She nodded. “I thought that, if I rubbed my legs together just the right way, I could cum, but all I’ve done is turn myself on.”

His hand fit around her jaw. Her pale face, already flushed, flushed even more. Her legs slid up his, pushing intently. For the first time since walking in, Warren realized how odd it was that she hadn't asked to be untied.

“You do need to cum, don’t you?” 

This was so easy for him, now. He was almost surprised by how simple dominance was for him these days. It was like he had been born for it all along. All he needed was the watch to let him know how right it was for him to be in charge. 

“Y-yes!” Catherine cried, urging herself into his grip. “Yes, Master please!”

Warren stopped. There was a surprise. 

“What did you call me?”

“Master. You’re my M-Master. I don’t care. I’m so fucking horny. I need to cum so, so bad, please! Please!”

He smirked. “You’re such a horny little slut, to need to cum that bad for Master.”

“I need more than that.” Her voice was gravelly and serious. “Please. I’m so fucking horny. You control them so totally. I’ve never seen anything like it. But I want it for myself. I want—I want what they have. I want that mindlessness. Will you give it to me? Take my will away, please?”

He stepped back now, disappointed. “I can’t. I'm sorry.”

“Yes, you can. I know you can. You did it to them. And god, they just fucked and fucked for hours, not stopping. Getting hotter and more pleasured because they knew it was all for pleasing you. I want that. Fuck, I want that so bad. I’ve always wanted it. I don’t care anymore. I can say it because I know you’ll do it. So please, please do. Please?”

He shook his head, somewhat amazed by her eagerness. She was a natural. What a hell of a thing. A natural submissive. No wonder she hadn't asked for him to untie her. 

“Please. Really. Please? Please?” Her voice became a choked, worried whisper. “Please? Anything. I’ll do anything. Please. I just need what they have. It’s what my life is for, please?”

“I can’t.” He put his fingers to her lips. “I would. Believe me. I did it anyway, without you asking for it. I thought I had turned you back to normal, but apparently, normal for you means...well.”

She turned low. “Wanting to be a slave.”

“Yes. But I can’t do it. I don’t have the tool to do it anymore.”

He watched her try not to show her displeasure.

“I...I see.”

“But I can still make you cum. And I’ll still own your pretty little body. Would you like that? I’ll take total control of you.” His hand came to her throat, choking just slightly. Her body was instantly excited again. Fear and lust filled her gaze. “You’ll hop at my word like I command, or else I’ll kick you to the curb, where all the naughty, disobedient sluts go. How’s that?”

“You’ll...own me?” Her voice, from his grip on her throat, was soft now.

“Yes. And if you’ll help, then I aim to get that tool back.”

“The one that will make me yours completely.”

“That’s right. What do you think?”

“I think I need to cum really, really bad.”

He smiled, choking her a little harder. She responded with a soft cry of need. Leaning over, he roughly pushed his fingers into her slit—which was fine. She was slick as he had ever felt any woman. 

“You're going to cum for me, slave. You're my good little slave,” he explained, “and good little slaves cum for Master whenever he says. Don't they?”

Her body shook underneath him. “Y-yes!” 

Her arms shook in her bindings. She had nowhere to go. No way to escape even if she wanted—though of course she was happy being tied up like she was. 

“Please, Master? Please? Let me cum? Tell me to cum, please? I need it so, so bad, but I need you to tell me, I need you to tell me, I need you to tell—”

“Cum for me, Catherine. Cum for Master.”

A low, happy cry of ecstasy left her body, like an exorcised ghost. Moaning, biting his broad shoulder, she came. Her tight, hot body shook against his; those gorgeous pale tits rubbing up and down his shirt. Tasia and Belle stirred on the floor, smiling with open lust as they saw their Master pleasing another woman so. 

After about a minute, Catherine's body finally stopped shaking. Slowly, with just a bit of regret, he let her out of her bindings.

“I had gotten used to them,” she said. “You’ll tie me up again, won’t you?” 
She rubbed her wrists. The ropes had been soft, but even soft ropes would begin to chafe after a while. Luckily, her skin only seemed slightly irritated. 
“Certainly. That's what I do for good slaves.”

Catherine smiled and blushed. Katie finally stirred on the floor, waking up in Tasia's arms, as if wakened by the smell of a fresh orgasm.

“What now?” asked Catherine. “I mean...this is my first...um, few minutes as a slave. So what do you require, Master?”

It was cute how hard she was trying. She knelt down on the floor in front of him, her knees sitting in the puddle of her own spent aroused juices.

He stroked his jaw, considering. “First thing—I need that watch back.”

“What does it do?” asked Catherine. “The watch.”

He saw no reason to lie to her. If she knew, she knew. 

“It hypnotizes women. It hypnotized you.”

“Is that why I feel so...so submissive? Is it that powerful?”

“I think it is. But I don’t think that’s why you feel that way. I undid most of the damage I did. I went really, really far with you. Too far.”

“How far is too far?”

“You turned your back on your God and proclaimed me as him instead.”

Her eyebrows rose, one hand coming to her mouth. “Oh my. Yes. That is rather far, isn’t it?”

The assistants slowly rose upward, as if one being. Tasia, Belle, and Katie all crawled up to their knees at once, pushing Catherine aside only slightly, so that they could crawl around their Master’s lounging body.

“We missed you, Sire,” cooed Tasia. 

“So much.” Belle and Katie—perhaps due to being indoctrinated at the same time—had started the habit of speaking at the same time as well. “We followed your orders exactly.”

“Yes, Sire,” said Tasia. “We made each other cum I think eight times. And the new initiate came four. Didn’t you, initiate?”

Catherine nodded, clearly feeling subservient to Tasia.

From the body language of Catherine—the slight tilt of her head, the lowering of her eyes—her subservience appeared to come more easily to Tasia than it did to Warren. He wondered why that might be. Perhaps it was because Tasia had no doubt about her place. And Warren, for all that he knew about how much he deserved to have these women worshiping him, was still rather new at it. Tasia thought that she had been born perfect at service—had been wrangling her Master’s slaves and doting affection on him for her entire life. 

Without any prompt at all, Tasia pushed the other girls away, claiming first privilege on his cock. The other two whined and pouted, but only because it turned Warren on. They were perfectly happy, he knew, to watch Tasia suck him off. Her dark body looked so right in the service to his body.

Blissfully, perfectly obedient. They would never move against him. No matter what.

No matter what. That set off an idea in Warren’s head.  

“Belle, Katie.” He cleared his throat. “I need you to listen up.”

Reluctantly, they moved their faces away from his balls, retracting tongues into their mouths. “Yes, Master?”

“I’ve got a little job for you...”

* * * * *
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ALONE IN HER HOUSE, dressed neatly in a fashionable green sundress, the positively gorgeous Melinda sat and looked at the watch. Wondering where it had come from. What its origins were. 

Was it a force for good or evil? Was it just a tool, to be used for gain? But tools weren’t marked like this watch was—the engraving upon it. An open eye in the middle of a sun. 

Tools were just tools, built with a purpose. Humans marked property and heirlooms; humans marked ceremonial instruments for strange rituals, and humans marked weapons for war. Didn't they? Was this some manner of weapon?

That it was powerful was beyond doubt. Just the night before, she had hypnotized three of the richest men in the city. They had signed over practically the entirety of their wealth over to her. She would never feel insecure about money again. 

That was happiness, for Melinda. Feeling secure. A lifetime of disappointments and missed opportunities had made her loathe to invest herself in anything that wasn't sure. She had been burned too often.

She supposed, with the men last night, it wasn't necessary to make them never be able to fuck another women without thinking of Melinda the entire time. Even so, the thought made her heart warm. She rather deserved that kind of worship. And without all that fuss about actually having to fuck such inferior men. 

There was a real man out there, waiting for her. Maybe Warren, if he hadn't disappointed her so often. There was a kind of appeal to him, to be sure, a rugged determination that not many men possessed. And after all, sex the other night had been fantastic—but she pushed the thought away. 

He didn't deserve her. 

Melinda wasn't sure anyone did. She could easily make out her reflection in the mirror across the room. God, she was perfect. She pushed a hand through the thick mass of her hair. Had anyone ever had hair so thick and luxuriously sexy? It was no wonder the watch had ended up in her hands. She deserved everyone doing what she said. That was right and natural. 

Men and women would do what she wanted anyway, just to see a smile on her gorgeous face. The watch only sped things up, that was all. 

The doorbell rang. Upon checking the door, she saw that it was Belle and Katie. Warren's assistants. 

How...strange. What was this about? 

They were dressed, as Melinda had often seen them, in matching outfits. Belle's gorgeous (though fake,  Melinda noted) tits were constrained in a tight pink tank top, hot yellow skinny pants riding up just to the point of her hips. Katie wore, in turn, bright pink short shorts with a midriff-baring tube top that neatly showed off her lusciously shaped, modestly sized chest.

Melinda noted with satisfaction that even with all their showing off, she was much more attractive than either of them. 

“Hello, dears. Can I help—”

They rushed inside, pushing open the door. 

“We’ve got something so important to talk to you about,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Super important. We really need to sort it out right away.”
They each wore tall platform sandals, clopping loudly on Melinda's tile floors.
“I’ll bite. What is it?”

“Well it’s just—”

“—It’s Mas-Warren, isn’t it?”

“Right, Warren. Him. The Him. I mean, you know Him.”

Melinda could hear their capitalization. Their faces had become a little glazed, talking about him. She began to laugh. 

Did Warren really believe that Melinda wouldn't already have suspected he'd use the watch on Katie and Belle? She knew him too well for that. The only reason he even hired Belle was because he and Melinda had stopped fucking him, and Belle was merely an imitation—though a lovely one, Melinda had to admit—of Melinda. 

The girls didn't seem to understand why she was laughing, both of them sharing the same confused look.

“Oh, he didn’t think this through, did he?” She tsked. “You poor dears. He fucked your minds too thoroughly to really be any good at something like this, I think.”

Belle gulped. “He doesn’t know...I mean I don’t know what you’re talking about. We’re not Master’s toys.”

“No,” said Katie. “Not His toys at all. Or his pets. Or his fuckdolls. Or his little cockslut servants...”

They had started leaning into one another. Holding hands intently, Katie dragged Belle's hand up her bare thighs, letting out a soft moan.

“Right.” Melinda nodded, very serious. “I believe you.”

“You do?” They said it unison, eyes lighting up. 

“Of course,” she lied. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Oh, that’s great. He’ll be so excited,” said Belle. 

She apparently didn’t notice her faux paus. 

Melinda smiled. It was a luscious, beautiful thing, even with as predatory as she made it. “Now, you’re here about the watch, is that right?” 

“Are we...did we say that?”

They hadn’t, of course. “Of course you did,” said Melinda. “You need that watch.”

“Right!” Belle nodded. “So we can all...have our revenge on him!”

“Yeah!” said Katie. “And really suck his cock to show him what’s what!”

Belle elbowed Katie hard. As if she had merely slipped, instead of revealing everything in its entirety. These were not the best spies to send on a diplomatic mission such as this.

Melinda giggled. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh yes,” Belle breathed, looking at the watch still held in Melinda's hands. “We’re totally serious. We want to show him what’s what. And he's got such a cock to show.”

The engraving on the watch was rather pretty, Melinda decided. Elegant and simple. An eye inside of a sun. It looked Egyptian. Perhaps it was some ancient heirloom? But then, how would the Egyptians have had a watch? Perhaps some watchmaker long ago who had stumbled upon a book of Egyptian spells?

There were other types of hieroglyphics as well, of course. Other ancient societies. It was rather cliche of her, wasn’t it, to assume Egyptian. It could have been Malasian, or Peruvian, or Aztec...any number of sources. 

Or even something from another world. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that it worked.

“Do you want to know what I think?”

The two looked at one another and shrugged. “Of course.”

“I think my idiot husband sent you here after me.” She held up the watch. “I think he sent you after this. Didn’t he?”

Immediately they tried to shield their eyes, guard themselves and back away. Melinda swung the watch slowly, undeterred.

“Don't worry, girls. You don't have to worry. Just look at me.” 

Katie, always rather dim, tried to peek. “Did you put it away? Because—oh.”

Immediately, her face and body went slack.

“Take Belle's arm down.”

Instantly, Katie pulled Belle’s arm down, ignoring her lover’s protests. The effect was instant.

The two stood, dazed and smiling, staring wide-eyed as the watch fried their tiny, hypnotized minds. 

“You two are my slaves now,” said Melinda. “You were always meant to be. Always. Never anyone else’s. Never, ever. Always mine. Never Warren’s. Only mine. Even when you pleased him. It was all for me. All for me. Everything is just for me. You know it’s true. It’s always been true. Nothing else could be more true. Everything in this world exists solely for me.”

She waited for them to repeat it, and then remembered herself. That wasn’t how it worked. They had to be told to say it back.

And she wanted to be told that. She wanted to hear it from them—what she deserved. What she had earned for her efforts. Didn’t she fucking deserve some hot babe slaves doting on her? Why not? She was a fucking hot babe herself, she ought to have whatever she wanted.

“Repeat after me, girls,” Melinda began, still swinging the watch. “You are my slaves...”

* * * * *
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BACK IN THE WAREHOUSE, it was late in the evening and Warren looked over the note that Melinda had delivered to him. The note was harsh, articulate, and stunning—just like Melinda, so of course it was:

––––––––
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Next time you send your sluts after me, make sure you haven’t made them dumb as rocks beforehand. Belle used to be so sharp. I admired how much she loathed you. I think I’ll bring that version of her back, and better than ever. It was rather mean of you to make her true colors go away like that.

Oh, and IF you send anyone after me again, I’ll come over there and have you wearing diapers within the hour. I know you had to try something, just to see if it would work. It didn’t. It won’t. Try it again, and you’ll never be able to say anything more complicated than the first few lines of baby’s first book.



––––––––
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“I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN,” he shook his head. “Melinda knew about the watch ahead of time yesterday. I thought she saw me fucking you, but she must have assumed that Belle and Katie were in on it too. Or maybe they just weren’t...weren’t... trained well enough.”

It was all going to hell.

Around him, his remaining girls—Tasia, Catherine, Edith, and Joan waited patiently for him to command them. He let the note fall to the ground, and it was Joan who picked it up and read it. Edith and Joan had showed up just a few moments after Warren sent Katie and Belle out on their mission. Quickly, he had filled them in—not caring anymore, really, whether Joan knew she had been transformed into his complete hypno-slut or not. It wasn't as if she could do anything about it. 

His lovely sister wore tight leather pants and a sexy, form-fitting white jacket. Edith was in one of her characteristically flirty outfits—showing off her tits in a tiny blue tank top with cut-off jean shorts. Little cowboy boots were on her incredibly tanned legs.

Catherine and Tasia had gotten dressed, in a manner of speaking. Both of them wore assistant outfits—tight spandex leotards showing off their devastatingly sexy forms. 

“War...” Joan coughed. “Master, I don't understand. Why can't we just leave it alone? Do you need that watch, really? I mean...we're all so happy to serve you.”

He shook his head. She didn't understand.

Of course, a normal man might have been satisfied with these four beautiful women doting on his every waking action, but Warren was quickly realizing he was no normal man. He wanted it all, and damn the consequences. Tasia and Edith were completely hypnotized in his name, but Joan was only slightly so, and Catherine was there purely because she wanted to be. 

What if Melinda came after them? What if she wasn't content with what she had? Why would she be? She already clearly deserved so much...and she had enough arrogance to know it.

There was nothing left to do. Melinda knew everything. Nothing but...but...

“There is one solution left for us,” he realized suddenly.

The girls brightened, in almost perfect unison saying, “Yes, Sir?”

He walked them to the back of the warehouse, toward his “solution.” Opening the door, he revealed the small space inside—completely bare, completely white. In the middle of the room was a small box, where a subject would sit and close themselves in. There was a hole at the top for a neck; the idea was, then, that whoever sat there wouldn't be able to see anything but the stark, blank whiteness of the room. 

“This is the White Room. It’s an experiment of mine.”

He had never told anyone about the White Room. Not even Melinda. He didn’t want to show her anything that wasn’t already a success. It was the sort of environment she encouraged. Belle and Katie had found it, but unless Melinda asked, she wouldn't know about it either—and those two hadn't even known what it does. 

“What does it do?” asked Joan.

He bit one lip. It would have to be Joan, he realized. Melinda would never think Joan was on his side. Tasia and Catherine, she had probably already seen. And Edith would have been too easy to dismiss. No, it would have to be Joan.

“It would...it would wipe your mind clean,” he explained. “For a while. Not forever. But it would clear out your subconscious. You’d have nothing in your head except for my thoughts. My will.”

Catherine nodded slowly. He could see the prospect excited her.

“That sounds a lot like the watch,” said Catherine.

“It is. But the watch reshapes the subconscious, I think. Forming it to the user’s will. This just...pushes the subconscious away, for a little while. Gives it a vacation. All that’s left is whatever I say. No conscious. No subconscious. Just blind obedience.” He turned to Joan. “I want you to do this for me, Joan.”

“That sounds...a little scary.” Joan squeezed his hand. “Are you sure it’s safe, Warren?”

“What I think,” he said stolidly, “is that it’s the only way to get the watch back from Melinda. And we have to do that.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s what I want, Joan. Don’t you want to do what I want?”

“Y-yes.” She smiled prettily. Trying to disarm him. “Of course, Warren. You’re my brother. I want to help. It’s just...I don’t know why it’s so important.” She waved her hands at the crowd gathered around him. The beautiful, scantily clad crowd. “I mean, Tasia still is just nuts about you. Catherine, who like, I just met, is singing your praises and wants your cock down her throat all the time. That was like the second thing she ever said to me.” She shook her head. “So I mean, Belle and Katie might be working for Melinda, but she might give them back to you. And Edith and I are still here, and we just adore you. So can’t that be enough?”

Even still, Joan tried to defy his will. Once he had the watch back, he'd take care of that permanently. But until that point, he just needed to lean on her a little bit. 

“I need you,” he said to Joan. His hands clasped onto her cheeks. “All of you. For the show. My career’s on the line. It’s too important. It won’t be enough unless I’m in control of everything. I have to be.”

That was all true. But what was also true for Warren was that the thought of wiping his sister’s mind totally clean, even for a little while, was incredibly exciting. 

“Yes, Warren. Master. Of course.” Joan stepped back, looking worried. “I’m...I didn’t mean to make you angry.”

He shook his head. “I’m not angry. Just worried. I want all my girls back home. All of them.”

She nodded. “I’ll do it, Sir. I love you.”

Warren smiled. That would do. For now.

* * * * *
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IT WAS RATHER ENJOYABLE, having female slaves. Melinda could see now why Warren had grabbed so many. She hadn’t even considered using the watch for sex until she had captured Belle and Katie.

As she reclined on the couch in her home, the two beauties massaged her feet now, doing a rather wonderful job of it. She promised them that if they did a good enough job, she would allow them to lick her pussy. 

Melinda was something of a demisexual, and needed a lot of time together with a potential lover before feeling the intimacy required for copulation. 

Perhaps, she considered, munching on a grape, that was why Carlos had been such a complete disappointment. 

Carlos was an inadequate lover, and the other two men were taken in the first place only for their money. Indeed, Carlos had only been brought into Melinda’s equation in the first place because she wanted someone with a little safety net of cash to support her as she transitioned through the divorce. The plan had never been to be with Carlos long term—which is why it was sort of  amusing to her, during a hypnosis session, to find out that the poor dear had plans of making her his wife. 

She rolled her bright, gorgeous green eyes at the memory. As if. She wasn’t done with men, but she was definitely done with marriage. She wasn’t even thirty—what did she want with being attached to someone for the rest of her life?

The doorbell rang. Immediately, suspicion entered Melinda's heart. Surely, Warren wasn't trying again to take the watch? Hadn't he learned his lesson?

Katie perked up slightly. “Shall we get it, Mistress?”

Melinda sighed. “No, I suppose not.”

The two slaves had their minds a little too fucked at the moment to be of much use to Melinda in any capacity outside of physical service. Later, she would train them to greet others as if they were Melinda’s friends. Or perhaps cousins? Belle did look so much like her, after all. She walked through the house calmly, rather enjoying the way her feet felt so relaxed. The girls really were very good at massaging. 

Peeking out the window, she noticed that, curiously, it was Joan who stood at the door. 
Joan, who hated Warren. Who despised him. Who would do anything at all if it meant humiliating and demeaning her brother. 
In truth, Melinda had never been able to stand Joan. The bitch hadn’t bothered to come to her wedding, and had never sent a gift—never—not even with numerous reminders about where she and Warren were registered. Never a card in the mail, never a congratulations. Indeed, Joan always acted like she felt sorry for Melinda—which was the one sin that Melinda could never ignore.

No one would pity Melinda. No one would hold her in contempt. She was above that. She was above everyone. 

When you’re above everyone, after all, then no one can ever have a thought that harms you. 

Melinda smiled, opening the door. Even if Warren had somehow gotten his sister to talk to him, Melinda felt confident of her ability now to completely wipe her mind. Maybe give her an attitude adjustment.

Yes, maybe she would do that anyway? Joan was rather beautiful, after all. 

In fact, she looked a lot like Melinda. Just like Belle did. 

Wasn’t that...strange?

Warren. What a pig. He did have a type.

The moment Melinda opened the door, she noticed something was terribly wrong. Joan’s eyes—her entire face, really—looked blank. 

For a moment, Melinda was able to study her intensely gorgeous features. She had only met Joan a few times, and each time Melinda had been sort of drunk. Always at parties or get-togethers, Warren trying to drum up support for Joan by arriving at her insipid little journal release parties. Melinda drank to get through them. They were insufferably vain, cannibalistic affairs otherwise. The alcohol turned the insufferability down to a reasonable sufferable level

Melinda had been waiting for Joan to say something—but so far, there had been nothing.

She crossed her arms. “Are you going to just stand there all day, or say something?”

Joan pushed open the door, arms jerking mechanically.

“Joan?” Melinda was surprised. “What’s wrong with you...why is your face so blank?”

She looked almost like she had been hypnotized, but there was a strange purpose to her expression, even with her eyes blank and empty. It wasn't like the hypnotized look that the watch gave—which is what confused Melinda. 

“Do not talk with the woman. Grab the watch.”

Her voice was slow, robotic. It did not sound like Joan’s voice. It was deeper, slower, like she was trying to imitate someone else. 

She pushed Melinda aside and started scanning the interior of the house, head tilting this way and that.

Melinda realized suddenly that the watch—stupid, so stupid—was right out in the open. 

“Grab it!” Melinda commanded her new slaves.

The lithe, young Katie picked up a lamp, orgasming obviously at obeying. Belle, seeing her initiative, took the lamp in her hands as well, and they both smiled and thanked their Mistress for the privilege. Joan, meanwhile, saw the watch on the table and snatched it up.

With no other recourse, Melinda tackled Joan. They tussled on the floor for several moments, tugging hair and pushing with one another.

Finally, Melinda got the upper hand. She shoved Joan away and grabbed the watch.

Melinda held it up, swinging triumphantly as its light filled the room—but it had no effect. Joan snatched it, examining it close. She sniffed it, like she was some animal. Nostrils flaring. 

“Grab the watch. Return home.”

She pushed Melinda into the gathered slave girls and they all fell down in a tangle. Katie and Belle immediately tried to cover Melinda’s hot, flushed skin in kisses, insisting on their love for her. Roaring in frustration, she pushed them away.

But she was too late. Joan was gone—and the watch with her.

And so too was Melinda's perfect future. 

* * * * *
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FOR NEARLY AN HOUR after her return, Joan’s mind was completely blank still, and totally obedient only to Warren. 

Warren, being a generous sort, of course took this opportunity to have her suck his cock like the good girl he wanted her to become. The second she woke, he wanted her to see him with the watch in his mind, thus wiping out any vestiges of resistance to his will. To this end, he had Edith kneeling next to Joan, her eyes blank and watching the watch. 

He hadn't told Edith to do anything specific—merely to look at him and orgasm like the hot, fuckdoll good girl he had turned her into. Edith, body trembling and throbbing against his leg, of course obeyed. She had been obeying for close to an hour, now, tranced the entire time, her eyes blank of anything but worship, in the deepest hypnotic trance ever created. Warren wondered idly if it was unhealthy, and then he remembered all the times Edith had laughed at Joan's jokes about him, and encouraged her to orgasm harder.

Joan, meanwhile, sucked mindlessly, her face absolutely blank as she worked up and down his pole. Warren watched her closely, having cum twice now already at the sight of his gorgeous sister's beautiful face—that face he had wanted to own for so very long—at his utter beck and call. 

Fuck, but it made him hard to watch a totally empty-minded vessel serve him like this. Catherine  and Tasia stood behind him, safely outside of the radius despite all their protestations of wanting to serve like his sister and her lover. He didn't care what Catherine and Tasia wanted, though—he was in charge, now, like it should be. Besides, he would let them have their way soon enough. 

There was a knock at the front of the warehouse. 

Warren sighed. “So soon,” he shook his head. “I was wondering when Melinda would make her play. Catherine...be a dear.”

“Yes, Sir. Master. Master, Sir. Yes. I'll get it.”

He smiled at her fumbling, turning to watch her excellent ass in the tiny spandex outfit Tasia had dressed her in. Her pale skin, combined with that thick red hair, looked devilishly hot. 

After a few moments of straightening, he had pulled his pants up and stopped swinging the watch. Elsa collapsed to the ground, gasping and moaning.

“M-Master...” she croaked. “Oh, Master, my Master...”

Her hands stretched outward toward him. She was being a good girl. He'd have to remember to fuck her for her service later. Joan, meanwhile, was still mindlessly moving her jaw up and down in the air, sucking at air.

“Cease,” he told her, “rest.”

He pushed her down into Edith's arms on the arranged mattress, who immediately wrapped her body around her lover's, kissing and spilling tears of joy. 

Sliding a hand into Tasia's delectable ass cheeks, he approached the front office of the warehouse, ready to accept Melinda's surrender. Only, it wasn't Melinda standing in the office—it was, once again, was Larry with his girl Barbara. 

Larry was Warren's loan shark. He was a mean, stout man, fully capable of hurting others for a living. He was the sort you would see in a crime movie and immediately peg as the jerk who would do something terrible to the protagonist's family later on, and smile about it. 

Barbara was dressed up, if it was even possible, to look hotter than she had the day before. Her tiny tweed skirt barely covered her ass, and her midriff-baring pink sweater hugged her tits so tightly that if they were alive, they’d be suffocating. The effect was immediate on Warren, who felt his blood rising as his eyes fixated on the long, gentle turn of her neck down to her oversized breasts. Little droplets of highly conditioned hair swirled around her lovely, doll-like face, resting around her shoulders in liquid chestnut curls.

Larry tore his lascivious eyes off of Catherine—looking so lovely in her own tiny outfit—and ground one fist into his palm. 

“You got my money, magician? I want my money.”

“It’s Friday, Larry. I owe you tomorrow.”

“I don’t care what day it is. I want my money, and I want it now. Or do I gotta teach you another lesson in respect?”

“You know what, Larry? I do have something for you. Come right in.” He gestured. “Give me a second, all right?”

Larry walked into the back, Barbara on one arm. Immediately, his eyes widened at the sight of the naked Edith salivating on the mattress as she watched Warren move. She rubbed her cunt furiously against the blank, motionless body of Joan, grinding her clit into Joan's back thigh. 

“Hey, uh...I didn’t mean to interrupt...whatever this is.” Larry put a hand to his chin, looking at Catherine and Tasia with a new light. “You know, maybe we could forget about some of the interest on your payments if uh, you know, you’re willing to be a good Samaritan and share a little?”

“Larry!”

“Shut up, Barbara. The men are talking.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Warren twitched at that. Barbara quieted instantly, like a dog beaten too regularly. Despite everything, he had no tolerance for a person living in fear. A man had to have some lines of morality, and his were drawn there. Despite all his other faults, all Warren was really doing was having the time of his life making these beautiful women have the time of their lives. They came constantly, their minds always pleasured, their bodies in constant, happy ecstasy. Obedience to him was pleasure, not terror. 

He let the watch slide down his grip, holding it like a grappling hook, or a flail. “Larry, I have something to tell you.” 

“If it ain’t my money, I ain’t interested in hearing it.”

“It’s better than money.”

He and Barbara laughed. “There ain’t no such thing, sonny boy. Sorry to be the one to break it to you.”

The watch in Warren’s hand felt justified. It felt right. Tasia and Catherine obediently walked behind Warren, knowing what was coming.

“Of course there is, Larry. Here, have a look.”

“Look at...at...that?”

In seconds, both Barbara and Larry were following the swinging watch with their eyes, utterly hypnotized. Totally under Warren's control.

Warren considered for a moment. His first impulse was to humiliate Larry somehow. Make him pay for his terrible manners. But Warren had gotten himself into that situation. He had taken out money from Larry. He knew the risks. It would be asinine to humiliate him publicly—and would draw too much attention.

He could use some muscle, however. One kept well in-check not even by his own hand, but by Barbara’s.

“I want you both to imagine that the two of you are together in a theater,” he began. “You know there are other people in the theater, but you can’t really focus on them. They don’t matter. All that matters is what shows up on the screen. 

“On the screen, you can see me. Me, and all my girls. The girls you know, just by looking, that I deserve. There’s not a doubt in your mind. You love this story. You want it be real. It entrances you totally. You’re caught up in the world. A fanboy for everything about it. You want to daydream all day long about this luscious world and all its possibilities. Who will I fuck next? Who will be worthy enough to serve me? You think all day about it.

“But you both know that the two of you are in a very special, very exclusive club. You’re both the true fans, the real fans, while other people aren’t in on it. They don’t understand. Either they can’t, because they’re not enlightened enough, or they don’t want to. Either way, you know that people outside our special little club—the club that includes me as a performer, my girls as my special acts, and yourselves as the fans—people outside of us, they won’t get it like you do. They won’t respect it. You have to protect it.

“You need to protect me. It’s very important that you do. You know that the best way to protect me...” Warren grinned, stroking Barbara's lovely face. “...the best way to protect me is if Barbara is in charge. Barbara’s loyalty to me is absolute. She’ll fuck me anytime I want. She’s a true fangirl. And the two of you share your love of what I do, and you know how important fucking one another is to feel the worship of me in your veins. Barbara will only ever think of me while she cums. And meanwhile, Larry, you’ll only think of how good it is that you’re doing what you were made for. Fucking at my command. Living at my order. That’s what people are really meant to do. You know it, but you know it’s a secret. The movie makes it all so clear. You can see the narrative playing out, threads of story sliding over your mind and making them absolute.”

He went on for a little while, reinforcing this narrative thread of obedience and loyalty, of the authority that Barbara held over Larry. Just to drive it all home, he slid Barbara down to her knees and had her start sucking Larry's thick, long cock. 

It was strange, but it got him hard, watching the tranced Barbara slowly, expertly, suck on Larry’s cock. Her lips were thick and pillowy, colored the same bright, cheer pink as his outfit. It was the power of it, Warren realized. Making others do what he wanted. Barbara was so absolutely under his control that even now, as she sucked Larry's cock, she thought she was blowing Warren. That's why her muted, happy moans were so joyful and enthusiastic. 

Ultimately, Larry came down Barbara's throat just as they both were exiting the trance. Barbara swallowed it all, wiped her mouth, and stood up calmly.

“That was pretty good, right, Sir?”

Warren nodded. “You did beautifully, Barbara. Now, about that money I owe you...”

“It's disappeared. Gone. You won't have to worry about a thing. Larry will take care of it.”

Fumbling with his still spurting cock, Larry finally seemed to notice that Warren was watching. Coughing and flushed, he arranged himself back into his pants. 

“Oh, I guess we should leave? You don’t want us in your office, huh boss? I guess we should just—“

“Shut up, Larry,” said Barbara. “The adults are talking.”

Larry gulped, a hangdog look on his face. His eyes went down to the ground. “Yes, ma'am.”

Barbara gifted him with a cool smile and turned back to Warren. “Is there more for now? Or shall we return to the theater and see that it's properly secured for you?”

An ideal servant, that was what he had tranced Barbara as. Gone was the ditzy exterior, a security measure to live in a world populated by who-knew-how-many-Larrys. All that was left now was this calm, serene beauty, completely assured in her service to Warren. 

“Yes,” he said. “That sounds good. Run along.”

Barbara hummed happily with the order, and the two left, Barbara tugging Larry along by his earlobe all the while for speaking out of turn.

There. That was done.

* * * * *
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SHORTLY AFTER LARRY retreated, Catherine asked for a word with Warren. He had almost immediately pushed Tasia down to her knees, enjoying a soft, lick-heavy handjob from the young beauty. 

Warren smiled at her. “What is it, my dear?”

Catherine loved how it was easy to call women by such demeaning titles when he owned so many. It wouldn’t be long before he owned Catherine completely—he had been saving her for last. With her enthusiasm for the process, he had been excited by the prospect of getting her input on how exactly she wanted her mind to be totally fucked over by his will. She was delighted to provide this for him. 

“What you did to Joan, in the White Room...it really fascinated me.”

“Oh?”

On the mattress, Joan was finally stirring. Edith immediately snuggled harder into her. The two of them were really quite cute together. 

“I mean,” she bounced slightly, “I want you to use the watch on me.”

“I know that, love. And I will.”

Tasia stroked a little harder now. 

“But not just that,” said Catherine. “I don’t want just the watch. I want you to try something with me.”

“I’m...” he huffed slightly, using his palm to slow Tasia's efforts. “...I'm listening.”

“I...I want you to see what happens when  you use the watch with the white room.”

There was a light bulb humming overhead. It must have distracted Warren, made him daydream, because he acted as though he couldn’t have possibly heard what he just heard. 

“You...why?”

“Because I’m tired of my mind fucking with what I really want. And what I really want, what I’ve always wanted, is to submit. Totally. And I don’t want my mind getting in the way of that anymore. I don’t want any doubts. I don’t want any stupid morality or religion getting in my way. I want to wipe my mind with a fucking sponge, and then rebuild a temple to yourself so that I’ll never, ever think of doing anything that isn’t your will again.”

Warren’s cock was rock hard at this pronouncement. Precum spurted happily into Tasia's face. She gobbled it down with happy, slobbering sounds.

“I’d have to...set it up, I think.”

He didn't need much more encouragement. Within the hour, he had the new system set up to his liking.

The watch wouldn’t work after the White Room did its work—as Joan had proven when she took the watch from Melinda. So, what Warren set up was the watch on a long string of fishing wire. It was connected to the ceiling, and then to the door again, so that Warren could ensure it kept swinging by twisting and turning the doorknob on the outside. 

After it was all set up, Catherine, heart racing, entered the White Room.

An empty mind. A mind devoted purely to service. She had never been so wet in her entire life.

She knelt down in the box in the middle of the room. There was a small pillow inside for her knees. Another pillow at the back of the hole for her head to keep her neck supported. Above her was the watch. She saw it start to swing, slowly, ever so slowly, as the door clinked shut behind her.

Warren's voice came through on the intercom. “The session begins now.”

It was funny, thought Catherine. She didn’t feel anything yet. She heard the thrumming in the room, of course. The somewhat primal waves of thumps and piston engine sounds around her. But she didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel...anything.

Nothing at all.

Nothing.

Nothing...but...

There was nothing but the void. The empty, white, perfect little void. She could have been inside of it for days. For seconds. For years. For hours. She lost a sense of time, and then she lost the sense that she should know what time is. It was all whiteness. All emptiness.

Her mind was the void.

Her brain was the void.

She was the void. 

No, simpler than that:

The void was.

Sounds entered the tiny room. The bottom part of her face was wet with drool. A watch appeared in front of her—she did not recognize it. Did not recognize the shape, the function, or the color or the texture or any of it. It began to swing, shining bright, perfect lights.

And Catherine slowly was reborn. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER THOROUGHLY MINDFUCKING Catherine, the gathered gang re-located to Tasia’s house, which was a small one-story.

It seemed like a safer place to be. Melinda didn’t know yet about Tasia or Catherine—and with Catherine, there was always the threat of more police coming by to ask about her. Warren didn’t yet trust the gorgeous young redhead to make a call in to quit her job, even though she gleefully offered to be tied up again when he decided to move. She now considered talking to Warren to be obeying orders—and as such, orgasmed as she did so. Her body was in a constant state of heightened, regulated bliss.

“Place her there, yes.” He pointed, indicating to Tasia and Edith. “On the bed. Prepare the master bedroom for the rest of us. I’ll want to enjoy you all very soon.”

Tasia made sure Catherine was safe and warm under the blanket, her body still orgasming ceaselessly, and nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Warren removed his clothes, and ordered the other girls to do the same once they had gathered into the master bedroom. There had been time enough with them decorated. Right now, he wanted every last one of them naked. He wanted to spend the entire night learning every inch of their perfect skin.

“Joan,” he said, a smile on his face. “I want you to—”

The doorbell rang. Joan's face immediately filled with exasperation. 

“Don't answer it, Master,” she implored him. “Let me worship you. Let me worship my brother as he deserves. Please? Pretty please, Sire?”

He sighed. Her hands were so soft around his neck...but he had to see who it was, at least. Leaving the girls in the master bedroom, he peeked outside—and saw that it was Belle and Katie at the door. They wore tiny silk robes—Melinda's robes—and tall heels, displaying their long, perfectly shaped legs. Curious. He retreated to the bedroom and grabbed the watch so that it was safe in his hands, and then returned and opened the door. 

“What,” he said, not caring at all that he was naked in front of them, “are you doing here, ladies?”

Belle and Katie looked guiltily at one another, mincing in their platform heels.

“We followed you,” Belle said, by way of explanation. “We didn’t know what else to do. We were so lost without you.”

“Lost?” he laughed. 

“Your will was too, too strong, Sire. Your words. She didn’t know what she was doing, not really.”

“Yes, Sire,” Katie nodded. She shifted her robe to one side, showing her cleavage. “She was like some amateur football player in a professional ice skating rink. Her control wasn't as good as yours. You thought it was the watch—we both did, but...”

“But,” said Belle, “really, it was you all along. The watch helped, but it just awakens your natural power. Your real power. It's not the watch at all.” She looked at it pointedly. “It's just you.”

It was a damned tempting thought. He gestured for them to come inside, and they did so right away. Belle kept talking, gulping as she did.

Of course, he knew it was some kind of lie. If they were really still under his control, as they said, then why hadn't they dropped to their knees? Why weren't they drooling in his presence like all the rest of his good girl slaves? 

“We can go back to her, Sire,” said Belle. “Put her under. Put her back in your control, where she belongs. Won’t you let us? If you’ll let us have the watch, we’ll make sure of it for you.”

Katie nodded. “We can make it all happen for you, Sire.”

Ah, so that was the play. Did Melinda really think he was going to be fooled by the same failed trick that he had tried? With the same failures who tried it? She really didn't think much of him. Disappointment arranged itself around his heart, and he shook his head sadly, holding up the watch.

“No. I think I’ll make sure of you two, first.”

They tried, of course, to resist and put up their arms—but it was not enough. He swung the watch easily, wiping their minds again. Katie's robe fell to the floor, revealing her absolutely naked body before Warren. With them safely tranced, he shut the front door. Probably with so many repeated indoctrinations, Belle and Katie would need good dose of the White Room themselves, soon. Just to clear out any outside motivations. 

He quickly wiped away their allegiance to Melinda—a simple thing, truly, she had done a rather botchy job of re-aligning their loyalties—and had them slide into each other’s arms before him. 

His attention was so focused on them, though, that he did not see nor hear Melinda sneaking up from behind him until it was too late. One moment, he was holding the watch, re-entrancing Belle and Katie, and the next—

The next—

The next moment—

—took ages—

His mind blinking in and out of consciousness—

—as it was reformatted—

—to the sound of Melinda's voice—

—his Mistress's voice—

—and he was kissing Melinda's beautiful feet. She was so beautiful. So beautiful. How could he ever betray such a beautiful, perfect creature?

“Line them up in here,” she said to Belle. “Bring them all before me. I want them all to watch what I've done to their 'Master.'”

Warren knew remotely that he was talking about him. But it didn't make sense. He was no one's Master. He was a servant. He belonged to Melinda. Beautiful, perfect Melinda, and—

Catherine was there, brought in by Belle. He witnessed as Melinda tried to use the watch on her, but it had no effect. None. The gorgeous redhead simply shook her head. 

“You can't wipe the mind of the faithful, you stupid bitch.” Catherine smiled. “I belong to him, my God, in every way.”

And then they fought, banging against one wall and then the other in the house. Pictures crashing down, shelves smashing. Warren stood up to help, but he didn't know how. His Mistress hadn't commanded it. If she would only say something...

“Warren!” Melinda's voice was strained. Catherine had the watch, smiling triumphantly. “Take it from her! Do it now!”

Finally, an order! He rushed after the redhead, but she swung the watch and—

And—

The next moment—

The next moment took—

—ages—

—and he returned to himself. 

First he noticed his fingers, totally under his control. He remembered everything. Melinda entrancing him for nearly an hour, trying to rewrite his brain to serve her and her alone. He could still feel traces of her in there, her lusciously perfect voice cooing to him, urging him to obey, obey, obey...

But Catherine, beautiful Catherine, had been able to resist. Because of her love for him. Because of what they had done to her in the White Room. 

“Good girl,” he said, standing up slow. His legs were a little unsteady. “Good girl, Catherine.”

She handed the watch to him, her pussy obviously throbbing with orgasm, and moaned hotly as he kissed her plush, pink lips. 

“Thank you, S-Sir,” she breathed. “I only wanted to make you happy. To make you in charge.” She turned to Melinda, Belle, and Katie, who were kneeling on the ground. “I left Melinda's mind in tact for you, Sire. So that you could do whatever you wanted. She's just immobilized, is all. And waiting for your command.”

He grinned. “Good girl.”

All the girls were in the living room now. Lined up for him. Totally naked. Tasia had taken it upon herself to put on a black velvet collar, but among them, she was the only one with any decoration. The cunts of Edith, Joan, Belle, Katie, and Tasia all pulsed with need as they looked up at Warren. He had Catherine kneel next to them—all his lovely beauties in a row. His cock returned to full hardness again almost instantly.

What Melinda had done to him was understandable—she was only trying to protect herself. In a certain kind of way, he even admired it. The sneak attack certainly showed more respect to him than did what he thought was her actual attempt—that of just using Belle and Katie again. 

Bending over, he took Melinda's chin in one hand, looking deep into her beautiful green gaze. 

Her voice was a venomous sneer. “Hello, husband.”

“Wife.”

These were the terms the two had come to.

“I'm allowing you to move,” he said. 

She straightened up, his words having an immediate effect. “Thank you for that.”

Even so, she remained kneeling before him. 

“You’re not very smart,” he said. “Coming straight here to me like that.”

“Maybe not,” she sighed. “It almost worked, though. I didn't expect your redhead to be so...stubborn.”

“And now I've won.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t seem worried. Why wasn’t she worried? Didn’t she know what he was going to do to her?

“I’m going to change you, Melinda. However I want.”

“I’m aware that you’ll...that you want that. Yes.”

“You don’t think I will?”

She raised a carefully countenanced eyebrow. “I have a counter-offer.”

“Oh?” he laughed. “What might that be? You're going to be my fuckslave from now on. Whenever I want you, I'm going to have you. I'm going to fuck you full of me, Melinda. I'm going to stuff you until you're pregnant.”

Previously, he would have hated the distaste on her face. Now, he found himself enjoying it—as he was going to change that response soon.

“Does it have to be such a primitive relationship, my love?” Her eyes lit up as she saw his face from her words. “You do love me, don’t you? And I love you...I truly do. You’ve given me all I could ever want. So much power, you have now. So much wealth. Wasn’t it really, all along, all of this, just for me?”

“I...Melinda.” He shook his head.

“I don’t mind all that about Joan. Oh yes, it’s taboo. And very, isn’t it? But truly, why have her when you could have me? She never gave you the time of day. She never once liked you. I did. If you use the watch on me, you’d be walking all over that.”

He could do that. God, it was tempting. To have her beside him as he owned others. His partner in crime. His lover. His wife. His manipulator. She was so beautiful. The thought of her wanting all the things he wanted—if he could just trust her...

Her hands slowly moved toward the watch, and he felt himself not caring. Fuck it, to give up control was tempting at this point. What he thought turned him on was controlling others—dominating—but what it really was simply came down to control. The abstract notion of control, no matter who held it. No matter how it shifted or changed, moved around or mutated. One person owning another totally was hot to Warren.

“Master?” 

It was Catherine who spoke. Her pale, voluptuous form like some rococo angel in the bright light of the house. Her pussy spasmed constantly, orgasm after orgasm flooding through her body, her mind. 

“Master, don’t do that. Please? You are...you are God. You cannot let her take that away from you. Please, don’t? It’s so perfect for you to rule us all.”

Hearing her voice, it was like a fog lifted from his brain. She was right, of course.

Control was sexy. But his control was best of all. And he couldn’t give that up. Not for forever. 

“Tasia,” said Warren, “Edith. I want you to restrain my wife.”

In unison: “Yes, Sir.”

Not strictly necessary—but it was a nice visual. Their naked bodies pressing in on Melinda's. They dragged her into the corner, and his cock, hard and ready, waited to finally enter her. 

“No.” Melinda shook her head, struggling mightily against the two. “Warren, no. You can’t do this. You can’t. I’m your wife. Despite all this. Is this what you really want? Some fucking...some slave? You can’t. That’s not you, Warren. It’s not. We’ve been through too much. I know I hurt you, I know I did, but we can work it out, can’t we?”

“Melinda,” Warren shook his head. “I need you to understand something before we go any further.”
“Of course, dear.” She nodded fervently, as if he was giving in again. “Anything.”
“Identity—how we treat ourselves? It’s just memory. And I can change anyone’s, now. Joan’s. Yours. I can make Joan, and you, act any way I want. I don’t have to work it out with you. I don’t have to forgive you. I don't have to be forgiven by you. I can just erase it all. All that anguish can be gone in a moment...and will be.”

Melinda tried again to back away—but Tasia and Edith held her firm.

Warren smiled, and started to swing the watch one more time. “And you, none of you, will be able to do anything about it.”

* * * * *
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MELINDA AND JOAN LAY before him on the bed, their beautiful bodies totally naked. In the dim light of the bedroom, they looked almost like sister. The other slaves had gathered around the bed, on their knees, softly praying to their new Master. Catherine, Belle, Katie, Tasia, and Edith—all of them absolutely as under his control as Melinda and Joan now were.

He had won. Now, it was time to celebrate.

Other nights, he knew already that he would take whoever struck his fancy that day. He'd set them to competing for his attention. But not tonight.

Tonight was special. Tonight was a victory. Tonight was purely about Melinda and Joan, the two women who had fucked up his thoughts for longer than any other. 

His cock was long and hard already, dripping precum down on Joan's legs, and then Melinda's, and then Joan's again. They giggled merrily, sliding the thick substance of it up and down their shiny, youthful skin.

“What may I call you?” Melinda asked. “I want to call you the right thing.”

“What did you have mind?”

“There are so many titles. So many thoughts. All good ones. I cannot decide. Your name is too...too intimate. Especially for these other ears.” She cast a rather arrogant glance toward the other slaves left off the bed. “But Master is so perfect, but then, they all call you Master. I could call you Daddy?” she suggested idly. “My paternal, intimate owner. Or perhaps Husband. Or God.”

“He is God,” Catherine insisted. 

“Or Sire,” Melinda continued effortlessly. “Or Lord. Or King. So many options to choose from. I don’t know how I’ll ever narrow them all down to just one.”

“Why need it be one at all?” Joan asked. Her feet came up on his torso, sliding around down and getting her feet slick against his cock. 

“Of course.” Melinda smiled indulgently, tweaking her nipples in anticipation. “My LordKing. My MasterDaddy. My GodHusband. You are all those things, aren’t you? Oh yes.”

Joan's attentions had drawn Warren down into her body. With relish, he lowered his cock inside of her belly again. God, but he wanted her fucking pregnant with his load! What if the fucking the night before hadn't done it? He would have to keep filling her, and filling her, and filling her, until she was totally his. Until she was pregnant from his attentions. 

His cock pushed hard into her furiously hot canal, so warm that it felt like she was burning against him. Her gorgeous cunt was almost painfully tight around him as he slammed his member into her depths, her sex spasming wildly around the massive invasion. Thrusting harder and harder, his mind became lost, thoughts filled only with the words of the slaves around him, encouraging him to fuck her harder. The foremost among these was Melinda's.

“Call him your God!” Melinda moaned. “Tell him what he is!”

“Yes, you’re my God!” Joan nodded, eyes insane with lust. “My God! My DaddyGod!”

With Joan writhing in bliss beneath him, it was tempting to unleash his babymaker batter in her already. 

But no—with as virile as he felt, there was only one place he wanted to dump his seed. 
All the self control in the world allowed him to exit the moaning, blissful, orgasming Joan and to push her roughly aside before spreading Melinda's legs wide.
“Yes!” Tasia moaned behind him. “Oh, fuck her please! Fuck your wife! Fuck her until you know she's loyal!”

That was exactly what he was going to do. For too long, too goddamn long, Melinda had denied him a child. No longer. 

Sliding deep into his wife, all these women cheering him on, Warren truly felt like his inner sex god had been unleashed.

“Yes!” Melinda cried as he thrust into her. “Oh God! My god! You’re going to knock me up, aren’t you? Oh fuck, you’re going to get my fertile little cunt just full of your seed!”

Her voice turned into an orgasmic cry, a high, continuous whine as Warren fucked his huge member inside of her tight, hot body. With every stroke, he forced her body to become more open to him, but always it was perfectly tight, squeezing and gripping him in all the right ways in all the right places. She possessed the perfect fucktunnel for his ultimate cock. 

“That’s right, slave. My hot little slavewife. I’m going to get you as pregnant as they come.”

“Yes, Sire, please!” Her voice was delirious now. “Do it, oh god do it please! Knock me up! Knock me up for the rest of my life!”

Tugging hard on her hair, he erupted inside of her. All it would take to fill her totally would be just a few spurts of his potent cum, and yet he pumped more and more into her—always more. His voluminous load seemingly unending, and her womb greedily absorbing every last succulent drop. 

Slowly, breathing hard, he exited his cumdrunk wife, watching with pleasure as she orgasmed still. Her fingers shot to her pussy, pulling as much of the excess cum as she could and swallowing it down. If he thought he had earned a reprieve, he was wrong. Already, Joan started in on his cock, sucking it dutifully with her beautiful, thick lips. Within a few minutes, he would be back up to full hardness, and ready to fuck again. 

That was right and good. He had so many hot babes to knock up at his leisure, after all. 

* * * * *
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THE AUDIENCE BEYOND the curtain was ready. Warren was ready. He adjusted his sleeves and cleared his throat, stepping out onto the stage and basking, finally, in their warm welcoming glow of applause. The applause he had earned—the applause he had earned.

After they quieted, he held up his hands and began to do a few flourishes. His suit was expensive, though of course he received it for free, and now had a gorgeous young tailor in the city on his hypnotized retainer of women—and showed off his rugged form in a tight v-shape of manly power. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he announced with a smile, “I’d like to introduce you to my award-winning act—The Hypnotism Hotties!”

The girls danced out onto the stage then, each of them with eyes full of worship for their glorious master. Their reverence for him displayed in public, before an enormous audience. 

No more illusions, no more tricks. All hypnosis, all night long. Oh sure, Katie and Belle started off with a few card tricks, showing off their cleavage and legs to the audience just to get them warmed up—but they were billed as a separate act. Warren’s act was all about Warren—just as he knew he had earned. 

Larry and Barbara ran a terrific security firm for him. 

There was a full house tonight, as there was every night. The women were the draw, of course. With their hypnotized minds at his absolute disposal, the busty young beauties had no issues at all about wearing the skimpiest outfits that Warren could imagine. The only thing holding him and his team back was his imagination. 

Melinda would dress in a minidress entirely composed from feathers. Tasia would wear nothing but carefully arranged leaves in an effort to mimic the biblical Eve. Belle would just walk around in a string bikini and high heels, like a car model, with the one difference being her top hat and white gloves. He would have two or three of his retinue walking around town in the days leading up to a show, going out to a bar and handing out fliers, instructing his women to flirt shamelessly with everyone—men and women—that they came across. Catherine, with her comely good looks and girl-next-door aura, was especially good at reigning in new male audience members.

But what kept the crowd engaged after the first five minutes was witnessing true, actual hypnosis.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Warren said, an apologetic smile on his face as the incredible beauties paraded before him, “it’s a simple thing to perform hypnosis. It truly is. Even my assistants can do it. And you know, I’m sort of tired tonight. A bit under the weather. How about I leave them to it?”

The crowd would cheer, of course, eager to see more of the scantily-clad women bustling about the stage. 

It then became a sort of vaudeville act. This was all part of the regular show: Warren would come out and hypnotize an audience member. Then he would leave—called away by something or other, an emergency at the warehouse, a fire down by the docks—and Tasia would sneakily start to hypnotize people in his name. Then Catherine and Edith would rush around, trying to set everything right and only causing more chaos—hypnotizing the women to act like men and the men to act like women, hypnotizing Johns to be called Nathans and the men acting like dogs “corrected” to act like cats. 

At the show for this particular night, Melinda and Joan didn't do much. They were pregnant, after all—and he wasn't going to risk his progeny for anything. 

With their incredible bodies, and being only a few months pregnant each, Melinda and Joan barely showed. If anyone asked Joan who the father was, she said she’d had a donor. Publicly, she and Edith were still firmly lesbians, after all. 

He had every intention of knocking up the other girls—but only after Melinda and Joan finished their terms. When they got far enough along to have to stop entirely, he still wanted to have a show running and touring, after all.

It was possible, he supposed, to just hypnotize more girls into being his assistants, but seven was probably enough. 

Probably. That didn’t stop him from fucking whatever hot little lovelies he came across in bars after the show. They went home with a smile on their faces and a hot load in their bellies—with a trigger to contact him if it ever resulted in a pregnancy. He had enough money to take care of anyone that he gifted with that most precious gift.

At the end of the night, after all the chaos, triumphant finale of having every hypnotized member of the audience do an incredibly orchestrated dance number right before the crowd. 

It was silly. It was lofty. It was sexy. It was daring.

It made Warren a ton of money—and he made sure every night that the crowd left dying to see more, and desperate to spread the word on social media. 

At home, Warren had no complaints. 

Some nights, he hypnotized Joan into becoming his doting, loving wife. Adoring everything about him, always ordering his other girls around the house as the Supreme Mistress of the house. Even Tasia submitted totally to her will. Other nights, most nights in fact, he let Melinda do it. She was a beautiful woman, after all, and a real doll so long as she had her priorities straight. And Warren and the watch would make sure she always would. 

His home was a real home now. His home. His life was his life. And whether in the bedroom or on the stage, Warren received the adulation he knew he had earned.

# # #
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Lust Party
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She was covered in the seed of at least a dozen different men. Women all around her were moaning, their bodies writhing in pleasure, covered in thick seed much the same way as her. 

Her need for more cum, more penetration was uncontrollable. Sex was all there is. Sex was all there was. Sex was all there ever would be. 

Fragments of clothing still remained on her body. Bits of her torn dress and ripped stockings were plastered to her heated skin by the gallons of cum and sweat that had been sprayed and spread on her lithe young body over the course of the night. 

Every sight that entered her eyes was that of pure, unadulterated carnal heat—in the corner, a man had a woman on his shoulders, delivering cunnilingus as he slammed her busty body into the wall. She cried out in pleasure at each impact, each second of his tongue. On the couch, a businesswoman was wrapped like a burrito between two couch cushions, sucking off one man perched above her like some sexual vulture and being drilled in her needy, fertile cunt by another. 

She saw all of this and she marveled, forgetting for a moment at the sensational feeling of the cock inside of her own cunt—a man she had never met before tonight, a man who kept telling her that she was such a better lay than his own wife. 

That was only natural. She was young and hot, and probably a better lay than anyone in this room. 

But what she didn’t know was that practically every woman at the party thought that—that there was a strange, wicked force operating on them. Compelling them to believe new, depraved ideals. 

This was the doing of the elixir—the special concoction that their punch had been spiked with. Each of them took of the unique substance willingly, lured along by lusty promises of carnal delights. But none of them knew their minds and bodies would become this out of control. None of them knew that the elixir's effect would encourage sick, heated sex acts that would make the common person’s head spin.

Their bodies became more and more attuned to sex, more physically capable, more disastrously sexy as the night went on. Younger. Tighter. Hotter.

But this was nothing unusual for the man in charge. This was what he had wanted. This was what he had planned. 

This was the Lust Party.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN HUFFED, TAPPING slowly away at her computer. The words were not coming easy that day. 

Some days the words came very easy indeed. They flowed like the water in a river, picking up rocks and twigs and petals along the way, nothing getting in their way to that final, sweet destination of ever more flow. 

On those days, all she had to do was sit and consider for a moment, and then—coffee nearby, naturally—she started typing and the words seemed to beckon themselves from the ether, and it was only her job to snatch them up by their bobbing heads. 

But, that was not how it was today. 

Today, every word was a struggle, a battle hard-fought. Every last syllable seemed clunky and awkward, fighting with the one before it. Every intonation felt wrong, every sentence a mockery of the actual sentence it was supposed to be. 

There was nothing cooling, nothing soothing, no gentle flow of a river—only hard jagged edges that slipped against her soul like broken glass sliding through a sea of burning tires. 

Part of the problem, she knew, was just the story she worked on. 

Morgan was a reporter. 

She was a real reporter—she wanted to be in the dirt, picking up stories and getting down into the tiniest nitty-gritty details to help build her stories. She wanted to have boots on the ground, knocking on doors for interviews and retrieving statements from witnesses who the cops never bothered to talk to. She wanted to report the ideas that shocked and informed, she wanted to make people question every assumption they had. 

But what she had, today, was a story about cats.

Cats!

“Huff,” she said, tapping away with supreme ambivalence at the fifteenth adverb in as many sentences. Her editor, Lionel Powell, would have something to say about that many adverbs, no doubt. He would also clean it up for her. 

He was a good boss, and so he knew that cat articles were well below her area of expertise, but it was a slow news week. 

The expected fallout between the Rosington city manager and the new district attorney didn’t happen; if anything, they seemed closer than ever. The budget passed with an overwhelming majority. The latest sex scandal with the mayor had all of its witnesses disappear like smoke. The police were behaving admirably. Crime was down. Schools were turning in good test scores. 

There was nothing to report. 

And thus, cats. Cats brought into an old folk’s home who were supposed to be helping with longevity of life and the battle against senility. There was, Morgan tried to convince herself, something basically interesting about that. 

Probably.

To someone.

Just...not to her.

For the seventh time that morning, she leaned back in her chair and took a long sip of coffee, sighing at the barely filled screen before her. 

“Cats,” she muttered.

Morgan was young and full of ambition. She had graduated from Western University at the top of her class and had immediately landed an internship in a paper overseas in South America. A month later, a war broke out, and so she had become an impromptu war correspondent. 

After a few brushes with death amidst the war-torn countries she reported in (among them a near hostage situation and a few artillery strikes landing just too close for comfort), she landed back in the States in her home town of Rosington. Her plan was to take a few months off and regroup, try to get her head together while still building up her reporting credentials. She had gotten tired of that six months ago and had not yet been able to find a better job. 

“Malls, how’s that article coming?”

She looked up to see Lionel Powell standing above her. He was a large man who power lifted as a hobby, and had thick forearms and a hard, handsome face that were the subject of several of Morgan’s most vivid fantasies. His wife had left him just a few months past, and Morgan had been working up the will to become a swift and easy rebound fuck for the man. 

She was certain it would be sensational. All those muscles. She was much tinier than him, and often her mind centered on that fact. It would have been a simple thing for him to slam her against any amounts of furniture, to drive into her so fucking hard, but he might forget how strong she was. 

Morgan worked out too, on her legs especially. When he started losing himself in that perfect dynamo piston thrust right before cumming, she could clutch him around the waist, not letting him pull out. She would moan how she wasn't on protection...and he could dump his babymaking load right up into her fertile womb. 

All fantasy, of course. 

It was hard to imagine him turning her down. Morgan had a thing for older men, and Powell was more than fifteen years her senior. She was a lovely young woman with rich chestnut hair, bright blue eyes, and a tight body honed by years of proper diet and regular runs. She had dressed today in a smart, sleek, gray pantsuit with a tight jacket that admirably contained the heady swell of her young, ample breasts. She noticed his eyes flicking back and forth between the curve of her chest and her face—he was trying to be polite. 

Part of her wished he wouldn't.

“You know exactly how it’s coming, boss. It’s not.”

He smiled and tossed down a file onto her desk. It landed amid a heavy stack of other such files, all unsorted, papers upon papers of stories that had gone nowhere. Morgan hadn’t done proper reporting in more than a month and she had searched far and wide for something new. 

“Check this out for me, would you?”

“What is it?”

“It’s some high society party thing. Lots of deep pockets there. Maybe some political people.”

She scanned the file, her interest piquing slightly. 

“Why do we care?”

“Because it’s fascinating,” he smiled. “And because there might be sex involved.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like an orgy?”

“We’re not sure.” He shrugged. “But maybe. You should check it out.”

“If I didn’t know better, Lionel,” she said, crossing her legs, “I’d think you just wanted me thinking about sex while I’m on the job.”

His face flushed then and he stiffened, though not in the way that Morgan would have liked. 

“I’ll finish the cat thing for you,” he said, “maybe give it to Jerry. I’ll expect something by the end of the week on this.”

* * * * * 
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CALIGULA BRADDOCK, Journal. Entry #1:

Eleanor’s condition rapidly diminishes. I do not think I shall be able to save her anytime soon. I sit with her at nights and hold her hand, but there is not much I can do in the bedroom and I loathe to waste my time there. 

When I am in the lab, I work to be with my wife. When I am with my wife, I cannot wait to be back in the lab so that I may protect and save my wife. But there is no one else for her. 

I have started this journal as a way to organize my mind. Between Eleanor's sickness and my own research, there is a great deal that weighs upon me. The thoughts bleed into each other like wine spilled on a page. This is my attempt at some manner of sponge. 

Efforts in the laboratory are not going as well as I would like. Shall I be able to hone in on the elixir before Eleanor dies? It is impossible to say. 

My latest serum merely overexcited the subject to the point of death. She screamed out many lewd comments about my genitals and then dropped dead. An autopsy revealed the cause to be a cardiac arrest. I wonder if it was due to the profanity she unleashed at my expense? Not the profanity itself, obviously, but her exultation in screaming it at me. Perhaps the over-excitement of her lungs to gather air deprived her of the oxygen she needed to breathe...anyway.

I am overextended between this and the duty of taking care of Eleanor. I must hire some help.

* * * * * 
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A REAL STORY. MORGAN, carried by the excitement of this development, practically skipped into the break room at the office. If this was even half as juicy as Lionel implied, then this was probably the best assignment she’d been given since arriving at this nowhere newspaper in this has-been town. 

It had all the perfect elements of a big story—sex, cover-ups, high society, maybe even drugs and probably scandal. If there was that much sex in one place, then there was little doubt that some people were sleeping with the wrong people. 

“You should be careful, you know.”

The voice startled Morgan, who was trying to fix herself a cup of coffee before returning to the file that Lionel had laid out for her.

Colette was a tall, winnowy girl who did not seem to fit in with much of anyone at the office. She was pretty, but Morgan had never heard her once talking about boys (or girls) and never saw anyone call on her. She was a bit standoffish and strange around the office, often snapping at people who asked her for information. 

But, she was a heck of a copy-editor and a great researcher. She wore a few different hats for The Edition. Most people had to, since the place was so small and funds for newspapers were so hard to come by. Colette dressed now in tight jeans and a loose t-shirt, highlighting the length of her body and the gentle curve of her behind while hiding the overall flatness of her chest. 

“What do you mean?” asked Morgan.

“That party. You should be careful. I don’t think it’s a good idea to investigate it.”

Morgan's reporter instincts flipped on immediately. “What do you know about it?”

“I hear things,” Colette shrugged. “Different things.”

Morgan crossed her arms. “You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“I heard that the son of the governor went to one of those parties a virgin. Straight A student. On the model United Nations, all that sort of thing. He had an intern at some judge’s office. A week later, he was flunked out of college and,” she whispered now, “screwing every secretary at the judge’s office.”

“You can’t flunk out of college in a week.”

Colette spread her hands. “Then he dropped out, whatever.”

“So...you think what? If I go to this party I’m going to come back and bone everyone here?”

Colette blushed deeply now, eyes turning down. “I said what I wanted to say. You should be careful. In fact, you shouldn’t go at all.”

Morgan raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, looking Colette up and down. Was the nerdy copy girl attracted to her? That would be...odd? Flattering?

Attraction from women wasn’t totally outside of Morgan’s experience. Though she was totally straight (outside of, of course, a few experiments in college that had left her mostly cold), she seemed to have that sort of body chemistry that sometimes people have where they create the incorrect kind of attention from the same sex. 

“I’m a big girl, Colette,” said Morgan. “I can take care of myself.”

“You say that now. But just wait. It’ll happen, you’ll see. Weird stuff. Sex stuff. You’re going to have your whole life turned around.”

* * * * *
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JOURNAL ENTRY #2

Help has been hired. Her name is Yolena. She is from Brazil, a very fine young woman with a good understanding of her place in this house. She did not ask me any questions about my wealth or how I got it, which is what I would prefer. I do not enjoy the thoughts of what she might say or do should she know my dark alchemical secrets. 

“Dark alchemical secrets.” Listen to me. I sound like a supervillain. I suppose I should not precede “alchemical” with “dark” if I ever want my studies to have the prestige they deserve. I am an alchemist, that is all. If what I have discovered is dark, it is because the world is often a dark place, and it is the alchemist's job to source out what is hidden in the darkness for the betterment of mankind. 

And to make gold, of course...but I learned that secret long ago. No sense in sharing that until society is improved. 

Which is why I am working on this elixir in the first place. Oh yes, Eleanor's sickness is a useful motivator (if I wanted to be especially heartless about describing it), but I started my work on the elixir well before her sickness overtook her. Well before. Years before. Her condition merely accelerated my efforts, encouraged me to drop other projects that were going nowhere. 

Should the elixir be completed as planned—in the way that the books promise—then I shall be able to make the world a better place. I have means of mass production, synthetic creation that the old masters never did. Their elixir was confined to a spare few before they were found out and burned for being different. Mine shall be free to all the world. 

Then I shall let the world know of the secret of my wealth...should they still want it. I suspect they won't. 

The latest subject fared little better than the last. The outward appearances were different, at least. She appeared to regress much quicker than the last one, rapidly approaching forty or even thirty to my eyes. But again, once she reached that point where her beauty began to eclipse her age, her profanity began. At the sight of me, she became desperate for cock, cock, cock. 

Hiding myself did nothing. I only revealed myself after two hours, much longer than the ten minute period I had used previously (witnessing digital video the entire time), and still, the result was the same. 

I worry about giving such a serum to Eleanor, even in its final state, if all it is to give to her is some obsession with cock. Eleanor and I never had the most lively love life to begin with, and both of us preferred it that way. We had too much to do; I in my lab, and she in the courtroom. 

That reminds me. She has a number of callers next week from the political circles. I ought to tell Yolena to tidy up the house in addition to her duties in attending to Eleanor. I am afraid I have let this house fall into disarray.

* * * * * 
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THE HOUSE FOR THE PARTY was large and isolated, behind a series of tall iron gates. Morgan had managed to get past the gates and the guards with a pretty smile, which was her first surprise. They didn’t ask about her back story—which she had spent hours perfecting—and simply let her through after taking a look down the hot cleavage-baring red dress she wore. 

Now Morgan sat in her car, spending a few moments trying to psyche herself up for her entrance into the house proper. She wasn’t invited to this party, so she would be unequivocally crashing it. 

So, she had to re-prepare all her speeches, all her thoughts. She was posing as the cousin to an aide of the mayor—an aide who didn’t exist. So long as she didn’t speak to the mayor himself, it was likely to work. 

It was the sort of thing she had done before. For a story she had done on the mob, she invited herself to the wedding of the sister of one of the local crime ring’s top lieutenants. Morgan was pretty, and sociable, and so it had been easy to infiltrate the scene—she had even left with a few numbers. 

Of course, she hadn’t called them. It was one thing to pretend to be someone willing to date a mobster, but quite another to actually do it. 

Her risks were measured, thought-through, and delivered with care.

She had dressed for the part, at least. The file mentioned that people regularly reported heavy sexual activity after arriving in their hottest wear. Men wore expensive suits and women dolled themselves up to get attention. 

Her dress was tight and red, an expensive number she had picked up for a wedding earlier that year. The neckline scooped deep down her chest, revealing the heavenly expanse of her beautiful young breasts, and her legs—long, fit, and tanned—were shown off by a long slit on one side of the dress practically wrapping around to her crotch. 

It was very risque. 

The entire time she had worn it at the wedding, she had gotten stares—which was the point, she supposed. She had been in a mood to pick up a man, even though naturally she would never sleep with him that same night. 

As it went, she ended up not finding anyone on the wedding, and so the dress had been retired until this night. So, she would look hot and perfectly fuckable, and would almost certainly be asked to join whatever orgiastic festivities were occurring inside. 

Morgan, of course, had no intention of actually joining the orgy. That was ludicrous. But it would be fun to see if she had any offers to join in. 

Rather insulting, really, if she didn't. 

Her sexual history was not prolific, but for those lucky fellows who had landed her in bed, it was festive. She was an enthusiastic lover—but she had a heavy emphasis on love. Sex was for the people you really, truly cared about, not something to be thrown away at a party like a treat. 

She would have a special moral pleasure in exposing the people attending this orgy—if indeed that’s what it was. 

The file Lionel gave her contained names—people suspected of attending. Morgan raised an eyebrow at the ones she recognized—practically the whole of the city council, plus a number of high-profile businessmen and women who were worth almost the entirety of the city’s GDP by themselves. 

Taking a final breath, she left her car—struggling just for a moment in her expensive leather heels—and approached the house with her bag in hand. Inside the tiny handbag was a recorder and her smartphone for taking notes. 

Her memory was fast and quick, but her instincts always told her to be prepared. The recorder was running, and had battery life for at least eight hours. She would be able to return to every conversation later and enhance her after-the-fact notes. 

There were two heavyset guards at the door wearing matching maroon suits. 

“Hello, gentlemen,” she said. “I’m afraid I lost my invitation, but—”

“Come right in, Miss,” said one guard.

They opened the door for her straightaway. They had started, indeed, upon her walking up the stairs. 

She stopped, puzzled for a moment. “Well,” she said. “I assure you, I can corroborate my story if need be. I just—”

“The party’s started, Miss,” said the guard, smiling and leering down her cleavage. “Go right in.”

For a moment, she just stared at them. They stared right back, drinking in her lovely visage in her revealing dress. Then she shrugged and entered. 

The inside of the house was lavish. Crystal chandeliers sparkled light outward from high above. Tall smooth pillars held up the ceiling in the vast entryway leading into long, wide, spiraling marble staircases. Fires crackled merrily at either end of the hall, circulating warmth through the crowd. 

And what a crowd it was. Every man dressed in an expensive, designer suit, and every woman in some elegant gown or another, furs on their shoulders and expensive jewelry on their wrists, ears, and necks.

What she noticed first of all was that almost all of them were rather...old. Not just old money—though they certainly were that, as she noticed the progeny of industrial giants from decades past chatting it up with the nephews and nieces of high-ranking generals and politicians. 

No, they were just plain old. No one she saw was under the age of fifty. Not that fifty was old, but for everyone to be that age and above—soaring up to eighty or ninety in some places—made her very interested in what was happening. 

Morgan felt distinctly out of place, though she was glad that at least she hadn’t under-dressed. She had merely under-accessorized. That was unavoidable, though, as she didn’t have any furs or diamond jewelry to go around.

She began to work through the crowd, taking note of the faces she saw. From pop culture and movies, she had half-expected this party to be the costume kind with ornate masks, but apparently no one here minded others seeing who they were.

After about fifteen minutes of perusing, darting in and around the long snack table with its several punch bowls and assorted hors d’oeuvres—including garlic-roasted shrimp cocktail, ham and honey mustard palmiers, goat cheese crackers, and caviar—Morgan had identified the mayor, about five of the seven members of city council, several police captains, and all of their assorted spouses. 

Whoever was running this party knew a lot of names, and had quite a lot of pull. Would so many high-profile guests really be interested in attending an orgy? It was a hard idea to swallow. She couldn't imagine the mayor—a corpulent, hairy being—having sex in the first place, let alone having group sex.

There was not, at this moment, any sex happening, unless it was behind closed doors and very quiet. A violin quarter played, but they took frequent breaks and no moans or exultant screams of pleasure could be heard through their measured sound. 

But, Morgan could feel a tension in the air—a manifestation of waiting that all the guests shared. She had felt the same feeling in the spare moments before firefights broke out in South America, when both sides waited for the other to begin attacking. But what were they waiting for?

And why was no one drinking the punch? People drank glasses of wine—a lot of it—and consumed the hors d’oeuvres with gusto, but no one touched the punch. Morgan wouldn’t have noticed except for how plentiful the punch bowls seemed to be. There were two levels to the party, upstairs and downstairs, and in the dozen-plus rooms there was a punch bowl in each one. Each was ornately designed, scrawling with symbols that Morgan didn't recognize. 

“Good evening,” said a low, deep voice from behind her. 

Morgan turned to see a handsome, elderly gentleman standing next to the record player behind her. 

“H-hello,” she said, feeling surprisingly flustered. 

The man was older than her, but he was also deeply handsome. Like, as handsome as Lionel. Only there was something special about him. Something...intense. And there was a scent on him, something musky and intoxicating. 

She felt her nipples rising in her dress, and she felt herself not caring about the level of sudden, slick arousal spreading between her thighs.

It took a moment for Morgan to realize that the man had women with him—two women significantly younger than he. The first was a blonde, absolutely gorgeous with a brilliant blank smile, wearing a sparkling black gown that hung off her tits in a way that advertised open and ready slutty ease of access. Her skin shone with youth. 

On his other arm, hanging on him with at least as much gusto as the blonde, was a woman with skin the color of mocha. Her hair was deep ebony, shimmering in the chandelier light of the luxurious house. Her gown matched the blonde's, but it was white instead of black. 

“Are you having a good time so far?” Braddock asked.

“I suppose so,” she said. “Though I was expecting something more wild, I must say.”

“Ah, I see. This is your first time at one of my parties,” said the man.

“Yes,” she said. “You said your party?”

He held out a hand. “Braddock. Cal Braddock. “

“Morgan Malls.”

“A pleasure, Morgan. This is my wife, Eleanor.”

The stunning young blonde held out a hand in the way that people do when they expect people to kiss them. Morgan did not, opting instead to simply offer it a limp shake. Her touch was electric, and Morgan felt her body pang with lust.

“And this is...?” Morgan nodded to the stunning dark beauty on Braddock’s other arm. 

“Oh, this is Yolena. She is my oft-consort.”
“His concubine, he means,” said Yolena, her eyes brimming with desire as she slid her hands up and down Braddock's thickly muscular arm. The desire seemed all-encompassing—it was desire for Braddock, it was desire for Morgan, it was desire for everyone she saw. 
Morgan didn’t quite know what to make of this; whatever arrangement was had, all three seemed very happy with it. Eleanor and Yolena’s hands slid over Braddock’s body openly, not stopping at his arms. They drifted down to his crotch, gently squeezing the heavy bulge beneath at different points along the shaft. 

Braddock acted as if this were the most natural thing in the world. In fact, he seemed more than a little...disinterested in their attention, as if they were merely necessities to the persona he presented. 

“Now, my dear,” said Braddock. “What brings you here tonight?”

Her heart fluttered. Her story—return to it!

“Well, I’m the cousin of an aide to the mayor, and she said—”

“No, no.” Braddock shook his head. “It doesn’t matter how you found out.”

“Oh,” said Morgan, somewhat crushed. 

She had worked hard on that back story. And now apparently the man who ran the party would just let anyone come in? 

Bummer.

“I meant what I said. What brings you here? What did you hear that enticed you so?”

“What do you have to offer?”

She said it in a way that she hoped was flirtatious, smiling as she did. Men revealed more when they were being flirted with. Plus, he was cute. 

The two women at his side, naturally, did not mind in the slightest that Morgan was flirting with him. They seemed excited by it. Eleanor squeezed his shaft, a small moan escaping her lips. What was most odd about the eroticism of it all was that Morgan did not mind—did not think any of it odd. 

Looking at Braddock, how handsome he was, the intensity of his gaze and the heady feelings of lust his scent delivered to her, Morgan felt like he somehow deserved such attention.

“What do I offer?” He smiled. “An interesting question. What do you think I offer? You must have heard something. A lovely young woman like yourself must have plenty of...offers.”

He took a moment to relish over that last word. Morgan felt her pulse rising.

“Well...” she shrugged. “I heard there was a lot of free love. Sex. Orgies.”

“I think if it’s all in the same place, it’s just one orgy.”

“Still.” Her nipples were threatening to tear through her dress. She couldn't take her eyes off of Eleanor's hand on his shaft. “Isn’t that what happens here?”

He stroked his chin. “I offer the glories of youth. Sex. Gratification. Fun. A lack of worries or cares about consequences or harm. I offer...titillation, and a place that is free to indulge in it.”

His bulge grew evidently, and it took Morgan several moments to rebound and remember to ask another question. Her mouth was getting very wet.

“But how do you make so many people act like this at once? Isn’t it...I mean, I’ve thought a few times about the nature of an orgy. Isn’t there a big hurdle people need to overcome to actually get going?”

He smiled and produced a vial from his coat. “That’s why I have this.”

The vial he produced was small and pyramid shaped with dark purple liquid inside. Arcane scrawls were inscribed all over its glassy surface.

“And what’s that?”

“You’ll see. Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I have to make an announcement.”

She watched him, admiring the shapely turn of his behind and his broad, muscular back. And admiring too, she felt with a little flush of shame, the sexy struts of his concubine and his wife.

He approached the front of the dining room, the entire crowd gathered inside, walking up a step-ladder until he stood directly over the largest punch bowl in the house. 

“As you know, at these monthly swarees, I have been exposing you to some of my premiere stock. You’ve had fun, I know. We’ve all had fun. You especially, Mr. Mayor.”

A rumble of soft, self-deprecating laughter passed through the crowd.

Morgan didn’t know what he meant by “premiere stock,” but she guessed it had to do with the vial in his hands. But what could that be? Certainly, there wasn’t enough there for the entire party, was there?

Braddock continued. “But tonight’s stock is a rather...special dose. The effects will linger with you well after the events of tonight’s party. Don’t worry, they’re not permanent. Oh my goodness, no. I have to keep you coming back somehow, don’t I?” 

He laughed, and the crowd laughed with him. Even Morgan did, though she hardly knew what he was talking about. The man was charismatic. 

“But you will feel them in the days to come. And should you enjoy yourself, why...you can always come back for more. Anyone who attends is always welcome to return.” 

With that, he winked at Morgan. For some silly reason, she felt her heart fluttering. It had been some time since she had felt this instantly attracted to a man. 

He upended the dark vial into the enormous punch bowl, smiling wildly. “Let the festivities begin!”

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #3

Worst fears confirmed. Yolena wandered into the laboratory

She did this against my express wishes, though she insists it was innocent. She was, in her words, “merely trying to clean.”

When I found her in there, investigating (for what else could it be?), I immediately immobilized her and stuffed her into a cell. It was an unused cell, no one had died in there. I’m not a monster. 

I just need to think. 

She’s so very lovely. I must admit I think the implications of the serum are having some effect on me. I cannot help but wonder, from time to time, what it might do to someone with so much clear, vibrant youth. 

Would she survive it? Should I test it on someone younger, just to see what happens? Don't I owe that to the great science of alchemy?

Such an act might kill her, though. And that would be a shame. It would be hard to explain to the help service I used. They are already cross with me for firing so many before Yolena. 

Fortunately, I have not heard Yolena speak much of family. She has a taxi pick her up from my estate every day. I do not think she has anyone she cares about. It is a bit surprising, considering her looks, that she does not at least have some kind of paramour. 

Can I kill her, truly?

I do not know.

I do know that  Eleanor comes first. And for Eleanor to come first, the science of alchemy must be above all.

* * * * *
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THE ESTATE HAD MANY servants. Morgan had noticed that most all of them were busty young women with beautiful faces and long, sexy legs. They wore tight uniforms, dresses with long buttons going down their front, complete with tight smoky stockings.

These servants had all had vials of their own and emptied them out in the other various punch bowls until all of them were spiked. 

It was hard to notice at first, what was happening to the people who drank the spiked punch. Morgan resolved not to—she didn't take anything into her body that she wasn't sure exactly what it was. 

For several minutes, nearly a half-hour, she had thought that there was nothing at all in the punch—that it was just some placebo that people blamed on unleashing their sexual desires so that they didn’t have to feel guilty about participating in an orgy. But people were definitely drinking it. And in large, large volumes. 

And then...

...then, events began to occur. 

She noticed more and more couples doubling up. Some people were tripling up. They all danced very close together, and the dances were often not very complicated. The violin quarter, all women, had been traded out for a deep bass-heavy dance music blaring out from speakers in the corners of every room. 

Women turned their backs into the men they were with, grinding their asses against hardening crotches. Tits spilled out of dresses and women did not correct themselves, and nor did other women point out any need for correction. Men, of course, simply stared, and Morgan watched their bulges thickening in their tight pants. 

It occurred to her, after a moment, that she no longer felt like the youngest woman there. When she had arrived, it had seemed obvious. Morgan was in her late twenties, and the youngest person she had seen as she walked from one end of the party to the next seemed to be in their late thirties. Most of the guests were well over that. There was definitely an age gap.

But now...that seemed like a wrong assumption. The men and women she saw mostly seemed in their younger forties, not their fifties or sixties. Some seemed even younger. Many appeared to be in their twenties. Morgan thought she might have even seen a teenager walking around. 

So, the dancing that she saw would have been almost comical with the guests she had seen when first arriving. But now, with all these younger hot bodies, it was erotic. It was sensual. It was...enticing.

The need to dance, to join in, was very real and present in her mind.

What she saw didn’t track with her reporting instincts. She was sure she had seen most of the crowd, and she was sure she was the youngest one around. And yet, as she looked—that certainly wasn’t so. There were young beautiful women right over there in that love seat wrapping a thick fur blanket around themselves and...

Oh. 

Oh my. 

They were kissing heavily, those two young beautiful women, and it was clear the blanket was there to allow them some modesty while their fingers went to work on each other's pussies. Morgan saw the woman on top sink herself down onto the waiting index and ring fingers of the woman below her, a soft moan escaping red-painted lips as the two began to grind and ache against each other. 

No one paid any mind. This was simply what happened at this sort of place. 

Morgan, transfixed by the sight, forgot to move and to breathe for a moment. It was arousing. The woman on top saw her watching and shot her a wink, beckoning for her to come over and watch. Perhaps to join. 

Morgan shook her head and quickly exited the room, keeping her head down until she was in a library of some sort. It was still crowded, but less so than the last drawing room she had been in. 

Next to her, she overheard a conversation between a devastatingly handsome young man and a gorgeous redhead in a sparkling green gown. 

“You look lovely tonight, Cassandra.”

“Thank you, Franklin.”

She toyed with the buckle of Franklin's belt, pawing greedily at his shaft beyond.
“I’ve wanted to fuck you, you know. For a long time now.”
His hands came on to her tits, squeezing them tightly. Cassandra let out an appreciative moan and then a giggle, as if he had given her some intimate compliment. 

Cassandra laughed. “Of course I know about that, Franklin. Do you think me blind?”

“I’ve noticed your husband hasn’t been coming to these parties.”

“I don’t tell him about them. What’s the point of frivolous adulterous sex if you have a husband around?”

“I have a point for you, Cassandra.”

His hands were hard on her hips, pulling her against the straining erection in his pants. 

“Oh my, Franklin. You certainly do.” 

Cassandra's hands hurried on his belt buckle. Soon his pants were around his ankles. Morgan gasped when she saw the size and girth of his cock. 

Holy fuck, Cassandra! Good choice!
“I’m going to fuck you until you forget all about your husband, Cassandra. I’m going to fuck you until you hate him.”
His cock pushed up against the sparkly fabric of her dress, spreading precum all over the expensive cloth. 

“That won’t take much, darling...hurry.”

Franklin took Cassandra and pushed her against the nearest bookshelf. Books came tumbling down, landing hard on a globe. The sound boomed in the small space, but none of the other guests seemed to notice. They were all Cassandra and Franklin, all dancing too close than what was proper, all grinding and bumping like mad if not stripping one another outright. 

Cassandra wrapped her hand around Franklin's cock and began to jerk him with gusto, whispering something in his ear that Morgan couldn't hear. Her hand was slick and wet, Franklin's cock impossibly hard. It looked like it could fuck its way through a redwood. 

Overcome with awkwardness, Morgan coughed briefly. Cassandra and Franklin looked up, some puzzlement in their eyes, as if they couldn’t imagine why she was feeling uncomfortable.

Cassandra raised an eyebrow, all interest. “Did you want to suck his cock while I whispered dirty things to him about my husband, dear?”

Franklin's cock raised at that, and Cassandra stroked him appreciatively. 

“N-no...that’s all right.” Morgan blushed deeply. 

“Where’s your punch?” asked Franklin. 

“I...er...I um...” 

Morgan had no idea why she was so flustered. She was a professional. She had been through wars. What was making her cool composure come undone like this?

It was all this sexiness. All this hot heavy scent of lust in the air. It was impermeable. 

“Here, dear,” said Cassandra, taking her drink from the bookshelf and spilling it gently on her tits. The color was deep purple, and the liquid stuck to her skin easily. “Have a lick. You’ll love it.”

Even despite the astounding array of hors d’oeuvres downstairs, it was the most delicious sight Morgan had seen all night. She wanted it. She wanted to lick a woman's tits. She wanted to fuck this man, this stranger. She wanted to be fucked by him while Cassandra watched.

She wanted to make Franklin, who she knew nothing about, forget all about his crush on Cassandra, who she also knew nothing about. A primal biological competition was spiking in her, the need to be the prime breeding machine in the room, the top fuck, the one all the men fought to penetrate. 

And, stunned with this observation, she ran from them both.  

She had to take a break. She had to slip away. 

With no real forethought, she started running into rooms. In one, she saw a man and a woman about to go down on one another, naked. They didn’t seem to mind Morgan’s presence. In fact, she was sure she saw the woman beckon her closer like the others had. 

Another door. A man had a woman bent over in a supply closet, very closely examining her panties. Her ass cheeks jiggled with delight and the man’s nose continually pressed up into her pussy.

Another door—and a bathroom. Empty at last. Hearing a bustling outside, she quickly locked the door. 

It was just in time. She heard a heavy slamming on the outside of the door—and then a series of moans. The bumping increased, reaching a rhythm.

Someone was fucking right on the door outside. 

Morgan slid down to the bathroom floor, hugging her body tight, doing her best not to sink her fingers into her needy, completely soaking cunt. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #4

Yolena is an exceptional young woman. Or rather, an exceptional woman. I do not believe she is truly young at all. In fact, I think she may hold the key for my elixir.

She entrapped me in conversation earlier today as I made the rounds in the laboratory. She expressed admiration for the gathering of my subjects, the senile and the unfit from the worst retirement homes in the state, where no one would mind a few missing residents. 

It may sound monstrous to take these people, but they were well on their way to the grave. If I sent them there a bit sooner, I have little doubt that were they in their right minds, they would thank me for it. What’s more, if I were to be successful in my experiments, then I know for a fact they would thank me for my work. 

She recognized the logic in this quite innately. With exceeding clarity, she laid out the case for an elixir such as what I am working on—as if she had been reading from my notes herself. That very well may be, and I cannot discount that she might have searched far and wide in my laboratory before I found her. 

There was, throughout this conversation, no pleas to be let go. No complaints about her situation inside of her cell. I was surprised at this. It made me feel as though she were not trapped in there at all, that she could, if she wished, leave at any time. 

But what’s more is that she says she herself knows the missing components to my elixir. If I allow her back her freedom, and if I help her in some grisly task she has in mind, then she shall aide me. 

The grisly task frightens me. There is a glint in her eyes when she speaks of it, though she will give me no details. I suspect the foulest arts are in play—with her considerable beauty and with her designs on the world. 

I am not alone in my study of the dark arts, if they must be called that. The occult. People of every profession and speciality manage to congregate to one another one way or another. Lawyers meet at courthouses. Doctors meet at conventions. Writers meet at bars. In the world of the occult, the alchemical, where so much depends on chance and fortune and coincidence, it is little wonder that I have found another who is equally invested in these sciences by pure happenstance. 

Yolena's desires give me a great chill. I had trouble sleeping last night. 

But Eleanor must be saved at all costs. 

* * * * *
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ONCE SHE HAD SUCCESSFULLY calmed down—humming to herself while plugging her ears with her fingers for about an hour—Morgan stepped out of the bathroom and saw that everything had taken a decisive turn for the insane. 

Down the hall,  she saw a busty young woman giving an exuberantly hot blowjob to a man in the corner.

What was insane—outside of the blowjob, of course—was that she had seen those same people not ten minutes before rushing to the bathroom. They had been talking, their heads very close and intimate, clearly wanting to get to know each other very well. 

And yet when Morgan had seen them, the man and woman had both appeared close to forty. Both had been rather attractive, with only a few lines around their eyes and some extra weight around their hips belying their age. 

But now the same two people were different. Again, outside of the obvious difference of the man’s thick, heavy cock being slurped down by the woman’s eager, plush mouth—both appeared rather younger. There were no more lines in their faces. That extra weight around their hips seemed to diminish somewhat. 

The woman's hair, which had been a mousy blond in a sort of bowl cut, had become a vibrant mass of platinum locks stretching down her back and floating above her ass. The man, in turn, was shockingly muscled, tall and powerful with biceps the size of melons.

She was still convincing herself that it was just a trick of the light when a gorgeous young blonde took her by the arm. Her touch was warm and sensuous, and Morgan had trouble remembering that she wasn’t sexually attracted to women. 

“Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Gloria. What’s your name?”

“Morgan.”

Gloria was spectacularly busty, spectacularly leggy, and spectacularly blonde. Her hair stretched down near to her ass and her eyes, bright and blue, were vapid and friendly. She also had two drinks in her hands.

“Do you want a drink, Morgan?”

“Oh.” 

Morgan took a look around at the party and all of its inhabitants. A small tray flipped over, spilling glass and wine everywhere, when a redhead crawled on top of the lap of a circuit judge. The crash came because she had pushed away a young Asian beauty to take her place on his cock. 

His cock was still spurting heavy, forceful streams of cum as the redhead sank down, and the Asian moaned, begging for more while her cunt dripped his seed on the carpet. 

Two young men began to fight over the fallen Asian until she slipped her mouth around the cock of one, leaving her behind open for the other. He chose to fuck her ass—and there was no complaint from the buxom exotic beauty.

“I-I don’t think so,” she said. “It’s not for me.”
“Come on,” said Gloria. When she spoke, her tits jiggled. They were surrounded by heavy diamond jewelry, and so her body sparkled with youth and luxury. “Everybody’s doing it.”
“If everyone jumped off a bridge, would you do it?”

Gloria seriously considered this question. “I don’t know. Would we be able to fuck on the way there?”

Morgan laughed. As she did, she inhaled—and took in much of Gloria’s heavy, heady scent. It was light and airy, a sweet fruity freeflow that made Morgan’s thoughts swim merrily. Gosh, this Gloria was pretty. Was she single?

Wait, they were at an orgy. Everyone was single.

No—no, that wasn’t the point. Morgan wasn’t a lesbian! She wasn’t even bisexual. 

But Gloria was...really pretty. And Morgan's cunt—despite all her efforts in the bathroom—was still really, really wet.

“W-who are you, Gloria?”

“You already know, silly.” She giggled. “I’m Gloria. I'm a friend of Master Braddock.”

Morgan heard that—the “Master” instead of “Mister,” but she cast it off as just a slip of the tongue. 

“How long have you known him?”

“Years and years, now.”

“Oh. Are you his daughter? His niece?” 

Gloria giggled. “Don’t be silly. He’s much too old for me to be related to him like that. Though I wouldn’t be too surprised if he had fucked my mom at some point or another.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He’s very old. He has a regimen, though, and he stays very healthy. I joined up with him after he visited my practice for an appointment.”

“You work at a doctor’s office.”

Gloria giggled again, those tits jiggling like mad. “No, silly. I am a doctor. Can’t you tell?”

She looked like a model—like a lingerie model who belonged in tight clothing and swimsuits all the time. To imagine her as a doctor was essentially the beginnings of some obscene fantasy.

“How about that drink, gorgeous?” 

Gloria sloshed the drink slightly. Sitting right above her breasts, as it was, some of it spilled out and onto her picture-perfect skin. The shine combined with Gloria’s tan made them very appealing indeed. Morgan looked at them, already feeling somewhat drunk. Why was she feeling this way about Gloria? Why had she never felt this way about another woman? Why was everything so syrupy and hot inside her head?

“I don’t know,” said Morgan. “I think I’m feeling unwell. You’re really pretty—” why did she say that? “—I mean, gorgeous really—” and why did she say that? “—but I just can’t...it’s too...”

Gloria was tracing the line of liquid that landed in her heavy cleavage from one end of her tits to the other. Morgan’s eyes were wide, watching the finger work its magic. 

“Please?” Gloria held out the drink, hopping up on down slightly. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

Gingerly, Morgan took the drink. It was so hard to resist. Her cunt felt like it was melting. Why resist? Why be so stubborn when it would feel so very good to give in? She had trouble holding the glass steady while Gloria was in front of her—and looking so, so very fine. 

“Maybe...maybe just a sip?”

Such words had sunk sterner ships than the S.S. Morgan. She took a brief sip, as intended. Berries, fruits, and gentle spice, maybe just a hint of a pepper? 

Another sip, just to find out. Yes, definitely pepper. And...what else? 

She took another sip. Then, raising an eyebrow, took another, and then another. She hardly noticed when Gloria replaced the first glass with another, which she immediately downed, sipping be damned. 

The sensation was pleasant, heady, and immediate. The room spun without moving, and Morgan felt like she could see everything at once. And everything she could see was sex, sex, and ever more sex. 

“Yes,” said Gloria, as if reading Morgan's mind. “My first time, the drinks hit me very hard. I think your brain needs a few exposures for you to really keep up mentally. I don’t have any problem now. It’s all benefits, no fuzziness.”

Everything Gloria said was awfully fuzzy, and Morgan realized that the gorgeous blond was so very pretty that Morgan didn’t have to pay much attention. She could just look at her smooth tanned tits instead and admire the lovely turn of her chin and nose. 

Somehow, time had passed and Morgan found herself on a nearby couch with Gloria lodged between her and the arm of the chair. With so little room, Gloria had to swing her long, tanned legs over Morgan’s. They both had really, really sexy legs, Morgan thought with smug approval. How fun was that. 

Her eyes followed the happy, diamond-sparkly trail of Gloria’s legs up for several inches until the sight was intercepted by Gloria’s forearm. It led directly into Morgan’s pussy, where Gloria’s fingers had arrived and snuck inside. 

“Oh...” Morgan said. 

It was really more of a moan than any actual verbage. Her pussy lips felt soft and wet—softer and wetter, indeed, than they had ever felt before—and it became easier and easier for her to spread her legs while Gloria fingerfucked her wildly. The tips of her fingers slid hard across that special spot at the top of her canal where the g-spot rested, and Morgan twitched with constant pleasure.

“How old would you say I am?” Gloria asked. 

Her cunt was dripping onto Morgan’s dress. The beautiful, overwhelmed brunette barely knew how to reply. “O-old? Oh. Ah. Oh god.” She gulped. “I don’t know. Tw-twenty-two? Nineteen?”

Nineteen seemed like some kind of magic word for Gloria, who moaned and shuddered, grasping Morgan tight. Morgan then noticed for the first time that her own fingers were buried deep inside Gloria’s cunt, her knuckles sliding against the jewel-crusted silk panties as her fingers slid ever deeper into Gloria’s teenage-tight cunt. 

“N-nineteen!” Gloria moaned in Morgan’s ear. “Oh fuck yes, yes darling, just like that. Finger me like I’m fucking nineteen!”

They were quickly reaching a crescendo. Morgan felt her orgasm on its way like the not-so-distant whistle of an arriving train. Her entire body tensed, a whirlpool of pleasure gathering itself inside of her. She stared up at Gloria's sparkling blue eyes, moaning with sweet understanding. This was how the world was supposed to be. 

“That's it, darling,” Gloria moaned. “Make me cum. Oh fuck, yes. Make me fucking cum like I'm fucking nineteen.” 

With grasping, gasping motions, the two came together, legs sliding up and down. Their juices soaked through the coach they were on top of. Gloria kissed Morgan long and hard, laughing at the young beauty's need for more. 

“Fifty-two, by the way, darling,” she cooed, sliding her youthful, lithe body up.
“Huh?” Morgan asked, feeling drunk from the orgasm. “Wuzzat?”
“I’m fifty-two, love. I’ve been coming to these parties since the very beginning. I don’t miss a single one.”

Morgan’s lust-addled mind was confused and over-stimulated. But even she knew that didn’t make a single bit of sense. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #5

The deed is done. I made the sacrifice as Yolena instructed, with her guiding me through the process every step of the way. It was a grisly task, working on the animals like that, but it was a necessary one. 

The new elixir waits in my laboratory. Time will tell if it works or not.

There is another part of the ritual Yolena had us do that I hesitate to tell, as this is a record. But I must make this a complete record if it is to be a proper record. 

After the sacrifice, she pulled me down on top of the pentagram and had me enter her body. I was hard already, watching her exquisite body writhe and dance as she called upon her spirits. It was all I could do not to empty myself in her body right away.

She was so lush. So very...fertile.

Earlier today, as I was calibrating some of my equipment, she asked me if I should like to fuck her again. She spoke at length how good she found me at the task, and thought it a shame that a man like myself was confining my cock only to a wife who could not return my affection. 

I turned her down...but even I have to wonder if that was the right choice. Would not Eleanor understand? She has been sick for so very long, and a man has needs. Better some of the hired help than to go out of the house and search around, to be absent. Were I to bed Yolena regularly, I could stay home as much as needed and always be on hand for Eleanor...

Such rationalizations have brought down many a marriage, I am sure. But Yolena assures me Eleanor will never have to know. 

The elixir, once it is perfected, will work on anyone. However I wish it too. 

I could alter Yolena's preferences in this manner...alter Eleanor's. 

A man with the elixir of youth should be able to say he's earned two young beautiful lovers, I think.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WANDERED THROUGH the party, her dress slowly slipping down from her shoulders. Men and women grabbed her heavy tits and she just giggled, thanking them for the time. Dimly she realized that she needed to find the exit—that getting out was a good idea.

But it was a hard sell. Everything felt so good. Everyone smelled so nice. And every person she saw looked so...fuckable.

She hadn’t had a cock inside her body for more than a year. It felt like an obscene thing to say. She was sure the second such a fact left her lips that her every available orifice would be so pumped full of cock that she would be able to pass for a pincushion.

Once she nearly found the exit. There was a great wide set of ornately carved wooden double-doors. She recalled having entered such a set long, long ago when the party started, though that felt like years ago. 

Would it be years ahead? Was she reverse-aging as well? How much younger could she get, when she was already twenty-five?

Twenty...five? Twenty seven?

Twenty four? How old was she, again? She was so hot, and each year she shaved off her mental understanding of herself made her feel so much hotter.

She cast the thought of her aging away, affirming herself to the notion of leaving through the doors. There was no one stopping her. No giant set of tits nearby for her to ogle until she lost her nerve. But there was...

There was a fountain of the punch available. She licked her lips, seeing its dark purple shades sliding up against the magnificently luxurious glass bowl. 

Just...just one sip. You know, just a glass. That was it. A nightcap. The drink was so good. How did they make it so well?

She filled up a glass and drank it down. It was delicious, just as she remembered. And then, spinning happily, she took another one and drank that one down too. 

She began to hear music. For a moment she wondered if it was really happening or if she was just hearing things in this hyper-aroused hallucinogenic state she seemed to be in. Then she realized it didn’t really matter, as the beat was fantastic. 

Morgan spun and danced her way into a small study, her drink forgotten and spilled out onto the ground somewhere. A big-titted servant picked it up, her naked ass high in the air, inviting a quickie to any man who wanted to fuck someone in the tiny, daring outfit. 

In the study, Morgan slid her hands across the heavy leather bindings of the books and files, pushing her sweating face close up against the shelves and breathing in deep. Everything about the smells, the sensations turned her on. 

Heavy. 

Leather. 

Bindings. 

“F-fuck me...” she moaned, shoving her fingers up into her pussy. 

Knowing herself so well, she did a better job than Gloria. That was no knock against the lovely young (older?) blonde; Morgan simply had a whole lot of hands-on time to get acquainted with her cunt, like anyone. 

“I can oblige you, sweetheart.”

Morgan turned, seeing a tall, handsome fellow in a thin dark suit approaching. His cock was already out, hanging thick like a heavy sausage. Morgan saw it and her mouth instantly began to drool. Heavy dollops of saliva landed on her swollen, needy breasts. 

There had been a whole lot of fucking she had seen, and much nudity. But so many of the cocks had been inside of others that she hadn’t actually seen a cock like this in a while. Big, long, thick and beautiful. 

“Do you think she can handle two, Holt?” asked a man behind the first. He wasn’t as tall, but where the first—Holt—was thin, he was thick and muscular.

“Sure, Duncan. Why don’t we ask her?”

Duncan smiled. “How about it, sugar? Can you handle two?”

Both men were soon naked. They ripped their clothes off, not bothering very much with formality. Their bodies were spectacular. Hard abs locked in rock hard hard torsos, pectorals like the vision of god staring her in the face. She wanted to chew on their bodies, they were so hot, but really what she wanted to do was suck...and suck...and suck....

There was too much spare saliva in her mouth—altered, she knew already, to be thick and syrupy, the perfect lubricant for an incumbent cock—for her to actually give a proper answer. And so instead Morgan began ripping at her dress and dropped to her knees. 

Her tits, heavy and thick, were exposed to the air. Bright nipples the size of full erasers stuck forward. Remnants of her clothing remained, sticking to her skin as a result of the sweat from the delicious, endless heat that the party provided.

She needed cock. She needed as much cock as she could muster. There was nothing more important in the world for a young woman like her, a young beautiful woman with so much sensuality and desire to offer, than to be fucked brutally and thoroughly and for as long as possible. Her body, scintillating and amazing, was made purely for taking in as many cocks as possible. 

“Oh yeah,” said Holt. “She can handle us. What a good girl.”

Holt stepped forward, his cock hardening at the sight of the kneeling Morgan. Precum dripped down like a leaky faucet, and Morgan moaned with need. 

His cock already exposed, Morgan could not stop herself from sliding her mouth directly over the shaft when he came close. The movement took him off guard a little—but only a little. In short order he was raking his hands through the thick, silky tangle of her gorgeous chestnut hair and guiding her up and down. 

In the mirror on the wall, Morgan could see her body. It looked younger, fitter, than it ever had. 

But she couldn’t hold the image for long. Holt’s cock simply tasted too good. A good girl was supposed to close her eyes while she sucked a man off—or if not that, then to look up at him and let him know what a subservient whorish slut she was just for his use. 

So wrapped up with serving Holt was Morgan that she almost forgot about Duncan. Just from tasting Holt's cock, she was close to cumming. It was all her sexified body needed at this point. 

And then, from behind, Duncan entered her hot, waiting cunt. She was surprised by the entrance, but she definitely welcomed it. Her slit was sopping wet, so eager to take in cock, so happy to be filled by a member that was as thick and large as Duncan's was. He drove into her with abandon, strong hands grasping at her wide fertile hips and jackhammering up into her cunt. 

Hands—she didn't know whose—slipped over her tits and nipples, squeezing and playing. That sent her over the edge. She moaned as an orgasm struck through her body, purest pleasure lighting up every atom she had—and then it kept going and going. Every stroke from Duncan became another hot orgasm lighting her brain on fire. Every slurp and suck of Holt's cock was another round of blissful waves, sending her mind to the next level of consciousness. 

She was nothing but a fertile cock vessel, and that was how life should be. Any thoughts of her ever being anything else, wanting to be anything else, were fucked right out of her stupid, small, empty little head. There was no room for anything but serving cock. 

The two men loved her body, groaning and sputtering. 

“Fuck!” they would groan. “She's so fucking tight!” 

“So fucking good!”

“So goddamn hot!”

“Gotta cum. Gotta empty myself in this cunt.”

Whose voice was whose hardly mattered. All that mattered were their cocks, their cum. She waited, aching, and then finally felt it. Holt emptied down her throat, covering her mouth and esophagus with layers of his startling hot white goo. .

Spurred by his friend’s eruption, Duncan unloaded himself, creaming into Morgan’s fertile cunt. She took all of it, squeezing her cunt muscles to take more and more, desperate to feel as much of his sweet liquid gift in her pussy as possible. 

They each took a moment, pumping silently into her hot, waiting body as she absorbed their cum and cleaned them dry with her mouth and grasping pussy. When they exited, both seemed out of breath. 

Morgan turned then, opening her legs to the two men. Hot seed dripped from her cunt. Dribbles of it ran down her chin.

“Come on boys,” she cooed. “Is that all you’ve got for me?”

The two young men high-fived. It was not. 

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, THE SUN finally rose. A servant gifted Morgan with an elegant silk robe that she could wear on her drive home now that all her clothes were ruined by all the fucking

After Duncan and Holt, there was William, and then Reggie, and then Paul, and then Hannah and Ivy. There was no doubt about it any longer—Morgan was definitely not a prude anymore. She loved sex. She loved fucking. She loved lust and she absolutely loved the Lust Party. 

That was what she was calling it now, in her head. She had heard it once or twice around the crowd, and it was a brilliant name for the wonderful event.

There was a lot she didn’t understand. All her stamina. The seeming fountain of youth that Braddock provided. The nonstop feelings of arousal pumping through her system. 

But that didn’t feel very much like it mattered, anymore. All that really mattered was getting her fertile fuckbody full of some stud’s cum. 

With all the raucous fucking that Morgan had enjoyed throughout the night, one might have expected her to be staggering out, maybe limping. But instead she frolicked out to her car, with more sexual energy than she had felt in ages. She felt like there was nothing she couldn’t do—no one she couldn’t fuck. 

She licked her lips. This was going to be fun. 

And there was one thing she knew for certain—she would have to go back to the next party. 

# # #
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THE FUCKING HAD BEEN going on for hours now. It wasn't right to call it an orgy, exactly. There were lots of men fucking, but only two women. They had become the stars of the show. Other women there—cheerleaders—could only look on with wanton jealousy at the two girls that had become the favorites of the men in such a short time span. 

All they had done was show up, and their presence, their beauty, had demanded the cocks of the dozen-plus ripped athletes who were there already. 

Both young beauties were covered from head to toe in sparkling hot cum. Their skin glistened with it. They were full of it on the inside. 

And still they wanted more. 

Always more. 

The gorgeous young hotties would never have enough, would never feel enough cocks inside of their beautiful bodies. All they wanted in the world was to be fucked. To have whatever cock they wanted stuffed in their beautiful bodies until their minds blinked off from overload.

And they would get it. Because this was a place where everyone got what they wanted. This was a place where the nastiest, dirtiest fantasies came to life. 

This was the Lust Party...and guests never had to leave. 

# # #
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Lust Party 2
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The day after her first Lust Party was mostly a wash. Morgan stumbled home, her body full of the cum of strangers, and slid into her bed. She slept the day away, waking from time to time to raid her fridge for the most carb-heavy, calorie dense foods she could find. There was a distant memory in her head of sending a text to her boss at the newspaper where she worked, The Edition, informing him that she wouldn't be arriving that day. 

But the next morning—after the day long rest that she was able to have, Morgan woke up in her bed feeling terrific. She slid out of her sheets and stretched her lithe, tight body long and high, shaking her hair out until the fine, glossy chestnut locks settled into their natural wavy length, framing her angelic face and resting at the halfway point down her back. 

Wait...what?

She stepped over to the full-length mirror she kept attached to her closet door across from the bed, one perfectly constructed eyebrow raised curiously. 

At the Lust Party two nights ago, she had been fucked, and thoroughly, several times. She had imbibed Braddock’s “Elixir of Lust”, or whatever he wanted to call it—probably a lot more than she needed to. In her half-awake calculations the day before while she recovered from its grogginess-inducing after-effects, she had written the substance off as merely some form of very strong booze. But now that she looked at herself in the mirror, that write-off seemed very hasty indeed.

Morgan was twenty-eight years-old. She was attractive, though not stunning, and while she turned heads from time to time she had to go out of her way to really make men look for a long time—to get the kind of open, jaw-dropping looks that made her thighs tremble and her stomach quiver. 

It was a nice in-between and she had used what looks she had from time to time to give an advantage to her journalism career, where a pretty face could go a long way toward loosening tongues. 

She had shoulder-length chestnut hair that always seemed a bit drab to her; she had modestly-sized breasts and, though not in perfect shape (thanks to a regular habit of stress-eating whatever bread and cheese was on hand, usually on the weekends), she ran nearly every day and kept herself in physical form. 

That was not the reflection that looked back at her in the mirror this morning. 

What she saw was, at most, a twenty-one year-old. And more than that, a twenty-one year-old porn star, with magnificently sculpted, naturally perky tits that seemed like they would burn bras off if any dared to disgrace the sight of their physical perfection. 

They were easily 36Ds, when Morgan before had been a much more modest 32B. Her muscles were toned and visible—the soft surface of her abdominals was layered with tight, compact muscles that made Morgan’s mouth drool just looking at them.

Her reflection was turning her on. 

Little wonder. 

Her hair, as she had found out first, was long and luxurious, each lock a glossy silken strand that made love to Morgan’s skin as it stretched down her toned back. She had grown at least four inches, well beyond her previous height of five foot four. Her posture was a perfect C shape—chest out, ass out, belly in. It felt more comfortable than any manner of holding herself she had felt in years. 

It was not lost on her that this was the perfect way to display her body to men, too. 

The coup de grace was her face. There was not a hint of any blemish, no sign of any imperfection. Her face held all the glory of youth—smooth shiny skin that practically begged to be kissed, her lips plush and full, her dark eyes brimming with sultry mystery. Cheekbones had been raised and enhanced just so, and her jawline evened out, and so while she was still recognizable as Morgan, she was definitely an improvement. 

“Fuck,” she said, her voice an earnest, breathy whisper, though she had intended to speak at full volume. “I’m amazing!”

She was indeed. That was why, mere moments after catching the sight of herself in the mirror, her hands slipped down to her cunt and began exploring. She was sensitive there—much more sensitive than she could ever remember being. 

A gentle touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure through her body that dropped the buxom beauty to her knees, and she had to keep going from there. Her fingers expertly knew how to pleasure this new body, working in and out of her slippery hot pussy with delicious ease, and her fingers knew also to grasp the raspberry-sized nipples waiting for her touch.

When she woke from her round of six or seven orgasms—there was really no telling how many there were, all in rapid fire succession just from the most surface exploration of her rich depths—she stumbled into the shower and finger-fucked herself again to another seven orgasms, one right after another in a hot chain of pleasure that curled her toes and made her scream at the top of her lungs. 

An hour later, she was already two hours late for work and Morgan simply didn’t give a fuck. She sent off another quick text to Lionel Powell, her boss at the newspaper The Edition, and told him she would need another half day before coming in. 

* * * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW SIX HUNDRED dollar heels clicked happily along the pavement as she stuffed her latest round of purchases into the back of her sedan. 

Her new suit was daring, bold, and undeniably sexy. It was scarlet red, a tight jacket with a deep v-neck attached with two large golden buttons that seemed loose and easy to detach for ease-of-fucking. Beneath the jacket, barely visible, was a sheer black top clinging to the underside of her tits and only just covering her nipples. 

The skirt she wore was tiny and red, matching the jacket, slipping down her thighs halfway to her knees. If she sat the right way—and she would always make sure to—then it slid up so that part of her ass cheeks were exposed to any viewing her heavenly visage. Smoky dark stockings decorated the shining skin of her newly-long legs, matching the dark leather gloves eagerly clasping the cock-handling hands she now possessed. 

The young female clerk who had been helping her try on new clothes picked up outfit after outfit for Morgan—after a while, it was apparent the poor dear just wanted to see Morgan’s hot-fuck-me frame in as many sexy combinations as possible. 

Morgan couldn't blame her. She herself was sneaking off a quick chain of orgasms after every new outfit she tried on. 

After the fifth such outfit, Morgan started winking for the little smartphone camera the girl kept sliding under the door of the dressing room. 

Give her something to dream about. No doubt the girl was full-on lesbian now, if she wasn’t already before. Morgan knew, knew, she had that effect on women now. 

It would have been simple to convert a straight woman to full lesbianism with her beauty—like sliding a nut over a bolt, that easy. Something that had always belonged and merely needed to be shown how to attach. 

Maybe the clerk would post Morgan's amazing beauty to some website. Strangers all over the world could jerk off to her. The thought made her hot. She slid her fingers against her hyper-sensitive clit, imagining some man or woman pleasuring themselves in front of a computer screen or a tablet or a smartphone, thoughts racing with this person she knew nothing about getting their sweet bodies off at the thought of Morgan's body becoming ever sexier and more undressed. 

Morgan did not mind, at all, that her sexuality had expanded to easily, frequently, and exuberantly include women. It only seemed natural. Women were hot. They deserved a bit of hot lust as much as anyone. Why exclude them?

The trunk of her car now was absolutely stuffed with new outfits. She had blown through more than a month of pay entirely on clothes. Within three hours of waking up, she had drained her savings of five thousand dollars to pay for dozens of brand new outfits, heels, and accessories. 

There was so much that she could be wearing. Why the fuck had she been spending all her time in such drab clothes and with such a full bank account full of useless cash, just sitting there? 

Although, it was fun when she found out she could simply take a few things for free, so long as the clerk was into her. 

That was how she gotten a brand new set of designer belts, retailing for close to a hundred dollars each, for little more than her hand sliding up and down the young teenage clerk’s cock behind the counter. He was obviously eighteen, his face still somewhat scarred by acne and his hair thick and loose, but Morgan didn’t care. 

In her mind, she knew she was a distant twenty-eight, but her body only felt three years old than him...and when it came to his cock, he was certainly not of a mind to protest their age difference. 

It was the middle of a Tuesday, and no one was really at the mall. So, when she walked into Cloud, the latest designer shop, it was just her and the clerk. His voice squeaked wildly as he greeted her, and Morgan just found that so cute.

In less than ten minutes, she had her hand slid around his cock and was urging him to cum all over her tits. She had taken off her hot scarlet jacket, of course, leaving her heavenly tits exposed as she knelt before the young stud. 

“You’re so fucking pretty,” he moaned, hips thrashing as he emptied himself on her chest. “You’re so f-fucking pretty...”

“I know dear.”

As it turned out, she didn’t even have to wipe up the cum. Whatever had happened to her had made her skin happy to absorb the hot cum of strange men, leaving only a happy shiny trail from her neck to her tits and leaving her looking sexier than ever. 

And then, when his wits returned to himself, and he protested that she was taking too much, she made him cum again. That kept him quiet. 

Morgan would be the subject of every erotic fantasy he ever had again. No other woman would ever be able to match up to her. The poor soul would be constantly lonely, aching to find someone even a fraction as hot as the mysterious woman who blew into his life and stroked his cock for a mere ten minutes. 

The thought gave her a thrill, knowing she was ruining him like that. 

Morgan shut the door on her trunk, smiling at the memory, only a hour or so before. The clerk would be bragging about her to all his friends for ages. That felt good. That felt...right.

She deserved to be bragged about. She was a hot fuck goddess, dressed to rock and roll with every cock man enough to step to her. Morgan licked her lips. It was time to go to work. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


SHE STROLLED INTO THE office close three in the afternoon. The brunette beauty had made a few stops on her way to the newspaper office—most notably, several bars with several men inside. 

Morgan, being a reporter, knew the strip of bars that all the lawyers, bankers, and other such high-rolling corporate fellows went out to in the middle of the day for lunch. Quite a few of these rich studs had offered to buy her drinks, and even more had given her their numbers. In a matter of hours, her love life had suddenly become more festive and exciting than it had in years. She had dates lined up for weeks. 

The thought of having some young, hunky stud wrapped around her fingers, begging to give her ever more cash and clothing and jewelry just to fuck her one more time made Morgan’s heart race. And she knew there was nothing stopping here. There really had been nothing stopping her before, outside of a lack of confidence. And now that her body was so spectacularly splendid, that lack of confidence had gone “bye-bye.”

Of course, there was something else, too. Some sort of dark, heated energy she felt in her bones. Some inner-burning, a need for attraction, a need for attention, a need for sexual energy, a need for...lust.

“Morgan?”

Lost in thought, Morgan had been strutting merrily to her cubicle in the middle of the office. Before, she had hated such placement—being in the middle of so much activity, and so very many male gazes. 

And yet, now...now, the thought excited her. All those men looking at her. Wanting to take her. Wanting to pick her up over their shoulders and stuff her into a closet, tie her down and fuck her at their leisure. Wanting to breed her, fill her up with babies, make her their hot, bound pregnant cunt. 

Her cunt moistened at the thought of a man actually strong enough to keep her like that. 

With a soaking pussy, she turned to face Colette, who had called her name. “Hello dear. How are you this morning?”

“Is that...is that you?” Colette asked. 

The young copy-editor and researcher wore what she always wore to work—tight blue jeans and layers of clothes on top to hide the abject skinniness of her frame: a hoodie over a sweater over a long sleeved t-shirt. Fingerless mesh gloves wrapped around her hands.

“Of course it is, love,” Morgan smiled. Her voice was soft and low, a sultry whisper that spoke of dark candlelit nights and centuries of passionate lovemaking by the sea. “What do you mean?”

A few reporters nearby had lifted their heads up above the cubicle, man and woman. Their eyes widened as they saw Morgan’s daring outfit—the tiny skirt, the tall heels, the thick bundle of her gorgeously glossy hair as it swished gently in the A/C. She soaked up their attention and, in turn, let their attention soak her cunt. 

But, Colette had to ruin it. The willowy brunette tugged Morgan by the arm and shoved her into a nearby office, emptied due to budget cuts. 

“You know what I mean!” Colette hissed. “You know exactly what I mean! Two days ago, I tell you not to go to that crazy party. I told you it would change you. And here you are, totally changed! You look...you look like some fucking slut, Morgan! What’s the matter with you? What—what are you doing?”

As Colette spoke, Morgan had been stepping around the office, closing all the blinds very deliberately. Even though the cords were easily within arm’s reach, she bent over at he waist to grab them, showing off the long svelte lines of her legs and the incredible shape of her ass. Her hair, so thick and long, fell down to one side like a luxury blanket, the sort given out at five star hotels. 

“I’m giving us some privacy, dear. Isn’t that okay?”

“A-and there’s that! That too! Calling me ‘dear.’ ‘Love.’ You never used to talk like that. I’m like a year older than you, besides! What the fuck is—”

Morgan placed a gloved finger to Colette’s lips. “Shhh.”

Colette, confronted so immediately with such an intimate gesture, appeared to be stunned into babbling. Morgan's tits pressed confidently on Colette's. The resulting shape was enticing and inviting, and Colette moaned as she saw the sweet crushed cleavage formed on her body.

“What...what is...”

“I know the problem here, sweetness.” 

The brunette bombshell’s voice had effortlessly turned into a symphony of succubine seduction, sliding into every part of Colette’s brain and soaking it in hot intentions. 

“Y-you do?”

“Of course I do. You’re attracted to me. You’ve been attracted to me for a long, long time. Haven’t you?”

She blushed furiously, looking away. “That’s...that’s not...”

Morgan put a hand on Colette’s hip, clenching just right. “It’s all right, love. You can tell me. I want you to be attracted to me. Because I’m attracted to you. I really, really am.”

Their lips were dangerously gloss. Morgan's were wet, glossy, and pink...and looking ever so soft. 

Her attraction perhaps wasn’t as specific as Colette’s—the researcher had been building her crush for some time now ever since Morgan had arrived at the office. Morgan’s own attraction had started the second she saw Colette that day, simply because available lust in the air turned Morgan on more than anything else in the world. 

“Really?” Colette’s face softened. Yearning, open and pleading, was obvious on her face. “You’re not just saying that? Because if you aren’t, then I—”

Morgan cut her off with a long, sensuous kiss. Her jaw worked up and down, their tongues eagerly sliding together in the silence formed by their meeting.

Colette moaned into the embrace, arms flailing outward for a moment before wrapping up and around Morgan’s body. Her hands tugged at Morgan’s tightly muscled back, running through her thick hair, fingers sliding hard into her scalp and shoulders. 

“Oh fuck,” Colette breathed after a moment. “No. We really...we shouldn’t. You smell so amazing. You’re like heaven and berries, oh my god. But we...we can’t. We have to...you’re under their influence somehow. We can’t just—”

Morgan cut her off with another kiss, this time using her hands to unbuckle Colette’s pants. The skinny beauty melted before her, knowing where this was going. Her panties were ripped away, easily disposed of—Morgan was stronger than she had ever been, fueled by lust, confidence, and whatever dark power brewed inside of her.

A small trail of downy brown hair led to Colette's pussy. She kept herself trimmed there. Morgan felt drool entering her mouth, looking at the juicy cunt already so moist and hot because of Morgan's disastrously hot body. 

As Morgan’s fingers slipped up into Colette’s beautifully tight pussy, she began to whisper in Colette’s ear. “I tell you what sweetling. I have an offer for you. A proposition.”

“I...ooh, oh my god, ohfuck oh fuck you’re so good at that, you’re so good, you’re so-so-so pretty, so-so-so—”

“Pay attention, darling. I’m trying to talk to you.”

“I’m sorry.” Colette gulped, eyes wide with fervent adoration. “Tell me whatever you like. Tell me anything, j-just keep doing thaaaaaat...”

“If I make you cum,” Morgan kissed Colette’s neck, knowing perfectly well she would already do that, “then you’ll come along with me to the very next party Braddock throws. And you can see for yourself whether anything is amiss or not.”

It only made sense, in Morgan’s mind, to tell others about the party. For her, it had changed everything—made her entire life better and more satisfactory in less than a day. Why not do the same for Colette? She was such a sweet girl, crushing on Morgan like she had. Morgan wanted to do something nice for her. Morgan wanted to change her, to make her life hot and amazing like hers was. 

“Nnn—” Colette moaned. 

Morgan suspected the sweet darling was trying to resist. Her thumb pressed hard on Colette’s clit, an intense grin on Morgan’s face.

“You don’t want to cum, baby? You don’t want to cum just for me? After all this time? All that longing? All that need? All those sweet, delicious nights you spent under the sheets wishing and hoping something just like this would happen? Won’t you say yes for me, Colette? Won’t you tell me what I need to hear?”

“Y-yes!” Colette moaned, her volume out of control. Everyone in the office could hear. “Yes! Make me cum, oh my god, anything, please! Just make me cum!”

Whatever dark energy burned within Morgan also gifted her with a natural understanding of just what a girl needed to have the hardest orgasms she possibly could. She applied that knowledge know, administering her fingers and thumb to Colette’s clit and g-spot with exactly the rhythm she needed. 

Moaning wildly, thrashing against Morgan’s sure, strong body, Colette came, her cunt gushing down Morgan’s brand new leather gloves. 

The two brilliant beauties kissed as pleasure overcame all of Colette’s senses. Morgan, having pleased her target, felt warm satisfactory thrills run up and down her body—the equivalent of an orgasm for her yesterday. Today, it was merely warm-up. 

“L-love you,” Colette mumbled, staring in awe at Morgan. 

She had just been gifted with the hottest, most powerful orgasm of her life. Her entire worldview had shifted. There was nothing she wouldn't do for Morgan now, no one she wouldn't lie to or deceive, no task she wouldn't dare. Morgan was who she wanted. Morgan was everything to her. 

Nuzzling Colette close, Morgan whispered into her ear. “I’ll let you know when I get the details, dear.”

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU GOING TO TELL me what that was all about?”

Almost immediately after exiting the empty office, Morgan’s boss, Lionel Powell, had pulled her aside and shoved her into his own office. 

Colette was a hot, sweating, cunt-dripping mess, and would need an hour or two before her sanity all the way returned to her. She remained in the abandoned office, absently fingering her cunt while looking at pictures on her smartphone that Morgan had encouraged her to take. Morgan could pose like a model now with perfect ease. 

Her body was made sure showing off from top to bottom, so it was only natural that her flexibility and ease of movement could on board with the program. Her hair was so shiny, her tits so large and buoyant, her legs so perfectly long and sleek—every part of her demanded admiration at all times. Colette was practically required to worship Morgan from this point forward just by biology. 

Naturally, Morgan did not have a hair out of place, and if anything, she looked even more dynamite than she had before. The heated flush in her cheeks from the fingerfuck session with Colette only heightened the smoky gaze she put out, and the lesbian workout had built up a gentle sheen of sweat that made every part of her skin look even more delectable than before. 

“You mean between Colette and I in the office?”

Lionel took a seat at his desk. Morgan had already noted that the blinds were closed. Lionel liked his privacy when he was trying to put out the final pages of their weekly installment of The Edition. His chair was tall and leather, the desk hard oak and littered with papers. 

He was not an exceptionally clean man. Morgan had regular fantasies of dressing up in a maid’s outfit and cleaning his desk and office for him. Perhaps she would be occupied with a stain on the carpet, and he would be overcome with lust after seeing her lack of panties, his brilliant mature cock so right as it slid right into her cunt...her unprotected cunt. 

There would be nothing stopping him from getting her so very pregnant...and then she would be able to raise his babies and suck his cock all day long like a good girl...

“I mean all of it, Morgan. You come in six hours late for work. You don't even show up yesterday. You’re dressed like...well, there’s not a lot of appropriate words for it that aren’t insulting, so let’s just say it’s completely inappropriate. You’re—”

She slid up on Lionel’s desk, crossing her long legs. She allowed herself several seconds for the motion, at least five to stretch one leg all the way out, and then another ten to let it gently and effortlessly cross high up on the thigh of the other. Her expensive new heels, strapped tight to her ankles, dangled precariously close to his crotch. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, sliding back in his chair. 

“You don’t seem to like my outfit,” said Morgan. She began to pout. “I have to admit, Lionel, I’m a little hurt. You’re the reason I’m wearing this, actually.”

His argument seemed absolutely forgotten from the onslaught of sensory information being delivered to him by Morgan's body. 

“I am?”

“You are. I wore it especially for you. I wanted you to see how I look in red. I think I look dynamite. But I suppose you don’t agree.”

“I...I...of course you...” he shook his head. “No. Look.” He rapped his knuckles on the arms of his chair. “How attractive you are isn’t really the question. Do I smell booze on you? Because that’s not—”

“So you do think I’m attractive?” 

She turned bent forward, letting him look down the heavy expanse of her cleavage. His eyes locked on immediately to the smooth, young, healthy, full tits she possessed. Tits that were, as she had just said, decorated solely for his attention. 

As he was transfixed, she noticed the picture of his ex-wife still on his desk. What a piece of trash, leaving this beautifully masculine man. Morgan flicked it carelessly off the desk—and the photo landed, appropriately, in the bin waiting below. An indulgent smile cross her lips. Lionel didn’t seem to notice. 

“I mean, Morgan...of course you’re attractive. That’s not really...wait.” He put a hand to his face. “Do you smell that? It’s so...it’s really hot in here.” He tugged at his tie. He had begun to sweat. “It smells like...berries. And clouds, somehow. You don’t—what are you doing?”

Her heel had landed on his knee. The long tip dug into his flesh, though not enough to hurt him. Just enough to get his attention. 

“Something you like. Don’t you?”

He gulped. 

“Morgan...you’re...clearly not in your right mind. Did you go to that party? Is that what’s causing this? Because I did some digging on my own, and I found these reports, and—”

Her heel slid up higher on his thigh, heading quickly toward the rapidly forming bulge in his crotch. “I don’t want to talk about all that boring stuff, Lionel. Baby. I want to talk about the best way to shove your cock into this fertile young body. Isn’t that more exciting?”

“F-fertile?” he gulped again. “Young? Morgan, you’re—oh fuck.”

Her heel landed on his cock. She began rubbing the toes up and down his thick, heavy rod, licking her lips as she delivered the pleasure she knew that he wanted. Calling herself “fertile” had been a bit of an ad-lib. 

But then, she was fertile, wasn’t she? She could have as many babies as Lionel could pump into her. God, that would really seal the deal, wouldn’t it? If he made her pregnant. Then he would have to fuck her all the time, just to keep her in line. 

Maybe he could convince her to fuck Colette too. Get her pregnant. The two of them waiting on him and his huge cock hand and foot, all day long, each girl trying to have a more pregnant belly than the other...

“You work so, so hard all day long, Lionel. Mister Powell. Won’t you let me your day a little easier?”

“If you want...shit.” He was huffing now. “If you think, I mean...if you want to go out, Morgan, I mean...I’m your boss. But even then, we can’t just do it something here. We have to—”

Her heel had relinquished its soft pressure on his cock, but only because she had dropped to her knees. “Do something here,” she said, smiling and licking her lips. “What a lovely idea, Mister Powell. I just finger-fucked Colette in the other room. I know you overheard us. I know you wanted to watch. I can make sure you watch later on. Would you like that?”

Whatever answer he had was cut short when he realized she was sliding down to her knees between his legs. 

In short order, she had her hands unzipping and freeing his cock from the confines of his slacks. His hands came up to stop her, but she merely placed them on the side of her head, where the silken soft locks of her hair felt too good to massage to actually bother trying to stop her from giving this perfect man a beautiful blowjob that he so clearly deserved. 

His cock was large and mostly hard, a fierce red pole of masculine power. It was everything she had ever hoped for in all her fantasies at home.

“I’ve wanted this,” she moaned, “for a long, long time.”

And then she slid her mouth over the turgid head of his member, suckling gently as he slid all the way down her throat with ease. There was no gag reflex, no hesitation. She knew exactly how to beautifully suck a man’s cock in the same way that she knew how to amazingly finger a woman like Colette. 

As she slurped up and down his dense meat, Morgan’s perfect countenance remained intact, as if her beauty had a power unto itself. Her hair did not fall out of place no matter how much Lionel massaged her scalp or pulled at her shimmering locks. Her face remained angelic and needy, not a smudge of make-up anywhere. 

Her lips, pink and glossy, remained moist and warm, creating a happy suckling home for her boss’s beautiful cock. And her clothes remained easily in place, though she would have been perfectly happy if they did not. 

If Lionel wanted to, in fact, he could have ripped every piece of clothing from her back and fucked her wild. Fucked her into the corner, maybe, trapping her with his cock and making sure she had no choice but to take his babymaking sperm and get her as pregnant as possible. 

But, he didn’t. Instead he threw his head back, groaning and grunting, encouraging Morgan to suck ever more of his big cock with helpful thrusts and gyrations of his hips. 

“Take it, baby, yeah.” His voice was breathy and heavy. “Take all of it. Oh shit, holy shit, you’re so good. You’re so good, Morgan. I had no idea. No idea...no idea you wanted this. I would have...fuck, ages ago, before Lynn left me even...goddamn...Oh fuck...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum soon. Morgan was delighted to feel his balls tighten, his shaft begin to vibrate just so. There was no mistaking when a man’s orgasm was arriving. She sucked with ever more gusto, eager to swallow him down, aching to feel his white load flush down into her system. 

She moaned loudly, knowing her sounds on his cock were only increasing the pleasure he felt from her sex-bomb body. Louder and louder her moans grew, filling the office, filling—she hoped—the ears of everyone listening outside. With some sort of lusty telepathy, she knew they were there, and she knew the staff were all touching themselves in tandem, aching, wishing they were as lucky as Colette or Lionel.

“”F-fuck...fuck, Morgan, I'm gonna...you're gonna make me...I have to, you might want...”

She stayed latched on, desperate for his cum. Her boss emptied himself into her mouth and throat, spraying hard. Gushing streams of heavy cum landed inside her and she swallowed each of them down with glee, eagerly awaiting more and more as he emptied himself into her body. 

Once he finally sputtered out, the spasms of his cock leveling down to gentle trembles, Morgan slipped her mouth off his rod and began to gently lick and clean him up.

“Fuck,” he said, face in his hands. “Oh, fuck. Fuck me.”
“Whenever you’re ready,” she purred, sliding a hand up his abdomen. 
“What?” He shook his head, and pushed his chair back from her. He furiously buttoned up his pants, shaking his head. “This was a mistake. All of this. You have to...you’re on suspension.”

“Suspension?” She raised an eyebrow, not quite believing him. 

“With pay,” he said. “Because of how...because of your work before this. But you have to clean yourself up. You can’t just come in here to work and...fucking christ, you fucked me and Colette in the matter of half-an-hour, didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I’m efficient, Lionel.” She was still on her knees, and crooked a finger at him. “Why don’t you come over here and I can show you how suspended I should be?”

He took a few steps forward, and then shook his head. Turning to the window, he opened it and stuck his head outside, taking several deep breaths. When he returned, his face was clear. 

“You’re suspended, with pay. And that’s final. Call me in a week and we’ll talk about...” he waved his hands. “Whatever just happened. If you’re...serious. About something you feel for me, then you’ll wait.”

Morgan stood finally and left the office without saying anything else. A normal woman might have been hurt, insulted, or even outraged. She was merely curious at his resistance. She supposed she should have let him fuck her tits? 

Deep in thought, considering how she might have pleased him better, she did not notice the heavy looks of arousal that nearly everyone in the office was giving her. Apparently it had become common knowledge, quite quickly, that if someone simply dragged Morgan into an office then they were asking for a romp with the sexiest woman they had ever seen in person. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and her eyes grew wide with pleasure. 

It was Braddock. He had texted her:

New party tonight. Special event. Bring whoever you like. Starts at 7 PM. 

Morgan's smile was alive with delight.

* * * * *
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EIGHT HOURS LATER, Morgan and Colette drunkenly stumbled into the Braddock house with their arms intertwined tight. Colette’s resistance to coming to the party—as, looking at Morgan, there was no doubt what it would mean for herself—had been worn down after Morgan extracted her from the office and had her down several bottles of wine while licking the sweet young brunette’s pussy. 

Morgan herself had her own turn having her pussy licked and drinking plenty of wine last, a heated pleasant warmth spreading through her body to match the heated pleasant warmth of the near-constant orgasms that Colette’s tongue delivered to her over-sensitive clit. 

But despite all of this, Morgan's thought processes remained clear and her goals were adamant—she had to go to the Lust Party, and she had to bring Colette with her. 

And so, when they arrived, they were both positively smashed and feeling rather in love with each other. Colette, for her part, was already hearing wedding bells and had heavily considered breaking it off permanently with the three on-again, off-again girlfriends she had. Living in the lesbian world meant that her circle of friends had quite a few people who simply slept with everyone, Colette included. Morgan made a mental note to introduce herself—and some of Braddock's elixir—to all of them. 

But Colette had no second-thoughts about breaking it off with these girls, even though she had known them since she had entered college more than a decade before. Even being Morgan’s permanent footstool and pussy-licking servant was an upgrade in Colette's mind. Any way to be close to the brilliant, sun-like scorching hotness of Morgan was an immediate win for the nerdy babe. 

Morgan, while rather enamored with Colette, was mostly wrapping the researcher around her leather-gloved finger simply to add more fuel to the lust fire when she inevitably tried to seduce Lionel once again. Certainly he felt compelled to turn Morgan down after a blowjob at work, but how would he feel about turning down the two of them, dressed in nothing but lingerie, heels, and overcoats, showing up at his house and begging for his cock?

Begging for his cock, and begging to be bred. Begging to be his pregnant little hand servants, to be ordered around at his leisure and taught how best to suck and serve to please him the best...Morgan's mind was on fire with this fantasy. She needed to make it come true. 

And so she simply had to go to the Lust Party to make sure that Colette was on board with the idea as well. 

Colette might have been a lesbian now, but Morgan was certain she could turn her around. If the Lust Party didn’t do it, then Morgan would simply tie the silly girl up and lick her pussy while flashing a thousand gigabytes of cock pictures at her in a dark room for...oh, maybe just a few days. That would turn anyone around. 

The only morality Morgan had anymore was her own pleasure. Every code of ethics and line of right and wrong that she had ever been taught took a firm and steady backseat to doing whatever she could to make sure that the only sensation she felt was endless bliss. There was no competition.

Morgan was still dressed in her stellar red suit, looking stunning still even after hours of fervent lovemaking. Colette looked dazed, dressed in a tight black cocktail dress that Morgan made her wear (one that she had bought earlier that afternoon, quickly modified so it fit the brunette's frame), but still was attractive with her natural lithe, skinny frame fitting inside of the tight confines of the dress so well. 

The first thing Morgan noticed upon entering was how subdued everything seemed to be. There was only one bowl of punch located in the dining room—a stark difference between the several of the other night—and it was almost all gone. There were no bowls anywhere else. There were no party-goers madly fucking in the corners, no newly-fashioned paramours going down on each other in every study and library in the expansive mansion. 

She dragged Colette over to the bowl and gave her a long drought of the stuff. Filling the cup meant that all that was left were mere droplets in the ornate bowl. 

“Drink,” she said, holding the cup up to her lover’s face.

Colette’s time for refusals was long, long past. Grinning and giggling, she tipped the glass back and took it all down in one go. 

“Was that good, Morgan?”

She could have easily replaced “Morgan” with “Mistress” and kept the same worshipful, obedient tone. Anyone who gave a woman more than a dozen orgasms in the space of eight hours would earn the same kind of loving adoration as Morgan had earned from Colette. 

“Good girl,” said Morgan, petting her head and kissing her on the neck. “That’s my good little pretty. You’re such a good babydoll.”

The other woman giggled with clear pleasure at following commands. She was naturally a submissive, and Morgan had to work only a little to find all the right words to make that submissiveness come right to the surface. 

Then, Morgan noticed the little vial—the one that Braddock must have dumped into the punch. One little vial of that had been enough to affect an entire bowl of punch all by itself. Its potency, its power, attracted her greatly. 

She shook the vial in her hands, examining closely. There was not much of the substance left, whatever it was. But there was a short little swig there. 

No doubt that small amount, in its concentrated form, that would have been enough to fill several, several drinks. Morgan licked her lips. Next to her was Colette, giggling and cooing, pressing against her shoulder. Morgan could feel the soft, melting heat of Colette’s cunt as it pressed against Morgan’s thighs.

Whatever had happened to Morgan—all this beauty, all this confidence—it was a result of this substance. The thought of making two of herself was inescapably hot. There was no way, no way, that Lionel would be able to resist that. 

And then finally...finally she could get to wrap her legs around his waist. Finally she would be able to feel him thrust inside of her, emptying himself, filling her with his fucking children and getting her so fucking pregnant...

Morgan took Colette’s cheeks and popped her mouth open, emptying the vial into the other girl’s throat. Colette giggled, simply going along with whatever Morgan said at this point, and downed the dark substance in one go. 

“Fruity,” Colette breathed after swallowing. She burped slightly, and then giggled at the decisively unladylike gesture.

And then, abruptly, she passed out. Morgan managed to catch her before she fell all the way to the ground. A contented smile was on Colette’s face. Morgan shook her, trying to wake her. Oh god—had she just killed her new lover?

“Yes,” said a deep voice. “I did my own experiments with testing out the substance by itself without adulterating it with the punch. The effects are more potent, as you’ll notice, but they do create an intermediate period of stasis for a while. Not much good for parties. I can’t very well be giving out drinks that make everyone pass out on the first sip, can I?”

Morgan turned to see, of course, Braddock. He was just as handsome and mature as he was the day before, a true silver fox. Heated desire, real and potent, overwhelmed her. She let Colette drop roughly into a nearby leather chair and focused all of her considerable charm on the new man. 

He had a cock, and there was no doubt he knew how to use it—and she wanted to serve and pleasure him without any reservation. 

“You’re so smart and strong, Sir,” she cooed, mincing her knees together, bringing her hands up under her considerable tits to push them out even more. “So wonderful and good. I’m so lucky to be in your presence.”

He wore a deep black robe, barely tied shut. She could see his considerable musculature thriving beneath, and edging around the opening in the middle was the thick head of his cock. Morgan began to drool. She hadn’t considered herself as having any feelings for this man before ten seconds ago, but now that she saw him, those feelings of love and adoration were all that she felt. 

Dimly, she began to notice that his wife and concubine, Eleanor and Yolena, were behind him on the floor. They were kissing his robe. 

Yolena looked heavily pregnant—six months or more. Morgan's eyes grew in surprise. She had seen the woman just two nights ago and her stomach was flat as a board. 

The dark beauty must have been incredibly fertile...and Braddock incredibly virile. Morgan felt her cunt's juices getting thick, aching to take him in and keep him there for the rest of her life. 

He took a hand and caressed Morgan's face, taking a few moments to guide his fingers through the thick locks of her stunningly smooth hair. 

“My elixir did quite a good job on you, I must say. I haven’t had many opportunities to test it out on women who were already young and beautiful, outside of Yolena here. But those were...special circumstances, shall we say? With a bit more visitation from the arcane.”

Morgan just giggled. He was talking about so many ideas. She could hardly keep up when all she wanted to do was suck his massive babymaking cock.

“Mostly, it’s women who are, you know...high-society,” he explained. “The long-term wives of men with ambition, or, occasionally, women with ambition. Not enough of that latter category, really.”

Morgan tried desperately to keep up with what he was saying. He had done this to her, all of it. All these feelings. All this beauty she had now. She was so grateful for it. She loved him for it. She should tell him. 

“I’m in love with you,” she said, realizing it as soon as she said it. “I just...I totally am. And I want...I don’t know what I want. I want your cock. I want to be yours. Forever. Please?”

This buxom bombshell, who had spent all day manipulating others due to the sheer force of her overwhelming lust and beauty, was trembling with heady need after barely a minute in the presence of her creator. She loved being this sexy, this confident, this beautiful. She loved everything that had happened to her. There wasn't a single aspect of her being that she was dissatisfied with, and it was all due to him. More than that, it made her cunt ache with need that despite all her hotness, despite all the stares and lust that had been thrown her way all day long, she still ached with desperate, schoolgirl-ish need from just one man. 

Morgan, illogically, hoped she was pretty enough for him. She could have graced the cover of any fashion magazine in the world, could have seduced any billionaire she set her eyes on, and even so, she wasn't sure of herself in the face of Braddock's overwhelming masculinity. That was his effect. 

She leaned forward to kiss him, fully expecting to soon have her lips ride over his, their tongues meeting and aching together, her tits on his hard chest. 

But instead he put a finger on her lips, smiling gently. 

“Not yet,” he said. “I have many lovers. Many concubines.” He gestured down to Eleanor and Yolena. “And as I said, you may yet outdo them. But the effects you are under are currently...temporary. You’ll be feeling more of yourself tomorrow. Your body will change back the day after that. If you still mean what you say—if you want to be mine, then you can return at any time and then we can make the effects permanent. I've perfected the process only just recently. But for now, I must work.”

“Work?” Morgan scrambled, trying to make him stay. “But there’s...the party...”

“Party?” A blare of music sounded through the house as a door upstairs opened. “Oh yes. Up there. Feel free to join them. Basketball players and a bevy of cheerleaders. More young subjects. I’m rather excited to find out what happens.”

He began to walk away, and Morgan trailed after him, eager to suck his cock, to kneel at his feet all day long and just be his gentle high-heeled cockwarming mouth rug. But he noticed, and held up a hand, and pointed again to the upstairs. Eleanor and Yolena did follow after him, crawling like good girls after their Master. Both of them shot haughty, knowing smiles to Morgan, indulgent in the fact that they were better than her—that they got Master's cock while she didn't. 

It should have insulted Morgan, but instead she was just turned on by it. 

If she had to prove herself to him by taking the cocks of all those basketball players, then take those cocks she would. 

* * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW BODY GAVE her a considerable strength she had not had before. Her muscles, tightly toned and adapted for hours of endless fucking, were strong and had high endurance. So it was not too much trouble to take Colette’s rapidly changing form and to bring her up the stairs with her. 

The beautiful brunette was rapidly becoming blond. Or, perhaps she been dyeing her hair this whole time? Who could say. 

The brown locks slowly streamed outward, the coloration becoming closer and closer to platinum at the roots and then spreading down to the tips. Colette did seem sort of like the kind of girl who would dye her hair one color to appear more serious and straightforward, and maybe just to stop getting hit on by men. 

Outside the door to the party, Morgan held Colette up against the wall. She watched as Colette's breasts rapidly ballooned outward, flesh creating more of itself seemingly from nowhere. Her platinum locks continued to grow and thicken, falling over the newly-enlarged breasts in an inviting manner. Her skin became youthful and shiny, her face clear of all marks or moles, dissolving like they had been specks of dirt or food. 

Within a matter of minutes, she had transformed entirely from a bookish nerd into a porn-worthy teenage beauty. Her face, fresh and innocent, was also full of a seductive vigor that Morgan herself found it hard to match. 

Slowly, Colette’s eyes fluttered open. She saw Morgan there and licked her lips. 

“Fuck,” she said, groaning happily and stretching her arms up. “I feel great. I feel...” She held her nose to the air, turning quizzically. “I smell cock.”

The young lesbian, transformed and sexualized, every facet of her lovely face designed to elicit arousal, turned away from the brunette beauty and opened the door to the party with one singular goal in mind—stuffing her body with as many cocks as possible.

The party was being held in a large dining hall decorated with glass cases containing strange artifacts that Morgan had never seen before. Mystic symbols decorated ancient ankhs and poles and plates, floating feathers flew high on long handcrafted weapons, and terrible masks loomed over them from high overhead. 

Inside the party was, as Braddock said, an entire team of college basketball players with a full squad of their cheerleaders. These were the young athletes and beauties who had so quickly burned through Braddock's punch. There was no telling how he had gotten them here—but it wasn't as if college kids needed much of an excuse to find a place to drink and party and fuck. 

Morgan saw that many of them still had their jerseys and outfits on, either not bothering to or not remembering to change after hearing the promise of participating in a wild orgy with the apexes of masculinity and femininity in their society. 

They were already naked and rutting. Those that weren't had merely recently finished, or were about to begin again. Huge cocks of every color were wet with precum and pussy juices. Cheerleaders, tight-bodied and gorgeous with huge tits and wide fertile hips and teensy tiny waists were covered from every end in heavy, dense loads of cum. 

Immediately, Colette fell on the cock nearest to her. It had just popped out of a cheerleader’s cunt, still spurting wildly impregnating seed, and Colette sucked it down like it was the sweetest bottle of nectar in the world. The black player suddenly finding himself sucked off by this incomparably hot platinum blonde high-fived a nearby teammate drilling a cheerleader’s ass from behind. 

This was the first cock Colette had ever had in her body. The first cock that had ever shoved inside of her mouth, and she took it with as much skill as a fish to water, sucking expertly and driving the basketball player to distraction. Within moments of beginning, the drop-dead-gorgeous platinum blonde made the prospect of high-fiving or bragging anymore completely impossible because his body was overloaded with pleasure from her plump vibrating lips. 

Morgan, at the sight of so much cock, tits, and ass, needed a taste for herself.

She put herself down on all fours in the middle of the room, sliding her skirt up at her waist and pushing down beneath her tits. Her heavy breasts dangled in the air, her tight, shiny ass exposed to every player in the room. 

“Come and get it boys,” she said, smiling sultrily. “The water is fine.”

Immediately, every man not currently fucking a cheerleader—and several who were—lunged forward to stuff Morgan’s body. 

Two men stood out immediately, pushing aside the others and quickly dominating their way to Morgan's cunt. One was tall and black, heavy muscles dripping with sweat. The other, Hispanic and lanky, but with an amazingly huge cock, grinned down at Morgan with lust. 

“You ready for this, Greg?” asked the Hispanic. 

“Shit yeah, Tomas” said Greg. “I want this ass more than any other here.”

She slipped over onto her back and pulled Tomas on top of her thick, buoyant tits. With ease, he ripped apart her blouse and the two of them quickly discovered that the gobs of precum he produced were perfect lubricant for fucking her tits. 

His cock was so huge, in fact, that he could fuck the massive pair she boasted and still land more than four inches of cock into her needy mouth. Her lips sucked down on his hard rod, suckling and pleading for his cum.

At the same time, Greg wrapped her legs up around his neck and started driving into Morgan's tight pussy. Even though she had been fucked by several men just a few nights before, her cunt was tighter than ever and more needy of cock than she had felt in her life. Greg's entrance into her body was welcome, filling her completely with his huge black cock in a way that she had never felt before. The thick shaft powered against her g-spot and filled her cunt all the way to the edge of her available space, almost perfectly designed for her cunt. 

She moaned in bliss as orgasm after orgasm shook through her tight, tiny frame. There was only pleasure with cock inside of her. Their precum spilled into her, more than the loads of cum of normal men—but these athletes, so perfectly chiseled, were no longer normal men. They had been gifted with Braddock's elixir, and so even their precum was thick and syrupy...and delicious.

Tomas gripped her tits tight, holding the throttle on her with ease, and just from feeling his manly grip on her huge nipples alone, Morgan would have cum. That, in combination with the cock in her mouth and her cunt, made her every nerve alight with a symphony of excess. 

Next to her, she could see Colette being fucked much the same way. She was on her hands and knees, being fucked in the ass by some massive white athlete while she blew another. The one behind her was fucking her so hard that she was sucking even harder on the cock in her mouth, being pushed up and down it by the piston-like thrusts into her behind. 

The men knew that these women were cumming for them—cumming because of their cocks. There was no need to prolong the experience. It was entirely about their pleasure, entirely about getting off as soon as possible so that another could take their place. They held back nothing and emptied all their aggression and passion into these gorgeous women. All the other cheerleaders had suddenly become unfucked because of the gorgeous two invaders—the athletes only had eyes for Colette and Morgan now, and the cheerleaders were lucky if allowed even to stroke the cocks of the players to keep them hard. 

When they emptied, in a perfect groupthink, they all emptied at once. Colette was showered with cum—and filled with it. The first cum to ever touch her body was at that very moment, spraying over her backside and filling her ass while another man filled her throat and tummy.

And for Morgan, Tomas jizzed all over her tits and mouth and face while Greg unloaded inside of her incredibly fertile womb with his precious white hot goo. 

They all took a moment, breathing hard. There was a space of silence after the climax. Everything made sense. Everything was perfect. Every movement Morgan made, she felt more cum inside of her, and so she felt another orgasm frolic happily through her system. 

She rolled over, covered in cum. Another man was approaching, tall and muscular and naked, and clearly ready to fuck. She saw Colette do the same.

“I need some cum in my cunt,” Colette moaned. “Nobody’s even tried to get me pregnant yet tonight.”

The men surrounding the two girls gave it their best shot. 

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE THE NEXT morning on the lawn of the Braddock estate. She was by herself. The party was long over. There was no one around. Cool air ran over her mostly naked body and she tried to cover herself, much to no avail. 

Her breasts, heavy and danging, felt foreign on her body. The long sheets of hair she possessed tangled in her limbs and her long legs felt stilt-like and strange. It took her several attempts to balance herself and stand, muddying herself more each time. She turned from one end of the yard to the other, searching for something, anything to cover herself with. Eventually she came across a blue plastic tarp set over some lawn equipment near a shed. It did nothing to block the cold, but at least it allowed her some dignity. 

The day before she would have walked proudly with her naked body exposed. 

Today, she knew that something was terribly wrong. She knew that all of this—all the sex, all the cock, all the pussy—was not what she truly wanted. She was a reporter, for god’s sake, and she had to get to the bottom of this. 

A great pink fog had been lifted from her brain, receded back into the ether of primal nature from whence it came.

Braddock had changed her somehow, him and his elixir. It was unnatural. It was dangerous. Who knew what might have happened, thin busty girls like her and Colette and all those cheerleaders among so many manly, masculine basketball players and...and...

Why the fuck was she getting wet at the thought of all of that? 

After much searching, she found her phone at the front door, pinning down a handwritten note.

Remember my offer. The body is gone after tomorrow. A normal life awaits you. Or, one of luxury, lust, and uninhibited desires for all of time, if you like. All it will take is one more dose.

- Braddock

Morgan set her jaw. This maniac had drugged her. He had...he had given her the time of her life, that was true, but he had drugged her. 

She would get to the bottom of this, somehow. She would make it through the next few days, turn back to normal, and totally fuck up his plans. 

How hard could it be?

She wrapped the tarp close around around her, dialing the number for a taxi. As she did, jolts of pleasure shot through her body—her supercharged lust-happy erogenous zones still existed, even if her mind wasn’t as completely obsessed with dick. She caught her gorgeous reflection in the window of Braddock’s house, and felt her fingers drifting toward her over-sized nipple, aching to touch herself just as the very sight of her new body. 

Oh, she thought suddenly. This was going to be very hard. 

# # #
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In her dreams, she was gorgeous and admired. She walked down streets and made men cum with just a wink. Women stopped her and begged her to lick their pussies. The strongest men held her down in alleys and stuffed her full of their potent, alpha cum, probably getting her pregnant.

This was what she truly wanted.

This was what she deserved.

All thoughts of propriety, decency, went out the window. Any thought that she might have some normal, boring life was obliterated. 

The closest to normalcy she would have would be to become the adoring, obedient housewife of some alpha stud. She would clean for him all day long in lingerie and cook his meals in high heels and stockings. 

When he came home, she would be on her knees, mouth open and eyes closed, waiting for his cock to pound into her mouth. If she dressed hot enough, he would reward her with a throatfuck in the corner. And if she dressed truly hot enough, then he would reward her by throwing her to the bed and filling her cunt with another baby. 

These were her dreams...the dreams brought on by the Lust Party, where dreams became reality.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE, GROGGY and angry, in the cold of her apartment. She had taken to leaving the temperature low to save money. There was no guarantee, after all, that she would get her job back after her misfired attempt to seduce her boss. 

Her phone buzzed—Colette again. No doubt desperate for sex, or for seduction, or for another Lust Party. But Morgan was done with all of that. She had quarantined herself successfully and she did not want to have to start from day zero. 

The troubled beauty had gone three days. Three days without an orgasm. Three days without running off to the nearest Lust Party and giving herself up to it like she wanted to—needed to so badly.

Her body felt different, like she was going through withdrawal. Life felt...boring. Plain. Muted. Like someone had suddenly turned off all the color. Several days before, when she had been in the thick of the transformation, every last sensation was incredible because it was just another brick in the house of another orgasm. 

There was no need to have an excuse for cumming—cumming was its own excuse. 

She had watched over the last few days as her body slowly regressed to normal. And what a disappointing normal it was.

Her bountiful curves became ever-less-bountiful. Her long, thick shiny mess of perfect hair fell out in waves, dissolving on the floor like sugar in water, and became her old, normal drab cut. Her face became slowly less sexualized, her eyes less bright and her lips losing their natural come-fuck-me gloss. The five inches in height she had gained slid away, vanished like leaves in the wind, and that hard-to-burn tummy fat that had vanished so effortlessly with Braddock’s elixir made its return with a stubborn resolve to never leave again. 

In all, she was still an absolutely lovely—if particularly worn out, on this day—young woman. Just not the mouthwatering, jaw-dropping bombshell that she had been under the influence of the elixir. She took a turn in front of the mirror, trying to feel any glimmer of gratitude for having her old self back. 

It was difficult. Elixir-Morgan, Bombshell-Morgan, had been a force of nature. She had been something...someone incredible. 

And how many times in a person’s life could they say that they had been someone incredible? 

Someone who could sprout boners with a mere wink, who could seduce all comers, who could wear any outfit and become a walking wet dream? 

She took a breath, turning away from her reflection. If she looked at herself too long, she started having weird, half-hallucinatory visions of her “old” self, her former flawlessness mocking her, that soft, exotic breathy voice cooing how easy it would be to return to the way things were.

You'll love it, the voice would say. It will be so easy...so very easy. Just a little drinky, and poof! You're exactly what you should be again.

But Morgan wouldn’t allow it. She had been good for three days. If she could do it for that long, then she could do it for three weeks, and three months, and so on. She was normal again, and that was fine. 

Yes, everything had returned to normal...except for her need to orgasm. 

It wasn’t everything, this need. Not like it had been when she was fully under the effects of the elixir. But it was more present, always in her mind, always beckoning, calling, needing. 

And Morgan knew that she would only need to give in one time for the whole mess to come tumbling down around her. 

With nowhere to go—being suspended from her job at The Edition—Morgan took it upon herself to still establish some sort of routine. The first part of that, every day, was to take a long cold shower. Usually that brought her need to cum down to a low boil. Not entirely possible to ignore, but enough to let her know she could control it somewhat. 

Her phone buzzed wildly as she dried herself off. When she took a look, she quickly wished she hadn’t.

It was a series of pictures, taken again and again, of Colette. 

The first few were of her face, beautified and enhanced in every erotic way, just as Morgan’s had been. These were enough to show the tops of the slippery hot lace on Colette’s sexy, sweaty body. 

That Colette was this sexy was Morgan's fault, sort of. It was the elixir and Braddock's influence that had made Morgan give Colette the dosage to change her body and mind. But still...that didn't stop Morgan's dreams of being full of Colette's sexy body. It didn't stop her memories from being ripe with thoughts of Colette's tongue on Morgan's tits, on her abs, on her cunt...

The pictures only got more erotic from there. The photos slipped downward, sliding to the tops of Colette’s suddenly very full, very large breasts. She had been close to flat-chested before, and now her tits were properly tits, easily 36E though her frame had stayed just as skinny and trim as before, if not more so. In fact, the supple, tanned, toned nature of her skin was doing as much to turn Morgan on as every other part of her friend’s body. 

Long blond hair was in every shot as the breasts were revealed in their tiny lace lingerie and beyond, down to the tight abdomen with its perfectly formed fuck-me muscles. The hair would never need a comb, never need any sort of solution in it. Morgan remembered. The hair simply did as told, arranging itself in whatever sexy way she wanted without the need for any sprays or gels.

And then the images stopped. Morgan was soaking. Her every atom pulsed with the need to see more. 

The text came in: Want it?

Colette was toying with her. 

And then another image—below the magic area between the upper thighs and the lower abdomen, below the crotch where no doubt Colette’s brilliantly naked, perfectly trimmed pussy waited for hard fucking and long nights of licking. Instead, she showed the tops of her tight blue fishnet stockings wrapping around her thighs, and another at her knees, and another still at her calves, finally ending in the long red platform heels of the young beauty decorating her body. 

Another text: I know you want it. You can’t help yourself.

Morgan really couldn’t. Her cunt was dripping down her naked thighs. The towel she had brought with her out from the shower was long forgotten and discarded on the floor. Hands, soft and insistent, spread across her body. Squeezing her tits, sliding down to her eager, sopping pussy. 

It took her several moments to realize these were her own hands, and several more to realize that perhaps she ought to stop. 

But as soon as the thought occurred to her, a final photo came in—Colette’s pussy at last. Gleaming and wet, spread open by gentle fingers, eager to be filled and fucked and licked and owned just like Morgan’s and oh-oh-ohfuck—fuck!

Her fingers pushed up hard into her pussy and she was off to the races. There was nothing that could slow her down, no way to stop the flood of sensations that she had destroying all sense, all reason, all logic with a steady artillery barrage of endless lust and a need to cum. 

Morgan didn’t care about her quarantine, didn’t care about her three days clean from orgasms; all she cared about was indulging herself just like she knew she deserved. 

She dropped to her knees, thrusting her hips down and forward into her fingers, knowing exactly where to hit her g-spot to bring on a cum before she could second-guess herself. And the entire time, she was looking down at her phone at that sweet, hot young pussy. 

When her orgasm finally arrived, she was entirely on the floor. Her legs had scaled up the bed, pulling down the sheets over her body. A pillow fell on her face and she bit it hard, screaming in pleasure as shock waves of bliss powered through her body. 

That was a good cum, she thought. A very good cum.

But she still...she felt like herself. 

Hope sprang in her body, filling her with an urgent desire to dance, to cry out. She had cum and she was herself. She had orgasmed—held out for as long as she could!—and she was still herself. She could do it whenever she wanted now.

And she knew she would want to do it a lot because cumming was terrific and even that one, after days of build-up, wasn’t nearly as hot or good as even the lightest orgasm she’d had when she was...

When she was under the influence of the elixir. 

Her elation left her. She truly was back to normal. Normal body. Normal thoughts. Normal orgasms. Was all of that truly what she wanted? Yes, she was in control, but god, when she had been manipulating men and women left and right, she’d felt very in control then. 

There was a knock at the door. Morgan approached rapidly, half-expecting and half-hoping that it was Colette, wearing nothing but a trench coat and that scandalously hot lingerie. But instead it was a package. Though she had answered as quick as she could, there was no sign of the deliverer. 

Inside her kitchen, sitting down at her table, she opened the package. 

Beyond a mess of packing peanuts and newspaper wrapping was a small vial and a tight, sexy red outfit. The one she had left behind—the one that all those basketball players had fucked her in. It had been cleaned, but when she held her nose to it, she could still smell the cum. 

The memory rushed through her senses quickly, making a soft moan escape her lips. 

There was no question about what the vial was, naturally. It was the elixir, contained behind that small glass vial with all of its occult symbols scribbled up and down its surface Braddock was clearly having fun with her. 

Attached with the vial and outfit was a note. It read:

You are missed. We could use your mind for our cause.

Their cause. The cause of unmitigated lust, adultery, cumming, fucks, and every kind of depravity. 

Morgan stared down at the vial, her fingers hovering over the stopper. 

And she knew what she would do.

* * * * *
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SOME HOURS LATER, SHE had cleaned herself up and dressed and, with nothing on her schedule for the day, easily made the time to go to Braddock’s house once more.

She dressed conservatively. Her hope was that it would heighten the effect, to present herself as a composed, self-contained woman who knew exactly what her business was. Her drab brown sweater was contained under a bulky dark jacket, baggy jeans hiding her form. She didn’t want to be sexualized or presented in any way. 

She made her way inside, expecting to knock down every door in order to find Braddock. Morgan was surprised, then, when the lovely dark-skinned Yolena in the entryway, apparently waiting for her. She wore a tight maid's outfit, her tits practically spilling out from it. 

“Welcome back, my dear,” she said, that exotic accent ringing her words. “You want to speak with the Master of the House?”

“...yes,” said Morgan, after a moment. 

At every turn, all her energy with this case was subverted. Just a few days before she had worked herself up into a frenzy to crash the first Lust Party she went to, only to find out that all were welcome. Now, she was ready to tear down this house to confront Braddock, only to find him perfectly willing to speak with her. It was as if he could read her mind, almost, and knew how to make all her energies and desires seem useless. 

Useless...or girlish. Like she was a little girl throwing a tantrum. 

That was how his attitude, his methods made her feel. 

It was too bad that it sort of turned her on, being second-guessed and controlled like that. 

Yolena led her to a large waiting room toward the back of the house. After finding a seat, Morgan watched with some amazement as the wall opened up. Very briefly, she saw an intricate and expensive laboratory through the opening. White tables, clean walls and floors, all manner of lab equipment sitting in rows. The instant Braddock stepped through, however, it all disappeared behind the wall again. 

“That’s a neat trick,” said Morgan.

Right away, she tried to hide the instant and total heat her body felt for Braddock. Whatever was happening to her, whatever he was responsible for, perhaps that’s what she hated the most. She couldn’t stop feeling turned on by the whole affair...or by him. 

He was masculinity incarnate. She couldn't be around him without thinking of him being fucked and served by a multitude of fertile women, each more willing and desperate than the last. 

“Oh, that?” He shrugged. “With as many amorous party guests as I have looking for private rooms, it only makes sense not to have the lab in an area where they can easily access it. Thus, secret entrance. Though not really a secret. I don’t mind people knowing about it. I just don’t want anyone to start rutting so hard they ruin all my work.”

The words carried Morgan’s thoughts away for a moment. She thought of Braddock lifting her up on the table, her legs wrapped around his hips, thick cock planted hard inside her and driving her closer and closer to orgasm, closer and closer to getting pregnant, closer and closer...

“—I said, what is it you would like to talk to me about?” Braddock asked. 

Morgan’s mind was clearly not as together as she would have liked. 

“I want to talk about this.” She procured the vial from her purse. “What’s the meaning of this?”

“It’s a gift,” he shrugged. “Most take it. In fact, I have to admit, I am surprised to see you here in this state. I was certain you would have taken it.”

“I don’t care right now whether you’re surprised or not,” Morgan snapped. “I am not here in a personal capacity. I’m here in a professional one.”

Braddock raised an eyebrow, nodding slightly. “You’re a reporter, isn’t that right? So you want to...investigate? Report?”

“Yes.”

“I am busy. I don’t have much time for any dilly-dallying with reporter types. Even if they are lovely. I have many other lovelies hanging around.” 

“I’ve noticed.”

As if on cue, his wife Eleanor appeared at the door to the waiting room. She wore nothing but black and white lingerie, smoky stockings covering her startlingly sexy legs. She was busty, blond, and extraordinarily young...looking no older than perhaps twenty or twenty-one. She minced forward for a few steps and then began to crawl—a gesture from Braddock allowed her to continue. 

Morgan knew Braddock had used his serum to change his wife too. She had looked her up online—a former trial lawyer, and a very successful one at that. Her actual age was close to seventy-one.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Braddock. “But she hasn’t had a drop all day, and she gets antsy if she goes too long.”

At first, Morgan didn’t understand what he meant. Then Eleanor, without even turning to Morgan, pulled out her husband’s cock from his pants. It was long and thick, the kind of cock that women dream about. 

Morgan felt a clamor of drool gathering in her mouth. Eleanor beat her to the punch, apparently, slobbering on her husband’s heavy meat before sinking her lips across the head and shaft. Braddock let out a long sigh, clearly enjoying himself.

Morgan gathered herself. If that was how he wanted to play, that was fine. She could roll with the punches. Clearly this was a tactic to scare her off—but she was not running.

“That’s my first question. Did you do this out of sexual frustration?”

He smirked. “Beg your pardon?”

“You won’t have it. You clearly had a tough time getting laid before creating the elixir. Isn’t that why you started this whole sex virus business?”

“Sex virus?” He snorted. “How droll. Who would enjoy a sex virus? This isn’t even a sex elixir. It’s a youth elixir, as I have said in the past. Sexual energy and proclivity is part of the side effects.”

“And having a devastatingly beautiful body? That’s a side-effect too?”

“In a way. It’s a result of the elixir’s ability to make you young. You stay young better with a body in tip-top shape. It perpetuates itself, in some ways, with sex. So, it encourages sex with aesthetics. If you have enough doses of this latest batch of elixir, all you need to remain young afterward is enough sex.”

“And if you won’t? Will you die?”

“Die?” He looked mortified. “Heavens, no. I’m not a monster. You’re free to go, as you found out. The only thing that would trouble you would be your memories. It’s hard to let go of the memory of feeling this good.”

Of this, she was well aware.

“The elixir,” he continued, “has three basic waves. The first is what I have come to call the Heat. This is when you feel drunk, high, and as if you're tripping all at once. You feel invincible and turned on. You can’t remember much or make many decisions, all you can do is fuck. Then comes the High. You experienced this also. Confidence and desire, the need to control others to spread the Heat and the High become the foremost concerns.”

“Like a virus.”

Eleanor was becoming loud and enthusiastic in the sucking of her husband's cock. A wet puddle of drool and precum gathered on the floor, dripping down from Eleanor's mouth and tits.

“It’s not a virus,” insisted Braddock. “It’s a...it’s a movement, shall we say? To focus on what really matters in life. Fucking and reproduction. That’s all.”

Eleanor, earnestly sucking his cock, let out a happy moan of approval. 

“You’re certainly taking advantage.”

“This?” He gestured down at his wife. “Oh, Eleanor was thirsty, that’s all, and she’s convinced she can only be sated by my cum. She’s wrong, of course, but I like to indulge her. Honestly, it gets rather in the way. I’ve got a lot of lab work to do, and it’s hard to move around in there with someone suckling at your cock all the time. Work must be done, you see, for progress to be made. Eleanor’s decided she only cares about my cock.”

Morgan shook her head, getting angry. “You made her that way.”

He shook his head. “Not at all. The third stage of the elixir’s effects is the Awakening. This is the really exciting portion, the most fun to study. Honestly, watching people have sex, even beautiful people, can become mundane after a long enough period. But what I’ve found is that, when people realize they have essentially eternal youth and beauty, their mindsets change entirely. Some very serious-minded people become entirely obsessed with frivolity and fucking. Some very light-hearted folks have become serious, sultry, and ambitious. Others remain entirely the same. It’s a way to unleash their inner desires on the world and set them free. This is what I’m offering with my elixir. That you became a sultry sexbomb during the High would suggest that there’s a part of you, a very large part, that simply wants that and nothing else. Or perhaps you want that and to also pursue...other interests. It’s all...” He was breathing heavily, his orgasm incumbent. “...’scuse me.”

Eleanor moaned again as he began to cum down her throat, her heavy slurps becoming sloppier and hotter as her lips and mouth were coated in his heavy seed. Morgan watched it all, clutching the sides of her chair desperately. She wanted more than anything to shove Eleanor off and take her place...but that would be insanity. 

Finally, Eleanor's slurps slowed and she merely began to clean her husband's cock with a soft dutiful hum.

“Look,” said Braddock, starting to stand. “I have to return to work. I’m terribly sorry, but it just can’t wait. I’ll have Yolena send you my lab notes, hmm? And then you can see for yourself the relative harmlessness of what I’ve been creating.”

Naturally, Morgan didn’t agree that any sex-inducing liquid was harmless, but having her hands on his materials was a huge get. 

She nodded amiably. “That’s fine.”

He stood up and pressed a series of buttons on the wall, allowing himself to re-enter his lab. After he was gone, Eleanor stood up and stretched, a massively content smile on her lovely face. She turned to Morgan, as if noticing her for the first time, and had no little amount of condescension in her eyes for Morgan’s conservative outfit.

“We’re having a Holiday Party tomorrow night,” said Eleanor, wiping her mouth clean. Braddock had cum a lot. Much of it was still pooled in Eleanor's substantial, decorated cleavage. “It’s going to be quite a lot of fun. And there will be plenty of private rooms—it’s the Derring Center, downtown. Do you know it?”

Morgan nodded. She did indeed. It was the most luxurious event hall in town. 

“We’d love to have you there,” she said. “You can even come as a reporter, if you like. We’ll be happy to answer more questions.”

“May I ask you something, Eleanor?”

Eleanor’s smile brightened the entire room. “Of course, dear. Whatever would you like to know?”

“Are you...are you happy, with this life?”

“Six months ago, I was going to die. I was seventy years old.” She smiled that flawless smile, not a wrinkle on her perfectly young skin. “I suppose I still am. I would have wasted away into nothing, my entire body decomposing before my husband’s eyes. And he saved me. He not only saved me from dying, but saved me from the last ten years of my life before that being a self-pitying waste as the disease slowly took away more and more of my vitality.” Eleanor held Morgan’s hands tightly for a moment. “Now, I get to make my husband cum whenever I want. His cock is enormous and delicious. We fuck like mad rabbits with his assistants every night. He makes me cum almost without trying. I don’t care very much about my career anymore because,” she shrugged, “I never much cared about being a lawyer. It was a good way to make money, but we don’t need that anymore. And all I really need, truly, is the cock of the love of my life.” She licked her lips, eyeing the shut entrance to the lab. “Quite badly, actually. Do you think I can convince him to give it to me again?”

Eleanor didn’t bother waiting for an answer. She left Morgan in the entryway alone, turned on and more conflicted than she had been before.

* * * * *
[image: image]


BACK AT HER APARTMENT, Morgan sat at her kitchen table, looking soulfully at the vial of dark violet elixir. 

One drink from that vial, she thought, and it all goes up in smoke. Everything I thought was real or allowed by the physical world suddenly becomes an entirely new reality, unchained by anything related to the familiar. 

One drink from that vial, and my entire life becomes a fever dream of sex and seduction, with every last man and woman falling under my spell simply because I’ll be that fucking hot. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have those orgasms again. Those sweet, sweet orgasms that feel like they last for hours, that provide a pleasure plateau well over and above the normal world with peaks of bliss that rocket up into the stratosphere. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have Lionel’s cock inside my body again, fucking me into silly putty while I beg for more.

One drink.

She considered this sitting on her hands, because before, when she had been studying the vial, her fingers would subconsciously move to her zipper and try to slide inside of her pants. It was a good thing, she knew, that she had worn pants and not a skirt. If she had worn a skirt, then likely the battle would have been over already. 

“Just throw it away,” she said out loud, to herself. “It’s too unpredictable. Who takes drugs from some maniac who whips it together in his basement? It’s madness. Pure madness. Just throw it away.”

Except it wasn’t entirely madness. She had felt the transformation. She had been changed. And Braddock, while absolutely an eccentric, wasn’t accurately a “maniac” either, as his entire approach was thorough and scientific. 

He had given her the notes on his elixir and the process of refining it for her to study. He apparently didn’t care who knew how to make it at this point. The more the merrier, in his mind. 

What she could make out of his information-dense notes all seemed rather straightforward. One trial after another. 
Although—perhaps he wasn’t telling her everything. Even the first trials he supplied were successes of some kind, with the subjects feeling fine after the effects of the elixir had worn off. The issue then hadn’t been to find the right effects, it was simply to make them exponentiate—for them to last longer. Wasn’t that odd—for him to formulate an elixir like this whereupon the very first attempt was an qualified success? Were there other trials...trials he wouldn't reveal to her? 
There was so much that smacked of the occult about this whole ordeal. The supernatural. There were all those scrawls and arcane symbols all over his house, his punch bowls, this very vial. Where did that figure in? 

As she considered this, the vial had arrived in her hand once again, unbidden by her conscious mind. Her thumb was toying with the stopper. Earlier, she had uncorked the vial entirely and the heady, delicious smell of the elixir had entered her nose—and it had taken everything she had, plus a cold shower, to convince herself not to drink it then and there.

There was a knock at the door. Morgan rose to answer—another delivery? More vials?

She opened the door, looking down at the mat, expecting to see a package. Instead she saw a set of gorgeous white heels attached to an even more gorgeous pair of legs. A small pit of dread opened in her stomach, combating with the instant spread of arousal blossoming in her chest and pussy. 

The legs slipped up into a tight, white minidress, the kind club sluts wore when they wanted to get laid fast, with little patches of open skin on the side and up the front revealing toned tabs and impossibly huge tits. 

It was Colette. Her blond hair curled down one side of her impeccable face, bright blue eyes staring with predatory desire at Morgan. 

“Hey doll,” she chirped. She blew a big bubble of pink bubblegum. “Wanna go grab some young hungry cock to stuff our holes?”

Just a week before, Colette had been a firmly, fully confirmed lesbian. She had, in fact, crushed on Morgan for some time. 

“I...” Morgan gulped. 

Colette was very attractive. Her tits were mouthwatering in that tiny dress, so amazing in their display. And Morgan, in her right mind, was not bisexual. But the elixir had woken something in her—something that didn’t care about man or woman, male or female, so long as there was sex involved. And with Colette, there was a lot of sex involved. 

“Come onnnn!” Colette took Morgan’s hands, inviting herself inside. “Let’s go! Get dressed in like, something cool like the other night, and let’s go have a ball! I’ll lick your pussy beforehand if you want.” She caught the look in Morgan’s eyes. “Or you can lick mine?” 

Morgan shuddered, trying to block the hot image that gave her. 

She summoned all her strength. “I think you should go, Colette.”

“Really?” Colette clasped Morgan’s hands to her breasts. “You want me gone? You want these gone?”

Morgan gulped, feeling the heavenly warmth of the full, firm tits beneath her grip. 

“I was at the office today, doing what you did. I hopped from cubicle to cubicle, just seducing, sucking, slurping, and fucking. It was so easy.” Colette took Morgan’s fingers, wrapping them in her cleavage. They disappeared quickly. “People just end up wanting to do what a pretty girl like me says. Don’t they, Morgan?”

“Y-yes,” she said, voice quiet and soft. It was so easy to be led along by Colette, who was so sure and true.

Somehow, they were on the couch. Colette had the vial of elixir in one hand. How had that happened?

“It’s just easier to do what a pretty girl says. To think the way that a pretty girl says to think. Isn’t it?”

Morgan nodded minutely, and Colette giggled and leaned forward, kissing her on the chin and neck. The kisses were slow, wet, and warm; Colette’s clear need shining through. The smell of cock and cum was heavy on her breath and Morgan wanted to inhale it forever. 

“Why don’t you drink the little elixir like you had me do? Then we can be sisters again. Cock-loving fucksisters, having fun out on the town. Doing whatever we want. Making everyone else do whatever we want. We could have brand new cars by the end of the night, I bet. The both of us. One each. Hot little sports cars to hold our hot little bodies, given to us by hot-bodied studs who need to see beautiful babes in big bad ass cars. What do you think, Morgan? Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Morgan's jaw shuddered. She wanted that more than she could possibly say. 

She tried, still, to protest. “But it’s...there’s something wrong with it all. There’s...it’s...it’s not you. It’s not us. You didn’t even like men a week ago!”

“Right?” Colette giggled. “What a stupid cocktease I was. Women are made to take cocks. Oh, pussies are nice. Very nice,” she slipped her hand down Morgan’s loose pants, middle finger slipping just over her clit. Morgan let out a long moan. “But cocks are really where it’s at, aren’t they? Cocks are what it’s all about. Serving and loving and sucking and fucking cock. Getting preggo from cock. Teaching others how to take cock. That’s what we want, isn’t it?”

“F-fuck...” Morgan whispered. “Fuck. Stop. You have to...have to fuck...stop...”

She didn’t know if she spoke to herself and her pleasure or Colette. Either way, the protest landed on deaf ears. Her body was brimming with heated bliss, and Colette stroked her clit more urgently than ever. 

“I left Lionel for you,” Colette purred. “His cock, totally untouched. Still straining and yearning, probably, just for you. You want it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes,” Morgan whispered. “Yes, very much.”

Hispregnantfuckslavesoeagerandsowantingonmyhandsandkneeseverydayachingtobefilledwithhisbrood

Colette, squeezing a breast hard, slid the open vial against Morgan’s lips. “Then drink, darling.”
Her resistance broke, crumbled like the sandcastle that it was, that it had always been. The second the elixir hit her mouth, Morgan knew she had made a brilliant decision. Confidence, easy and sexual, rushed through her body and every part of her knew that what was happening now was destined to happen. 
Colette made to kiss her, perhaps to taste some of the elixir for herself, but Morgan pushed her off—pushed her down—so that Colette’s luscious mouth was mere inches away from Morgan’s rapidly changing pussy. Her scent suddenly flooded the room, a heady mix of pheromones and musk that made the delicious young blonde’s mouth drool with desire. 

“F-fuck, Morgan,” Colette whimpered. All her sultry cool was gone, all her ready seduction gone in an instant in the face of this new primal need to taste the cunt of her superior. “Fuck me, please?”

Morgan looked down at her, enjoying the view as Colette grew smaller and Morgan taller. Her pants began to rip at the waist and thighs as her muscles toned and lengthened. The tight denim split so much that it was easy to rip them off and admire her legs as they grew every more shapely and long, the length and tone utterly fascinating her to the point of her almost forgetting to admire her other rapidly evolving body parts. 

Almost, but not entirely. It was, after all, hard to forget about her sensationally expanding bust as she was staring down anyway. The nipples became ripe, erotic raspberries of delight, the amazing tear drop shape expanding quickly to a size even more impressive than they had been already. 
Morgan pushed Colette’s needy mouth into her drooling pussy, catching her reflection now in the tall window of her apartments. Her breasts were easily bigger than Colette’s, whose own immense breasts pressed hard against Morgan’s newly-perfected legs. 
Colette clung to Morgan’s body, her hands clenching into Morgan’s hot, firm ass that was without peer in the world of man. Every lick was soft, urgent, and sensational, sending hot thrills through every part of Morgan’s body. 

Her hair and face transformed as well. The face easily regressed into the angelic mixture of pouty and wicked, the heavily hot “come and try it” attitude written all over her every centimeter of flawless perfection. Lips full and wet, her cheekbones angling out into sharply defined totems of pure sexuality. Her chestnut locks became thick and vibrant, sliding down her back in long voluminous waves that were thicker altogether than her newly-tinified waist. 

Colette, staring up at her and licking for her life, came uncontrollably at the sight of the freshly-minted love goddess she pleasured.

“Yes,” Morgan moaned, throwing her lustrous hair back. “Yes, just like that. Just. Like. That. Just like that!”

She didn’t have to cum, not if she didn’t want to. With the power that filled her now she could feel the easy control over her own orgasms, to dictate when and how they arrived like a general scattering soldiers about. But she did want to cum, and she wanted it now, and so she unloaded with Colette beneath her. 

One lithe leg rose up and wrapped around Colette’s head, pulling her in for her own uses. 

The orgasm shook through her, blowing away every other orgasm she'd had in her life—and making the one she'd had earlier in the day a bare distant thing, like a bird singing on the other side of the world. 

Her pleasure was so great that it eclipsed her own body, spreading into Colette's, who twitching and thrashed beneath her with unstoppable bliss. 

Colette collapsed to the ground, licking Morgan’s feet obediently. Still awash with pleasure, Morgan looked at her for a moment, carefully stroking her lover’s thick blond hair with one flawlessly pedicured foot. 

“Good girl,” she said with a grin. “Such a good little doll for me.”

She straightened, eyeing the massive pile of designer clothes in the corner. Her gaze glimmered with possibility. It was time for Colette and her to put on a little fashion show for the town. 

* * * * *
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THE EDITION had no idea what hit it. 

Morgan walked in the next morning, completely bypassing security when she flashed a wink at the old guard. He was barely able to stand up to check her identity card to get into the building, and once he did stand, the size and intensity of his immediate boner made him sit down again almost instantly. 

A tiny blue skirt did nothing to cover the long expanse of her peerless legs and instead did everything to display them. The skirt was barely eighteen inches in length. 

Her top was a trendy micro-blouse, half-unbuttoned and baring all over her braless cleavage, held together by all appearances by sheer force of will and its skintight clinginess to Morgan’s rockin’ bod. Boots, skintight and suede, slid up over her thighs and clicked smartly on the tile floor as she strutted from one end of the office to another. Her hips and legs had developed a natural model’s walk, one foot right in front of the other, hips swaying sexily, advertising their complete fertility and ability to bear as many children as whichever alpha studs could manage to hold her down and make her give them to him. 

Tight gloves, leather and long, stretching up past her elbows, completed the sexified look. She was a walking decoration; a living reason to stare; an argument for the objectification of every female in the world. She wanted eyes on her. She wanted to be treated like a trophy. 

She wanted Lionel Powell. 

Colette walked with her. Her own outfit was a sort of school-girl chic. This was especially true due to her bright red pleated skirt, only inches longer than Morgan’s, swishing merrily around her bodacious ass and gorgeous legs. 

Boots, again—tight, dark, and suede—wrapped up just over her knees with thick useless tassels hanging off the sides, there purely to entice whatever man was around into looking. Her sweater was soft and white, and though it did not show any cleavage, it was so tight and sheer that the busty blonde was practically topless inside of it. Her nipples, thick and erect, were easily seen. 

When she bit her lip at a passing couple, the man walked into the wall and then forgot about his partner altogether, following after Colette with a bloody nose and a thickly hardening cock. 

The two of them walked through the office of The Edition, not bothering to give anyone the favor of a glance or a smile. Colette was sorely tempted, but then, after last night, she was Morgan’s creature now, and Morgan had given her very strict orders. 

Rather than going out on the town immediately, Morgan had opted to tie Colette to the bed with some of her newest pairs of stockings. The giggly blonde could not stop the newly Awakened Morgan in all her glory, not even if she wanted to—which Colette most certainly did not. 

And so Morgan then spent the following eight hours with her tongue attached to Colette’s clit, her fingers sliding in and out of her moist, ever-so-tight cunt, licking and sucking and kissing and bringing Colette to orgasm again and again and again. Morgan’s mouth, literally, had taken possession of Colette’s cunt. And Colette would do anything now—anything at all—to get even a fraction of such attention again. 

So the two of them walked with great determination straight to the door of Lionel Powell. From all the commotion at their arrival, he had stepped outside and—naturally—became rather dumbstruck as he witnessed the two model-level beauties eyeing him with unbridled lust, licking their lips. Morgan grabbed him by the tie and delivered a long, scintillating kiss, their faces melding together for what felt like hours but was only a spare few seconds. 

“Inside,” she purred, pulling on his tie, “With us.”

She pulled him in and Colette shut the door behind them. In short order, Lionel was on the couch in his office and Colette had closed all the blinds. 

“This is...very irregular...” 

He sounded tired, but he wasn’t. There was just so much blood rushing away from his head and into his cock that his body was losing its way to keep up.

Standing over him, so very tall in her high-high heels, Morgan bent over and began to unbuckle his pants. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was dazed, looking and re-looking at everything Morgan had to offer. Her body was a wonderland of supernaturally sensational delights. His gaze seemed fixed on her tits inside her tiny outfit, pressed together so easily and hanging just in front of his face. 

“Something you want,” she explained, sliding her leather-clad hand around his cock. “Isn’t this what you want, Lionel? Don’t you want me giving you a hot leather-gloved handjob like this?”

“I...I...I...”

He gulped, struggling for air. She didn’t want to give it to him. Lurching forward slightly, she pressed his face into the tanned, soft expanse of her perfectly crafted cleavage. For a moment, he moaned in protest—and then the moans shifted, his breathing changed, and he began to lick at the deep valley between her hot tits. 

All the while she was still stroking his rapidly hardening cock. Precum began to spurt out the tip and she rubbed it in to his cockhead and shaft with her supple leather gloves. They were probably ruined forever but that hardly mattered—she could also just seduce some other weak-willed fool into giving her more. Or buying some for her. Somehow, that was even more exciting than simply being given the gloves. 

His cock soon became fully hardened. She stroked it with gusto, moaning and aching, licking the tip as more and more precum slid out. Colette dropped down with her and the two of them traded long, sensual kisses across his cockhead. Their tongues intermingling and meshing as they melted up and down his thick shaft. Lionel just moaned, his hands lost in their hair, as Morgan continued to stroke.

But it wasn't enough. She needed him inside of her, and she needed it now. She pushed Colette away and turned around, pulling her skirt up. Lionel ripped her panties aside, their silk fabric easily tearing from his powerful grip. Morgan lowered slowly, rear-end facing Lionel, and soon his cock slid up entirely into her moist, ready cunt. 

Taking initiative, Colette positioned herself at the top of the couch, lowering her hot, fresh young cunt down onto Morgan’s face. Her hands climbed up onto the blinds covering the window. Morgan had to crane her neck to lick properly, but it was worth it—Colette’s cunt was so fresh and sweet. 

Lionel's cock felt amazing inside of her body. She'd never been so thoroughly pleased with a cock inside of her—not even at any of the Lust Parties when she rode the high of the elixir. She'd needed Lionel's cock in her cunt for so very long, and now she had it. It was hard, thick, long, and beautifully filling as she squeezed her folds up and down, up and down. 

Each gyration up made her press her face into Colette's cunt even harder, and the beautiful platinum blonde cried out with open orgasm into the office. Everyone in the building could probably hear her. Her tits, so huge and delectable, pressed hard against the blinds. 

“Christ,” Lionel said, pumping his hips reflexively. “Christ, good god, goddamn. You girls are so...so...” he huffed strongly, clearly approaching his orgasm, “so fucking hot.”

“I know,” purred Morgan. “Cum in me, baby? Cum in my cunny, please? I need it...I need you sooo bad...”

He needed it too. Lionel's grip clamped down on her hips, keeping her luscious body tight against his. She abandoned all efforts to lick Colette's hot clit—the gorgeous blond quickly adapted, sinking down behind Lionel and sandwiching herself between him and the couch. She brought the blinds with her, still fingering her orgasming cunt.

With the blinds down, everyone could see Lionel—and Lionel alone—fucking the glorious Morgan. She moaned as orgasm after orgasm shuddered through her, anticipating his. Her body, a good girl's body, knowing that cumming was the best way to tighten her pussy which in turn was the best way to please a cock inside of her. 

She felt him spurt up inside of her body, her entire being shivering with delight at the feeling. His cum, thick and warm, filled her needy fertile cunt like no one else's. Morgan shuddered, holding him close against her tits, her body lighting up as his tongue went wild on her exposed nipples.

After a moment, Colette slid out from her trapped space on the couch and began licking up Lionel’s excess cum where it gathered at the joining point of his and Morgan’s pelvises. 

“So, darling,” Morgan said, wrapping her hands around Lionel’s neck. She tossed her hair back and smiled sexily. “Shall we go again?”

Behind them, the entire office was watching. Several were touching themselves. Between herself and Colette, they probably all had new objects of erotic fascination 

Lionel didn't seem to care. He was hard in mere moments.

* * * * *
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THE DERRING CENTER was located in the middle of downtown, a five-story affair with a great number of glass windows and heavy steel beams supporting its weight all over the frame. 

Inside there was a large Christmas tree, stretching twenty feet up with a scantily-clad angel scraping the ceiling. 

Before arriving with Lionel in tow, Morgan had stopped at home so that she and Colette could change. 

Now she wore a tight red leather dress and sexy tight black boots. Her long red leather gloves had been traded out for shiny, vinyl black gloves—even tighter and hotter than the ones before. They were as shiny as her tip-top-tall boots. A little Santa hat perched on her temple, held there effortlessly with heavy strands of hair. 

Colette had put on a tight pink lycra miniskirt with white fluff around the hemlines. Her top was essentially a bra with only slightly more fabric, the same sort of white-fluffed lycra with a deep scoop into her substantial cleavage. 

Together, the duo looked like sexy Santa’s Helpers. Lionel had one girl on each arm, looking rather overwhelmed. Being told it was a simple holiday party, he had worn a gauche red sweater—the kind with happy snowmen on it—and his standard khakis. Morgan didn't care. All she cared about, really, was getting his cock again...and again...and again...

And the best way she knew to slake her endless thirst, she knew, was to ensure that Lionel had plenty of elixir in his life. 

There were great bowls of punch, all of them already heavily darkened with the violet elixir of Braddock. Other party-goers were melding close together, their dances becoming slowly more erotic. The trio had arrived just after the unveiling of the elixir, apparently, which meant that the orgy would start soon. 

Braddock and his smashingly gorgeous wife Eleanor were near one punch bowl, watching as the concubine Yolena emptied out more and more of the cups for their guests. Sometimes she poured it in her tits, her cleavage, forcing some of the more attractive guests to drink it that way. 

None refused, of course. 

Upon seeing Braddock, Morgan immediately melted. All that cool, sultry exterior she had faded away until she was giggly and coquettish, eager to do whatever this older man said. 

“You’re looking very fine, Morgan,” said Braddock. “At last.”

She giggled. “Thank you, Sir.”

“And you...Barbara, was it?”

Colette giggled too. “Colette, Sir.”

“Of course. How could I forget the name of such a delicious beauty?”

Again, Colette giggled. Every time she did, her magnificent breasts threatened to spill out of her top entirely. If they did, it wouldn’t be out of form. Behind them, a woman tore off her top as she kissed a man’s wife, much to the man’s delight. Both women had hands crawling into his pants, reaching for his stiffening cock. 

Braddock pulled out a dark purple vial—darker than usual. 

“I have a very special concoction for your man here,” said Braddock. “I think you’ll find he rather likes the results.”

“But...” Morgan licked her lips, looking at the vial. So many possibilities. “I thought we shouldn’t take it all at once?”

Braddock shrugged. “You did. Colette did. He can. It’s more of a matter of style, not effectiveness, to do it the other way. I like spiking things. It excites me.”

Whatever excited Braddock was fine by Morgan. “Wonderful, Sir.”

“When he takes it, he’s going to change. He’s going to dominate you. Utterly. You’ll be his plaything from now on.”

“I...oh?”

That seemed...wrong? Different? Wasn't Morgan the one in control? Wasn't that what she wanted?

“That is the natural way of things, Morgan.” Braddock patted her on the head like he would a child. “Haven’t you figured that out yet? You’re subservient to me, aren’t you? You’re my pet. You’ve done everything I’ve wanted this entire time.”

She nodded, hopeful. Pets were rewarded sometimes. “But I...I also, I mean. I chose him. To fuck. I’ll fuck him. I want him. That’s my decision.”

“Perhaps. But it really oughtn’t be up to a woman who she sleeps with,” Braddock tsked. “Men are supposed to be in charge. That’s what this world is all about. Eleanor used to be quite the uppity young woman. Barking orders this way and that. Lawyers, you know. Now, she understands her place. Sucking me. Serving me. Doing my bidding, even if sometimes she gets in the way.”

“But she said...” Morgan gulped. “She said she was happy. You said that...that we had a choice of who we became...”

“She is happy,” said Braddock. “Happy being a happy little fuckpuppet for me for the next few hundreds or even thousands of years until I get tired of her. And she has a choice. Sometimes she dresses like a maid or a secretary to turn me on.”

A great conflict of thoughts rose in Morgan. Had she been lied to this whole time? But even if she had, fuck she felt so good...did it even matter?

Yes...?

Thoughts were so hard when Braddock kept telling her not to worry. 

“But I...I want...I wanted to be a reporter still. To get the stories. To expose...to use this power I have for good.”

“There’s no greater good than serving a strong man, my dear, and that vial will make your love struck beau there as strong as any man. Probably stronger. Now, be a good girl, and tell him to drink it.”

Be a good girl. Right. Do what Braddock says. That was important. 

Morgan handed the vial to Lionel, gently removing his mouth from one of her tits. “Drink this, darling.”

Naturally, he did as he was told. The man was utterly mesmerized with Morgan, and if she had stayed away from this party, he would have essentially been her slave for ever.

The second Lionel finished the vial, he collapsed in a heap. Colette caught him, holding him effortlessly. Her youth and beauty gave her many exciting gifts, one of which was an easy strength. 

“You’re excited about this new development, Morgan,” said Braddock. “You want to be dominated.”

She...she didn’t know that she was, but she was all of a sudden. Braddock was such a man, and when men like him said things, they had to be paid attention to. That was like, the cardinal rule of womanhood. 

His wife was stroking his cock—his hard cock, getting him off. Braddock's face was red. Probably Eleanor's stroking encouraged him to say and do all sorts of things he wouldn't otherwise. 

“You’ll fuck others for him, maybe, or seduce for him,” said Braddock. “You’ll be his happy little seductress out in the world. Elegant and perfect, just the sort of trophy a man deserves. But when you’re at home, you’ll be nothing but his submissive, darling little housewife fuckdoll, and you’ll do everything he says with a smile on your face. Won’t you, doll?”

Morgan knew she would.

* * * * * 
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SHE AND COLETTE MADE out on a couch near the dozing Lionel for about an hour before he woke up. Colette suggested, several times, that they make each other cum, but Morgan knew that something like that would be against what Braddock wanted. 

Braddock wanted her cums and Colette’s cums to wait until Lionel woke so that all their pleasure could be focused on him. The Man. 

The Man was who was important now, and Colette and Morgan both belonged to him, whether they knew it or not. Whether they wanted it or not. A girl's consent was never important. Only a Man's will.

At around the forty-five minute mark, Morgan started to notice the changes in his body. They had stripped him while he waited—it was just easier that way, and all those torn clothes got in the way sometimes, as Morgan had found out. So it was easy to watch him change.

He hadn’t been in bad shape before. A man in his early forties, he worked out regularly as a power lifter and watched what he ate, but still indulged from time to time in alcohol and sweets, giving him just a bit of a gut—but not the kind that was hard to look at. His body was mature, which was part of what attracted Morgan to him in the first place. 

As she watched, his body began to brim with muscle from head to toe. Thick pectorals developed, lodging themselves against dense deltoids and amazing abdominals. Quad muscles became huge and defined. His entire body looked like it was cut from raw marble, and he looked close to three hundred pounds of solid muscle. Morgan, watching this transformation, just drooled. 

Lionel began to stir, and Morgan felt her heart singing with need and desire. He would see her soon...he would see her, and then he would fuck her.

Slowly, Lionel stood up entirely. 

He was massive now. Huge. Her body sang with desire. She wanted every part of him—and she especially wanted his cock. It was massive and thick, as big around as a coffee cup at the base, and it wasn't even hard yet. Precum dripped from it—this new form of Lionel was in a constant state of primal arousal. 

Morgan melted. All her succubine exterior was long forgotten—the sexual dynamo that had been created by the elixir still existed, but she was a dynamo of service, not of will. Before, she had thought that she could enforce her will on anyone, that she could make herself the sex queen of the whole city. 

What a silly thought that was now. What a stupid little girl’s idea that had become. She was supposed to belong to this man. She was designed to be his trophy. That’s all that really mattered to a woman like her. Anything else was secondary. 

Lionel noticed her, finally, and she melted, dropping to her knees. He seemed to be able to read her mind. His cock pressed against her cheek, soft spurts of his precum dripping down her neck and chest.

“You didn’t really want to be in charge of me, did you, little girl?”

Morgan trembled with inequitable desire. This hunk, this stud, this God was speaking to her. Her! Of all the women in the world that he could be talking to—he had chosen her! Her delight was that of a hormone-fueled schoolgirl toying with the pleated edge of her skirt while the biggest football stud in town singled her out for a date to the prom. Her excitement was youthful and unstoppable. Her excitement was orgasmic. 

“N-no, Sir,” she shook her head. Her voice was low, breathy, a blissful whisper. “Of course not, Sir.”

Colette wasn't being spoken to, so she simply shook her head quietly, right next to Morgan. Her eyes were transfixed on Lionel's cock, the biggest she had ever seen. 

Not so long ago, Colette was a lesbian, and now she was a complete cockslave to Lionel without even having tasted or touched his cock. This was the power of the elixir. This was the way life was supposed to be for beautiful good girls in the presence of their men. 

He gripped her by the throat, then, holding her steady and even lifting her off the floor, her knees suspended just above the ground. Morgan felt her control over her orgasms, over her body disappear. A blinding hot ball of scorching pleasure began to spin in that magic center just above and behind her cunt, a fireball inferno of bliss slowly unwinding and spreading through her limbs. He lifted her up by the throat, her tall and busty goddess-like body so small in his grip.

“Master,” he said, correcting her. “You’ll call me Master. Or Daddy. You know I’m your Daddy, don’t you, little girl?”

Morgan nodded, eyes big. She knew anything at all that he told her; his word was the truth.

“Yes, DaddyMaster.”

“Good girl.”

She cried out, the swirling inferno of pleasure inside of her spiking as he named her his good girl. But her cry was that of pleasure, not pain, even though his grip on her throat clamped down in his excitement at seeing her pleasure. With ease, he pushed her back into Colette. The blonde operated as a mattress for Morgan, her huge tits so soft. His cock, enormous and hard, pressed against the flawless lines of her thigh, leaving long drops and trails of precum all along her body. 

“Gonna fuck you now, good girl,” he grunted, sliding her booted legs up onto his chest. “Gonna fuck you right.”

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me, Daddy, please!”

He powered down onto her, thrusting inside of her cunt hard. His grip was around both her and Colette, and he was able to squeeze both of them effortlessly up into his body. Even so, he drove down with authority, filling Morgan entirely on the first thrust. Each subsequent thrust only filled her more. He backed up until almost his entire cock was out of her, and then powered all the way back in. There were no short, hard spurts—no, they were all long, and they were all furious. 

He did not care about pacing himself. He did not care about taking his time. In front of him, around him, was the most fertile cunt he'd ever come across. Nothing would let him slow, nothing would allow him to do anything except fill her up as quickly as possible. 

Everything about him was big, enormous, and his hardened cock was no exception. It became Morgan's whole world.

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Please Sir! Please fuck me harder! Oh god, oh my god, please! Please fill me up! Give me your fucking babies, oh my god! Get me pregnant, Master, please!”

“That's right, you slut. You fucking slut. You're my slut. My good girl. My slave. I'll fill you forever. You'll never be not pregnant again, never in your life.”

“Yes!” Morgan moaned, completely dominated by his strength. There was nothing she could do, nowhere to move. He had her totally trapped. She could feel Colette's trembling-hot cunt boiling over with orgasm behind her. Morgan's own orgasms were unceasing. 

“Do it!” she begged him. “Oh god, oh fuck, do it please!”

With their voices joining together in a chorus of exultation, he emptied himself into Morgan’s waiting body. His cum was thicker than it had ever been before, denser. There was more of it than ever and yet she was able to take it all perfectly. Her belly felt swollen by the amount of hot white goo he dumped inside of her. 

Pregnancy was almost assured. Morgan had never felt so complete in all her life. As her new Master exited her cunt, she stooped low to clean him and suck him down. He was totally delicious.

“F-fuck...” Colette moaned, watching, trembling, quivering, her entire body a mess of bliss.

Together, they turned and looked at Colette. Morgan’s fucking had been so thorough, so forceful, that Colette actually looked a little bit scared. Even so, her cunt was dripping wet—mostly what the beautiful blonde felt was arousal. 

“Come here, sweetie,” said Morgan, eager for her fucksister to feel as pregnant as she did. “Come and join us.”

Colette gulped, crawling forward slowly. 

“I...it’s just...he’s so big...” said Colette, voice full of wonder. “Will you be gentle, sir?”

Lionel smiled, petting Morgan's head. “Not at all.”

* * * * * 
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HOURS LATER, SHE WOKE, her body wrapped around Lionel’s. She could feel his seed still brimming inside her, no doubt making her as pregnant as she possibly could be. She hoped for twins. Triplets. More. That was what a woman should do. That was what lust was all about. 

It was so simple. She’d spent all this time resisting, trying to figure things out, hoping to escape. 

But resistance was so silly, impossible really, for a woman. 

And the only thing she needed to figure out was the best way to please her man and spread as much lust around as possible. 

And the only escape she needed, truly, was to take another long suck of her man’s cock while he dozed. She stirred now to do exactly that, noting that her body was just as gorgeous as it was the day before—and that for as long as she would be fucking Lionel, it always would be. 

The Lust Party would never end for her. It was only just beginning. 

# # #
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Owning My Co-Worker



––––––––
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SHE KNELT BEFORE ME, her mouth coated with my seed. Only moments before, I had filled up her fertile pussy with a heavy, ball-draining load, gushing hard right on her g-spot. We came together, but only I came out of the haze afterward. Only I was able to stand up on my own power and survey what had been unleashed in the world.

The young beauty, her clothes in strips and rags after she and I both had torn them to pieces in our furious lovemaking, waited to hear my voice with every atom of her being. Before, she barely gave me the time of day. Everything I said was now to her like the breaking of star matter in the beginning of the universe—it made up every other thought that she would ever have afterward. 

She trembled in wait, needing to hear me. Her body swaying with pleasure. Her eyes blank. My seed dripped down her thighs, no doubt having left quite an impact in the unprotected womb of her gorgeously fertile body. 

She was mine. Now, and forever. And I could shape everything about her from now on with just a few words.

“You love fucking me,” I said.

Her response was automatic, but vibrated with pleasure and warmth. “I love fucking you.”

Even just a few days before, if I had told her that, she would have laughed and called me stupid or insane. 

There is a great power within me. I can’t explain its origins or its nature. All I know is the truth of it, and its taken me a long time to even come to terms with that much.

So it’s going to sound weird, what I’m about to tell you. Crazy, even. But it’s the honest truth:

My sperm puts women into hypnotic trances.

* * * * *
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IT STARTED OFF SIMPLY enough. I was on a ladder near the back of East Side Pages, stacking books at about the middle of the day. That was of the main functions of my employment at that time, though I have since grown in status. Anyway, it was the history section, heavy books—and unwieldy, too. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but outside of craft books, it’s books on history that seem to have the strangest shapes. Many of them tend to be akin to well-worded picture books.

My co-worker, Mallory, walked by. Leggy, brunette, and busty, a force of pure lust brought into this world, or so it often seemed, specifically created to arouse my senses. Every day, she came into work in outfits that openly encouraged my eyes upon her. Tiny skirts that danced around her sexy hips, tall socks gluing my eyes to her long legs, cheerful flirty tops that showed the incredible expanse of her tanned, bountiful chest. 

That day was no different. Her outfit was tight and tiny, sporting probably the smallest sweater I had ever seen her wear and a skirt that hugged her ass like a reunited lover. That skirt exemplified how I would have hugged her ass, if I had the chance.

And so, high above her on the ladder, as I stacked book after book back into the shelves, I could not help but admire her bubbly ass, downright sculpted by that tiny red skirt, as she arranged the magazines one stack over. 

I’m not sure exactly what happened next. I think I overreached, or perhaps Gerald, our resident cat, pushed my ladder off its balance. But in any case, there was an enormous tumble and crush. Books flew everywhere, and the ceiling and floor groaned in a collective face-palm at my stupid awkwardness. The air filled with dust, and I ended up on the floor covered in books. 

I was fine, but the stacks had all tumbled forward like dominoes, and half the store was completely in ruins. For a few moments, I wanted desperately to press rewind, like so often we do in crisis. The brain makes you believe that if you just want it bad enough, that time can turn backward. 

“Holy—” Mallory, quick to act, rushed to pull me from the wreckage. “Are you okay, Victor?”

I nodded. Even despite the circumstances, and the substantial bruises I had on my rear and hip, I could not stop myself from admiring the perfect view of Mallory’s cleavage as she attended me. Her necklace bopped against my face, a metal rendition of a robot’s sword and shield from some anime she loved. 

Standing up all the way, I leaned on Mallory for support. My leg felt tricky and old, and I stretched it slowly. 

Years before, I thought maybe I could be an athlete, and made it onto the high school football team. Four months later, and I was nursing a torn ACL. My knee has never quite been the same. 

The front door rang. Through a swirl of blond hair, I saw the unmistakably beautiful form of our boss, Dawn. She was back from grabbing us a few sandwiches down the street. “I heard a crash. What—oh god.”

She dropped the sandwiches on the counter and rushed to where I was still stretching my leg, and Mallory was still providing an incredible close-up of her cleavage.

Dawn was gorgeous as well. A confirmed lesbian and constant voice in the local papers and city blogs, eloquently putting forward feminist positions on every topic from pay equality to adoption rights, she was the type of woman that men had crushes on when they wanted to punish themselves. I had no such desire. I think I was the only man she had ever hired, and the only reason I was hired was because of my graduate degree in literature. And even that was because my thesis had focused on examining post-Victorian literature from a specifically third-wave feminist lens. I still think she had her doubts about me, that I was just waiting to demean and debase her in the most horribly public way.

Gotta say, I was tempted to daydream about her debasement at times. Dawn was a beautiful person, but the last few months of employment had been less than stellar. The first month was great—everybody was happy and positive. I had started dating Audrey, another clerk, right away, and got a few odd looks, but it wasn’t so bad. And then, sales started to fall hard, Audrey left our relationship in limbo by running out of the country, and the whole situation all had gone to hell.

“You two,” said Dawn holding her face in her hands, “really need to fix this. Right away.”

“I know, boss,” said Mallory. “I’m sorry. I think it was Gerald, he was—”

“Oh god, Gerald!” I hopped into action, furiously looking through the wreckage. “Is he all right? I haven’t seen him. Did he—?”

For several moments, we were all of us consumed with tearing through the books and looking for our mascot. Gerald was a happy, fat gray tabby. He liked to sit on the chairs we had posted throughout the store, mimicking a giant furry pillow. Then, when a customer inevitably nearly sat on him, he would snuggle into their lap and hold them hostage with his deep, rhythmic purrs. 

Maybe it was just from working with only women for four months, but I’d come to be able to read vibes pretty easily. We searched frantically, and I could tell Dawn’s stress levels were reaching their absolute limit.

“Here he is,” I said finally. He was in the corner of the shop, well outside the arena of disaster, already napping once more on a chair. 

Dawn squeezed my shoulder firmly. “Good. Okay. That’s good. And you’re okay? Your leg?”

I complained about my knee from time to time. Or rather, I had to sit from time to time, and cited my knee as the reason. I tried not to whine.

“Yeah,” I said. “Thank you. It’s all fine.”

“Mallory?” Dawn asked. “You’re okay, too?”

She nodded. “I banged my wrist a little, but it’s all okay.”

Dawn let out a breath. “I was going to drop off these sandwiches, and then I had a meeting downtown.” She picked up a book from a pile that had been created in the mess, and then set it down again. Her eyes were wide. “I can’t...this needs to be fixed, guys.”

“We can close up,” I said. “And you can make the meeting. We’ll have it all ready for you tomorrow.”

“Close up.” She shook her head. “When we need sales right now. Where’s Lori?”
“She called in,” said Mallory.
“That’s the third time this week.” Dawn shifted, restless. “And it’s Wednesday.”

Mallory shrugged. “She knows you won’t fire her.”
Sighing profusely, Dawn collapsed down onto the counter, her hands clambering over the register. She was worn out. Today wasn’t going to be the turn-around day that she needed for a good mood, and I—purely by accident—had just plunged her even deeper than ever.
And then, straightening her shoulders, she stood up with fierce determination in her face. Her golden curls framed the heart-shape of her face. She looked beautiful. 

“Okay. I’ve got to go talk with these assholes at the bank. Do what Mallory says,” Dawn said to me, “and fix all this shit as much as you can, okay? This is the worst time for this. God. I’ve got an entire day, no, week of un-cancellable errands and meetings. Goddammit.” She took another breath, calming herself. “Call Lori and see if she’ll come in, okay?”

She grabbed her purse and left. The bell above the door rang, innocuous as ever, but if you were a pessimist, you might start to wonder exactly how many rings the bell had left in it. 

Once upon a time, East Side Books was a staple of the downtown center. Homegrown authors would make it a staple of their toured book signings. All the hipsters would slide in as they perused the local record shops and comic book stores. Sometimes there would even be a local band playing in the basement for a cool, small, intimate show. But the city had pushed the store’s growth down. 

All the seasonal festivals were pushed out into county, citing better parking and cheaper rates as the reason for the shift. The record store was under new management that discouraged vintage buyers from browsing, and the comic book shop folded—selling half of its unsellable stock to East Side Pages in the process. All this, on top of the general decline of the American book store, meant that the store was increasingly in trouble. There were ways to save it, and I thought I knew a few, but Dawn only wanted to listen to Dawn’s advice, even as she took money from every philanthropist donor still willing to listen to her spiel. 

Audrey, my ex, was the daughter of one such donor. I earned a lot of negative points with the staff when I started dating her, though I didn’t know it at the time. She represented the new order, and I had unknowingly allied myself with it. 

There were only four of us working at the shop now. Dawn, Mallory, Lori, and myself. This was down from a staff of ten when I had started. They had either moved to better-paying jobs or just plain moved away. Those of us who were left were all full time, and Dawn could barely afford us. I think she had stopped allotting herself a salary, all in the hopes of riding the storm into calmer waters.

Unless something huge happened soon, no such calm waters existed. Little did I know that the huge happening was contained within me.

* * * * *
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FIVE HOURS LATER, MALLORY and I were still working, and Lori hadn’t come in. She was too sick—in other words, hungover—to make it. It was just as well. In the state she was in, she would have just slowed us down. 

Working in tandem with Mallory, the mess lessened methodically, if not quickly. Mallory had moved from city to city every year of her life until two years ago, when she settled in to Alder City and this shop. So, she knew how to pack, and had learned plenty about the organization of space. Following her lead, we were almost done by the time the evening came around.

We leaned against the counter, looking over our arrangement. At my lead, Mallory and I had taken it upon ourselves to re-organize the shop a bit. We now had a small shelf at the front with our favorite books, right alongside another small shelf of best sellers. I thought it might help to group the unheard-of classics with all the major hits of the day. I didn’t know if it would work or not; I mostly just knew that we hadn’t tried it. Like I said, Dawn was pretty resistant to new ideas. To be honest, with everything on her mind, I didn't think she would notice much. 

The store now looked mostly how it should. There was a path back down to the basement where we kept all the used books and graphic novels. The records in the back were no longer in danger of being squashed by a series of precariously-pushed pillars layered over with DVDs and blu-rays. The children’s, history, non-fiction, and self-help sections had all been properly straightened. Luckily for us, the adult fiction—more than half of the store—was relatively untouched by the disaster, outside of being covered over with a wave of dust from the outpouring of so many untouched pages.

The majority of the cleaning up and straightening out of the store was due to Mallory’s know-how.

When we started moving everything around, she changed into her workout clothes—tight, tiny gym shorts and a flimsy tank-top that gave me an even better view of her cleavage than the last outfit. Her shiny, smooth skin was covered over with sweat, and her long dark hair was done up in a voluminous ponytail that stretched halfway down her back.

“You really were on top of this,” I said to her, tapping her arm. “Thanks for taking the lead.”

“Yeah, of course.” She shrugged. “I’m glad all those years of moving furniture back and forth finally produced something worthwhile.”

“Well, I wouldn’t say finally. I mean, all that moving brought you to work here with me, and I think that’s pretty good.”

I was trying to be straightforward; I liked working with Mallory. She was hard-working and smart. But, from the look on her face, I could tell the sentiment bordered on the saccharine.

What happened next, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to explain. She reached behind the counter—giving me a long view of the excellently crafted butt-cleavage that she sported in those tiny spandex shorts. She turned and righted herself, no doubt noticing my sidelong glance at her particulars, and gave me a flirty grin.

“Hey,” she said, pulling a tall bottle of bourbon out from a brown paper bag. “Wanna get drunk and fool around?”

I stuttered, not quite knowing how to answer. 

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She leaned over the counter again, grabbing a couple of paper cups. “Not the most glamorous of settings, but I’m a cheap date.”

“...great,” I coughed. “Super.”

She poured me out an entire cup full of bourbon. It was cheap stuff, and the taste was wicked and hard in my mouth. She, of course, swallowed her own with no problem, and then immediately poured me another cup. The taste had barely left my mouth, strong warmth flooding down through my head and into my legs, when she guided the cup up to my lips again, bidding me to drink. I coughed and sputtered a bit, sitting down on the floor, but I swallowed it all. 

She slid down next to me, sliding her legs against mine. I didn’t know how this had all started to happen, but I didn’t much care. Mallory was gorgeous and she was hitting on me, and that was completely fine by me. 

As soon as that last shot of bourbon had settled, she refilled my cup again, but with less than before. This time, though, she did not coerce any drinking.

“I don’t think it’s possible to have an honest conversation without at least two shots of good liquor in both parties,” she said, by way of explaining. “I hope that’s all right.”

“Sure.” I was still sweating from the sudden flood of alcohol. My tongue rolled around my mouth, looking for some kind of reprieve from the bitter taste. “Sure. What kind of honesty are you looking for?”

“Any kind!” She swung her hands out wide. “I know you were looking at me when everything went to hell today, for instance.”

I coughed. “You do?”

“Of course I do, dummy.” She rolled her eyes. “Give me a little credit, okay? You think a girl like me doesn’t know when a guy she’s working with is creeping on her?” I flinched, and she punched me. “No, you're right. I'm a jerk for bringing it up. Let's go back to how it was before, right? I'm just the one pretty girl who has no idea, explicit or otherwise, about the way society views me and how men objectify women.”

“I wasn’t....creeping. Just you know. You’re gorgeous, is all. Sometimes I look.”

She frowned, beautifully, as everything she did was beautiful, but there was a layer of jokiness behind it. 

“Ugh, if you're just going to keep being so sincere, I don't know how I'm going to have fun with you.”

“You asked for honesty.”

“I did.” Nodding, she took another long sip of bourbon. “We’re going to lose our jobs soon. How about that?”

“Yeah.” 

For a moment, I looked over at the work we had accomplished for the day, trying to come up with something clever to say. Before, when I’d talked to Mallory, I thought I was out of her league. I was a decent looking, I thought. Dark hair and a permanent five o’clock shadow because I never remember to shave in the morning. In good shape from eating right and walking and bike-riding through the city, though that was mostly because I didn’t own a car. 

But Mallory was gorgeous. The line of her jaw tilting to her chin and back up into her neck, so elegant and regal, made my heart ache. And she was smart. And she was hard-working. I had trouble understanding, lots of the time, how she didn’t already own her own business, even if she was the same age as me at twenty-four.

Anyway, it was easier to talk to her when I thought she could never be interested. Now, my tongue flummoxed, and I threw out the first thing I could think of.

“Sort of seems pointless, huh?” I gestured toward the shelves. “Like building a pyre factory on top of a bonfire.”

She guffawed. A literal, man-like guffaw, her chest heaving in and out. She was gorgeous as she smiled, and my body warmed knowing that I had been the one to give her that sort of laugh. 

“A pyre factory? Come on, man. That’s all you got?”

I shrugged. “Well, they wouldn’t build a bonfire factory on top of a bonfire. That’s just silliness. No way you could get Mr. Sheffield to pour money into that sort of company.”

Sheffield was Audrey's dad. A large man with large appetites, and a very large dislike for me. He hid it well enough, but when I met with him, I could tell just by shaking his hand that he knew I was some stupid mid-summer fling for his daughter. And he was right.

Mallory's foot slid over mine, and her smile was long and knowing. I’m going to enjoy blowing your mind later, this smile said. We had both pushed our shoes off. She slipped her socks off as well, and her toes were painted a light pink. They were warm, slipping my sock off slow. The sensation of her toe along my foot tickled.

“So where is her royal highness these days?”

“You mean Audrey?”

“Of course. You know any other princesses?”

Audrey wasn’t that bad...but of course, I wasn’t about to say that to Mallory. Not now.

“She is in South America. Ecuador, I think. No doubt being royal.”

“Do you talk to her at all?”

“Not really. We’ve had a few emails, but we’re basically, you know. Done.”

“That sucks.” Her foot slid up my ankle, now. She didn't sound too bummed. “You must miss bagging her. I’m not gay, but nobody’s that straight. That must have been like fucking the Empire State Building. Right?”

“Oh,” I laughed. “I don’t know. Let’s just say we’re about as physical right now as we ever were.”

She looked legitimately shocked. “She never slept with you?”

“No. I couldn’t convince her it was worth her time. Maybe it isn’t.”

“Pffft. Don’t talk like that. Sex is worth everyone’s time.”

I shrugged, taking a long sip of bourbon. “I wouldn’t know.” 

The booze had gotten to me, because otherwise I never would have let on about my v-card. 
“What?” She shook her head, bright eyes sparkling. “What? No way. No. Way.” She punched me, and then punched me again. “No way! You’re a virgin?”
“God, shout it a bit louder, huh.”

“But you’re...you’re...” she gestured with her hands. “How is that possible? You’re cute.”

Being told I was attractive by a woman like Mallory was an incredible ego boost. Wouldn’t you know it, though, I wasn’t savvy enough to recognize that was an easy way to flirt right back. 

All I could manage was a blush, eyes downward, and then, “Thanks.”

“Oh my god, you’re so bashful. It all makes sense. Oh god!”

She had rolled forward into me now, giving me a long hug. The foot that had slid over on top of my foot became her entire leg, and her thigh rested right between mine. Her skin was so warm and vibrant. I wanted to trace her ankles all the way up to her thighs.

“God, that’s why you’ve never made a pass at me. Isn’t it?”

“Are you...I mean, interested?”

It was, obviously, a stupid question. But what can I say? I was a stupid virgin who knew about flirtation, attraction, and even sex largely in an abstract sense. I’d had girlfriends in the past, but like Audrey, it never manifested into anything more physical than making out. I suppose that makes me some sort of grade A loser...but I’d prioritized different things. I put my education first. When that was done, I didn’t know, really, how to get involved in any social capacity. 

“Sure!” She hugged me tighter. Her tits, so substantial and firm, pressed hard into my arm. “I mean, interested enough just for a little fuck, you know. Nothing serious. I’m not like...the way you describe Audrey sometimes? I’m nothing like that. Super-serious ‘let’s have a family and name everyone David and Bethany’ type. God, no. I’m just...you know. Sex is fun, all right? So anything we do, it’s about fun, okay? Don’t get all post-virgin crisis on me.”

Suddenly I had entered into a negotiation about the rules of an engagement of which we, unbeknownst to me, were directly in the middle.

“Okay.” I took another long sip of bourbon. Mallory, smiling, refilled my cup. “What if it was, just like, a handjob?”

I was too scared to ask for more. My sexuality (or lack thereof) was a burden for me; I couldn’t imagine it being anything else for anyone else. Especially not a true beauty like Mallory. 

“You haven’t had a handjob?”

“Not if my hand doesn’t count.”

She giggled. One hand drew across her neck, sliding down her body slowly. She leaned forward, letting me have a fantastic view of her cleavage. Her hand moved over my crotch, massaging my bulge gently.

“It really doesn’t. Handjobs are sort of small-time, though. At least, they are when I could just suck your cock instead.” She slid over my legs completely now and pushed them wide, falling back with her ass on her heels. Her head slid up to my crotch, and with a shy, eager smile, she let my zipper down. Her hair, long and thick, slipped over my thighs in gorgeous dark waves. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. “Would that be all right?”

“Y-yeah. Sure. Please.”

Once more, she giggled. “I know it would be all right, silly. God, you’re easy.”

Soon, she had my cock—still rather soft—all the way out. Her hand ran up and down it, and she stroked me slow, licking her lips as I twitched in response.

“I want you to tell me when you’re going to cum, okay? I just did laundry, and I don’t want it on my shirt.”

I nodded obediently. She was in control. I didn’t mind in the least. Her mouth slid over my length, a luxurious purr emanating from her throat. Instinctively, my hands went to her hair, sliding my fingers possessively into her skull. Her dark hair was so thick, so voluminous. I wanted to fuck it almost as much as I wanted to fuck her mouth. But I kept my hips still, letting Mallory set the pace. 

And god, did she ever set the pace. Her soft mouth slid up and down my cock expertly. Her tongue pushed along the base of my shaft, goading me quickly to complete hardness. Before long, I was absolutely stiff in her mouth. She made several surprised moans as my cock grew and grew, pushing into her throat. A soft, eager laugh powered out from her throat, delighted at something that I didn’t know about. I hoped it was my taste, my length—I thought I was a decent size, at nine inches with a thickness to match, but I honestly had no idea. 

Like any virgin, I didn’t have much staying power. My precum spurted out, and I noticed some sort of shift in her rhythm. It became almost robotic, automatic. Her moans intensified, and her fingers slid down to her pussy, barely hidden in her tiny shorts. Soon, this amazing goddess of a woman was fingering her cunt as she slurped down my precum. It was too much for me. I couldn’t take it.

“I’m gonna cum,” I let out. “Please, you don’t have to, you don’t...oh god, oh fuck...”

She just moaned and sucked harder. A true pro at cocksucking, sliding her tongue around my shaft faster to coax me on. I thought her previous warning to let her know when I would cum was so that I would cum somewhere else. But she seemed, now, dead-set on swallowing everything I had. I couldn’t deny her.

“Oh fuck...fuck, fuck, Mallory...oh god...I'm gonna cum...”

I spurted down her mouth and throat for what felt like eternity. It was the most perfect moment in my young life, shooting my load down this brunette beauty’s willing, happy mouth. Slowly, regrettably, her sucking slowed, and I pulled myself away from her amazing, beautiful lips.

She sat back, kneeling with her mouth open, breathing hard. My cum dribbled down her chin and slowly began to make its long trail down to her shirt. I leaned forward and scooped it up, stopping it—and on instinct, simply slid my finger back into her mouth. She moaned and latched her mouth around my fingers. 

Fuck, that’s sexy, I thought.

“That was incredible,” I said slowly, my heart still beating fast. 

“That was...incredible.” 

“No, really.” I let out a long breath. “That was amazing.”

“No, really. That was ‘mazing.”

For the first time now, I looked at her face. Her hair had become a messy tangle from my hands sliding through them, and covered her eyes almost entirely. But, from what I could see, her previously dark brown eyes had become completely white. Not rolled up back in her head, either. It was more like they had been painted over, or filled up. 

“Mallory?”

“Mallory.”

She said her name, like she had said everything else since taking my cum, with deep warmth and reverence. 

“You’re...an amazing cocksucker.”

“I’m an amazing cocksucker.”

Wow. She was really out of it. I pushed her hair from her eyes, and she purred softly at my touch. Yeah, her eyes had completely whitened over. For whatever reason, I found the effect intensely sexual.

“You love to suck cock.”

Her smile broadened. “I love to suck cock.”

“You...you love to suck my cock.”

Honestly, I just wanted to hear her say it, and she seemed dazed enough to be repeating me without cause. I was in the moment, now, determined to seize whatever it was that was happening.

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck...you...”

“You love to suck my cock.”

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck your cock anytime I want.”

My heart beat fast now. I didn’t really believe what she was saying. It was some kind of strange trance, clearly. Maybe it happened every time she tasted cum, I didn’t know. But I didn’t think that she believed everything she said. It was just hot to hear her say it in that warm voice of hers. I wanted to hear a woman say all sorts of things to a virgin, scholar mope like me.

“You love me.”

“I...lo...I...”

“You love me.”

“I...love...” The expression on her face began to be somewhat pained. Clearly, there were limits to this. 

Just as well. When a woman finally told me she loved me, I think I wanted it to be in a more sober state. 

I tried to think of more things—things that Audrey never said to me. That no girl had ever come right out and said to me.

“You find me very attractive.”

The torn expression disappeared, replaced by a pleasured smile. “I find you very attractive.”

“You want to fuck me.”

“I want to fuck you.”

“You’re desperate to suck my cock.”

“I’m desperate to suck your cock.”

“You trust me. With anything.”

“I trust you. With anything.”

Then I started again from the beginning, my cock still sort of hard from all of this. I focused on the ideas of her loving to suck my cock, her trusting me, and her finding me attractive. Hearing those words from her mouth...I can’t explain it. I can’t justify it. I had never heard a woman say all that before. Now that I could have one do it on command, and that woman was one of the most beautiful I had ever seen...well. I gave in to temptation, okay? There’s no real excuse. That’s just the explanation.

I’ll probably end up saying that quite a bit before this story is done.

I stroked slowly, watching her beautiful, tranced face repeat the words I had provided for her. It was a power trip, believe you me, and it wasn’t long before I was totally hard again. 

But then, Mallory seemed to come back from whatever distant, happy place she went to. Her face returned to normal, and she came out of the trance looking sort of confused. 

“Didn’t I just...suck you off?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was incredible.”

“It was incredible,” she said, almost automatically.

That was almost, to the word, exactly the same thing that I had said right after she finished me. 

“Can I...I mean, you’re hard already? God.” She looked at my cock with eager need in her eyes. “Can I suck you off again, Victor? I really love to suck your cock.”

That same slightly trancey tone again. I didn’t know what was happening. I didn’t care. This was a girl I had never even dared to dream of fucking, and she was asking to suck me off.

Of course, I said yes. And Mallory, like a sleepy cat, slipped around my cock again and slowly coated her mouth with the remains of her saliva and my cum, sucking her way back into a deeply trance-filled suck session on my thick, hard cock.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I strolled into work feeling better than I had in ages. Something enormous had happened last night. I didn’t think I was Mallory’s boyfriend or anything—she had warned me off of that well enough—but I had a fuck buddy, and that was amazing all in itself.

After she sucked me off the second time, I was too tired—and drunk—to see if her tranced state came back into fruition. I just plain passed out, sliding her against my body on the floor of the store. I know it sounds absolutely stupid of me, but at the time, I thought that what had happened with Mallory was just some fluke. Some combination of lust, booze, and exhaustion that culminated with some of the hottest words I had ever heard anyone say. 

We woke up at six o’clock, still passed out on the floor of the store in front of the register. The bookstore was due to open at eight, giving us just enough time to rush home and get back in time for when we were supposed to start working. We said quick goodbyes, after she kissed me for a long, long time with lots of tongue, and made me promise to spend time with her that night.

Of course, I agreed. In the back of my mind, I had fantasies about my words really having an effect on her, but of course I knew that was the height of silliness. 

At five past eight o’clock, I rolled back into the store, reinvigorated from a shower and a change of clothes. What greeted me when I arrived was the pleasant sight of Dawn’s glorious ass in tight blue jeans. She was bent over, sweeping up our spilled cups from the night before. 

My mood had been pleasantly enhanced by the sight of her tightly-constructed behind, and then plummeted once more as I saw the look on her face. She knew exactly what we had been up to, and she did not approve.

Looking around the store, it wasn’t hard to see why. 

All the shelves were back in place, but lots of the books were still strewn everywhere, and some of the extra damage—like dust from the fall and spilled plaster from loosened screws and nails—was still all over the floor.

“Did you two have fun last night?” she asked, clearly antagonistic.

I laughed a little and looked down. We did have fun, but I couldn’t tell her that.

“Oh, good. Looks like you did. Well, I’m very glad my store has turned into party central for you, but if it happens again, I’ll fire you. And I don’t care if I can’t find anyone else. I’ll work the hours myself, okay?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

“Oh my god.” She threw up her arms. “Don’t call me ‘ma’am.’ I’m hardly older than you.” She walked behind the register, pulling out a trash bag and began patrolling around the shop. “I know what it’s like, not having a lot of responsibility. All you have to do is show up. But I’m relying on you, okay? I need that to mean something to you.”

She was right. I nodded. “Okay. I apologize. You’re right.”

“This place still looks like shit. You know that’s not acceptable, right?” 

“I know.”

I also knew that, when she was dressing me down, I shouldn't be thinking about how heavy her tits were in that tight form-fitting blue blouse. But I was. Her body was so curvy in all the right ways.

“And why is there a new shelf in front? What’s this ‘Staff Favorites’ bullshit?”

I shrugged. “Lots of stores do it. I thought we could try.” 

“And you’re making those decisions now? That’s your job? Is that why you get money?”

“You’ve got a lot on your plate. I thought I could help.” I walked toward it. “I can take it down in ten minutes. It'll be no problem.”

“No, no.” She shook her head. Her eyes were blue. They scanned the store, looking for some semblance of hope. “The Ice Festival is next weekend. If you foul up like this again, and we miss all that revenue...”

“We won’t. I promise.”

She sighed. “You can’t promise not to have an accident, Victor.”
“Then what do you want?”
Putting a hand to her face, she shook her head. “You’re right. I don’t know. I’m very tired. Just...just fucking try not to be such a goof, all right? I’m relying on you,” she said again. “Whether I like it or not.”

Mallory showed shortly after I did, and I gave her the good news—it was to be an eggshell day so long as Dawn was around. 

* * * * *
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AROUND EIGHT-THIRTY, Lori finally arrived. I was busy cleaning still, and had made a lot of headway with the dust and plaster in the far corner of the store. 

Lori was younger than Mallory and me, a stereotypical stoner chick who had just barely graduated high school and had no interest in going to college. Dawn hired her, I think, because she graciously thought Lori was “artsy.” She did have a few tattoos along her shoulders and back—strange symbols that she said were taken from some book on Nubian hieroglyphics, because of course they were. But calling her “artsy” was like calling me a novelist because I had scribbled down, from time to time, a few fevered notes about my possible Great American Novel. 

Okay, so, sure, sometimes I called myself a novelist, but I didn’t know how to get laid and I was trying stuff out. I hadn’t written anything substantial, though, and at least I owned up to it. I had been to Lori’s house for a few parties, and stumbled upon some of her work. She worked in pastels and oils on thick canvasses, and none of it was finished. She seemed to dance from one project to the next, never quite fixating on anything long enough to finish it. 

My own problem, conversely, was that I never quite got started. 

Lori, despite any artistic deficiencies, and despite her crippling addiction to pot, was thoroughly fun to work with. She was always happy to listen to others, and had no problem filling in shifts—so long as she was sober enough to walk into work. I had no idea how she stayed so slender despite all the munchies she must have suffered from. Her hair was short and dark, and a nose-stud sparkled in one nostril, highlighting the cute shape of her nose beneath sea-green eyes. 

That morning, she had on a two-sizes too-small East Side Pages t-shirt, making her petite braless tits appear more supple than ever. After the mind-blowing experience I'd had with Mallory the night before, I'd sort of been hoping she would wear one of her ridiculous hemp sweaters, but no such luck. Cut-off jean shorts so tiny that the pockets stuck out, calf-high brown leather boots, and a t-shirt that didn't even slide over her navel. I struggled not to drool. 

Right away, as she entered, Dawn pulled her aside and spoke with her in serious tones. Their conversation lasted less than two minutes; no doubt Dawn informed Lori that she was on thin ice, et cetera, and that if she continued to do what she was doing, her future at the bookstore was in peril. Lori had heard it all before, and gassed out such worries beneath artillery shells full of potent weed smoke. 

Her coffee stand was on the far end of the register, posted near the window so that passers-by could see customers hanging out inside and drinking coffee. If nothing else, Lori did make a good cup of coffee. 

I made my way over to her after a moment, making a mental note not to slobber all over her young, tight body. 

She started a few pots brewing. Little signs were posted around her booth, advertising 2 for 1 deals on special flavored coffees and the like. I leaned over the counter, trying very hard not to glue my eyes on her complete lack of panties in her skimpy shorts.

“Boss lady is pissed with you.”

“Yup.”

“Wanna get high?”

Her answer to everything. I laughed. 

“No thanks. I got in trouble enough sober as a bird yesterday.”

“She said she caught you and Mallory drinking.”

“She didn’t catch us drinking. We just...we had a few drinks after work, that’s all.”

“That's not really sober.”

She had me there. “I guess not.”

“You drank in the store?”

“We had to stay late to fix everything up.”

Taking a look around, she clearly wasn't impressed.

“You didn’t do that great of a job.”

“I guess you should have seen it yesterday.”

Lori shrugged. “If you say so.” 

God, I wanted to fuck her. Her ass was practically popping out of her jeans, and every piece of her clothing was so barely-there that I knew I could rip every last part of it away in less than a minute.

I knew she would never go for it, though. I was too plain for her. Lori wanted alternative dudes, guys with fifteen piercings on their eyelids and seventy more everywhere else. She wanted tattoos, with an equal number of skulls to gummi bears and childhood cartoon stars. That just wasn't me. I was a reader. I spent my nights at home poring over books and wishing that someday I could have something decent to write about.

As was her routine, the first cup of coffee went to me. She said it was because usually the first cup always sucked, and she wanted to know how to gauge the rest. This was, I hoped, her way of showing some affection for me. 

The bell at the front rang. A customer. I was impressed. We almost never got customers this early. A young woman walked in, clearly a student at the university. The private university, Hamilton. There was the Alder City City University and Hamilton, and though they weren’t at odds academically or in sports, there was a clear divide between their student bodies. 

Alder City usually pulled from the town’s hopefuls, providing degrees at a discount for everyone who had good enough grades. There were steep discounts for natives of the state, and even bigger discounts for those who could keep their grades up. I probably would have been able to go there for free, myself, but my ego got in the way. I thought that by going to Hamilton, I would line up better jobs, or else sell my novel right away. Well, the jobs don’t exist and neither does the novel, so none of that panned out and I saddled myself with a ego-crippling amount of student loan debt. 

Nothing like more than half a hundred grand of debt to give you a firm understanding of your place in the world.

After a moment, I realized I recognized the girl. Minjee Park. She had been in the same program as me. She was Korean-American and posh gorgeous, the sort of girl that a guy like me knew would never get more than a casual “hello” from even in the best of times. Probably I could save her life from a fire-breathing dragon, and she would toss back her flawless black hair, mew out a small, “Oh, thanks,” and I would think she had done me a favor by noticing I was around.

Women have a strange effect on me, you may have noticed. Perhaps that’s why, now, I started to have a strange effect on them. All those years of unspent, unrequited desire building up my seed to be the most potent of its possible kind. 

Maybe I was bitten by some radioactive sperm. Who knows.

She wore tight leather pants and a tiny red jacket over a black tee-shirt. Her heels were tall and worn without the slightest effort. From all appearances, she had been poured into the outfit, every line enhancing her attractiveness.

I approached her with a friendly, knowing smile. The kind you use for people you recognize. She didn't catch on, or didn't care. She also didn't seem to notice the mess, or again, was above expressing notice at such things.

“Welcome to East Side,” I said. “How can I help you?”

“I’m looking for books on Marxist analysis of late nineteenth century poets. Whitman, I'm hoping. Miller. Maybe some pastorals, too?” She paused, her lovely face twisting in thought. “Anyone before nineteen hundred, really.”

“Right. Who isn’t?”

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing, sorry.” I smiled. “We might have something downstairs. I’ll show you.”

I led her downstairs to the basement, which was thankfully untouched by the chaos from the day before. The light was dimmer down there, being without windows, but there was more room for books. It's where we kept all our used stock. Gerald hopped up as we descended, quickly scampering past us to take up a seat in one of the chairs downstairs. No doubt his little feline brain was encouraging me to follow through with snuggle plan. 

Minjee walked close to me, and this closeness was somewhat overwhelming. She smelled like money. I don’t know how else to put it. There’s a certain type of person that seems to soften the air around them, like they were created in a computer and then dumped out into the world, all the processing power pulling in the threads of reality to make their every edge more beautiful and pleasing to the eye. She was that type of girl.

All I could think of, as I watched her, was doing the same thing to her that I had done to Mallory. Was it possible? Could I make this regal beauty get down on her knees after taking in heaps of my hot load, repeating worshipfully everything I told her?

The temptation was palpable. But how could I do it? I couldn’t just force myself on her and hope for the best. Even outside the morality of such a thing (and I don’t know if there is an outside to the morality of such a thing), I had no practical evidence that what happened with Mallory was anything but a random occurrence. Experiments and theories were tested on repeatability, after all.

I pointed Minjee in the direction of a few books that might help her, and pretended to be interested in re-organizing some nearby. Mostly, I just wanted the excuse to look at her a little more. Her ass and leather tights were a match made in heaven. 

I know I'm going on a lot about asses. But I can't help it if Lori and Minjee both have terrific ones, in their own way. Minjee's was full, the kind you can grab and lead around. Lori's was tiny but perfectly shaped, making you want to spank her just so you could watch your own hand slap down on two cheeks at once. 

“I recognize you, you know.” 

Her comment broke me from my ass-thought reverie. I was a bit surprised. 

“Really?”

“Sure. You used to work at Hamilton, right? The library?”

I had been in at least four different graduate classes with this girl. These aren’t the type of classes that are very large. Fifteen people were an understood maximum. You get very close attention from the professor, and concentrated feedback from most everyone in the class on your ideas and papers. 

“Uh,” I laughed softly, not sure how to answer. There was a time when I would have let something like that go. But the events of the night before, and my rampant desire to fuck her rotten, were screwing a little bit with my common sense. “No, actually. I’m a graduate of the same program you’re in. We were in a lot of classes together.”

“Really?” Now it was her turn to be surprised. Even, dare I say it, a little embarrassed. Though it was sort of hard to tell. It’s like trying to draw the shape of one particular flare in the sun—all of it is overshadowed by the incredible beauty of the main body.

“Yeah. We had Deconstruction of the Arts with Rickman.”

She pushed her shiny, thick hair back now, her tongue sliding up over her lips as she thought. It was dead sexy. I could not stop imagining her tongue sliding over my rod like Mallory’s had. Or even the two of them together, each begging me to be the one to take my cum, to be tranced first...

“And then,” I coughed a little, trying to focus, “we had Jewish Folklore and also Marxist Cinema with Goldberg. Plus—”

“Hanna’s class! Oh yeah!” she took a step back, eyeing me up and down. Her eyes were brilliantly dark. “Have you lost weight since then? It was like a year ago, right?”

“Yes. To both.”

Biking around tends to drop off a lot of weight, I found out.

“Well, good memory. I don’t know if we ever really talked.” She saw the look on my face. “Oh my god, we talked? Oh god.”

Now her face was in her palms, her petite body trembling with laughter. “Shit, I’m so embarrassed. I must seem like the biggest diva to you.”

The normal answer, of course, would be to say, “no, no!” 

“I’ve known bigger,” I said, “but they were all actual royalty.”

She snorted with laughter. It seemed a distinctly un-Minjee thing to do. “Oh, so you’re a dick. I get it. Maybe that’s why I don’t remember you.”

“You’ve phased out all memories of dicks in your life? That must get lonesome.”

Again, she was laughing. “Maybe not every dick. But you know. A girl’s got to have some standards.”

“Sure. Too many dick memories and then it’s just dicks dicks dicks all the time, and no work gets done at all.”

“Right! And you know, graduate degree in fucking Victorian literature.” She held up the book she had picked out. “It’s all about dicks one way or the other. Some get put to the side.”

“So it’s only the cute ones at bookstores that you’ll remember from now on, right?”

“Maybe. Who knows.” She smiled and pushed her hair back again. “Are you here all the time?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Well...” she twirled her hair. She smiled shyly. She even goddamn twisted at the useless sparkly chain belt around her waist. Was it really this easy to flirt with girls? What the fuck had I been doing being quiet all the time? Where the fuck had I been? “I’m going to have to keep coming back here. Studying and all, you know. The library is just useless for this sort of material, unfortunately. I’ll see you around?”

“Not if I see you first.”

She snorted again. “Oh god, and you were doing so well...”

I watched her walk up the stairs, her ass just a complete vision in that tiny, skimpy little outfit. If only I could give her one taste of my cum, just to find out what might happen...

She sneaked a look back down at me and giggled just slightly, walking out the door with a slight bounce in her step.

* * * * *
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“HEY, COULD YOU HELP me with something in the back?”

It was well after noon, and I was reading a new science fiction novel about seven men trying to fight their way off a mutant cruise ship. It was shlock, but it was fun schlock. Mallory leaned right over the counter, pushing the book out of my vision, and placing herself firmly in the middle of it. 

We hadn't hung out much all day, but Dawn had finally left for her new batch of meetings, and we had finished all the cleaning from the day before. The shop was finally back in working shape. 

Mallory, meanwhile, was in gorgeous shape, but that was nothing new. Her outfit had taken a cue from Lori's with the too-tight tee shirt, though with her more substantial breasts and the long cut-open v  neckline, there was a lot more to appreciate. Her high-heeled sandals had clopped along the wooden floors all day, calling my eyes to watch her tiny denim skirt as she bent over. As she bent over the counter, her fingers slid up my arm and gently squeezed my bicep.

Of course, as usual, even with as obvious as she was being, I wasn't catching up.

“Oh, did the new shipment get here?” I looked down at the calendar. “I didn’t think it was supposed to get here until next Tuesday.”

“Yeah, it’s something like that.” Her hand clasped around mine. “Lori, could you take over the register for like ten minutes?”

Lori nodded at her booth, smiling slyly at Mallory. “Sure thing.”

I still faltered. “But, what is it that’s back there? Is there a customer? Because if it’s a customer—”

“God, you’re dense,” said Lori, laughing. “Look at how she looks at you. What do you think she wants?”

I looked again at Mallory. She was tugging at the tiny bra strap beneath her shirt, giving me a completely unrestricted view of the tight top beneath and the shiny, buoyant globes of flesh that were waiting just underneath. Her dark eyes burned with desire, one lip tugged underneath her perfectly white teeth. Her hips wiggled slowly in those tight, sculpted skirt, thighs mincing together down to her knees.

“Oh,” I said, feeling myself pulled along by Mallory. 

Soon, just as she wanted, we were in the back room. It was a storage space, basically. Shelves surrounded us, some of the only ones in the entire store not buried under the weight of books. Instead, it was office supplies and stands for ads, that sort of thing. 

“I don’t know what’s come over me,” she said, clearly looking a little confused. “I just...I find you very attractive.”

“Oh.”

She pushed me against the wall, sliding one leg up mine. Her lips came up to my neck and then my chin, kissing softly. “I know we said we’d see each other tonight, but I couldn’t wait. I find you very attractive,” she said again.

Her voice, I noticed, took on just the slightest little monotone as she said that. I kissed her deep, loving the feel of her lips on mine. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, and I gripped her body hard. Her spine thrummed with need, and my cock was quickly getting hard.

“I think you’re absolutely beautiful, Mallory.” 

She smiled, rolling her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I’m absolutely desperate to suck your cock.”

Okay. There that was again. The same slight monotone. And the same words I had said to her the night before. Was this really happening? Was I really able to hold that kind of power over her?

There was only one way to find out...and I was eager to know for sure.

“Yeah, do it,” I said, urging her on. “Suck me off.”

She didn't need to be told twice. Soon, she was on her knees and my pants were down around my ankles. She slipped her lips over the head of my turgid cock and moaned with excitement.

Her mouth was just as perfect as the night before, if not even better. Last night, her affection had been tinged with a sense of wild, drunken exploration and fun. But this night, she asserted herself like a lover, taking her time with her tongue running up and down over my length, and moaning with true aroused longing as my cock hardened even more in her mouth. 

“God, you're so good,” I moaned. “You're an amazing cocksucker.”

“Mmmhmm,” she moaned right back. 

Precum spurted down her throat. Her moaning only increased, and once again, her fingers shifted up her skirt and she played with her clit while sliding her beautiful mouth back and forth over my shaft. My hands worked into her hair, and I was in heaven. Nothing had felt so good. I had gone from zero attention from women, ever, to getting two blowjobs in less than twelve hours from one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. I felt blessed. Maybe I was.

“Oh babe.” My orgasm approached fast and sudden. I had so little control, and little desire to hold it in. I had to see what happened when my cum touched her mouth again. “You have to...I'm gonna cum. Swallow it down. You have to swallow it. It'll be incredible.”

She moaned encouragingly, taking me down with happy gusto. Soon, my balls had been completely emptied down her throat once more.

Immediately, I could feel her body language shift from worked-up lover to tranced beauty. Once again, as she knelt there with my cum cutely arranged on her lips and chin, her eyes had gone all white and blank. My heart pounced up and down in my chest. I couldn’t believe it.

“Mallory, can you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

I gulped. Her voice was full of warmth, peace, and vibrancy. She seemed completely at ease, totally at peace. 
All throughout the day, I had daydreamed of this. In my head now, I had a full script of ideas I wanted to instill into her gorgeous head.
“You want to fuck me.”

She bit her lip. “I want to fuck you.”

“You’re turned on by me.”

“I’m turned on by you.”

“You find me incredibly attractive.”

“I find you incredibly attractive.”

“You want to go out with me.”

“I want to go with you.”

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...”

My cock pulsed with need, more blood flowing into it again. Quickly, I was becoming hard once more. I wanted her, so badly. I wanted to own her. I wanted to flood her fertile body with my cum. Feeling inspired, I took her hand—which had dropped to the floor—and slid her fingers up against her clit again. It only took a few gentle circles before she was pleasuring herself on her own, perfectly tranced. Hypnotized by my cum to give herself orgasmic pleasure.

“You trust me completely.”

She smiled, somewhat relieved. “I trust you completely.”

“You know I want what’s best for you.”

“I know you want what’s best for me.” 

“I want to be your boyfriend.”

“You want to be my boyfriend.” Her voice was tinged with heavy, heated arousal now.
“You want to be my girlfriend.”
“I want to be your girlfriend.”

The suggestions seemed to work on some combination of a timer and a volume of some sort—like a liquid volume, running out with every suggestion given. Given enough time, I think the trance would have passed on its own. But if the suggestions I made were more against her moral fiber, or her beliefs, or her worldview, then she would resist harder, and the “volume” would go down faster. Easy suggestions expelled no energy. Hard suggestions—like her being in love with me, for instance—took a lot. But, over time, I surmised that such things would grow easier and easier. If she trusted me completely, and found me massively attractive, how far a jump would love be?

Something to find out another time. I stuck then with repeating the big ones—she found me attractive. She wanted to fuck me. She wanted to suck me off anytime. She trusted me. In all, I repeated the cycle four more times—for a total of about five minutes—before she seemed to come out of the trance. She came visibly as she repeated my words, a sight I'll never forget. With her mind in a blank slate, any mental or emotional inhibitions to cumming were gone, and all she had pushing through her brain was purest pleasure. 

“I trust you. I find you so attractive. I want to f-f-fuck youuu...” and then a half-minute of orgasmic shuddering.

In the end, I was hard once again—and desperately turned on. We had to get back to work, though.

There were vials in a small box nearby. A mis-shipment for a medical supply store on the other side of town. We’d never gotten around to delivering them. Like a lot of things, they had fallen to the wayside. 

I stroked my cock, looking at Mallory's beautiful blank face. She still touched herself even though she had just cum hard. It took nothing for me to stroke my cock and cum myself, and I filled up the four vials I held in my hand. 

Holding four in my hand, I came. Soon, the vials were full. Mallory slowly turned, raising an eyebrow. Quickly fastening lids, I shoved the vials into my pocket.

“What was that?” asked Mallory.

I pulled her up and kissed her hard. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it. Okay?”

She shrugged, clearly still a little loopy. “Sure. Okay.”

Her kiss back was long and luxurious. I could feel her heart thumping against her chest in excitement. Dainty hands crawled over my face and chest, hot moans exiting from her mouth. “Fuck, I loved that. That was amazing. You're amazing. Can we still hang out tonight? Please?” 

Please, she says. Begging me for a date.

“Of course, babe. Anything you want.”

* * * * *
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LATER IN THE AFTERNOON, Dawn was still out meeting with whoever she met with. I assumed it was possible donors, or donors that she was trying to keep. I wasn’t sure how many we had, or how much they gave, but judging on the money coming in at the register, it was easy to figure out that either we had some wealthy benefactors or Dawn was somehow running a meth lab behind our backs. 

Of course she wasn’t. Dealing meth would be degrading to women, somehow or other.

I sat down at a table near Lori’s coffee stand. The customers, almost to a person, called it the “secret table” when they found it, because it was buried behind the philosophy and religious books. Most of the tables were out in front, in clear view of the register and Lori at her booth. This one, though, was a nice place to sit when you just needed to chill out for a moment and reflect the happenings of the day.

I most certainly needed that. 

My cum had an effect. I didn’t know where it came from. I had no idea if it would continue to do what it did. I certainly had no idea if I thought it was right or wrong. All I knew was that it was vividly, wildly arousing. As soon as my hot seed splashed against Mallory’s throat, she went into a deep, happy hypnotic state. Nothing could snap her out of it. Nothing could faze her while she was in the state. And the things I told her, she remembered. She took my words into her head as her thoughts.

How the fuck was I supposed to get any work done when I knew I could do that to a completely gorgeous woman at any time now? 

And, I realized, leaning back, it was really any time. I had made her believe, now, that she wanted to suck me off all the time. That she would do it anytime I wanted. And I had the feeling that even if those two things weren’t completely true for her yet, she would trust me enough to just suck me off because I told her to.

“Coffee time!” Without warning, Lori clunked a cup down in front of me. Her own was a bit bigger—she always needed a lot of caffeine to fight through the haze of her days.

She sat down across from me, bracelets jingling, and smiled mischievously. “She really took it out of you, huh?”

“Huh? Oh.” I shook my head, trying to clear the haze of daydream from my head. “Yeah. I guess so.”

As I shifted to take the coffee, one hand sunk into my pocket. My fingers slid over the vials inside. Lori’s coffee was right there in front of me. Waiting.

“So...” Lori leaned in, smiling. Fuck, she was cute. “How did it go?”

“It went...you know. Fine. I helped her out. Like I said I would.”

“Come on!” She leaned over and punched me. “Tell me. I had no idea she was into you. You must feel lucky as hell, huh?”

“Are you jealous?”

She snorted. “As if. You’re too clean-cut to be my type, Victor.”

The vials clinked in my pocket, my fingers running wild. My mind raced with possibilities. Lori liked her coffee with sugar and cream. Lots of cream. A little more wouldn’t be noticeable, or so I thought.

I took a sip of my coffee, and then set it down. “Wow, this is strong.” 

“What can I say? I like my coffee like I like my men. Strong and inside of a cup.”

Completely running on impulse, still on a high from everything that happened with Mallory, I smiled. “Would you grab me a sugar?”

“You don’t have legs anymore?”

“I’m all comfortable here. Please?”

Rolling her eyes, she stood up and walked back over to her booth. In a flash, I leaned over and dumped a vial of cum in her coffee, stirring it quickly with the stick still inside. With as much cream as she already had in there, there was barely a change in color.

A moment later, she came back and dropped the sugar down in front of me unceremoniously. More than ten packets spilled from her hands; clearly, she felt sarcastic.

“Is that enough for you, honey pie?” she put on a southern accent.

“Thank you, dear. You’re a doll.”

Sitting down, she straightened slightly, looking at her cup. “What happened?”

“What do you mean?” I took a sugar at random and stirred it into the coffee.

“My straw was pointing toward the back wall. Now it’s pointing toward you.”

“Come on.” I smirked. “Really? You remember that?”

“I remember all sorts of stuff, jerk. And I remember that, yeah.”

I shrugged, finally. “I don’t know. The A/C must have moved it. Or the heat. What’s it matter?”

“I just...remember it, is all.”

My perfectly innocuous past was clearly the only thing that saved me from being found out. Well, that, plus the fact that if she were to guess anything, I doubt it would be that I had unloaded a vial of my apparently magic cum into her favorite drink.

Her lips slid over the cup. Her arm lifted, tilting it down toward her face. The coffee pushed past her luscious mouth and down into her waiting, willing throat. And then...she kept drinking and drinking. In less than ten seconds, she downed the entire cup. Her body started swaying gently in time with the music thumping over the stereo. The cup dribbled down to the floor, sliding around her feet. My heart leapt up to my throat, and then down to my pants, and then bounced everywhere in between. I grabbed the cup, arranging it back in front of her.

Then, slowly, I touched her face. Just slightly. Her eyes were absolutely blank, and whitened, though not to the extent that Mallory’s were. Her vibrant greens were more faded than erased. As I touched her, she purred low, leaning into my fingers. Her skin was fever hot.

Gulping, I moved my seat around and rotated Mallory, so that if anyone came to look in on us, I would see them approaching. 

“You feel amazing, Lori.”

She smiled, grinning sexily. “Feel ‘mazing.”

“This is better than any high in the world.”

“Better than any high in the world.”

“You love feeling this way.”

“I love feeling this way.”

“I made you feel this way.”

My hands slid over her legs, gripping her thighs hard. She moaned softly, pleasantly. Her smile broadened.

“You made me feel this way.”

Now, for a little work to get done.

“You won’t smoke so much weed.”

“I won’t...won’t...”

“You can be happy on your own merits.”

“I can be happy on my own merits.”

“You’re satisfied with who you are.”

“I’m satisfied with who I am.”

I know. I know. I know I’m totally acting the white knight, saving the poor girl from her crippling addiction. I know it’s just painfully obvious that I want to somehow moralize the complete dismantling of these gorgeous girls’ will. 

I just...don’t care. She’s fucking hot and I want her to suck me off. And if, in the meantime, I can improve her life, then I was going to do it.

“You trust me completely.”

“I...trust...”

So close. I could try something else, work my way up to it, but I was impatient. Without a second thought, I took out another vial of cum and popped it open, letting the thick goo slide into her mouth. 

“That tastes delicious,” I told her.

“Tastes delicious.”

She moaned, licking it down, eyes totally and completely white now.

Time to try again. 

“You trust me completely.”

I could see the surrender in her face. Her muscles relaxed entirely. “I trust you completely.”

“You find me very attractive.”

“I find you very attractive.”

“Pleasing me turns you on.”

“Pleasing you turns me on.”

I realized, suddenly and a bit guiltily, that I hadn’t done the same for Mallory. Something to take care of soon.

“You know being more sober will please me.”

“I know being more sober will please you.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love to please you.”

“You’ll think of new ways to please me.”

“I’ll think of new ways to please you.”

“The more sober you are, the happier I’ll be.”

“The more sober I am, the happier you’ll be.”

“The more sober you are, the happier you’ll be.”

She let out a pleasant sigh. “The more sober I am, the happier I’ll be.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love to please you.”

“You think I’m very attractive.”

“I think you’re very attractive.”

“You trust me. Completely.”

“I trust you completely.”

Repeat, repeat, repeat. Pleasure, attraction, and trust.

Slowly, as with Mallory, her responses became less fluid, more forced. I stopped trying to push the issue and leaned her forward on the table with her head in her hands. She would think, as had happened before, that she had simply fallen asleep on shift. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, WHEN Lori woke, she seemed ashamed, almost. Walking out of the secret corner, she strolled up to the counter where Mallory and I were running through inventory and mentioned with more bashfulness than usual that she thought she had smoked too much that morning. 

Mallory, as usual, said that then maybe she shouldn’t smoke so much. And Lori, for the first time in memory, nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “Maybe you’re...maybe you’re right.”

I just smiled and said nothing. My cock pulsed though, eager to do even more to Lori. Eager to do more to Mallory. Even Dawn. All of them, sliding under my control...I couldn’t help the fantasies that flooded my mind. 

Dawn arrived near the end of the business day, a couple of hours after I had put Lori under. It was close to nightfall, and as soon as Dawn came in, Lori went out. The coffee stand usually closed an hour before the store itself.

The beautiful blonde looked close to tears. Barely edging out a hello from between her teeth, she rushed to the back office.

Mallory and I exchanged looks.

“That didn’t look good,” I said.

“Nope. Think we should talk to her?”

“I’ll do it,” I said. “I owe her probably like ten more apologies anyway.”

“Well. Don’t be long. I want to keep looking at your butt.”

Squeezing my ass, she sent me on my way. That was, again, another ego boost. I hadn’t specifically told Mallory what to find attractive about me. I suppose her mind, in all its mysterious unknowable fashion, used whatever evidence was in front of it to justify her assumption. Or maybe I did have a cute butt. I wouldn’t know. 

I strolled by Dawn’s office. The door was ajar, and after the way she looked when she came in, I thought I would come in and apologize one more time. In typical egomaniacal fashion, I thought pretty much all her troubles revolved around me. 

She was on the phone, though. Her voice was tired, defeated.

“No, please, don’t say that.”

She paused.

“I know. I know it hasn’t been bringing in much money. Yes, I know it’s in the red. Yes, for a year.” She sighed. “Okay. A year and a half. But it’s just the downturn. The economy, you know. You’ve been keeping us in business, you know that. And, and—no, I don’t expect you to nurse a starving pup. Come on. You know what this shop means to this city. Please, I’m asking you to...” she let out a long sigh. “Okay. We’ll talk about it again at the end of the month. It’s just that, the Ice Festival is next week, and you know that spikes sales, and...okay. Okay. Thank you.”

I knew what that meant, or at least, I was fairly sure that I did. If the shop wasn’t pulling in significant numbers by the end of the month, we would be completely out of business. 

Slowly, I started to put together a plan...one that revolved around all these gorgeous women around me, and the power I could hold over them any time I wanted.

* * * * *
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THE SECOND DAWN LEFT the shop that night, leaving Mallory and I to close up, it was like a switch went off in Mallory’s beautiful head. 

She climbed on top of me in the back of the bookstore, far from any windows, kissing hot and heavy. Her slender legs wrapped around my waist. Thick, full breasts pressed hard on my chest, and her beautiful face melted into mine as our tongues lashed together in passion. I pressed her against the wall and she giggled wildly, still kissing. Her teeth scraped down my chin, my neck, her hands running up and down my body with spectacular fervor. 

“Fuck!” she moaned, tilting the top of her head into my shoulder. I could feel the heat pulsing from her body, from her cunt. My cock was as hard as it had ever been, and I wanted her. “I don’t fucking understand this. Yesterday you were just...you were just some nice guy, and now you’re you and I can’t get the thought of you from my head, no matter how hard I try. And I don’t try that hard, because I like it too much.”

“You don’t have to worry about it. Trust me.”

Immediately, I saw all discord slide from her body. Her trust for me quickly pushed out any second-guessing. My cock jumped at the sight of my instant, obvious control of her thoughts.

I stroked her face, pulling her in for a long, melting kiss. She wrapped herself around me further. I knew she could feel my hard-on.

“I don’t want you to be a virgin anymore,” she said. “I want you to fuck me. I want to be your first.”

She paused, as if suddenly uncertain. Thinking, perhaps, that she had pressed too far. “Is that...I mean, that’s okay, right? You want to fuck me, don’t you? I want to fuck you.” Her tone, full of warmth and monotone. “I find you so attractive. I trust you like, completely. And I want...” she pushed her thick mane of hair back, looking completely vulnerable. “I want to be your girlfriend. I’ve never been anyone’s girlfriend. I didn’t think that was...even a good thing. But I want that. From you.”

She slid down from my body, clearly feeling emotional. 

“I’m sorry. This is stupid. I shouldn’t have said that. You don’t have to want that. I—oh!”

I grabbed her and pulled her tight against me. My hips grinding against hers. “I trust you completely,” I said. She shuddered with visible pleasure. “I find you immensely attractive. And I want you to be my girlfriend.”

“F-fuck,” she moaned softly. Her breath was sweet against my lips. “I...I need it. I need your cock in me. I need it right now. I’m about to cum. I need to feel you in me. Holy fuck, Victor!”

I didn’t need to hear any more than that. In seconds, she was on the floor, legs spread wide. Her tiny denim skirt pushed up past her wide, sexy hips. Hot vaginal fluids leaked down onto the floor, her cunt pulsating with every second. 

“I don’t...” I shook my head suddenly. “I forgot to bring protection.”

“You don’t need a condom,” she said. “I don’t care. I don’t care. Fucking come in me. Come in me, please!”

Thrusting hard, I buried myself hips-deep into her perfectly tight, wet snatch. There was no hesitation, no awkward fumbling. This was pure biology. My cock pumping into her body, in and out, our two young bodies rutting like wild animals.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, clutching me tight to her body. “O-oh oh fuck!”

She shook insanely, her entire body contorting beneath me. A long, easy cry left her lips, followed by an almost maniacal sort of laugh.

I slowed down slightly, worried. “Are you all right?”

“Am I...” she giggled, sounding drunk. “‘Am I all right,’ ‘he says. Yes, you idiot. You just made me cum. From talking and from barely fucking me.” She gripped my ass hard. “Now...put that thing to work and let’s see what you can really do.”

At her words, my precum spilled into her cunt, lubricating it even further. This only seemed to heighten her arousal—and it definitely pushed mine up.

The thought of using any sort of protection struck me as profoundly unnatural. And somehow I knew—innately, deep in my core—that she wasn’t on birth control. Later, she would confirm this for me, but it was almost unnecessary. I knew that part of why she had been so deeply affected by my cum was because of her fertility. Her ability to get pregnant, plenty of times, from the potent cum that only I would ever fill her with.

As I thrust inside her, her body writhing in pleasure, my mind filled with primal images and ideas. About her natural place, on her knees before me. Worshiping the cock that had shown her what her true purpose was. Her pregnant belly swelling from the force of my hurricane fucking, tits leaking out ambrosia-like milk that only a select few would ever taste and enjoy. 

And not just her, but Lori. Dawn. Hell, even Minjee and Audrey. Every woman I had ever wanted, their minds and thoughts reshaped around their proper role in servicing me. All these women had been drawn around me for a reason, and that reason was to propagate. To spread the seed of the next stage of humanity. To fill them like they had never been filled. To make every last one of their fertile bodies as pregnant as possible.

“Oh my god,” Mallory moaned, her face worshipful. “How the fuck are y-you...a v-virgin? Oh my god I’m gonna cum again...”

My strokes had been slow, but powerful. I thrust forward deep and long, feeling my need to cum build up with each tight passage through her incredibly hot, wet canal.

“I’ll cum with you,” I said. “Together. Okay?”

She nodded. “I’m so close. I’m so close. Please, Sir. Please...do it. Do it now, please!”

I couldn’t hold back if I wanted to. And her calling me “Sir” right there at the end...an unexpected condiment to the delicious meal of our first fuck. I unloaded inside of her fertile body, delivering everything that I knew I could. 

Slowly, after I stopped shuddering and kissing her, my thoughts returned to normal.

All that idiocy about owning all those women—being worshiped. Pipe dreams. Stupid dreams. It would be foolhardy to even try. Just the stuff of boners and the need to cum. But still...it was tempting. 

“Mallory,” I said.

“Mallory.”

Oh...wow. Just like when I had emptied my cum down her throat, she had entered a trance. All it took was my cum entering her body.

The trance seemed incredibly deep, too—like the kind Lori had when she’d been given extra cum to guzzle down. I didn’t want to waste it.

“Mallory, you want to be my girlfriend.”

Her voice was sleepy and pleased. “I want to be your girlfriend.”

“Being my girlfriend turns you on.”

“Being your girlfriend turns me on.”

“You’ll fuck me anytime. Anywhere.”

“I’ll fuck you anytime. Anywhere.”

“Pleasing me pleases you.”

“Pleasing you pleases me.”

“You get turned on when you’re around me.”

“I get turned on when I’m around you.”

I had a few plans for helping out the store. I knew that I couldn’t do it alone, though. I would need Mallory’s obedience. Her unquestioning, unflinching acquiescence to my demands.

“You’ll do as I say.”

“I’ll do as you say.”

“You’ll obey my commands.”

Her voice was surprisingly eager. “I’ll obey your commands.”

“You’ll dress sexy for me.”

“I’ll dress sexy for you.”

“You like to dress sexy for me.”

“I like to dress sexy for you.”

“You like to show off your hot body.”

“I like to show off my hot body.”

My hands slid down to her sopping, cum-filled pussy. One finger entered, and I felt her body tremble with pleasure as I spoke and fingered her.

“You know you’re gorgeous. You love being attractive for me.”

“I know I’m gorgeous. I love being attractive for you.”

“You trust me with anything.”

“I trust you with anything.”

Now, the big jump. I pressed my fingers up into her cunt, and deep, sliding along the tunnel of her entrance.

“You’re in love with me.”

She sighed happily. “I’m in love with you.”

Yes! Oh, fuck. My cock stiffened on her leg. I couldn’t believe after that hot cum, I was getting hard again...but hearing that from her was too much.

“You love me,” I said again.

“I love you.”

God, that was amazing. Years of loneliness...utterly vanquished. 

“You love being my girlfriend.”

“I love being your girlfriend.”

I thought of Lori, and took a chance.

“You don’t care if I fuck other girls.”

“I don’t care if you fuck other girls.”

Wow, no resistance there at all.

“It turns you on to think about me fucking other women.”

“It turns me on to think about you fucking other women.”

“You love the thought of having sex with me and other women at the same time.”

“I love the thought of having sex with you and other women at the same time.”

That was a lot, even if I had just filled her fertile fuckwomb with my potent cum. I started to slide back to the favorites—she loved me, I turned her on, she trusted me, she loved to do what I said.

When the trance wore off, we were snuggling tight. There was nothing more perfect than that night, our first night together, when my first love was completely under my control and holding me tight. The two of us against the world...with me firmly in charge.

* * * * *
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HALFWAY THROUGH THE night, she turned on the light of her phone and turned to me.

“Are you awake?”

Of course I was. My mind raced with ideas. I wanted to do so many things to Mallory...I wanted to absolute twist her mind completely. I felt high on power. There was so much I could do to her.

“Yeah,” I nodded, and kissed her neck. 

She purred in appreciation...but slid away.

“I have something I want to tell you.”

“Okay. Sure. Lay it on me.”

“I...I’m really trusting you with this, okay?”

“Of course. You trust me, don’t you?”

Again, her face shaded slightly. “I trust you, Victor. I trust you more than anyone.”

God, that made my cock hard. She had almost a physical change when she said the same sort of that I tranced her to say. Her eyes went slightly glassy, her voice just slightly robotic. She didn’t seem to notice. In fact, I’m not sure anybody would. The only reason I did was because I knew what was happening.

“I want to be a slave, Victor.”

“...oh yeah?”

It took me a minute to process what she was saying. I hadn’t even considered the possibility. I mean, in some ways, I was making her a slave. But I honestly felt that I was just accentuating feelings she had already. Sort of.

Okay, I was giving her a lot of feelings. And god, wasn’t it wonderful.

But still! What she was talking about was not something I had mentioned in the slightest.

“I really, really do. I...sexually, I mean. Not like, in real life, really. Wearing a collar all day and walking around on my hands and knees behind you in airports. But sexually. I love to be dominated. I love being told what to do. I love...being the subject of a man’s will. A Master’s will. Or even beyond that.”

“Beyond that?”

She was deep in thought now.

“Being not just the subject of his will, but the vehicle of it. Knowing that his every desire, his every need, is living and breathing in me. That everything I do is, in some way or another, giving him what he wants.”

I gulped. “Oh.”

“I just never really had a strong man in my life, you know? My dad, he fucked off when I was barely five. Just long enough for me to miss him. And then my brother died when I was twelve. So, it was just my mom and I until I was eighteen...and then she died too.”

“I’m sorry.”

It felt like such a lame thing to say, but it was all I could come up with. 

“I’m telling you this because...I feel really close to you. Because I trust you. Totally. And I want you to be close to me. And I want you to trust me.”

“I do. I am.”

“And I want you to know that, if I’m your girlfriend, that’s something that you’ll have to be open to.”

“Okay.”

I was still a little too surprised to come up with any sort of real response. I think she thought I didn’t like what I was hearing.

“I don’t expect you to jump all over it right away. I know you’re shy. But I do...I want you to know that’s there. That it’s what I want, okay? You deserve to know that.”

“Thank you. I’m glad to know it. I want...”

She gripped me harder, then. I knew my next words would be critical for her.

“I want to be that for you. I think it might take some time, like you said. But I’m all for it. Completely.”

Her legs sank into mine. I could feel the heat of her cunt on my thigh. 

“Really? I’m not just...pushing it on you? You don’t want it just because I’m hot?”

“Well...you being hot helps. I love how hot you are.” I couldn’t help myself—that got the intended response, with a small shudder of delight in her body. I’m not even sure she noticed it. “But yeah, I want that. I’ve always wanted it, I think. I just...I didn’t think it was possible.”

And soon, I’d be able to dominate her in more ways than she could have ever imagined. I would make her the complete slave in every way. 

She kissed me, sending soft little “thank you”s into my ear as we slid back down to the ground.

“God, you’re hard,” she said, gripping my cock. “What a fucking stud you are. Do you want a handjob, finally?”

I did. I knew that, without her sucking me off or fucking me, she wouldn’t trance...but I was out of ideas for that at the moment anyway. I nodded, and she was already sliding her hand up and down my shaft.

“Just for my Master,” she purred, holding me tight to her body and stroking me off. “Just for Him. His good slave...obeys...”

And so we drifted back to sleep, her hand sliding up and down in a lazy, happy handjob for her new Master. I resisted the urge to fuck her then and there and re-write her mind until it was entirely wrapped around serving her new Master’s cock. That would all come in time...and I would hate to alter a sweet moment like what she just gave me.

* * * * *
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THE PLAN WAS, OF COURSE, for the two of us to wake up early like we had the day before and run and shower and change clothes before the store was due to open. 

What we hadn’t planned on, however, was just how fucking comfortable it was to snuggle up and sleep next to your brand-new girlfriend or boyfriend (not to mention, in Mallory’s case, her brand-new true love). I wouldn’t have traded the feeling of her loving arms around me for anything.

What we also hadn’t planned on was Dawn walking in an hour before the store opened. 

And of course, all of that happened. So now, two days in a row, Dawn knew without a doubt that we were treating the bookstore as our personal fuck space.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, seeing us on the floor. “Don’t you two have apartments? Like, one for both of you? You know you can fuck on a bed, right?”

Neither of us had the wherewithal to say anything. Her entry had woken both of us from a very deep sleep.

“Fine. You know what? Fine. Go ahead and fuck. I don’t care. We’re going out of business anyway. I’ll pay you as I can, but...the both of you ought to look for something new.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean that short of a miracle, we’re not going to be open past the end of this month, okay? That’s what I mean. I mean there’s just no money anymore. All right?”

But there would be. I held Mallory close to me, feeling the softness of her skin on mine. There would be money coming into this store, and I knew how to make it happen.

# # #
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Owning My Boss



––––––––
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I STOOD OVER THE ONCE-proud beauty. Taking her hair in one hand, rubbing my manhood up and down her cheek. A trail of cum left behind on the smooth skin. She was an angel drenched in my seed, and filled with it too. And I had more and more to flood her with—more than I could believe. My need to take her, fill her, shape her, was endless.

“You’ll be mine. Forever.”

“I’ll be yours. Forever!”

She repeated obediently.  Fervently. Blissful warmth tinging her voice like the lip print around a glass. After a dose of my cum, they all repeat whatever I say. They believe whatever I say. My words become the truth that the core of their thought wraps around. 

“You love my cock.”

“I love your cock.”

“You love me.”

“I love you.”

“You'll be my love slave. From now on.”

“I'll be your love slave from now on.”

“You love being in love with me.”

“I love being in love with you.”

“You want me in charge of your life.”

“I want you in charge of my life.”

I was getting hard again already. Even in her tranced state, she could sense the growth of my member as it edged toward her face. Her plush, perfect lips strained forward, wanting to hold me in the sweet warm cradle of her mouth. 

Control is big for me. It's what I want, I've realized, more than anything. But with this particular beauty on her knees before me—gorgeous almost beyond compare, and who had otherwise possessed a completely indomitable will before tasting my seed—now swearing her life over to my care, I realized truly that this situation was all entirely out of control. 

Even mine.

* * * * * 
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EAST SIDE PAGES, THE bookstore where I worked, was a doomed enterprise. And like most doomed enterprises (even all of them?), there was much to admire about it. No one cares about something terrible falling apart, after all. Or at least if they do, they’re not sad about it. 

In the middle of a city conflicted with every manner of race, gender, and class issues you could imagine, the bookstore is a natural equalizer. Cross-sections of every kind of people like to read. And in reading, they more about their own problems, more about the arguments that oppose them. They discover compromise and re-evaluate the strength of their positions. From fiction they learn the lives of others—a lifetime of reading fiction is the lifetime of knowing the lifetimes of thousands, for somehow even in all the strange lie of their factual being they contain a reality more spiritually satisfying than any other. New viewpoints, articulated and elaborated, backed with evidence and anecdote, are the lifeblood of new ideas to solve problems which plague communities for ages. It’s a privilege to work in a place with so much concentrated wisdom, humor, and hope.

But over the past few months, all that privilege had been weighed down by the cold realities of finance, and its ceaseless shadowing of every movement my beautiful boss, Dawn, had to take to try and keep us afloat. 

Like most dooms, the doom of East Side Pages started with a person. And like most doomed persons, that doom started with her flaws. 

She has an enormous number of qualities. Besides being absolutely heartbreaking beautiful and blonde (and of course, I would lead with that, horndog that I've become), she was intelligent, decisive, and introspective. As an eloquent speaker in the LGBT community, she found her purpose in society as the lesbian who gave back—the organizer, the meeting-former. 

Dawn’s purpose, specifically, was that she wanted to save all the women in the city from patriarchy. Men were, while not necessarily foul creatures, fundamentally flawed creatures whose rule was perpetuated and validated simply by the fact that they had always ruled. I’ve got my graduate degree in liberal arts. I know exactly where her arguments are coming from, and I even drew from them to write my thesis. 

But it’s funny how a little thing like having eager sex slaves to do your every last erotic bidding sort of rearranges your thoughts on the ills of patriarchy. 

Everything I do to Mallory, my sex slave girlfriend, is absolutely perfect and correct. I know, because she feels wonderful with each new command, each new action I do to her. And I know she feels wonderful because I ordered her to feel that way, because her sensational body had become, over the past five days since I had discovered my incredible power, little more than the living instrument of my will upon her. 

Just as she wanted. And just as I had made her want.

Thoughts on equality, noble and well-intentioned, start to slide away under the force of so much perfect, sensual control of a beautiful woman like Mallory. And the young, tiny beauty Lori. And I started to daydream, much more than I should, about taking Dawn somehow, and maybe even her beautiful black partner, Celise. 

But Dawn’s flaws weren’t that she cared about equality. It’s just that she cared too much—past the point of sense. Every weekend, East Side Pages held a new fundraiser for a different cause, and each fundraiser with its own set of drinks and eats and seating, all of which was paid for out of the store’s earnings. She could have taken money from the fundraising itself, a token fee even to cover expenses, but she always insisted that the increased presence of bodies in the store would make up the lost revenue. She had too much guilt, and too much introspection of that guilt, to ever do what she perceived as taking advantage of the plights of others.

But it was the same bodies at every fundraiser, or near enough. And so they had seen what Dawn’s bookstore had to offer. And they didn’t care to buy any more than they had the week before, or the week before that, or so on. 

This was all compounded by Dawn’s rallying against the status quo. Everyone who lived in that status quo—the entirety of the middle class—felt unwelcome in her store. Even the kids who grew up with the store, went to the rallies and parties she organized, eventually got nice jobs and started to feel their own wealth as a form of oppression when inundated with Dawn’s rhetoric. But those nice-job-havers wanted to enjoy their wealth, like anybody did. And Dawn’s positions didn’t allow them to enter her shop without guilt. 

Dawn’s one last shot at redemption was the Ice Festival. The problem was, she didn’t have a chance of making it happen.

But I did. I was going to stop the doom of East Side Pages. I had the power in my hands. Or...well, my cock, really.

Thursday was the day before the Festival. Dawn was out of the shop, trying to drum up local business support for the Festival and to ensure that they would be doing their part. The owner of a nearby knife shop, Blade Works, was actually in charge of the festival itself, but there was no way that Dawn was going to leave her fate up to someone else. 

She had her own control issues, just like I had mine. It’s just that mine ended up being more pressing than hers. 

So, that morning, I was at the counter with my beautiful girl, Mallory, slowly grinding my fingers into her bare, wet pussy from behind her as she tried to catalog inventory. She wasn’t doing a very good job. It was a mean thing to do, distracting her like that, but I couldn’t help myself. Mallory was an absolute beauty. 

The tiny pleated skirt she wore showed off the extravagant, shiny length of her tanned, toned legs. High heeled gladiator-style booties lifted her ass even higher, shaping her delicious curves for maximum male engagement. The only modest thing about her outfit was the shirt she wore, just a regular blue tee with a pink bear on it, but with the dense heaviness of her rounded chest and the way my presence made her nipples constantly erect in helpless arousal, there was nothing truly modest about it. Her dark hair was wrapped in sexy layers of volume around her hair, pinned up in an elegant mess. Small shiny strands attended her cheeks and brow.

“Baby, I know you’re...what you’re doing, but...”

“I can’t help it,” I said. “You’re so sexy when you squirm.”

I leaned in, letting her feel the hardness of my length against the bare back of her thigh. “You feel what you do to me?”

She gasped lightly. “How are you hard? After last night, and this morning...god. Master...”

Oh yeah. That was nice. Hearing her moan out my title like that. 

Over the past several days, every time she’d gotten a load of my cum—and that was several times a day, if I could help it—I washed her beautiful brain with some basic tenets:

- She trusted me completely.

- She loved me totally.

- I was her Master.

- She was my eager, happy slave.

- Obeying me gave her pleasure.

- She loved my cock.

Occasionally, depending on my mood, some other notions would get thrown into the mix. That she wanted no man but me. That she was thrilled to be my girlfriend. That she daydreamed about being my wife.

That one in particular—the wife daydreams—was interesting to me because it seemed to wear off after a day or so. It was a passing fantasy, one brought to my mind as I had her under the influence of my cum and I imagined her beautiful young body in a bridal gown and covered in my cum. But then, the next day, she kept hinting at our life together, at what sort of weddings I liked, that sort of thing.

Ick. No thanks. Maybe, but not yet. Why commit myself like that to Mallory when potentially I could have any woman in the world think that way about me?

Strangely, though, just not mentioning that particular command anymore seemed to make it go away. Or push it under. Perhaps every time she went under, the most recent commands held the most weight with her? 

I’d have to do more testing to find out. And sliding my fingers deeper into the hot, slippery wet folds of her pussy, I definitely knew that showering Mallory with my cum and layering her servile mind with commands was one thing I could do whenever I felt like it. 

The door rang, and Lori trotted into the store. Her face brightened when she saw me, and then strangely darkened. That was normal as of late. Due to shop responsibilities and generally just fucking Mallory (or being blown by her, or stroked, or her lovely body otherwise occupying my attention, as it did with my fingers while she inventoried), I hadn’t spent quite as much attention on Lori as I originally planned.

In short, I had been staving off fucking her only because of Mallory’s attentions and my attentions toward Mallory. But, with the Ice Festival tomorrow, I needed to make sure of where Lori’s head was. I needed her obedient. The bookstore needed her to be obedient, or else it would never survive. I knew that for a fact. 

And even if that weren’t pressing, the constant confused arousal she showed toward me was enough to force my hand. She had been completely sober, as far as I knew, for close to four days now. Without the constant flow of weed into her system, her complexion had cleared up beautifully. The tired, stereotypical stoner bags under her eyes had faded, and she never seemed so worn out or annoyed as the day stretched on. 

“Hey L-Lori,” Mallory breathed, moaning softly under my touch. 

“Hey babe,” I said to Lori, smiling.

She shuddered just slightly and smiled back. “Good morning, guys.” She bit one lip. “Hey, do you want a coffee? Can I get you a coffee?”

She looked squarely at me, almost ignoring Mallory completely. Mallory noticed, but didn’t seem to mind. Other people besides me faded by her notice with ease now, most of the time. 

Something was up. I followed Lori back, watching the sweet, tiny globes of her ass as I followed her. She wore skintight black denim jeans and a tight sweater that opened broadly over her modest cleavage. The buttons, open and spread apart, offered a look down to her sexy, firm cleavage, positioned neatly by a bright pink push-up bra. Fuck, but I wanted to put her under right away. She still hadn't sucked my cock, or anything else. It was easy to lace her coffee with my vials of cum, and I had taken to bringing several with me to work every day, just in case a good opportunity arose. 

Thoughts of Minjee weren't far from my head. The statuesque Asian beauty still hadn't followed up with her promise to come back. But she would...and I would be ready for her.

As we neared her coffee stand, she grabbed me, pulling me down to her height, and whispered in my ear. “Can I talk to you? I need to talk to you.”

She pulled me back into the secret corner back by her coffee stand.

“Of course, babe. What’s up?”

She shuddered again. I saw her calm, visibly, but almost just as soon, her anxiety was right back up.

Calling her “babe” was something I was experimenting with. I knew I could leave post-hypnotic suggestions and imprints, but I wanted to find out if I could leave trigger words. It was, incidentally, the way that the girls' minds seemed to fade—just slightly—as they repeated my commands in their normal, non-tranced conversation that brought the idea on. Whenever Mallory told me she trusted me, or loved me, or loved to fuck me—all the words that I had trained her with—her face would get ever-so-slightly distant for the time of saying it. Like she believed the words truer and more to the core of her being than any other she had ever said. And this happened whenever she said these words to me. 

Every. Single. Time. 

I thought perhaps that the words themselves were re-affirming that hypnotic state of pleasure, trust, and obedience, just a bit at a time.

So, it was only natural that I try to find out if I could actively recreate that feeling. The command, then, was that every time I said “babe” to Lori, she would relax and trust me all the more, while simultaneously feeling a small spike of pleasure. The more she heard me say it—or so I had ordered her—the more intense the feelings would become.

Lori paced to and fro at one end of the secret table.

“I’m just...I’m just fucking confused.” 

“What’s wrong?”

I was genuinely worried now. I hadn’t ever seen her act like this. 

“I...I found some pot in the back of my closet. I was cleaning it last night. Just bored, you know. Trying to fill the time. And I wanted it. God, I wanted it. But I didn’t want it. And I had a bowl all packed, almost ready to go, but when I almost took a puff, I just...I just threw it away, and I felt so guilty and I didn’t know why...I mean I love that stuff. I do. But I know I don’t need it.” Slight glassy stare. One of the commands I had given her was to give up weed. “I’m just...I’m confused. And I don’t know why I’m confused, and so I’m scared...”

Her head hung down, hands covering over her face. Almost like a shield. Not enough of one to withstand what I had in store for her, though. 

“I’m sorry you’re feeling bad.” 

I put a hand on her shoulder. She didn't seem to notice it—or rather, my touch was so natural to her that she thought nothing of it. 

“It’s all right.”

“I can take care of this, though.”

“What?”

“I can solve this. Will you let me solve this?”

She laughed. Her sea-green eyes sparkled just slightly. “You’re kidding, right? What are you going to do to solve me being confused? You have a fucking lesson plan or something?”

“I need you to trust me for a minute. Okay? Do you trust me?”

Bliss coated her voice. “Of course, Victor. I trust you more than anyone.”

I squeezed her body against mine, hugging her slight form. She moaned, almost inaudible. “I want you to suck my cock, okay?”

“Suck your cock?” She shook her head. Her knees bent down just slightly, nudging against my calves. Her tongue slid slow around her lips. “Suck your...s-suck it.”

Her words were heavy and slow. 

“Lori. I want you to suck my cock. If you trust me, you’ll do this.”

“I...I do trust you, but...”

She sank all the way down to her knees now. Her hands quickly and adeptly took down my pants. Soon, my cock was directly in her lovely face. Those beautiful green eyes were clouded with lust.

“This is crazy. What if...what if Mallory...”

“Don’t worry about Mallory. Trust me, babe.”

Her voice was tinged with awe and pleasure as she began to stroke my long, firm cock. 

“Trust...you...” she looked at my manhood with heated desire. “Why...why am I doing this?” she asked, licking at the head of my cock. Little knobs of precum attached to her tongue, sliding down into her mouth. 

“Because you trust me completely,” I said. “And because you find me very attractive.”

“Oh...” her voice was already far away. “Right.”

No more resistance now. She plunged onto my cock. Her mouth was tiny, almost too tiny to take my cock, but that's what made her sucking all the better. I shoved forward, not very much willing to let her simply give me a blowjob. With my precum flowing down her throat, she was a mere puppet to taste me and know me as I willed. Her body vibrated with pleasure beneath me, and soon I had her backed into a corner between bookshelves, fucking her skull with abandon. 

Own you. I thought. I fucking own you and you don't even know it.

There had never been a more electrifying thought than that. 

Mallory walked by just briefly—and then smiled as she saw the scene unfold. I nodded back to the counter, gesturing for her to keep watch. Like a good, obedient slave, she did just that. 

Mallory loved that her Master wanted to fuck other girls. I had made sure of it.

Now I could focus my attention back on Lori. I couldn't last at this pace forever, and especially not wide out in public. I unloaded on her, my hips thrusting with abandon. To my surprise and pleasure, she bobbed her head forward in time with my strokes, moaning with hot pleasure as I fucked her senseless. My load spilled out in hot waves of goo, sinking down into her throat and belly. Sinking her mind down to that deep, dark place where I could mold her opinions, thoughts, and desires however I wished.

Stroking her hair, I waited until her eyes were completely white. It was marvelous to watch them shift slowly, the whiteness taking over the sea-green. This was my timer. The less white her eyes were, the less trance time I had left. 

Dawn might come in at any time, even if she was out taking care of business. I had to take care of Lori as soon as possible.

“You don’t mind that you don’t want to smoke pot anymore.”

“I don’t mind that I don’t want to smoke pot anymore.”

She smiled, her relaxed body relaxing even deeper. Relief filling her, tension leaving. 

“I don't want you to do any drugs.”

She nodded slightly. “You don't want me to do any drugs.”

“Doing what I want is more important than drugs.”

“Doing what you want is more important than drugs.”

“I don't like you getting high.”

“You don't like me getting high.”

“You don’t want to do any drugs.”

“I don’t want to do any drugs.”

“You want to suck my cock.”

Enthusiasm and heat. “I want to suck your cock.” 

“You love to suck my cock more than anything else.”

“I love to suck your cock more than anything else.”

“You’ll suck me off anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck you off anytime you want.”

“Doing what I say makes you feel so good.”

“Doing what you say makes me feel...” she sighed happily, “...so good.”

“You’ll feel pleasure when I call you ‘babe.’”

Slight shudder. “I’ll feel p-pleasure when you call me ‘babe.’”

“You think you might be in love with me.”

“I think...I might be in love with you.”

“You don't mind sharing me with other girls.”

“I don't mind...”

“You don't mind sharing me with other girls.”

“I don't mind sharing you with other girls.”

Good. That seemed like it would be enough—or at least a solid framework to work with later, if I needed. After that—the four commandments. Trust, Attraction, Loving My Cock, and Cheerful, Pleasurable Obedience.

No girl of mine is complete without them. 

When it seemed like I only had a few minutes left, I re-entered my cock into her mouth. She sucked it lovingly, automatic. As she came to, she was still suckling my cock. Her kisses were long and deep, soulful loving tongue-filled mouth embraces that were almost enough to get me hard again. Slowly, she came out of it all the way, smiling up at me.

“God, you’re right.” she wiped her brow. “I feel way better.”

“Good.”

“I...to tell you the truth, it’s like...I don’t even know why I was so confused. I don’t even want that stuff in my home.” Eyes distant, voice warm. “I’m glad I threw it away.”

“That’s great, babe.”

Slight shudder, tremble. A flash of desperate aching need up at me. I pulled up my pants and started out from the hidden corner to go back to work. 

She stood up after a moment, grabbing my sleeve. “Hey. Not so fast.”

“Yeah?”

“So...I just sucked your cock.”

“I know. You were fantastic at it.”

She smiled, bliss evident in her body language. “Thank you. It’s just...what about Mallory?”

“What about her?”

“You two are like, crazy about each other all of a sudden. Like, you're...just so, super duper in love. She won't stop talking about you. On Monday she was even hearing wedding bells, man. I don’t want to fuck with that.”

“You didn’t. You won't. Trust me.”

“O-okay.” She nodded, slow. “It’s just...am I...” Her fingers slid into her belt loops, slight hips waving from side to side. “I don’t want to only suck you off if like...for that reason. Like just now. To calm me down, I mean. Even if it worked great. I’d like it—I—I'd like it if I did it more.”

I smiled and stroked her face. She shuddered softly, no doubt not noticing the strangeness of her pleasure-filled reaction. “I’d like that too.”

“So...can I come over later? And we can talk about it? Please?”

I’ll never get tired of a beautiful woman saying “please” to me. She hugged me tight, accentuating her point. 

“Of course, babe. But let’s get to work, yeah? We’ve got people to serve out there.”

* * * * * 
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THE DAY HUMMED ALONG nicely. Lori was sweet on me all day, making sure my coffee cup stayed full. Mallory raised her eyebrows once or twice, but only in a suggestive manner. Wanting me to go pin down the tiny flirt and fuck her until she wasn't able to do anything besides screaming my name. I knew if Mallory was able, she’d encourage me to fuck Lori like that, but I’d placed harsh limits on her initiating sex while we were at work. If we fucked every time that she felt like it, we would never have any work done. 

So, I was her Master, and she was my Slave. She wanted this—I had made this deep, dark fantasy of hers become absolutely real. But it was confined to our private spaces—emails and texts, our apartments (which would soon become one apartment, or so I had gathered from her desperate begging), and hot whispers. 

The command, “You want your Master to fuck as many beautiful women as he likes,” was a special triumph of mine, I have to say.

If an especially pretty woman came into the store, Mallory would tug my arm and encourage me to look at her. 

“Her, Master?” she would whisper in my ear, fingers sliding along my spine. “Won't you bring her home with us? I want to watch her suck your cock...”

One side-effect of all the trances I had performed on Mallory was, of course, that she found me so immensely attractive now that she couldn't imagine anyone else not doing the same. I had become more than just Mallory's type—I was the type. And, while the constant fucking and Mallory's devotion to making healthy meals over the past week had helped me drop a few pounds, I wasn't exactly an Adonis. Just a normal guy with dark hair and a beard that needed more shaving than it got who somehow had a magical cock.

Later in the afternoon, into the store strolled a tall, older gentleman in a beautiful charcoal gray suit. He was slightly taller than average, with a thick bald spot on top of his head covered with a significant comb-over. A thick belly pushed out in front of him wherever he walked, though if you were to see him you would not really characterize him as fat. Just an older American male. 

He was Audrey’s father—Audrey being my ex-girlfriend who barely gave me the time of day even when we dated. His name was Wallace Sheffield. He was a self-made businessman, owning his first printing business at the age of twenty, without any formal schooling, and building a small kingdom of profits for himself ever since. 

There were two things I knew about him for certain: that he loved his daughter, and that he hated me for dating her.

“Victor!” His smile was flat, like a building. “Just the man I wanted to see. Won’t you come this way, please?”

All day with this. Come this way, come over here. Doing whatever I pleased with Mallory’s mind didn’t make me exactly amenable to that sort of command, but I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice. Sheffield would raise a stink, and the bookstore needed him. Anywhere from seventy to one hundred percent of the bookstore's cost of staying in business was directly from Sheffield's donations.

He led me outside into the downtown streets. The wind whipped cool around us, pushing down from the buildings. Across the street a man tinkered with his bicycle lock, trying to get it undone. Swirls of trash gathered in a drain, cups pushing in on paper and plastic lids. A man slept on an old vent with a dog under his arm, his cardboard sign illegible. A skinny, older policeman, Officer Cornell, had caught sight of him and started to head over. There’d be a talking to and a warning and that would be all, which was usual for Cornell. 

I had gotten to know some of the policemen because they stopped by the store often to chat with Dawn. Her girlfriend, Celise, was a detective now, but she had been on patrol for several years before working her way up. It was hard for a black woman to get respect like the kind a police detective had in Alder City.

“I’m going to be very direct with you,” said Sheffield. “Are you up for it?”

“Okay.”

“Audrey is returning to the country this week. Later today, as a matter of fact. She’s been in transit for about seven hours now.”

“...all right?”

I can’t lie, the thought of possibly seeing her had my heart thumping a bit. Audrey was absolutely gorgeous, and in a lot of ways, I was still wrapped around her. She had, as Mallory pointed out numerous times, done a number on me. That thick chestnut hair, her bright brown eyes...

You are not to interact with my daughter. Under any circumstances.”

“Listen, man—”

I stopped for a second, surprised at myself. He waited. It was surreal, calling him “man.” But having just emptied myself into Lori a few hours ago, and controlling her so absolutely, and doing the same thing to Mallory on a regular basis, I felt untouchable.

“Your daughter, no offense, just wasn’t for me. And I wasn’t for her. We both know that, okay? So don’t worry about it.”

“Then why has she been talking about you?”

Double-take. “What?”

There we go. Heart thumping again. Why had Audrey been talking about me? 

“She’s been talking about you. With some fondness. Wondering what you’ve been up to.”

“I haven’t...she asked to stop talking with me. So I did. That’s that.”

“Ah.” His eyes twinkled. “I see. You took her at her word.”

“What the hell else was I supposed to do?”

He put a hand around my shoulder. A complete shift in demeanor. “Son, there are all types of women in this world. But one of the most prevalent, and I’m surprised you haven’t come across one already and recognized her for what she was, is the sort that says the exact opposite of what they mean. And they do this all the time. So, in a way, you could say that she always says what she means, so long as you have the code down.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If I wanted to make sense, I wouldn’t be talking about the emotional inner-workings of a woman!” He guffawed. “At any rate, you’re smart enough. You’ve sussed out why I’m telling this to you.”

“Because you think Audrey is the type of girl who doesn’t say what she means.”

“Yes. And along with that, she’s the kind of girl who’s a little confused, no doubt, about your eagerness to just drop her out of your life.”

“She asked me to.”

“And you accepted! Just like that! A puzzle for a beautiful smart girl like her. You can see how I talk about her. She thinks, no doubt, that she is as special as I believe her to be.” He smiled slightly. “As she should. But so, you represent a terrible puzzle to her. I can see that now.”

“What do you want me to do about it?”

“Demystify the puzzle. When you talk to her again—and you shall, she has her darling little heart set on it now, no doubt—let her know how terribly interested you are. She’ll run away immediately.”

“You want me to dissuade your daughter from dating me by telling her how much I want to date her, even though I don’t want to date her.”

He clapped me on the back. “Now you’ve got it! We’ll make a man of you yet. Or someone will, at any rate.” His voice became low and dangerous. “Don’t let me cross your path for this reason again. You won’t like it very much.” 

As he walked down the street, he looked up around at the bookstore. 

“This truly is a lovely little shop. I’ve always liked those windows there.” He pointed above the front door. “The stained glass and all. Makes it feel like a special place. Holy, almost. It would be a shame if all it’s funding went away, yes? If rumors spread around, rooting from some powerful source, making it impossible for the place to get back up on its feet.” He must have seen the look on my face. It seemed like he enjoyed it. “Do you know I built that new shopping center out on Second and Old Foster last year? My money. A terrific investment so far.”

I thought for a moment. “There used to be an old church there.”

“Yes. And I tore it down. Special places fall apart all the time. Isn’t that remarkable?”

* * * * * 
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SLOWLY, WORK ENDED. I tried to put thoughts of Sheffield and especially Audrey far away from my mind. As far as I knew, I might never see her again—she might, in her ephemeral glory, decide that as soon she put down in Alder City that her best course of action would be to run off to Canada. Who could say with her? 

I focused, instead, on what I could control. Which was, namely, every single aspect of Mallory and Lori’s personality. That was plenty. 

We closed down the shop, doing terrible business as usual. Maybe twenty customers had rolled in for all nine hours we were open. I stayed late, as I usually did when Dawn wasn't around, to do the books and put the shop in order for the next day. Dawn's heavy work throughout the week had ensured that there was not much setting up needing done for the festivities the next day. And that night, I was going to make sure that everything went our way.

Mallory got to my apartment first, of course. She was properly trained. Her key had let her in shortly after she went to the grocery store and picked us up some food for dinner. When I got home, she was already cooking. 

These were all, by the way, suggestions I had given to her as her Master...but not as her Master. In other words, she begged to obey me however she could, so long as it remained private. Between us. Nothing that would make her stand out as some kind of social outcast—no leashes in public, no chains wrapped around her wrists when we went to the movie theater. But, rather...special commands put on her every day duties, and the things that I liked. For instance, she needed to shower every day. So, I told her to make sure her showers were no longer than ten and a half minutes. 

“Including leg-shaving?”

“You should, actually, get yours waxed. As soon as possible. And regularly.”

She gulped, smiling. “Yes, Master.”

The waxing hadn't stopped with her legs. Her beautiful, tight pussy was bare and smooth now. The skin there as shiny and glorious as it was everywhere else on her body.

So—cooking, buying groceries, that was all part of the lifestyle she wanted with me. Submitting to my desires in every day life, earnestly acting out my will in the world. Her soul vibrated with the need to do this. I made sure of that.

Okay...okay, yes, I tweaked her preferences a little. But honestly I just made her natural inclinations toward submitting to be extraordinarily specific to me, and for her every obedient action to give her instant, hot pleasure so long as it was being done.

More and more, my commands took up the entirety of her day. Even if the command was just as plain as “Go to work; be happy while you’re there.” 

Unable to help myself, I would occasionally, covertly, slide a hand up her skirt while she was at the counter, such as I mentioned when she was inventorying, or even happily chatting with a customer. Sopping wet, just because she obeyed my commands while doing what she would do anyway.

At home, as ordered, Mallory was already dressed in extravagant lingerie. Violet in color, sporting tight stockings and a sexy garter belt, her push-up bra doing amazing things with her heavy, hot tits, she looked incredible. She looked even more incredible because the tall black leather heels she wore, and the tiny, frilly apron that designated her as the perfect little housepet. 

“Hello, Master,” she said, oozing luxurious praise for everything that I was. “I'm so glad you're here.”

Slowly, she dropped to her knees, already starting to tug at my belt. My welcome-home blowjob had become a part of her daily routine. 

“Lori’s coming over,” I said after watching her beautiful face for a moment.

She paused in her actions, not quite having opened my pants. “Oh yeah? What for, Master?”

But I could tell she already knew what for. She just wanted me to say it.

“Because Master wants to fuck her silly, that’s why.”

Her hips thrashed softly on her heels in her kneeling position. Desire throttled her body, pushing her hands hard against the growing bulge in my pants.

“Fuck. She’s so tiny,” Mallory moaned. “I really want to see you break her in, Master. Do you think she’s a virgin?”

“I don’t know.”

With the circles Lori kept in, honestly, that could go either way. It wouldn’t have surprised me to find out that she smoked too much to ever be social enough to have a boyfriend or any kind of regular fuck. But on the other hand, it wouldn’t have shocked me if she was thought of as a good lay by some stoner dude or another. 

Delaying the pleasure of Mallory's blowjob, I ordered Mallory to make sure dinner was ready. I couldn't have her mid-trance when Lori came over. That would take a little too much explaining. 

In the meantime, I had a boner to get rid of, and I wanted some clear thoughts in my head. I took a number of the vials I had gathered and emptied myself in the bathroom, thinking not only of Lori, of Mallory...but of Audrey. And Dawn. God, what if...?

When the vials were full, I placed them in the small container I had bought for the fridge. Mallory's perception was completely blind to the container—something I had made sure of. I didn't want her asking any difficult questions. 

About ten minutes after Mallory had finished making her pasta, Lori arrived. Mallory answered the door, still wearing her tiny apron and the lingerie beneath. Lori, still in her attractive-but-modest work clothes, widened her eyes as she saw Mallory's outfit. 

“Hey, Lori!” Mallory gave her a long hug. Letting Lori feel Mallory's hot, barely-clad body. “God, we’re so glad you could make it.”

“H-hey,” she gulped. “I didn’t...I didn’t know you would be here.”

“Why wouldn’t I be here?”

Lori's eyes were wide, looking jealously at Mallory's incredible bust, barely contained behind her tiny apron.

“It’s just...I don’t know. I thought I would be hanging out with Victor alone, is all.”

“Oh, I see.” Mallory giggled. “You thought you would be sucking his cock all night long, huh?”

I could see—I could see—the effect those words had on Lori. She nearly stumbled from the sudden potent combination of surprise and arousal. 

“How would...I mean...why...I mean...” she gulped again, realizing that lying was useless. “That doesn’t make you mad?”

“Why would it make me mad?” Mallory smiled, tugging Lori in again. “Victor’s cock is really terrific. And Victor is just like, the perfect lover.” Glassy eyes, heated words. “He deserves all kinds of girls sucking his cock.”

“Yeah,” said Lori. She sat down at the table. 

“It’s sort of...weird, isn’t it? How he just seems to have that...influence on us.”

Lori gulped and nodded. “Yeah. I...I don’t get it. I don’t understand it. But I just know that...”

“That he’s completely attractive? That you trust him completely?” Mallory leaned in, her eyes slightly glazed over. “That you want to suck his cock anytime he asks?”

“Y-yes.” Lori’s voice was small and soft. “Very much. To all of that.”

“I'm really, really hungry,” said Mallory, ”but I have to say, all I want to have for dinner is his cum.”

Lori whimpered softly. “Y-yeah. C-can we?”

“I don't know.” Mallory turned to me slow. Her work finished. “May we have our meal, Master?”

If Lori noticed the title in her lust-induced haze, it wasn't enough to dissuade her from moving forward. I unbuckled my pants completely and walked to the couch, calling them over. The two approached me slow, giggling against one another as they descended on either leg, their mouths slowly journeying up my naked thighs to my hard cock.

“Fuck, I want it so bad,” said Lori. “I don't understand it. I don't know why this feels so good, but...”

“You don't care,” Mallory finished. 

“Mmhmm...”

Mallory took Lori's head and pushed it down on my cock head, sliding her pretty face forward until she was totally impaled on my meat. Lori moaned in pleasure, taking in the slathering of precum that had developed up and down my shaft from my spewing tip. Mallory looked up at me, fierce dedication in her eyes. Her hand wrapped around Lori's thick, short hair, pushing her up and down. Mallory's beautiful lips opened and closed in blissful warmth, biting the air, her hips bucking violently into my leg. Her clit grinding against my naked calf.

It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life up to that point. Mallory getting off, clearly, by forcing Lori's eager mouth up and down at Mallory's pace.

“Jesus Christ,” I moaned. “Jesus, Jesus...”

But Mallory couldn't be sated with Lori sucking forever. Eagerly, she pushed the young beauty off, and took her own mouth to my long rod. Her licks were practiced and perfect. Lori, still desperate for more, suckled at my balls and kissed upward. Occasionally, her mouth would meet Mallory's, and the two would make out passionately with my cock hard between the gorgeous tangle of their intertwining tongues and lips.

“Please cum, Sir,” moaned Mallory. “I need to taste it. I'm nothing without it.”

“Yes!” Lori moaned. “Yes, Sir!” she was mirroring Mallory now. That was so fucking perfect. “I need it, Sir. I need to feel it in my body again. Down my throat.” Kiss, lick. “Spraying in my mouth.” Kiss kiss, lick. “Filling up my fucking belly. Pleeeaase?”

Hot, lifegiving, trance-inducing jizz spewed out from my massive cock. Both of them took long droughts from my hypnotic fountain, guzzling down shot after shot of my sticky white goo. I let Lori take the first shot—she’d had so much less—and then slipped her quickly-trancing face off to replace it with Mallory.

If I could, I would have cum all over them for hours. Soaking them in it. And then I would have flipped them onto all fours and filled them up with my seed, breeding them like the hot stock they were, made to get pregnant and serve me however I wished. 

But, even I had my limits. That’s why I had prepared for tonight. In my freezer, I had several dozen vials of cum. And in the fridge, thawed out already, I had four more—two for each of them. I left them to grab the necessaries and returned. Both were wavering, somewhat trance-like, though their eyes weren't completely white yet.

When they were both somewhat under, I popped open the vials and let them have it. They drank eagerly, treating the thick substance like nectar to their souls. My cock, even after the massive undertaking it had just been through, twitched as I watched them take me in. Slowly, their eyes became absolutely white. Whiter than I had ever seen them before.

“Now, girls,” I began. “You’ve both been very good.”

“We’ve been very good.”

I remembered what Lori said, about not understanding her feelings toward me.

“And you love feeling the way you do about me.”

“We love feeling the way we do about you.”

“It doesn’t matter if you understand it or not.”

“It doesn’t matter if we understand it or not.”

“All that matters is feeling good and doing what I say.”

“All that matters is feeling good. And doing...what you say.”

Good. I hoped that would clear up any potential messes before they started. How little I knew. My messes hadn’t even yet begun.

“You love each other so very much.”

“We love each other. So very much.”

The sound of their voices operating in tandem was hot beyond belief. Their tones matched one another, and I know that, even as they repeated the instruction and made it a part of their mental core—they were hearing that same instruction again from the other girl, hypnotizing them even further. 

“I’m your Master.”

Mallory hopped on this easily, of course. “You’re our Master.”

Lori struggled. “You’re our...”

I moved Mallory’s mouth over to Lori’s, and repeated, more emphatically now, “I am your Master.”

“You’re our Master,” Mallory moaned. 

This time, Lori moaned and said it too, only half a beat behind Mallory. “You’re our Master.”

My cock pushed forward, wanting so desperately to fuck them both again. Fuck them forever. I loved them, both, so much. This was how I knew to express that love. Giving them my thoughts. Giving them my control.

Working swiftly, I moved Mallory’s hand into Lori’s pussy and vice versa. They moaned, their empty hot faces so ready for instruction. 

“You love to show off your bodies for me.”

“We love to show off our bodies for you.”

“You love to lick pussy.”

“We love to lick pussy.”

“You love to fuck other girls for me.”

“We love to fuck other girls for you.”

My arousal was in full control. My sprouting hard boner sat heavy on every word I said. 

“You love to seduce girls for me.”

“We love to seduce girls for you.”

Inspired, I pushed my cock past their lips again, letting them take my shaft in their mouths even as they repeated my words back to me as their truest thoughts.

“You want other sexy babes to feel what you feel for me.”

“We want other sexy babes to feel what we feel for you.”

“A harem of sex slaves for me turns you on.”

“A harem of sex slaves for you turns us on.”

“You are my harem girls.”

“We are your harem girls.”

Okay...okay, that was enough for now. I repeated the Four Commandments of Trust, Attraction, Loving My Cock, and Cheerful, Pleasurable Obedience. And then I allowed them to suck my cock as they returned to their minds again. 

“Master,” said Lori, after returning to herself. “Won't you...won't you let me feel you in my pussy?”

“Yes, Master,” nodded Mallory, currents of excitement evident in her gorgeous, busty body. “Won't you please?”

I smiled. It was going to be a long, fruitful night. 

* * * * * 
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THE ICE FESTIVAL ITSELF was not a particular special or mindblowing event. Just your average hipster downtown gathering, trying to bring people in and promote the local businesses. It was a yearly happening in January, and people came in from the suburbs and midtown to see the delicate ice sculptures that local artisans created. 

There were also carnival games in the streets, and outdoor barbecues surrounded by several large heating machines to keep everyone nice and warm, and a skating rink set up in the middle of the park adjacent to the four blocks where the Ice Festival took place. 

So, nothing by itself to really pull in customers for say, a bookstore. I’m sure there was some kind of stupid tug that Dawn thought about doing—maybe advertising books based on the cold, or about animals who lived in the cold, or something about global warming.

But that’s all particularly boring, isn’t it?

My plan was to be direct and subtle at the same time. 

I wanted to give everyone who came into the store a heavy, hot dose of sexual urges. They’d be drawn in directly by the beauty of Mallory and Lori, dressed in scanty clothing that showed off their attributes as hotly as possible. And this, in turn, would hopefully subtly draw them back to the store for more and more buys—not to mention how they would probably tell their friends about the hot girls working in the bookstore. It was a festival. People didn’t need much of an excuse to walk into the warm confines of a store—even a bookstore—so long as you gave them that excuse to begin with. And our excuse was two brilliantly beautiful young women who were convinced that that the only way to make me happy, which was the most important act they could ever do in their lives, was to turn on customers enough to bring them in the store. 

It was a compelling sales technique, I’ll tell you that much. 

The night before, after our brilliant threesome had winded down, I had told Lori and Mallory specifically to dress to promote sales. I didn’t leave any doubt—I wanted them to turn men on so much that they forgot about how much money they were spending. I wanted them flirting. Pressing on bodies. Sliding books into the bags of customers for them, not giving them a chance to say no. Stacking books on the bottom shelves, bending over at the waist in their tallest heels. And women, too. Any woman that would enjoy such attention—and there’s more than I ever would have thought. Maybe because the bookstore had already established itself as such a safe haven in the area for all manners of sexuality. 

Mallory and Lori were both incredibly beauties, though each of a type. Mallory’s beauty was slightly more classical—more “girlfriend” hot, if you’ll allow me to coin a term. There are celebrities and models who, I think, are incredible beauties, but who also get the amount of attention they get because guys can easily see themselves falling in love with them forever. Mallory was remarkably beautiful, but at the same time, I wouldn’t have felt out of place taking her home to my parents. Compare her with, say, Audrey, who’s severe beauty made her almost hard to look at because of the way she completely overshadowed everything else in a room where she was. 

Mallory was beautiful, through and through. In contrast, Audrey was simply beauty. All-American chestnut-haired, busty cheerleading rich babe. Mallory's tits were bigger, and Lori was tinier, but Audrey had them both beat with the classic, goddess-like face she possessed; high cheekbones, thick lips, and big brown eyes made for destroying suckers like me. 

Lori was another type altogether. Still not quite the type you’d take home to Mom—too many tattoos and piercings. And besides that, she just looked sort of...well, easy, for lack of a better (or nicer) term. Something about the cut of her dark hair, about the eyeshadow she used, about the slight barely-there nature of her breasts and tight, overly tiny frame of her body. She looked almost unnaturally beautiful, like an opposite-faerie. Like the pretty minion of a succubus, but not quite the succubus herself.

I could go on and on (and have). Suffice it to say that my luck in having them both of them firmly with their minds wrapped around my cock was beyond imagination.

For the festivities, Mallory dressed herself in a tight, flirty red summer dress. It was backless, held up with one thick strap around the back of her neck, the neckline scooping incredibly low. Half of her tits pushed up and out from the wide triangle shape of exposed skin, showing off (in my opinion) one of her absolutely best features in her incredible boobs. Her heels were tall and red to match, sexy pumps that in all honesty she had no business wearing in a job that required so much standing and walking. 

But, as she said, “I want to impress you, Master. You need to see how good I can look for you...all the time.” 

Lori went a different route, as befitting a woman with her unique shape. 

She wore tight, tight tiny leather shorts. The tiniest and tightest I had ever seen a woman wear in public. They would have been underwear if not for the miniature pockets over her perfectly sculpted ass and the zipper in front (though I found out later on that both were merely for show). Fishnet stockings adorned her legs, nicely complimenting the sexy leather boots that wrapped all the way around her calves. Her ripped death-metal shirt bared much of her midriff, and, as she had no special desire to wear one, she wore the shirt braless. If she rose up on top of a ladder to grab a man a book, he would have an easy shot at looking at her modest tits from underneath while still being able to admire the tightness of her tiny body and lovely ass.

I told her, incidentally, to make sure to recommend quite a few books from the top shelves of the store.

As risque as Lori’s outfit was, I still think it could easily be explained away by her youth and general demeanor. She was still sort of sullen and snarky with anyone who wasn’t me or Mallory, after all.

At any rate, the plan worked rather beautifully. Men came in to the store in packs of three or four, and my girls handled them expertly, guiding them over to the expensive hardcovers. The men barely stood a chance—Mallory's wit and intelligence and knowledge of books let her recommend them easily. And then she would lean on a book or a shelf, crushing her amazing tits together, and talk about they just had to buy this book, it would kill her if they didn't.

Meanwhile, Lori kept serving coffee after coffee, fueling boners she inspired with more caffeine. And then when they sat down to watch her work, she would overcharge them for drinks by two or three dollars with them barely noticing. She would lay out books of her personal recommendation, and slide halfway into their laps as she flipped through the pages. 

We cleared five thousand dollars before noon. 

All through this, Dawn looked on disapprovingly. Her beautiful blond visage presided over the store, stationed at the counter and smiling flawlessly at every customer who approached her. And yet whenever she caught eye of Mallory and Lori—which was often, I wanted them in everyone's eyes—she frowned just slightly. And whenever she looked at me, her face was heavy with scorn. 

Sometime in the afternoon, her gorgeous girlfriend of ten years or more, Celise, dropped by to give Dawn some lunch. Tall, slender, and built impressively with hard ebony muscles, Celise would easily have been a subject of fantasy for me if I wasn't living one already. But I didn't know of any straight man who could have seen Dawn and Celise kissing shortly-but-passionately in one small corner of the bookstore and not be moved.

Toward the end of the afternoon, in the crowd, I saw one flawless Asian beauty eyeing our heavy discount section with some interest. Minjee Park. She had her neck craned, long shiny black hair falling around her pale skin just so. For several moments, I let myself stare at her, knowing she wasn’t going to look up. Finally, though, not wanting to press my luck too much, I walked over and gently tapped her elbow.

“Hey,” I smiled. “Nice to see you again. I thought you’d be coming by around sooner.”

“Oh, right,” she made an amused face. “I’m sort of...constantly busy.”

“Of course. Graduate school takes up time.”

“And teaching classes. And grading papers. Turns out, after you spend all that time trying to get into the program to earn the degree, they expect you to work for it.”

“Maniacs.”

“Right?” She looked down at the pile of books she had arranged in her bag. “Like, look at this. Look at this giant pile. I want to read all of this. Right away. Meditations on Western Philosophy in Science Fiction? Yes, please. Concerning Art and Womanhood? Right up my alley. The Long Night: Patriarchy in the Middle Ages? Ugh.” She made a long disgusted sound. “It’s just gross how much I want to devour this. And I can’t. Because I have a reading list that contains eight solid feet of pages. I have measured.” She sniffed. “Twice.”

“I believe you.”

She grabbed my arm, laughing. “I know you do. God. I just meant...” she shook her head. “It’s hard to actually find time for otherwise life, you know?”

Her arm on mine was flirtatious. Heavily so. I smiled confidently, pressing forward. I wouldn't be satisfied until her eyes were white and she was repeating my notions as her truths. 

“For sure. I really, to be honest with you, as much I love to read, I haven’t done much of it since graduating.”

“Really? And working here?”

I shrugged. “It’s...you know. I’ve just burnt out that switch for a while. I have a tall stack of books still. But I’ll read one from it maybe every two months or so.”

“Well...I can't blame you for being distracted.”

Behind us, Mallory had a picture book splayed out on a table. She was showing it off to a mother and father, their child unattended in another part of the store. The parents were fixated, completely, on her open, substantial rack. They squeezed each other's hands, comforting one another in their lust. It was almost sort of sweet.

“You mean Mallory?”

“If that's her name.” Minjee nodded. “And the other one. The coffee girl.”

“That's Lori.”

“Right. They’re sort of dressed...”

“Flirtatiously?”

“Slutty.”

I laughed. “Maybe so. But it’s driving sales.”

“Is that really what you want this bookstore to be about?”

I shrugged. “As long as there is a bookstore, I’m not sure it’s my place to care how we stay in business.”

“I guess so.” Her face shifted. “It’s just...I don’t know. It seems sort of...shady.”

“Why don’t I talk to you about it over dinner?”

Boom. Just like that. Ask a gorgeous girl out on a date? Shit, why not? Even if she said no, I’d be able to fuck two other completely gorgeous girls that night.

And a darker part of me said that even if she said no...there was nothing stopping me, truly, from making her want to ask me out instead. It’s horrible, I know, but I imagined myself just joking around— “Here, try this vial and tell me what you think? It’s a new drink we’re trying...” 

And then I could just lead her in the back...

No, too much.

Anyway, she said, “Yes. Yes, okay. I’d like that.” She smiled. “Those other girls won’t mind?”

I raised my eyebrows. “Would you mind if they did?”

She laughed. “God, you are a dick, aren’t you? Meet me at Callahan’s at six. On...Sunday?” She looked at her phone, checking her calendar. “Yeah, Sunday. I've got to study before then. How's that?”

“Callahan’s. Six o’clock. Sunday You got it.”

She walked off, bouncing happily. I was bouncing myself—reeling, actually. Once again I was rather stunned with how all it took to get a date with absolute stunner like Minjee was just the confidence of knowing that no matter what happened, I would have fantastic sex regardless. 

Mallory finished up with a customer, guiding her all the way to Dawn, and then branched off to my side toward the back of the store, where no one was. Her arm looped into mine, and she bit her lip, eyes lighting up.

“Did she just ask you out?”

“Basically.”

She moaned. “Fuck. She's so pretty, too. Do you want me to help you with her?”

“What do you mean?”

I knew what she meant. It was still hot to hear her say it.

“I mean...you know. I could help you seduce her, somehow. Like I did with Lori.”

I kissed her on the forehead lightly. She shivered with pleasure. Her entire body a series of responses solely to my actions. 

“Don't worry about it.”

“Cool. Well...” her mouth twisted. “If you’re going to bring her home here when you decide to fuck her, just know that she ought to know I’m there. Otherwise she’ll freak. But if she wants a threesome, I’m super into it. Okay?”

“Thanks, love. You make me happy.”

She purred with semi-orgasmic delight. “God, I don’t know what you do to me...but you’re a lucky son of a bitch to be doing it.”

Pulling me in, she started to kiss me, her leg sliding lovingly up mine. My hand landed on her ass, encouraging her. 

“Ahem.”

The voice came from behind us. I laughed suddenly, pushing Mallory down. She moaned in protest, quietly whispering in my ear, “B-but, Master, I wanna...”

My first thought was that it was Dawn, once again ruining our youthful coital mastery. But, no such luck.

It was Audrey.

* * * * * 
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AFTER EXTRICATING MYSELF from Mallory’s loving grip, it was only a few moments before Audrey had pulled me along outside behind the bookstore. There was a small alley there where enterprising truck drivers sometimes tried to negotiate into our paltry excuse for a loading dock. Mostly, these days, all the books were unloaded in the front. The dock was there as a leftover, something that probably had been quite useful before the tall, identity-less apartment buildings rose up directly behind the shop with their steel corners and tall metal fences. 

The Ice Festival took place in a four block radius in downtown. Down the alley, I could see couples and families walking by. Children held balloons shaped by the local artists on the prowl. A hotdog vendor shouted about his special on beers and brats. 

Audrey crossed her arms, looking at me critically. She wore a long, loose sort of white gown that clung neatly to her large braless tits and firm, luscious hips. Her thick chestnut hair was wrapped around one shoulder in a shiny braid. God, I wanted to fill her. Breed her. Get her pregnant. The urge to grab her, kiss her, take her was nearly overwhelming. All she had for warmth was a small jacket—not quite enough in the winter cool of the city. Her shivering body only made my primal instinct to take her and fill her with warm, overflowing seed all the greater. 

We had never fucked before, of course. Our intercourse barely went beyond kissing. That made me want her all the more now.

“So,” she said.

“So...?”

“It’s so nice to see you.”

It clearly wasn’t. 

“Somehow it doesn’t seem that way.”

“You stopped talking to me.” She pushed my shoulder, aggressive. “Why?”

“Because...you asked me to? Because we had broken up and I moved on?”

“I know I asked you to, but like,” her dark eyes flashed, “I wasn’t asking for complete radio silence. Just, you know. Less.”

I shrugged. “I suppose if you wanted to talk, there was nothing stopping you from setting the terms of the conversation.”

“But how am I supposed to know if you want to talk at all?”

“You’re right,” I said, smiling through gritted teeth. “It’s my fault. All of it. Every last bit. Are you happy now? Are we done? Can I go back to work?”

There was something in her that had wanted to create some form of peace. I could tell that, with that off-hand remark, I had steamrolled all over it. I didn’t care. She deserved a talking-to for once in her life, raised in Daddy’s riches without ever lifting a finger for herself, and I wasn’t in any mood to deal with her double-talk. If she wanted something from me, she could ask.

“Mallory’s your girlfriend now, I guess?”

Instead of owning up to anything she had done wrong, she changed the subject. Typical. 

“Not your business. But, yup. She is.”

That, and so, so much more, I wanted to tell her. So much more than you’ll ever be, Audrey. You’ll never come close to comparing to what Mallory gives me.

Not naturally, anyway. Again, the thought filled my mind. Holding her jaw open for just a few seconds, letting a vial of my cum sink down. It would be easy. It would only take a few seconds. Would anyone from the street see? I didn’t think so. We were both so isolated there in the alley. And the struggle would be so quick...after the initial part, anyone watching wouldn’t know what to assume. She would be so calm and placid, so accepting of my will...

I could make her accept it was all her fault that we broke up. I could make her beg to take her back. Beg for my forgiveness. I could make her apologize for days that she didn’t worship my cock like a woman should.

“Nice view?”

I had been staring at her tits, nipples hard in the cold. My breath was heavy, face slightly flushed. This power was getting to me. I looked away, down the street, trying to resist the singing urges of my bulge. This was so hard. Literally and figuratively. 

“What would your girlfriend think of you looking at my tits?”

I shrugged. “She’d probably say I had good taste.”

Audrey looked disgusted. “And Lori is...just, what? Your fuckbuddy?”

“I don’t know that’s any of your business. Why don’t you ask her?”

She rolled her eyes. “Look, I just know...”

“What, Audrey? What is it you know?”

“I know that’s not you. I know that you’re a pushover. You’re acting like a dick, now, and you never used to before. Not this openly, anyway. And you’ve got both of these beautiful girls eating out of your hand, somehow. And it’s creepy and weird and I’m a little scared for them.”

I rolled my eyes. “For them?”

“You’re doing something. I don’t know what it is, okay? But...the way they looked at you. I walked around for a minute in the store, paying attention. Lori was flirting with other guys, but she would always look back at you. Like a dog, like a puppy. Hoping for approval. That glassy, obedient look. I’m thinking it’s drugs.”

“Drugs? Get real.”

“When I was in Ecuador, I helped these girls get out from under a pimp’s fingers.” She crossed her arms. “He kept them hopped up on some combination of ecstasy and heroin. They were blissful and active and looked to all the world like they loved their life...but they were dead inside. And I know that’s what you’re doing to them. Or something like that.”

“Yeah, that’s me, Audrey. That’s the guy you went out with. That dude who knows where to get ecstasy-heroin combinations. That’s what I do. I go find drug dealers for the most banned substances in America and then I use my advanced knowledge of chemistry to mix it all together.”

The funny thing is, I really was angry at her accusation. She was closer to the mark than she knew, closer than she had any right to be. And yet still, I was legitimately pissed that she would level that kind of thought my way. 

Morality is all fucked up, I guess. Especially when you’re trying to ignore it.

We were quiet then, but my fury still raged. I tried to find something civil to say, but the anger had a mind of its own now. Like a cheetah, lunging after a kill at full speed, it wouldn’t be satisfied until the prey was in its hands or it had fumbled and tripped on its face. Either way, the only cure for the rage was exhaustion of its fuel.

“God, you’re a bitch.” I shook my head. “You really are. You find me so repulsive that the notion that two women might enjoy me, simultaneously, just doesn’t even register with you. It’s not your business. And hey, you know what?” I couldn’t stop my words now. I was furious. “Let’s say I’m doing that to them. You know Mallory. You know she has her head on straighter than anything. If I were able to do that to her, fuck with her head somehow? What makes you think I wouldn’t do the same to you? Why wouldn’t I just, you know, poof! Drug you. And then you’re mine to do with as I please. What’s protecting you, Audrey? Especially now that you’ve gone and told me that you ‘figured out’ my whole plan? Wouldn’t it make just perfect sense for me to fuck your head up too so that you didn’t do anything about it? You can’t even be smart about what a bitch you are, that’s the most infuriating thing about you.”

I wanted it to be sarcastic. But there was too much of the angry, wicked truth in there...and she could tell. 

She straightened herself upward, putting on a brave face. But I could tell that, instantly, I had terrified her. I felt bad. Really, I did. When anger leaves you, it’s like the air leaving a balloon, keeping you whipping and swirling in the wind, waiting for something to steady you. 

But god, I was tired of her nosing in on my business. Her and her entire family. I just wanted them out of my life. 

“I can see we’re not going to have a nice, rational conversation about this,” she said coldly. “It’s too bad. I missed talking with you, Victor. Or, I missed the old Victor. I thought we might start talking again. Have some fun together, even. But I can see that I don’t want to do that now.”

“Audrey—”

“Shut up. Shut up, now. You don’t get to threaten me and then talk to me, okay? You do not.”

“I wasn’t threatening—”

“No.” She smiled, her face entirely frozen. “Nothing you could ever do would be a threat to me, little boy.”

And then she walked out to the street. And it took every ounce of my self-control to not grab her and show her exactly how in control of her I could be.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS A PROBLEM. As I came down from the rage at being accused of so many awful things, my actual logic began to work it’s magic. And with logic came regret and guilt. So far I had only been focused on my own pleasure. Using it however I wanted. But now I had to think of the other side of all this—how this looked to those who weren’t me. How it looked to those who didn’t think my cock entering hot, eager, controlled pussy was the sexiest, most perfect thing on the planet. 

What was wrong with those people, right?

Ha.

When Audrey called me out on messing with Mallory, messing with Lori...I knew she was right. And when I felt the impulse to run her down and shove my cum down her throat, to show her what I could do to her...that was an enormous problem.

This absolute power was corrupting me absolutely. Obviously, I enjoyed it. That’s part of the whole corruption process. But I could see that if I kept going down this road, it wouldn’t be long before things got completely out of hand. And with what I was doing to Mallory, to Lori, there was no way for me to justify any of it should someone start putting the pieces together. And maybe Audrey had already started doing that.

That night, I told Lori to stay at home and cum to the thought of me and Mallory several times. At least four. She had nodded obediently. I could see a flash of doubt—not knowing why that sounded like such a terrific idea, not knowing why it felt so completely normal to do such a thing for me—and then I saw her face glass over as the doubt was replaced with sexual heat.

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say.” 

And then she walked, sort of dazed, back to her bike and on her way home. 

Probably you haven’t had to think about this before, but it’s really, really difficult to stop being aroused at being in control and then make yourself even more in control when the only way you can think of to control the control is by being even more in control. 

I promise that makes sense.

Anyway. 

I knew it was wrong to order Lori around like that when I had plans to somehow fix Mallory’s thoughts. But, I had to do things one at a time. 

The Ice Festival’s first day had been a good day for the bookstore. There was no telling, though, if it would solve all our problems. Dawn ran the numbers that night, and she’d let me know how we did the next morning. Tonight, it was all up in the air, but even with as long as I planned to have a triumphant success after the Festival was over, my only thoughts were on Audrey, Mallory, Lori, and how to unfuck the situation I was in as best as possible.

At my apartment, Mallory was already there, in her apron and heels again, making dinner. Fuck, she was so sexy. Her ass was a polished, round surface, waiting for my hands and my hands alone. All I wanted to do was take her from behind and slam her against the counter, fucking her rotten while she made my dinner. And afterward, when she was full of my lifegiving cum, make her swear in trance to always, always beg to be fucked as brutally as that when I got home.

But I had to roll this back somehow. I had to...I don’t know. I had to get her to stop thinking of me as her boyfriend. Her Master. Audrey was right—I was fucking with her mind, and there was no way around that. 

I didn’t want to be completely out of her life, though. I still, in my own way, absolutely cared for Mallory. Maybe I even loved her. And the past week of having her as my devoted, cocksucking, adoring, heartaching girlfriend was almost more than I could bear to lose.

But only almost. I had to do the right thing. 

“Mallory, I need you to do something for me.”

“Of course, babe.” She down the vegetables she had gathered to chop. “What is it?”

She waited, her hands wrapped in front of her patiently. This was how a good girl hears to obey, she had told me.

God, she was so happy doing this. Was it truly wrong? I know I had made her happiness...but where did it matter where the happiness came from so long as it was there?

No, that was the corruption. Get rid of this. Do something. Think of something. 

“I...uh,” my face squirmed.

“What’s wrong, love? You look upset. Did something happen?” Her hands shifted to her hips. “Was it talking with Audrey? She must have fucked with your head, huh? Do you want me to suck you off so you can relax?” Her voice became a hot, conspiratorial whisper. “I know my Master wants to fuck her so very badly. We could make it happen, I bet. Anytime you wanted. I could get her drunk or something. Put thoughts in her ear.” 

Fuck. The image of Mallory pouring drinks down Audrey’s throat, making her ever more malleable to my will was something else. In fact, I didn’t even need to order her to use alcohol. All it would take was one drink laced with my cum. And all that would take would be for Mallory to be my willing, complicit partner in all my activities. To have her urge me on as I took over more and more fertile, hot bodies. She would know exactly what she was helping me do. She would know exactly what I had done to her. And she would think it was hot.

“You like that, don’t you?” Her soft hand wrapped around my cock through my pants. “Such a bad boy. It’s too bad you’re only stuck alone here with me tonight. What if, in the meantime, I just suck you off while you think about her. How about that?”

And suddenly, there was nothing—literally nothing—I wanted more than to have Mallory suck me off while I called out Audrey’s name. And I know that Mallory would open encourage that. But I couldn’t do it.

Or, obviously I could do it. I was already getting hard just from being around Mallory’s beautiful, willing body, and doubly so because of her achingly hot words. But I had to be strong. Moral. I had to do something right by her.

“Just m-make dinner, okay?” I struggled to say it. I didn’t want to tell her no.

Her face twisted. “Did I do something wrong? I’m so sorry, Master. I thought...I thought you would want—”

“No, it’s fine. Everything’s perfectly fine. You’ve been a perfect slave, all right?”

Currents of relief visibly ran through her body. “Oh. Thank you, Master. Perhaps I’ll serve you like that after dinner?”

“Perhaps.”

With her back turned, I made myself a glass of soda and then reached into the fridge, pouring a vial of cum down and mixing it in with my finger. I almost slipped the finger into my mouth to dry it, before remembering myself. I laughed at how dumb that might have been. Instead, I wiped it on my pants. 

“Drink this.” I held out the tainted soda to Mallory.

“Yes, Master.” 

She was absolutely unquestioning. And there was something in her eyes—some glimmer of understanding. Did she have suspicions? She must. She was unquestionably a smart woman. Even as my happy, needy fuckslave, she was always suggesting new ways to serve and please me. 

She drained the drink down. Slowly, her muscles relaxed completely. Her body began to slump. I caught the glass before it fell to the ground.

“Mallory, I have something very important to tell you.”

“You have something very important to tell me.”

I slid her hands up toward her pussy. She naturally began fingering herself. It was sort of sick to do it this way, but commands always went down easier when she had fingers in her pussy.

“You’re going to learn better than you ever have before.”

“I’m going to learn better than I ever have before.”

I took a breath. Here we go. Experiment time.

“You think of me as your big brother.”

“I think of you as my big brother.”

Wow. That went through with no resistance at all. Maybe this de-brainwashing would be easier than I thought?

“I am your big brother.”

“You are my big brother.”

“Lori is your little sister.”

“Lori is my little sister.”

“You love us like family.”

She sighed happily. “I love you like family.”

For whatever reason, she hadn’t stopped fingering herself. One thing at a time, I told myself. I wasn’t exactly thrilled about it, but the fingering had encouraged the taking in of commands in the past, so I hardly wanted to stop it now.

“We are your family.”

“You are my family.”

“I’m the man in your family.”

“You’re the man in my family.”

“I am your big brother.”

“You are my big brother.”

And then I ended, with softer, less stringent repetitions. She thought the world of me. She felt deep, fraternal love for me. She was happy to be my family. She loved sharing with me.

Still mindfucky, I know. But I wanted it to be a slow rollback. My thinking was that if I just undid everything, right away, her mind might collapse from the effort of rewriting itself. What was I to know? I wasn’t a neuroscientist or a doctor or a philosopher or anything of the sort. Just a horny guy who went too far.

Sure. That’s how I could characterize myself. A horny guy taking things one step too far...and then several more steps after that.

That done, I held her close and cuddled her tight. I had her abandon dinner and walked her over to the bed, sliding her down in with me. Her tight, toned beautiful body felt so perfect against mine. I sighed lustfully, wishing for more contact...but resisted.

One last night, I told myself. We’d wake tomorrow and it would all be different—but until then, I’d enjoy Mallory’s attentions on me for just one more night. 

When I woke, it was nearing dawn. Outside, the sun’s rays had begun to peak through the darkness. Mallory was no longer at my side, and I was confused. 

After a moment, though, everything started to become very clear. 

First, I just heard the soft, hot schlicking sounds. Then, dreamily, I noticed that my cock was being sucked.

“M-Mallory?”

“Shh, big bro,” she moaned. “I want to be good for you.”

“Wh...” I was dazed. “What?”

“I want to be your good girl sisterslave, Master. I know how important it is to please you. And I woke up and I just needed my brother’s cock in my mouth. Please?”

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Oh fuck.”

“Please, big bro? Can’t I please suck you off? I need your perfect brother Master cock in my mouth. Please?”

I gulped. God, she was so gorgeous. So malleable. I couldn’t deny her. I had to command her.

“That’s right, sis. You did great. Suck me off. Like a good slave.”

Moaning, she slurped back down and went right to work.

Mallory had been practically orphaned by her family when she was still so very young. It only made sense for her to idolize the male members of her family. I had thought that I could use that idolatry to my advantage—to make me seem more untouchable. But the feelings of attraction, of being owned like a slave by a strong patriarchal force, were too strong. She saw no conflict between thinking of me as her hot big brother and of me as her Master. And now I had made them the same. 

My plan had failed, at least for the moment. With Mallory wrapping her loving, perfect mouth around my rod like it was the center of her world, cooing with orgasmic delight every time I called her my sisterslave, I struggled to care.

* * * * *
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THE DAY PROGRESSED slowly. Mallory’s epic incestuous blowjob had left me nearly oversleeping. She had, of course, woken up perfectly on time. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be able to make herself look ready to be my absolute perfect “sisterbabefuckslut,” as she put it. 

So, breakfast waited for me when I finally rolled out of bed and had my shower, washing the familiar stink of our near-constant liaisons through the night off my body.

My attempts to de-brainwash Mallory had, obviously, backfired in a big way. I would have to just do what I didn’t want to in the first place, and actively remove all the suggestions and thoughts I had given her. It was the only way.

Meanwhile, I still had to save East Side Pages. Today was Saturday, and we were going to find out how my plan had worked out. 

With me, just in case there was an opportunity or in case I couldn't make it back to the apartment, I brought my cooler. In the cooler were several beers, and, hidden in a small pouch toward the bottom, several more vials of cum. 

The day passed much as the previous one had. We made incredible amounts of money—maybe even more. Mallory once again dressed in a hot, cleavage-scooping dress (this time it was purple), and Lori dressed in hot yoga leggings and a loose mesh top that did nothing to hide the rather effective, brightly colored push-up bra she had on underneath. 

“I did like you said, Sir,” she told me when enough customers had finally cleared out for us to talk a bit. “Four times. Even though I wanted more.”

I gulped a bit, struggling not to fuck her right there. “Good girl.”

Possibly we would have said more to each other, but Dawn pulled me over to the counter. 

“I need you here,” she said. “I'm going to go around and sell.”

“You bet. No problem.”

“And you have to talk to me. Later. After we close, all right? It's important.”

“Okay...?”

She didn't offer any explanation, just sipping hard at her coffee and plastering a fake smile on her face. Dawn hated the crowds, hating selling in the store. That's why she was at the counter to begin with. But she was the boss. I did as she ordered.

Hours later, we wound down, and our register was positively overflowing with cash. The credit card machine had to have its paper replaced twice. 

Even though business had boomed, a cold snap had begun, and an hour before we closed, customers began to head home to stay out of the weather. As such, Lori and Mallory began to crowd me at the register while I tried to count it down and get ready for closing.

They leaned against one another, their bodies touching. It was clear how much they adored one another—and all because of me. If I wasn't around, they would still think the other was the absolute hottest babe in the world, the apple of their eyes, the end-all, be-all of fuck partners. And the only reason they didn't think that all the time is because they thought I was even better.

“Victor’s so fucking hot, isn’t he?”

Lori giggled, nodding mischievously. “God, yes. He’s like, the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“The hottest guy I’ve ever seen,” Mallory intoned, repeating Lori’s words—my words. Her hand slipped on top of Lori's ass, squeezing it tight. Lori's leggings were paper thin. Mallory easily pushed forward into the crack between her tight ass cheeks and felt the lower folds of her pussy. “In fact, he's just...he's sort of like...He’s like...our big brother, isn’t he?”

“What?” Lori giggled nervously.

“Wouldn’t that be hot, baby? If he was like, our big brother? And you were my hot little sister...” her hand pushed up hard into Lori’s pussy. Lori moaned, her pleasure quite evident now. “We were just his hot little fucksisters, eager to suck him off and do anything our big bro said.”

Holy shit, Mallory was just insane with lust. And I had made her that way.

And I loved it.

I really don’t know if I could ever stop doing this. Changing her. Changing Lori. But we were at the bookstore. We couldn’t have another wild threesome like the night before—supercharged with incestuous thoughts like these—and do it here. Dawn would have a literal fit. 

“Ah...okay.” I put a hand to my head. I needed to meet with Dawn, still. “I'm going to finish up here in like ten minutes. You two, take Lori’s car back to your apartment, all right? Wait for me there. Okay? Take care of one another until I get back. Do you understand?”

Mallory nodded, all naughtiness. “You want me to lick my little sis’s pussy until my big, sexy brother master comes home to fuck us both pregnant?”

I gulped. “That’s right, my good girl. Now get moving.”

* * * * *
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SOME MINUTES LATER, I had closed everything up and grabbed my cooler, thinking that now I would just use it on the girls at home. It would take every ounce of willpower I had not to convince Lori that I was her brother, and that Mallory was her sister...and I don't think I actually had it in me. 

But first, I had to meet with Dawn. I stepped into her office in the back, where she coldly examined a series of folders and files.

Fuck, but she was so beautiful. It was hard to contain myself—and getting harder all the time. I’d put up with so much resistance. With Mallory, with Lori, with Audrey...and now Dawn. Her tight, beautiful blond body was so buxom and perfect in her little business suit. I had been staring at her legs all day, wrapped tight in dark tights. Her skirt molding her lovely ass just so, her blouse opening up her lovely cleavage to the world. She was mature, confident, and intelligent, and drop dead gorgeous, and I wanted her. The thought of rewiring her completely had my motor running furiously. 

For some reason that I can't explain, I had put a vial of cum in my pocket before the meeting. Just the one. I think that's how I justified it. I had so many available. Just one in my pocket wasn't so bad. 

“How are you doing it?” she asked, not looking up from her desk.

“Doing what?”

“Controlling them. Lori and Mallory. It’s strange with them. I’ve known them for ages. And you. And it all changed just this past week. What’s happened?”

“We’re just...” I smiled, trying to be disarming. “Just young kids having fun, Dawn.”

“I don’t believe that.”

She put the folder in her hands down, sighing. She took a long drink from the coffee on her desk, the coffee that Lori had made her earlier. 

“We’ve made it into the black, probably for the whole year. Just from this weekend. We’ll need to order new stock. And it’s all because of them. I know it is. And what you made them do.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t make them do anything. But I’m glad we’re in the black. That’s really great!”

“Don’t fucking smile at me like that, you twerp.” She leaned up out of her desk. “I know you’ve done something to them. And what’s worse? What really hurts? Is that what you did to them, objectifying them like that...it goes against everything this store stands for. It’s debasement. It’s...it’s fucking patriarchal. And that is unforgivable, all by itself. Whatever you’ve done to them is no doubt worse.”

“You keep saying that. What do you think I’ve done?”

Shaking her head, she took another long sip from her coffee. 

“I should have seen it earlier. I don’t know why I didn’t. But you’re clearly drugging them somehow.”

I groaned. “Have you been talking with Audrey?”

“So what if I have? She’s a smart girl. We lost a good asset when she left. I notice that everything started going to shit when you stuck around after she left.”

“Are you serious? You’re blaming me for that? The second she was gone, you couldn’t stop talking about how you hated her.”

We were both quiet, then. But the quiet didn't last.

“You’re fired, Victor.”

“Fired? Based on what?”

“Look, you’re fired, all right? So, just accept it.”

I sighed. “Fine.” I put my hands on my head, trying to think of what to say.

“My girlfriend is a cop, you ought to know. A detective. You know that already. I know you do.”

“What?”

“She’s going to ask you some questions. I’m going to talk to her tonight. So get your story straight.”

In an objective way, being fired really wasn’t that bad. I still had Mallory and Lori eating out of the palm of my hand, or wherever else I might point them to. With my new found ability, I could probably find a job anywhere. All it would take was the right interviewer and a moment’s distraction. But this was different. This was the law. And I had no desire to see the law involved.

“I’ll write your paycheck now,” said Dawn. “I don’t want you to come back here again. I don’t want to have to see you again. For any reason.”

She stood up and walked to the safe. Bending over to unlock. God, that ass. So perfect and smooth, so round. 

I behave then in a most ignoble fashion. But in that moment, I didn’t care. I’m not sure if I ever will.

I had to protect myself from the police. I had to protect Lori and Mallory. I don't even know if what I did could be prosecuted—as far as I knew, I was the first of my kind. Maybe they'd put me into some kind of government laboratory and cut me open? Fear assaulted me. Fear for myself, and fear for my girls.

But there was no denying the cold, hard truth as well—I wanted to know what it would be like to have Dawn under my control.

Her coffee cup was right there in the open. I flipped open the lid and let a vial of my cum ooze inside. Through shuffling through the safe, she didn't even notice. By the time she turned around, I was just waiting where I had been.

Dawn wrote the check out—I couldn’t help but examine her healthy cleavage as she did, swelling so lovingly against her tight sweater—and ripped it out to me.

“Take this, and don’t ever let me fucking see you again.”

I took the check. And then I waited for a long time right outside the office, pretending to leave. I waited for her to slurp her coffee one more time. But she didn't. 
In fact, she left the bookstore, all bundled up against the cold, without taking another sip. And then she was out in the world, with a trance-inducing cup of coffee in her hands, waiting to change her entire life the second she took a sip. 
Shit.

* * * * *
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FOLLOWING HER THROUGH the streets was the most harrowing experience of my life. I never considered before how easy it was to see who I was. I hid in the crowd where I could, and behind buildings. But I knew where Dawn lived. It would have been easy to go straight there, but what if she took a drink before she got there? She'd be tranced in the street, taken advantage of by anyone smart enough to see the glassy look on her face. 

Somehow, miraculously, she didn't see me. Focused on the cold and getting out of it. God, but she was beautiful. Bundled up in her faux-fur trimmed coat, her red scarf trailing out behind her. Her long blond hair like a scarf itself, golden in the dim light of the street lamps. 

Finally, she took a drink just as she entered her house. I slipped my toe into the crack before the door closed and locked. After a moment, I heard a small thunk. Just like Lori, like Mallory, the second she tasted my cum she drained the cup. The cup rolled down on the ground. 

I entered after her and turned on the small lamp on the desk in front of the entry. Then I locked the door. Her and Celise's house was small but cozy. Lots of artwork on the walls. I lead Dawn into the small living room, across from a piano with a cushioned bench. The floors were carpeted thickly.

“Dawn.”

“Dawn,” she said back slowly, warmly. 

I slid my hands through her hair, over her lips, on her luscious cheekbones. She was mine. Totally mine. I could do anything at all with her. 

I needed her to be in my total, complete control. No questions. No second-guessing. No worries. I needed her to live and breath for me, and only me. 

I popped open the caps of all five cum vials I had left in my cooler, and let the thick, gooey contents slide into her mouth. 

The effect was immediate and intoxicating.

Her hips began slowly to convulse, as if she was dancing. Placing a finger against her crotch, I could feel the physical heat pouring from her cunt. The vibrations as it trembled again and again in orgasm. Good.

“Touch your pussy. Now. Erotically.”

“Yes.”

She obeyed, sliding her skirt and tights down, and pushing her fingers into her clit.

“You will call me Master.”

“Yes, Master.”

Good. That was easy.

“You’re in love with me.”

“I’m in love with you, Master.”

Absolutely no resistance. Wow. The six loads of cum might have been overdoing it a little. But if I could turn a fully-fledged, lifelong lesbian into a happy, willing sex slave with that much...god. The possibilities felt endless. I felt like a god. 

“You love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Master”

“You don’t care about other cocks.”

She shook her head softly. “I don’t care about other cocks, Mater”

“You love only my cock.”

“I love only your cock, Master.”

“You’ll do anything for me.”

“I’ll do anything for you, Master.”

My heart thumped with need. Fuck. She was such a beautiful woman. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to own her. I needed to own her as completely, if not more completely, as I had Lori and Mallory.

“You’ll forget all about firing me.”

“I’ll forget all about firing you, Master.”

“You’ll forget all about going to the cops.”

“I’ll forget all about going to the cops, Master.”

“You’ll forget about talking with Audrey today.”

“I’ll forget about talking with Audrey today, Master.”

“You won’t complain to Celise.”

“I won’t complain to Celise, Master.”

The trouble was taken care of, and I could have stopped there. I didn’t need to keep going. I could fuck Dawn at will now, probably, and she wouldn’t cause any problems for me. But my heart thrummed with passion. Now that I had control over Dawn, I wanted nothing to get in my way. 

And I thought, just for a moment, how Dawn had called me a twerp. How she threatened me. And a sick grin arrived on my face.

“You don’t want to be with Celise anymore.”

“I don’t want to be with Celise anymore, Master.”

“You’ve wanted to break up with Celise for years.”

“I’ve wanted to break up with Celise for years, Master.”

“You know I belong in charge of you.”

“I know you belong in charge of me, Master.”

Just like that, she started cumming. Her body had no sense of control—just obedience. And her brain was giving no psychological resistance to the constant pleasure she gave to her clit. And as soon as she stopped cumming, I started my commands again. She still fingered her hot, dripping wet pussy. There was a soft puddle in her bunched-up tights, dripping down to the floor.

“You want me to run the shop for you.”

“I want you to run the shop for me, Master.”

Just like that, re-wiring everything that was important to Dawn. It wasn’t subtle, and I didn’t care. Her entire life’s work had now been dedicated to me. Her most personal, loving relationship was twisted up and discarded, replaced with the pillar of light that I represented.

I was, in every sense, Dawn’s everything. 

My thoughts were heady with this sense of power I now held. I didn’t entertain any thoughts of slowing down or moving in increments or having any moderation. I wanted Dawn’s every heartbeat to be dedicated to my glory as her Master and God.

“You’ve loved me for a long time, now.”

“I’ve loved you for a long time, Master.”

“You’ve nursed this crush for too long.”

“I’ve nursed this crush for too long, Master.”

“You need to be with me.”

“I need to be with you, Master.”

Her body convulsed as she came, again.

How far could I fuck up her values with this much cum? I had to find out. I had to know if I could rearrange her entire philosophy. A lifetime of study and hard work, desperately flailing against the system...could I reverse it? Could I change her that much?

Only one way to find out.

“It’s right for men to be in charge of women.”

“It’s right for men to be in charge of women, Master.”

It was easy. She flopped over with a smile on her face. Relieved, even. Happy to give in. She wanted to hear what I had to say, and she wanted to believe me. Fingering herself while I rewrote her every last value.

“You love being subordinate to me.”

“I love being subordinate to you, Master.”

“Women belong on their knees before strong men.”

Her grin was almost manic. Fingering herself more furiously than before. Turned on by her corruption. Maybe this is what she thought all along. Maybe that's why she fought so hard against it. 

“Women belong on their knees before strong men, Master.”

“There’s nothing wrong with patriarchy.”

She nodded, eyes blank and face needy. “There’s nothing wrong with patriarchy, Master.”

“You’re nothing but a hot, simple-minded fuckslave.”

“I’m nothing but a hot, simple-minded fuckslave, Master.”

I couldn’t stop myself. I took her other hand and had it wrap around my cock as I kept feeding words and phrases into her mouth, into her core, into her every atom of being.

It was addicting, corrupting, compelling, unstoppable. I filled her mind with the most debasing, devaluing thoughts I could think of. She had been a proud lesbian fighter of patriarchy and the male order. I transformed her, command by unstoppable command, for over an hour, with her eyes blank and white the entire time. She was my loveslave. She was my fuckpet. She was my bimbo lovedoll. She knew that thinking wasn’t good for her. All she wanted, all the time, was to obey me and give me pleasure. All she was good for was breeding and giving me pleasure. She wanted to give me babies. She wanted to be filled with my seed at all times. She would be obedient and quiet, happy and eager, soft and gentle, and would display her body for my pleasure.

I came all over her body, my cock unleashing torrents of gooey, hot strands. I fucked her while I tranced her. I fucked her while I fucked her mind. I did everything I could think of. She called me her God. She knew it to be true.

By the time I was done, she was everything that she wasn’t before. 

God help me, but it felt so fucking good to do it to her. 

* * * * *
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THE NIGHT PROGRESSED and I didn’t leave. Inside of Dawn I had unleashed a true sex kitten, a force of nature who was hellbent on delivering to me the most perfect pleasures that a beautiful, virgin-to-cock, freshly-brainwashed lesbian could provide. She screamed with furious passion, calling me her King, her Master, her God, her Maker, her Destroyer, her Lover, her Everything. 

And I had made all of it happen, load by load of lifegiving cum flooding into her fertile fuckdoll body.

Sometime around dawn, I still furiously fucked Dawn from behind. For the seventh or eighth time. 

“Fuck me, yes!” she moaned wildly, her body thrashing into mine. “You're so fucking good, Master! Oh my god! You're my God! Give me your babies, oh my god, Masterrrrr,” she was crying, moaning, a beautiful sack of pleasure and unrestrained emotions. Nowhere near under control. “I love you. I love you. I love you so much, oh fuck, please, please cum, please!”

Behind us, the door busted open. Standing with her gun out was Celise. Her beautiful face contorted with shock.

Unable to stop myself, I came—but made sure to do it outside of Dawn's body. Into the bed sheets, in a rather diminished puddle. Give a guy a break. I had cum maybe twelve times in that last twenty-four hours.

“Dawn? Dawn, are you okay? I heard—”

Slowly, Celise's gun slipped down. She tugged at her jacket, not understanding.

Her voice became very quiet. “I heard...screaming.”

She stared at me slowly. Her gun came up, and then it went down again. I truly had no idea if she was going to kill me or arrest me.

“I love him, Celise. I’m so sorry. I...I love him. He’s...” Dawn gulped, her hand sliding down to my cock, stroking it unconsciously. “He’s my everything. I don’t want to be with you anymore, Celise. I don't love you. I don't think I ever did.”

Even Dawn looked flabbergasted as she said this. There were two directly opposing ideas pushing in on her mind—her love of me, so freshly minted and with every new thought and touch of my body giving her near-orgasmic thrills. And then her long-established, dozen-year long love of Celise. Heartbreak filled the room. My cock pulsed with sick, twisted arousal, knowing what I had done.

And maybe it was that little pulse of evil arousal at their destroyed life together that gave me some manner of reflective pause.

Both of them turned to me, searching for some kind of explanation.

Okay. I said it before. And I thought I meant it then.

But this had really gotten out of control.

# # #
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Owning My Ex
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On her knees in front of me was Dawn. My beautiful, dead-sexy boss—or maybe now she was my old boss, since I had made her believe that giving her business to me was the best option for her bimbofied, simple little mind. 

We were in my small kitchen. Dawn had begged to suck me off the second we walked through the door, and that was the nearest place for it. The linoleum was wet with puddles of my cum that had dripped down from her face and tits. Her hot, liquid arousal intermingled with my juices on the floor. Nearby was a small table I had one arm on for support, but really, I didn’t need the help. I felt stronger than I ever had in my life.

Naked, with hot fuck-me heels on her feet, Dawn looked beautiful as always. Her hair was golden and long, stretching down to the middle of her back. I ran a hand through it, staring at her blank white eyes with lust. I could say anything right now. Anything at all, and she would believe it. She would believe so hard that, if I wanted, I could make her forget that she ever believed anything contrary.

Her beautiful, model-worthy face was sticky with my cum. I used a finger and slid it around, letting her suck it in. Over the past six hours or so, she had taken in more of my hypnotic spunk than almost anyone else, and she kept taking more. 

Whatever was happening to me—to give my cum so much power over women, to make them believe anything I said after they took it in their bodies—it was also making my loads heavier and more frequent. Even though I had drained my balls into Dawn’s beautiful formerly lesbian body for hours now, I was no worse for the wear, and ready to go another six hours of hot, intense, furiously breeding-centric fucking and cumming.

Oh yes, I wanted to breed her. I was in love with the idea. Mad with it. I wanted to fill her up with my cum. There’s something about the feeling of being superhuman that makes you want to spread your seed around—to create more and more of your progeny wherever you go. Just ask Dracula.

“You’re in love with being my breeding bitch.”

“I’m in love with being your breeding bitch, Master.”

I smiled roughly, wrapping and re-wrapping my hands in her sexy, long, soft hair.

At this point, I was just playing with her body and her mind. None of it was really necessary anymore. I’d rearranged her life completely. Just an hour before, we arrived at my small apartment after I forced Dawn to break all ties with her old lover, Celise. The beautiful dark-skinned detective had no idea what to make of it all—she and Dawn had been loving partners for a decade or more. And then one night, everything changed. Thanks to me.

It was Celise’s shock that saved me. Otherwise, she might have shot me and Dawn both in her grief. As it was, she merely collapsed into the kitchen, spreading out on the floor and crying. 

A part of me wanted to give Celise some of my cum, right then and there. My heart went out to her, after all. She was so sad, and I could have made her feel amazing. I could have had her thanking me for doing this to her. The heady thought of that nearly won me over—but enough was enough. I took the giggling, fuck-happy Dawn home with me, hoping perhaps to trance some sense back into her and think some morality back into myself. 

And yet here we were—with Dawn on her knees, just having finished off another dense, sticky load of my cum down her throat.

“You love looking hot for me.”

“I love looking hot for you, Master.”

I don’t know that I’d ever wanted to fuck someone quite so badly as I wanted to fuck Dawn. 

With Mallory, it was all different. She was like my girlfriend—and our initial sexual contact had been entirely her idea. And with Lori, the shift had occurred so gradually, and in the midst of me having constant fuck-sessions with Mallory, that I forgot in some ways to even feel amazed that she wanted me. 

But with Dawn...with Dawn. Oh god, with Dawn.

Her lesbian cunt had been completely untouched by cock before she had mine. Her body never once tasting a man’s sperm. Never once feeling that hot spray of masculinity on her luscious curves. Never feeling a man’s hands slide through her hair, wanting her totally. Loving her for the way she gave up everything to him. No, that honor was mine and mine alone. All mine. 

“You’re mine,” I growled. “All mine.”

“All yours, Master.”

Forever, if I wanted it that way. 

She was my bimbo slave now. All thoughts of being superior or even equal to men gone. Her entire life as a woman’s rights activist totally annihilated under the fury of my mind-shaping cum. And god help me, but it turned me on to make that happen. 

Some part of me said, “Don’t worry. You can change her back whenever you like.”

But a more severe part of me, a more honest part, knew that if I changed her at all it would only be to increase her transformation. How far would I push her? How far could my cum take her?

In the lusty madness of the night, I saw no real reason not to keep trying to find out.

“You are my bimbo slave.”

“I’m your bimbo slave.”

“You know men are superior to women.”

“I know men are superior to women.”

“I’m your Master. Your Daddy. Your God.”

“You’re my Master. My Daddy. My God.”

All of this had been established long ago. It was just hot to see her snooty, superior self taken down to this degree. Completely under my male control. I felt justified, primal. I felt like I was re-establishing the order of how things should be between me and her. 

And the bit about being her Daddy...I couldn’t help myself even there. The incestuous implications of my relationship with Mallory—even though we weren’t related at all—were too hot not to keep deepening with my other pets. 

Mallory’s deep issues with her family had allowed me to, accidentally, take advantage of one of her most serious kinks—that being, sexual attraction to family members. Now, Mallory thought of me as her Master, but also her big brother, and herself as my slave and little sister. She loved it. I couldn’t help but try it out with Dawn as well.

“You love me.”

She stared up at me with worship. “I love you, Master”

“Baby?”

A door clicked shut. Mallory was home.

Fuck. She wasn’t supposed to get done with Lori until morning. I had ordered her in person, and then later in a text, to lick Lori's pussy all night long—still remembering, of course, to tell her to do her morning duties and to come make me breakfast. But...

Man. It was morning. Thin strands of early morning light struggled through the closed shades. I had closed them, of course, to prevent anyone from seeing what I was doing. Shadows crept up along the walls of my apartment. There was nowhere to hide in the kitchen. Not even a blanket or a towel or something to cover the eerily arousing, whited-over look of Dawn’s eyes.

“Master?”

“Baby...Master...?” Dawn echoed softly. 

Shit. Shit. I rushed to the door to try and intercept Mallory before she walked into the kitchen...but too late. My gorgeous girlfriend-turned-loveslave-turned-little sister-turned-even-more-intense-loveslave flipped the lights. She could see everything.

“Is that...is that...”

An incredulous, aroused smile arrived on her face. “Is that Dawn? Holy shit, Master...”

Mallory had apparently gone to the 24-hour gym before arriving here and after fucking Lori’s brains out. I had little doubt about the latter—I had ordered her to do it, after all. 

She wore flashy red sneakers and tall white kneesocks. Thick, beautiful dark hair done up in a gorgeous, long pony tail. Her cloth shorts clung to the sculpted ass that she worked so hard to keep in perfect condition, just for me, and her beautiful, massive tits were displayed incredibly by her teensy blue sports bra. She told me that she liked to go to the gym early and fuck with everyone’s day—to let the guys know who they would never fuck, and the girls know who they ought to look like. Her advantage, she said, was that all she cared about was pleasing one Man...and that singularity of purpose allowed her to make all the sacrifices she needed to keep her already tip-top body in amazing order. 

“Is it Dawn?” Dawn’s voice still so soft and heavy with arousal, repeating Mallory. “Holy shit Master.”

“Hey, what’s wrong with her?”

Mallory walked up to Dawn, snapping her fingers. No response. 

“Dawn, are you okay?”

“Mmmhmm.” She licked her lips.

“Why are her eyes all white like that?”

I grabbed Mallory and roughly escorted her out of the room, trying to ignore Dawn’s soft chants of repetition. The situation was untenable, and no matter what, I didn’t want to fill Dawn’s head with our discord.

Mallory was laughing at the proceedings, turning to try and get a good look at Dawn still. But I took us to the bedroom and shut the door. 

“Master, you know I love the rough stuff, but why can’t we invite Dawn?” She laughed. “You two are roleplaying or something, right? Like with hypnosis? Did you get her high or drunk or something?” She frowned. “No. You don’t like drugs. Lori told me so. So...what...”

Mallory looked at me now with an intensely curious, almost scared expression. She tried to walk past me, back into the kitchen. I grabbed her again.

“I would like to see her again, Master.”

“No. That’s not going to happen.”

“You’re acting really weird, V—” she stuttered, clearly distressed. “Master, I mean. Don’t you trust me? What’s happening?”

“I can’t...” 

I sat down on the bed. Immediately, she slid up on my knees before me, her perfect body crushing against mine. Worried that she had distressed me. God, she was so slender and perfect. I wanted to fuck her rotten right there on the carpet. I was still naked, and my hard-on oozed precum right in front of Mallory’s face. The slow spurting and sliding of sticky, gooey liquid seemed to calm her. She licked her lips, staring at it.

“What if I...sucked you. We can just...forget about...anything...”

With her this distracted, I felt like I could reveal everything. I don’t know why. I could have just as easily have fucked her thoughts away like I had before. I could have made her forget the entire incident. But something—I thought it was my sense of morality at the time—made me tell her the truth.

“I’m controlling her.”

“Of course you are. You’re such a man...”

Her eyes shone, staring at my cock. The precum was too distracting, and she had already been tranced into believing that she loved the thought of me fucking other women—hell, of even seducing women for me. I ripped a sheet from the bed and wiped it away, shuddering slightly. Boundlessly energetic or not, my cockhead was extremely sensitive these days. Then, I held Mallory’s face in my hands, looking at her sternly.

“Listen to me, Sis. I need my baby girl’s attention.”

I knew calling her that, my “little sis,” would really set her on edge. I wasn’t quite so sure about “baby girl,” but it seemed to do the trick.

The thought crossed my mind suddenly that if she had a huge, hard kink for being my little sister, then being my daughter would probably set her off just as much...but I pushed that away. Another time. Maybe.

“Yes, Big Bro. Anything you say.”

“I control Dawn. I control her completely. My cum controls her.”

“Sure. Why wouldn’t it? You’re such a man. You’re—”

“No. Listen. I own her body. Her mind. Her soul. It all belongs to me. My cum is...it’s powerful, somehow. Hypnotic. The women who take it in—taste it, feel it in their pussies, whatever. They go into a trance. And while they’re in that trance, I can tell them anything I want, and they’ll believe it.”

She sat back, her head tilting like a dog trying to figure out the dogs it heard on a television. She looked at my cock, and then back at me.

“Control them. Women. With your...cum...”

Her hand went up to her tits, tweaking a nipple. I could see the soft glistening of arousal developing down her thighs, pushing through the cloth of her tiny shorts. 

“Oh wow, that’s...that’s so wrong. And it’s...it’s pretty hot, wow...”

She pushed back further now, looking at my cock and naked body with equal parts desire and fear. 

“You could make her...make her...make her suck your cock? Oh god, you already did. You already did, and...that's so perfect and...” She shook her head. “Fuck! No. I can’t believe I said that. But fuck, fuck!” A long, irritated and aroused growl emanated from her. “I’m fucking...fucking pissed and turned on and...”

Her eyes went wide suddenly. I knew, right then, she had caught on.

“You did that. To me. Didn’t you?”

I loved her so much. All I wanted was for her to be happy, and to be with me.

“And...and all those thoughts I have about you as my big brother, my Master...oh fuck.” Instantly, a hot, happy flush crept up from her breasts. “God, you made me...made me...”

Imagine the state she’s in. Trained exclusively to trust me, to want me, to adore me. And yet, sensing somewhere out there in the periphery of her consciousness some kind of betrayal. But all those hot, needy feelings I gave her also trap her. Also hide her from the truth. 

I wanted to come clean—to let her know that yes, I had made her want me completely. I had been responsible for her calling me her big brother, even though that was what I did to try and rectify the situation. But even as I did, what would happen to her mind? It was such a fragile thing, as I well knew. So receptive to my commands. Would she be able to take new orders if she knew where they came from? 

“You...did all this? To me? Do I want...” she was breathing hard, face manic. She was smiling and biting her lips and widening her eyes and grabbing at her tits and the rest of her body. “Oh god, Master, Big Bro...Victor...”

Body shaking, face continuing to contort with every manner of strange horrible thought. I knew that some vicious battle was going on in her head. I had to stop it; I had to make her feel good again. I felt such possession of her. Over the past week, I had practically owned every feeling Mallory had. Now that she had negative feelings—sadness, dismay, confusion—all I wanted was to protect her from them.

“Shh,” I said slowly, taking her against me once again. My cock was wet with precum, still, and it slid across her cheek slow. The sensation made her shudder and then calm. “Trust me, okay? You can trust me, love.”

“I...yes, Sir.” 

She gulped. Her breathing started to slow. For nearly two minutes, she clung to my body, just breathing and thinking. 

“I know you think I’m a bastard right now. Evil. I don’t know what to tell you. I only found out about this when you sucked me off for the first time. And since then...” I shrugged. “It went straight to my head. I had never fucked anyone, let alone someone as gorgeous as you.” 

She flushed furiously, simpering and smiling.

I know that inside, she was beaming bright. My Big Bro Master thinks I’m gorgeous!

“And it all just...got out of control. I can’t...justify it, Mallory. You’re all so fucking beautiful. You. Dawn. Lori. I couldn’t...I couldn’t help myself.”

She sighed against my leg. Lightly licking at the precum that had been spread around. “You are a bastard. And you are evil. But I’m fucking in love with you and I can’t bring myself to care. Much.”

“Wow.”

“Right? It doesn’t...it doesn’t even matter that you made me feel this way. And maybe you even made it not matter, what do I know? All I know is that it feels fucking fantastic to obey you and I can’t...I can’t fight it. I don’t...” she breathed hard. “I don't think I even want to. God, I don't know. That seems wrong. I'll want to talk more about this, I think.”

This sudden emotional outpouring exhausted me even more than fucking Dawn all night had. I could hear her in the kitchen, now, calling out for me.

“Master?”  She giggled softly. “May I please you, please?”

“She's awake,” said Mallory. “Out of...your trance.”

“Yes. I need you to take care of her.” 

“What? Come on, Master. What if—”

“The shop is closed today. It's Sunday. So take care of her until tomorrow. Take her back to your place. Sleep with her, whatever. Just keep her calm and under control. This can't go any further anymore.”

Now that the truth was out there for Mallory to know it, I couldn’t take advantage anymore. Just by saying a thing, you let yourself look at it. The words enter the draft of the world, and sometimes you can’t do anything to revise them to your liking.

“Just, take care of Dawn. Keep her calm and happy. Tell her I’m happy with her. Tell her you operate with my full authority. She’ll like that. We’ll talk more later, okay? I’m exhausted.”

Obediently, Mallory nodded. But we were far from done with this.

* * * * * 
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ALMOST, I HAD FALLEN down in the bed to go to sleep—and then came booming knocks, thundering at the door. I expected the worst. Celise, backed up by a cadre of SWAT team members with automatic rifles. At that particular point, I felt like I deserved their bullets. When absolute power corrupts absolutely, it also corrupts your ability to rationalize if you've got a moral bone in your body. At that point, I still had one or two.

Instead, though, surprisingly, it was Wallace Sheffield. He was as large as ever, a small umbrella under one hand like a cane. His suit was tailored and blue, and a small gold chain stretched outward from one suit pocket.

“You live in a wretched little place. Did you actually convince my daughter to join you here?”

I suppose we were past the point of “hello”s at that point. Fair enough.

“Usually, we met at her place.”

Not, I thought bitterly, that anything ever happened there. I had been inside Audrey's luxury condo only once—and even then, for less than two minutes while she finished getting ready. The entirety of our dating life really took place in parks, museums, and at the bookstore. It seemed fun enough at the time, but looking back I could see how empty and lacking in intimacy it was. Especially with what I had now. But when you've never been with a girl before, just hanging out around a true beauty like Audrey seems like a religious experience.

“Do you know,” said Sheffield, pointing to the window down the hall, “there was a boy down that street taken up and thrown into the jail not long ago.”

“Is that right?”

“Oh yes. He tried to steal my cell phone.” He held out the phone, a display prop. “Newest model in its class. Ithingzit whatever. 7G, something like that. I can’t be bothered to keep up. Cost me nothing, of course. Would have cost me nothing to lose it. But it’s the principle, you understand? I let the boy take it. And then I called the cops. Later that night, they found him. Arrested him. Promising boy, apparently. Bright future. A football player for the West Side Chargers. You know them?”

“It’s a high school team.”

“That’s right. He had been talking with scouts. This is what the police told me. He had been talking with scouts when they found him. Lots of noise about him on the internet. College hopeful. University hopeful. A future professional player, worth millions. A bright boy. A promising boy. Fell in with the wrong crowd, and stole the phone to impress them. Isn’t that silly? All for pride.”

“Why are you telling me this? Why are you here?”

He didn't mind my questions. “I had them throw the book at the boy, of course. Teach him a lesson. Principle, as I said. It’s very important, principle. Or principles. I suppose a man can’t have too many, unless they begin to converge on one other. Conflate. You can’t have principles that transpose. They must stand independent, like buildings in a city. Clear paths to each. No broken stairwells of logic inside. You understand?”

“No.”

He looked at me and frowned. Disappointed. His analogy, whatever it was, was quite clear to him. He leaned forward on his umbrella.

“I spoke with my daughter recently.”

“Okay.” Suddenly, I very much didn’t like where this was going. 

“She said she spoke with you.”

“That’s right.”

“I thought you and I had come to an understanding about such matters. You and her talking.”

“She came to me, man. Don’t get pissy because I was just there. She came to my work.”

“And yet you carried on with a conversation with her. One that she left away from feeling rather threatened, as I understand it. Does that bother you—my understanding?”

I shifted. “No.”

“It should. My understanding puts people in jail. People like you. Bright boys. Promising boys. I tossed a child into jail because he stole a replaceable phone from me, Victor. What do you think I’m going to do with you now that you’ve threatened my daughter?”

Well. Shit.

I tried my best not to gulp. Instead, I smiled.

“Look. If she felt threatened, I apologize. That’s not what I intended. I’d be happy to apologize—”

“Yes. Apologize. And quickly. Thoroughly. That will be the one thing that might save you from a jail cell. Or failing that, enough litigation to drown you in debt for the rest of your life. Do it well enough that she tells me about it. That place you work,” he referred clearly to the bookstore, disdain evident, “is done for. No more money. Not from me. And all the power I wield will thrown at it. Inspectors will find faults, day after day, do you understand? I know all of them. That is the beginning of your punishment. I make the calls on the morrow. Fair warning.”

* * * * *
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AFTER SHEFFIELD LEFT, I collapsed into bed. Dreams, or nightmares really, of all the cum-stained faces I had left in my wake flooded every image my brain supplied. 

Even so, I slept. I overslept. I was exhausted from the night’s activities and all the bustle from the Festival in the days prior. I was exhausted from fucking for hours at a time, from filling up Dawn’s body and mind with everything I had ever wanted to give her, from spilling out the truth about the entire dirty situation to Mallory. I was exhausted from the fear of what I had done to the book store that I tried so desperately to save, and I was exhausted from trying to brainstorm some new solution to fix everything once again.

I. Was. Tired.

I slept until late into Sunday evening and found my phone blown up with texts. 

A sampling from Lori:

8:20 AM - I  need you. I love you. Can't stop fingering myself thinking about you.

9:34 AM - When do we fuck? I need your cock in my cunt.

11:40 AM - Please come fill me up?

12:00 PM - Master. I should have been calling you Master. That's what Mallory calls you. And Big Bro.

1:30 PM – I promise I'm not doing any drugs, Master. I promise, Master. I'm not an addict anymore. I'm not. You saved me, Master.

2:20 PM - Please come fuck me, Big Bro?

3:39 PM - Am I in trouble, Master? Did I make you mad? I'm so sorry, Master. 

5:08 PM - I just need your cock so fucking bad, Sir. I love you, Master.

8:15 PM – Please tell me I'm good, Master?

And so on. A lot more than that—all more frequent and urgent. And then from Mallory:

10:42 AM – I told Dawn Master told me to keep her happy and calm, like you said. She asked if she could lick my pussy. That would make her happy and calmest.

11:36 AM – Holy fuck. Mid-thirties lesbian with decades of pussy licking experience.Ughhh.

1:04 PM – I am so fucking pissed at you.

1:06 PM – God I fucking love you. 

2:24 PM – I take it back. I think I love Dawn's tongue more than I love you.

2:24 PM – Kidding. But you know that. You know I can't love anyone more than you. You made it that way. Fuck why is that so hott???? I need Dawn's tongue again.

4:18 PM – I know you're exhausted, but I want you to snuggle me and tell me everything will be okay.

7:22 PM – We need to talk so bad. Seriously. 

9:30 PM – Dawn loves loves loves licking my pussy. Fifth time today.

Who knew that having a mind-controlled harem would require so much upkeep? As entertaining as it was to have a cadre of women unable to resist your desires, I still very much needed them to be able to take care of themselves as well. 

In the darkness of my apartment, my schedule was all screwed up. I was refreshed now, to an extent, but I had to be at work in the morning. Not that I really had to work now—with me basically owning the place, according to the actual owner, and with the store's shutdown imminent as well. But work was where I would start taking steps to resolve everyone's issues.

I knew that if I wanted, I could have Lori over in a heartbeat and solve all her problems with a heavy dose of fucking and cum. But I knew also that the chances that I would control myself—that I would stop from fucking her head even more completely—were rather remote. 

I texted Lori back immediately, telling her everything was fine. She was a perfect slave—she was lovely and beautiful and wonderful. She pleased me greatly. I apologized for being silent, and told her we would fuck, for certain, tomorrow.

A fountain of emojis later, she seemed rather pleased with the news.

I didn't know what exactly to say to Mallory. There was nothing else to say. So I stayed silent and wandered off back to bed, struggling not to call both of them and fuck them until they were competing to see who could get the most pregnant. 

To occupy my mind, I watched the TV—but it was all romantic comedies and sitcoms on. Lesser men than I complaining and whining about the women who didn't want them. I knew I could fuck and own every last woman I saw on the screen, and have them give up their fortunes for another round with my cock. So, that was too much. I pulled out a book instead, and barely read two pages before thankfully, finally, falling to sleep again. This time, I dreamt of nothing.

* * * * *
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WHEN I WOKE MONDAY morning, the apartment was empty. It was easy to believe, for a few moments, that none of it had happened. That it was all some dream. I hadn’t completely ripped apart Dawn’s life. I hadn’t enslaved Mallory or Lori. I was just Victor, again, normal guy, trying to make his way in the world.

I felt equal parts nostalgia and disgust for that life. I don’t know how it all changed or if I could ever get it back; I don’t know why I would ever want it again, even though part of me did.

The illusion broke entirely when I saw my breakfast waiting for me at the small table.

––––––––
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MASTER,

I told Dawn you would want her at the store. I assume that’s true. I dressed her in something acceptable, don’t worry. 

We need to talk.

Your

Mallory

––––––––
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EQUAL PARTS OMINOUS and encouraging, that. She was still calling me “Master,” and still referring to herself as “mine.” But perhaps she wasn’t able to do anything else anymore. The “We Need To Talk” was definitely foreboding. That’s something nobody in any relationship wants to hear. 

I ate breakfast and biked to the store, no idea how I was going to handle the menagerie of problems I had accumulated. Containing the bimbo fuckdoll that Dawn had become; dealing with whatever Mallory might be thinking about the evil mastermind she couldn't help but love; fucking Lori until she was calm again; sidestepping the wreckage that Celise no doubt wanted to bring into my life; and managing, somehow, the atomic bomb of shit that Sheffield wanted to drop.

And, Audrey. Fuck. Can't forget about her...no matter how hard I try, or how many other girls I fuck. I knew that somehow this all centered around her. Getting over her, maybe, or moving past her. Trying to forget that somehow I had let her unearthly beauty just slip through my grasp. Just thinking about her for even an instant made my cock jump.

At the store, my girls were already happily bustling away. Without the Festival still going on, the girls had no real need to keep dressing as hot as possible—but I hadn’t given them an order to stop. So, they dressed as hot as possible.

Mallory had dolled herself up in a tiny, pleated skirt (she knew what she did to me when she wore skirts) and a tight black tanktop that wasn’t anywhere nearly substantial enough to hold in her incredible rack. The globes of her ass were visible every time she bent forward more than ten degrees. The sides of her breasts spilled out from the top, making everything about her look eminently and immediately squeezable and—much more pressing—fuckable. Her boots, tall and dark, wrapped like tight shadows around her knees.

When I walked in to the store, she was just past the counter, arranging all the magazines. She had bent over at the hips to alphabetize the bottom row.

“Good lord,” I said slowly, admiring her red lace panties.

She shuddered at the appreciation evident in my voice and slowly stood up, smiling as she saw me. 

“Good morning, Master.”

“Public, babe. Don’t—”

“It's just Lori and Dawn here, Sir. They certainly won’t mind knowing you’re my Master...considering you're their Master too.”

Lori snuck up behind me, wrapping her arms around my body. She wore, I noticed only slowly, the exact outfit that Mallory had on.

“She's right, Sir. We don't mind at all.” She slid up on my body, kissing my ear. “Will you fuck me soon, Master? Big...B-big Bro?” I could tell she still had trouble with that. But, she wanted to comply, even without being tranced to call me that special name. “I've missed your cock...”

I pushed Lori away slightly. “Yes. But, later. Okay? Master and Mallory need to talk.”

“You know best, Master.” She nodded obediently, those big green eyes fervent with her worship. “Do you like what we're wearing?” 

Her tiny, hot little body twirled around. Mallory came and stood next to her, letting me look them both over. 

“Mallory thought it would be best if her lil' sis dressed like her today. What do you think, Master?”

It was just one more intensely hot sight on top of the deep, submissive love that shone so clearly in their eyes. 

“Is Master here?”

Dawn's voice was almost a squeal, the sort of anticipation and awe that women usually reserved for rockstars. Instead, it was for me.

She wore a tiny white minidress, slits up and down the sides showing off her skin. Fuck, she was gorgeous. Sparkly little rhinestones adorned her yellow heels. Everything about her, from her long blonde hair to her gorgeous face to her huge tits, was made for showing off. She greeted me with a long, hot sizzling kiss.

“I'm so happy to see you, Master. Can I suck you off right away?” She turned to the other girls. “Would you two like to watch?”

Lori nodded, eyes wide. I think she started to pant. Mallory, though, tugged at my arm. It took me a moment to look away from Dawn's body in that dress. 

“I'd like to talk to you? Please?”

I nodded. “Sure. In the back?”

“Ohhh,” said Lori. “Is this about the—”

“Hush, sis.”

Lori clammed up immediately. 

Dawn clasped her hands together. She wore lace gloves with little frills. “Is there anything I can do, Sir?” she breathed.

Her tits nearly popped out of her tiny outfit. God, but I wanted to fuck her again already. Her tinified little mind so perfectly suited now for obeying my will, and my will alone...

Nope. Not the time. “Just...keep helping out customers. Tell Lori I want her at the counter. All right?”

Dawn giggled, a flush of impending orgasm filling her from hearing my multiple commands. “Of course, Sir. Anything you say.”

Curious, I followed Mallory to the back, next to the bathrooms. 

“Is that Dawn's dress?”

“Mine. It's a little small on her.”

“I hadn't noticed...”

Her smile was flirty and challenging. “God, you're a terrible liar.”

The storage area was in the back, where we kept spare books and all sorts of office equipment. Mallory stopped me, putting a hand on my chest. Her face suddenly became very serious.

“Hey, do you remember how you had a date with that hot Asian girl?”

“Oh, shit.”

Shit. Shit. 

God, my one chance with Minjee, who I had lusted after longer than even Audrey, and I blew it entirely. I slept through the date, oh my god. I couldn't believe my bad behavior. Minjee was thoroughly gorgeous. A statuesque Asian whose cheekbones were so severely hot I felt I could fuck them all by themselves. Every part of her was like a sexual organ. 

Though, no. You know what? That was for the best. It was clear that I couldn’t be around any sort of beautiful woman without exerting every possible ounce of my control over them. So, the better for me. The better for her.

“Don’t worry.” Mallory giggled and smiled. “I took care of it.”

“What do you mean, you took care of it?”

“I saw the vials of cum in the fridge this morning as I was making breakfast. I took one. I wanted to...experiment.”

She bit her lip, looking naughty. Looking fucking hot.

When I told her what the truth was last night, some parts of my restrictions on seeing the cum in the fridge must have faded away. At least, that was the only explanation I could think of. 

“She came here to yell at you. And so I offered her some coffee.”

I could already see where this was going. “You didn’t...”

“I did. And now she’s in the back. Waiting for you, Master.”

“Fuck.” I put my head in my hands. 

The last thing I wanted now was more slaves. I knew I had gone overboard with Dawn. Hell, I knew I had gone overboard with Mallory and Lori. And if I needed any proof of that, then here it was. Mallory basically kidnapping Minjee for my amusement.

“I want to see it.” Her eyes were crazed. Warm. “I want to see what you did to me. Lori. Dawn. I want to see it for myself.”

“God, Mallory, I’m really so—”

“No.” She put a finger to my mouth. “This isn’t about apologies. I don’t want to hear that. I want to...” Her countenance melted somewhat. “I want to see it. That’s all. Show me.”

I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice. It was possible, I suppose, that I could have ordered her around some. Tried to turn her on so much from obeying me that she got too aroused to do anything but fuck. 

But then I’d have to trance her again. And I wasn’t sure I could do that. And if I didn’t, then she’d just ask for this again.

“Fine.”

She had placed Minjee behind a tall stack of unsold mysteries. Hidden, just in case anyone unsupervised tried to walk back here. Minjee stood underneath a small caged light, hands at her side, blankly looking forward. Her eyes were white. Totally white. She wore a tiny pale tan dress, sleeveless, with dark green tights on her long legs.

“How much did you give her?” I whispered to Mallory.

She shrugged. “Like...two vials, I think? Some spilled out. I had to work not to swallow it down. I love the taste of your cum.” 

Glassy stare, shudder of pleasure. 

“Fuck,” she said, noticing what had happened. “God, it’s like an itch now. Every time that happens. It’s like ignoring an itch to remember that you’ve done it. It’s so much nicer, so much easier to just...just accept and...”

Alarms rang in my head. I didn’t want her to over-contemplate this. That seemed like a bad episode of a soap opera show waiting to happen—with my beautiful, eager girlfriend suddenly having some split personality that hated me as much as the other half loved me.

I kissed her forward, pulling her tiny waist against my body. “Why don’t I show you what you wanted to see?”

“Yes, Master. Please.”

I turned to Minjee. Stroked her face slightly. She shuddered—and I did too. 

Okay, that was as far as it was going to go, I thought. I'm not going to indulge in this. Just really baseline stuff. Easily reversible. Easily changeable. 

“Minjee,” I said slowly.

“Minjee.”

She smiled warmly.

“You’re not mad at me for missing our date.”

“I’m...not...mad at you for missing the date.”

“You know my time is important.”

“I know your time is important.”

“I am important.”

“You are important.”

“I am important to you.”

“You are important...”

Her lovely, pert lips struggled. I touched her face again, unable to stop myself, stroking softly. She cooed unconsciously into my hand. Right away, Mallory got the idea. Unbidden, she moved her hands to Minjee’s petite breasts, touching her there, sending spikes of pleasure through her slender, statuesque body. I thought of telling her to stop, but that would mean ordering Mallory around. I was stuck between protecting Minjee and protecting Mallory...and I chose Mallory.

“I am important to you,” I said again.

“You are important...” she sighed happily. “To me.”

“You trust me.”

“I trust you.”

“You’re happy to be my friend.”

“I’m happy to be your friend.”

Mallory shifted, her eyes flashing at me. I knew that look. Go further. She would have the same flash when she wanted me to do something rough in bed with her or Lori. To wrap my hands around her throat, to slap her ass while she called me her Big Bro.

“You’re happy to be close to me.”

“I’m happy to be close to you.”

“You’re excited about me.”

“I’m excited about you.”

Letting out a small sound of frustration, Mallory pulled away from her and slid between my body and hers. She kissed at my chin. Trying to turn me on. 

“You’re not doing it right, Master” said Mallory. “I know you’re not. You’re holding back. Make her want you, Sir. I want to see it. I want to see what you’ve done.”

Her hand went to my crotch, stroking intently. Giving me a soft, urgent handjob over my pants.

Fuck. I couldn’t...I couldn’t turn her down. I wanted it myself, and now here was Mallory, the only thing even remotely providing any resistance, and she was urging me on to go even further. Mallory moved to one side, her hand still dedicated on my cock. 

“You find me incredibly attractive.”

“I find you incredibly attractive.”

“You...oh.”

Mallory unbuckled my pants and wrapped her hand around my cock proper. Her strokes were soft, insistent, and perfectly made for my hardness. Her lips brushed against my ear. 

“Take her in deep, Sir,” she whispered, snuggling in close. “Deep. I want to see it. I want to see what you do.”

With her other hand, Mallory started to finger her own cunt through the tiny red lace of her panties.

Jesus God in heaven.

With shivering fingers, I brushed Minjee's beautiful, sculpted face again. Those cheekbones. “You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...I want...”

I put Minjee’s hand up under her slender dress, past her tights, and onto her clit. It was easy to start a few circling motions. She picked it up easy after that, stroking her delicate femininity as I spoke.

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...to be...your girlfriend.”

The sight of her face, yearning so much and yet with her eyes whited out with my power, was unstoppably arousing.

“You want me more than anything.”

“I want you more than anything.”

“You want to be my lover.”

Mallory's strokes more urgent now. She liked that. I could feel her hips bucking against mine, so close to cumming as she watched my control.

“I want to be your lover.”

“But you know it’s not meant to be.”

A flash of confusion. “I know...it’s not meant to be.”

Somehow, in the midst of the brilliant handjob Mallory dealt out, I had to both convince Mallory that I was truly trying to control Minjee, but also not end this trance session with yet another fuckhappy sex slave to take care of. So far, damage control was not my high point—and I was wary of trying to do any more than I had to do already.

“You know I’m forbidden to you.”

Minjee's voice became excited. “I know I’m forbidden to you.”

Mallory looked at me strangely.

“Trust me,” I whispered in her ear. She shivered and nodded. That command was completely thorough to her being, now, after so many days of inductions. 

Back to Minjee. “You know that propriety forbids our pairing.”

Her mouth fell open slightly. The inner-workings of her mind understood now. She was being placed inside of a Victorian novel. The very sort of story she had centered her life around analyzing for her graduate degree. 

Devious? I suppose so. But effective.

As was Mallory's stroking on my thick, fully hard cock. I was closer and closer to exploding.

“I know that propriety forbids our pairing.”

“You know that you can’t betray the status of either of our houses.”

“I know I can’t betray the status of either of our houses.”

Mallory jerked me faster and faster. I couldn’t keep it all in. It felt too good.

“Our love is...f-forbidden!” I groaned, cumming hard from Mallory’s stroking.

“Our love is forbidden!”

Mallory leaned against me, cumming herself from watching me spill out onto the ground. She moaned in my ear, frantic and hot, “You can do it anyone. You can do it to anyone. My Big Brother can have all the girls. All the girls!”

Both of us calmed down over the next few minutes, kissing and holding each other tight.

Minjee still had a little trance left in her, so I went over a bastardized version of my Four Commandments—Trust, Attraction, Loving my Presence (as opposed to Cock), and easy compliance to my suggestions and thoughts (as opposed to outright gleeful obedience to my will).

Slowly, the trance wore off from Minjee. I zipped my pants back up and led her near to the door, next to the bathroom. She could think, perhaps, that she had just been in there washing up and zoned out. 

When I walked back to Mallory, she still examined my cum on the floor, transfixed by the thick puddle.

“Okay,” said Mallory finally. “Okay.” She took a breath, forcibly turning away from the puddle of cum on the floor. “Now I know what you do.”

And then, no doubt summoning every ounce of will she had, she left me alone with Minjee.

* * * * *
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THE INCIDENT WITH MINJEE needed me to cum more than once to get it out my head. She was so beautiful, and still very much under my control. After I ensured that she woke up from the trance without anyone coming across her dazed form, I rushed out from the back and grabbed Dawn roughly by the arm, pulling her into the office.

“Wheee!” the blonde giggled helplessly, crushing her beautiful form against mine. Her dress rode up her thighs, showing the hot skin beneath. 

Not even bothering to ask her or command her, I pulled her still until she was up underneath her own desk and my pants were down to my ankles. She got the idea. Her mouth wrapped around my cock easily, happily. I could feel her body relaxing as she performed the one task beyond all others she knew she was for—pleasing the Man in her life. Her Daddy. Her God.

It took some doing just to believe that I was already hard again, right after cumming like that. But that was happening more and more lately. One of the other latent changes happening to me after so much exercising of my ability. 

Power thrummed in every atom of my being. Taking Minjee like that. Corrupting Mallory and showing her exactly what I could do to the other women she saw—what I had done to her. Her arousal from it—that fucking orgasm she had—was beyond my wildest dreams. Did she truly want what I wanted? Had I been able to convince her of the glories of conquering another soul?

Or now that she had cum, would she come to her senses, like I had come to my senses after so many orgasms before? Would she leave town and hope for the best, for the brainwashing to lose its effect?

At that moment, with Dawn’s plush, hot lips wrapped around my cock, I didn’t care. I fucked forward into her face with abandon, practically squatting off the chair to gain extra leverage down her throat. She swallowed, her tight esophagus creating a hot suckling motion on the tip of my dick.

I didn’t know how long I would last like that—and then Celise stormed inside. 

“Re-really,” Lori was protesting, grabbing at her arm, “I think he’s busy, so maybe you shouldn’t—”

“Shut up,” said Celise. Her voice was cool, even though her demeanor riveted with agitation. “I want to talk to you, asshole.”

She wore a tight, smart navy suit. Her form was long—everything about her was long. Legs. Arms. Fingers. Neck. Torso. I wanted her. That I fucked her ex's throat right in front of her didn't help matters much.

Somehow, I managed to gain my composure. “Of course. That’s only natural. I should have expected. Please, sit down.”

“I’m not doing anything you say. I have questions for you. And Dawn.”

“Of course. Go right ahead.”

Dawn, oblivious, continued to suck me off beneath the desk. I hadn’t ordered her to stop, after all. At least she had the good sense to quiet down a bit. Her Master was talking, after all. I stuffed her mouth further, trying to make sure she stayed that way.

God, but Celise a truly beautiful woman. Like an Amazon poised for battle, ready to destroy anything in her way. Blood rushed to my head and my cock, thinking of her serving me. 

Thoughts filled my head of being some ancient king with her kneeling before my throne. Adorned in golden, skimpy armor—the silly kind you’d see on the covers of fantasy novels or in Japanese video games. Her cunt pulsing with heat as she imagined all the enemies she could vanquish in my name...

“I asked you a question, Victor.”

I smiled. “Sorry. What was it?”

“When did it start? With you and Dawn?”

“Not that long ago.”

“She said she loved you. She said...” I saw her turn away, her jaw tightening. “She said she had always loved you.”

“It was...” I struggled for a story, and also to hold in my joyful laughter as Dawn plunged deeper on my thick meat. “Ha. It was a surprise to me as well, I’ll tell you that. But when she laid it all out, I felt like I couldn’t do anything but go along with her. She’s...ha. Haha.” I banged the table a little bit. “She’s a firecracker.”

“This is funny to you? I’m funny to you?”

Now that I really, really had to not laugh, I had even more trouble holding it in. “Oh. Ohhh.” I shuddered slightly. Precum gushed out of me. Dawn was sliding slow, now, taking her time. “It’s not funny. Really.”

“She told me...she told me she had something to tell me about you. On Saturday. She was really concerned, it sounded like.”

I shrugged. “That seems natural, given the circumstances.”

“Why was she so...so...” Celise shook her head. “She was acting like she barely knew me. Like...a different person. The look in her eyes, when she looked at you...”

I banged my fist down again, pushing forward. Dawn’s strangled, pleasure-filled murmurs were just almost audible. “The thing to do, Detective, is to just leave all of this alone. There’s no happiness waiting for you down this road.”

Her mouth set. All I could think of was filling it until her eyes were white.

“I’m going to check this story with Dawn.”

“I’ve told her not to talk with you,” I said firmly. “I think it’s for the best. She’s rather...broken up about how it all went down. She doesn’t want to see you right now. I don’t think you ought to see her.”

She sighed and shook her head. “I don’t think I can let that stand.”

She stood up and walked back to the door. Apparently, she thought that was it. But I wouldn't let her have the last word.

“The two of us don’t care much about what you think, Detective. I’m sorry. But that’s the way it is. And you know it’s for the best.”

She stopped at the door. Fuck, but her ass was so tight in those pants. I was getting off from her former lesbian lover sucking me off, my thoughts aroused by the sight of her hot-as-hell body. Maybe I was God. There was no one to tell me I wasn’t...and if there was, I could change their minds.

“I’ve heard Dawn talk about you, you know. Before this.”

“Is that a fact?” I laughed again. So close to cumming now.

I felt untouchable. Giddy.

“She said you were nothing. A nobody. Destined for nothing.”

I leaned harder into Dawn’s mouth, pumping slightly with my hips. Just out of Celise's sight.

“A good story,” I said. “To fool you into thinking nothing was happening.”

“I guess so.”

She stepped out from the office and back into the store. I saw her shaking her head in the stacks, searching for meaning. Just as I thought I was rid of her and the trouble she represented for a while, Mallory appeared again—back from wherever it was she had gone. They stood in my door together—my would-be nemesis and my quandary-riding-slave, both etherial in their beauty. 

“Can I talk with you, Detective?”

Mallory flashed me a wink. She was so pretty, so devious, so conniving and manipulative, that I couldn’t imagine what she had in store for me.

I came down Dawn’s tight, hot bimbo throat. Her gorgeous body orgasmed beneath me, her body shuddering, covered in load after load of my cum. Tranced, eyes totally white, she licked it up automatically, taking long gobs off her fingers in an automatic reaction to its closeness. By the time my thoughts were making sense again, Mallory and Celise were gone. 

It was all very clear, suddenly. What I had to do. The power was mine. It was stupid to deny it so much. I could use it at least to preserve this perfection—Dawn on her knees where she belonged, Mallory cumming as she watched me owning gorgeous women for my nefarious purposes. I could protect that. I could keep it.

“I need you to listen to me, Dawn. I have a very special assignment for you...”

* * * * *
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“IT'S...IT'S JUST THAT, you said you would fuck me today. I know, Master. I know, I'm so sorry for speaking out of turn. I know, b-but...but...b-but it's been all I've needed for like, days now, and I haven't gotten to touch your cock or feel it at all. And Mallory's great, god is she ever, but it's not your cock, and please c-can't I? No? Oh...okay. No, you're right. I am just acting like an addict, aren't I? You don't like that, Master. I know. I'm sorry.”

Later in the afternoon, Lori talked to herself in the bathroom, facing the mirror. She had neglected to close the door all the way, and so I could hear her speaking at length, trying to prepare herself for my “inevitable” rejection of her offer.

As if. I'd fuck Lori seven ways from every day of the week if I had the chance. I had been busy, that was all. She checked her perfect face in the mirror, attending to her make up. Making sure her tiny tanktop pushed up her petite tits in just the perfect manner. Her cleavage, even if not substantial, was incredible. Her breasts pushed against one another just so, meeting like old friends. I really did need to fuck her again. I'd love to hear her call me Daddy...

Minjee had left some time ago—maybe two hours after Dawn's blowjob in the office. She spent the time drinking coffee, pretending to read a book, staring wistfully at me all the while. When I looked back at her, she jerked her gaze away, suddenly finding something very interesting on the wall or in her book. It was fun, I realized, to tease her. I wondered how many girls thought it was fun to tease me like that back in school, when I had been staring wistfully, thinking that we would never be together. 

Lori continued her prostrations in the mirror. 

“I'll call you Big Bro. You...you are my Big Bro. I know you are. Is that good, Master? Big Bro? I want to know what to do. Anything just to please you...”

I would show her exactly how to please me, I decided. 

Just as I was about to rectify the situation once and for all, though, Dawn returned. Her special assignment complete.

I knew it was complete, because Wallace Sheffield followed her in. He looked disheveled, as though Dawn had connived, cajoled, and coerced him into coming here. She better have. It's what I ordered her to do. His suit today was charcoal gray, his tie a bright blue.

“I don’t very much see what this is about,” he said.

“I told you, Wally,” she giggled. “You've got to be here. Okay? It'll all make sense soon.”

“Not a thing about this makes any sense. There's no reason at all for me to be here. But for your sake, I'll stay inside until your employees can see you. They ought to know their boss is a drunk.”

Drinking? A good excuse as any. For a rational mind like Sheffield's, an over-abundance of drink was probably much more likely than any kind of mind-altering spunk coming from the “boy” who threatened his daughter. Probably it was all a very sane progression—Dawn had overworked herself to the point of exhaustion for the Ice Festival, and now she was suffering through some kind of psychotic break.

On the counter, next to the register, as I told Dawn there would be, was a very special cup of coffee that I had prepared for Sheffield. Dawn wasn't exactly very smart anymore—probably somewhere in her brain there was some intelligence somewhere—but she absolutely could obey orders to a tee.

Though, I don't know about that—perhaps it was her vast intelligence that made her such easy prey. She had that much more mental power to completely dedicate to the absolute pleasure of making herself my total slave.

Something to think about later, when I wasn't about to trance a millionaire. 

“Have some coffee, Mister Sheffield,” giggled Dawn, handing him the tainted cup. “Please, won't you?”

She pushed her tits up on one arm. He appeared to be equal parts annoyed and turned on. Who could blame him?

“If I have some, will you tell me what this is all about? Why you're dressed like some two-dollar stripper? Will you let me call an institution on your behalf?”

In her insanely tiny outfit, every motion was elaborate, and so her shrug was as well. “...yes?”

“Fine, then.”

He took a short sip. “There. Now, will...” 

Slowly, he looked at the coffee. Perplexed. Even a bit scared. And then he downed the rest of it quickly as anything, not looking as if he could control himself.

After about ten seconds, his eyes turned absolutely and completely white.

It was a different sensation, owning a male. Before, all my thoughts had been centered more or less around building up a group of women to love me. 

It's no secret to me that men run the world. And I'm not trying to be a dick or discount what women can do. It's just the truth of the situation is that in most places, men are the ones in positions of power—largely because they've always been in those positions of power, and have a very vested interest in that power status quo never changing. 

I bring this up because it was there, watching Wallace become fully tranced with his mind ready for me to shape, that I realized for the first time how much fucking power, real power, I owned. Not just power over women, which was enough. But power over even the richest and most powerful people alive. I approached slow, sliding a hand up Dawn's ass crack. She looked at Wallace's new condition with some vague interest, but clearly was much more interested in doting and adoring me.

“Wallace.”

“Wallace,” he repeated dumbly.

I have to admit, it was a weird thing to be icked out about—letting him taste my cum—but I was, just a bit. Even so, I'd have to get over it. I had to get this under control. This entire situation had to be under my control, or no good would come of it.

Lori then approached, having watched the entire exchange between Dawn and Sheffield from her coffee counter. Her lovely little face was confused. Arms drawn up to her shoulders, questioning. 

“What's happened to him?” she asked.

Muttering, Wallace repeated what she said.

“Hey,” said Lori. “What was that? Was he...what was that?”

I took her by the shoulders and took a firm hold of her. “Go back to your stand, Lori.”

“B-but—”

“Slave.” My voice was firm. “Go. Back. To. Your. Stand. And then later, we'll fuck.”

The promise of my cock in her again was too much to ignore. “Yes, Master.”

Now, back to Sheffield. He had been muttering the commands I said to Lori, not quite tranced enough to believe them already. 

“Wallace, it's very important to listen to me.”

“It's important to listen to you.”

“What I have to say is critical.”

“What you have to say is critical.”

I took a breath. “You don’t want to close the shop.”

“I don’t want...”

It worked better when the girls were aroused. Dawn had re-wrapped herself around my body, kissing at my ear and neck. So, I moved her hand to Wallace's cock, over his pants. She was my whore. I could use her how I like. She seemed displeased at his cock's size and shape—a disappointment which I rather enjoyed—but happy to obey my orders. 

“You don’t want to close the shop,” I said again.

“I don't want...to close the shop.” He sighed happily. Dawn's hand was rather expert at this point.

“In fact, you want to expand it.”

“In fact, I want to expand it.”

“You want to give me money.”

“I want to give you money.”

“You know I'm an extremely responsible young man.”

“I know you're an extremely responsible young man.”

“I'm more than worthy of dating your daughter.”

“You...you are...”

Even now, this gave him trouble. But I could change him. I could change anything I liked about him.

“I have dated your daughter.”

“You've dated my daughter.”

“Audrey has terrific judgment.”

“Audrey has...terrific judgment.”

He struggled with that, but it sunk in.

“If Audrey wants to date me, I must be great as well.”

“If...i-if Audrey wants to date you, you must be great as well.”

“You think I'm absolutely terrific.”

“I...I think you're...”

I gestured for Dawn to increase the strokes on his cock. Her nimble hands pushed through the fabric, grabbing him firmly. His precum stained through the fabric.

“You think I'm absolutely terrific.”

His eye finally stopped bulging. “I think you're absolutely terrific.”

“You love the thought of me being with your daughter.”

“I love the thought of you being with my daughter.”

“You think she and I are a terrific match.”

“I think you and she are a terrific match.”

There. That was enough. I pulled Dawn away, her hands no longer servicing his cock. Wallace seemed to be in extreme discomfort, right on the edge of cumming. I didn't care. Let the man have some blue balls. 

After that, just a few principles: he trusted me; he wanted me to have his money; he had no issues with Audrey's attraction to me. They all went down easy. After twenty minutes, he was as much my toy as anyone else I wanted to control.

Now all I had to do was make sure Audrey was attracted to me.

Wallace Sheffield left an hour later, still somewhat in a haze. Not his normal self at all. I would call him tomorrow, I decided, and put everything to the true test.

My phone buzzed. A short email from Mallory:

Sorry for skipping off work today. Had to sort through a lot. Sorry. See you at home tonight.

I love you, Master.

Your

Mallory

* * * * *
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I ARRIVED HOME TO FIND Mallory at the couch, sitting down with a vial of my cum in her hands. She stared at it curiously, like she held the trigger to a nuclear weapon.

Despite her seriousness, and how bleak this all appeared to be, dinner was still on the table. Quinoa, mango, and black beans, with a salad on the side. 

“Once you’re finished eating, I’d love it if we could talk.”

“Dinner can wait.”

She looked somewhat pained. “O-okay. It’s just...I made it for you...like you said you wanted...”

I took her hand. “Relax. Trust me. It’s fine. It can wait.”

Stress left her immediately—and then immediately returned as she noticed what was happening. 

“Th-that’s what I want to talk about. You saw it, didn’t you? My second-guessing. Am I calming down because you said so? Am I doing it because things are actually okay, or only because you’re saying they’re okay? Is there a difference? Ought there to be? Can’t your word be final about everything? But who are you to decide that sort of thing, besides my Master and Big Brother and the perfect Man and even that is all fucking injected in my head...”

Christ. I really, really had done a number on her. The stress in her voice, the confusion, all that was swimming on top of a sea of terror and arousal, caught up in a cyclone of need. 

“So.” She straightened up slightly. “I need you to do something for me. Okay? And this is the last request I’ll ever ask of you.”

“Anything,” I said, meaning it totally. “Anything you want. I want to do it. I do.”

She licked her lips, one hand sliding on my thigh. “Remove all doubt from me. Remove every last strip of morality...and then I’ll whisper in your ear, stroking your cock, and let you know how perfect it is that you did it. And when you do it to everyone else.”

The air was thick with her words for several moments. I couldn't believe what I had heard. 

“Holy shit. Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“I could...I could go the other way, I think. If you wanted. I could make you how you were...”

“I wasn’t happy, then. Not like the last week. I’ve been smiling from ear to ear constantly. I’ve been feeling fan-fucking-tastic, and absolutely in love with you. Why would I give that up...for anything? For normal?”

“I mean, it’s...it’s what you...what you were. Or are. I don’t know.”

“I don’t want that, anymore. I don’t care if I ever did. I want my thoughts to be controlled by you. I love that. I need it. I crave it. It’s all I fucking want all day long. I just don’t want any more doubts about wanting it. I want my mind, my body, to be your plaything. Totally.”

She was offering me everything. Everything and anything I had ever wanted. It was a difficult thing to process. 

I could just do it anyway—remove this need to obey me. To be controlled by me. Face the consequences.

But I had promised her anything. And she had asked for this. 

Before I put her all the way under, though, there were a few things I needed to know. 

“What did you talk about today with the detective?”

“Celise?”

“Who else? Of course.”

She shrugged. “She wanted something to work on, someone to blame for her ills. I told her that Dawn had leaned on you to help re-finance the store after Sheffield threatened to pull his financial support. I made it seem like the pressure from that was the instigating factor behind Dawn’s ‘affair.’ Someone to blame who was even more to blame than you. Like you know, in movies, when a bad guy kills the good guy’s family, but really it was the other bad guy, the money bad guy, who made the whole thing happen?” She shrugged. “People like narratives. You doing what you did to Minjee gave me the idea. So...I put her to looking into Sheffield’s finances. There was bound to be something dirty there anyway.”

“And looking through all that would distract her for a while.”

“Months, maybe. He’s been in business for a long time. I thought it was good enough to get her out of our hair until we figured out everything we wanted to do. With each other. For each other.” Her hands clasped around mine.

“That’ll have to change,” I said, frowning. “I mean, good work. For sure. But...I just had Sheffield agreeing to donate most of his fortune this afternoon.”

“Fuck.” Her eyes lit up in awe. “You really just...you control anyone you want, don’t you?”

“I guess so.”

“And you want me, right?”

“Of course I do, Mallory. I love you. I think I’d love you without all this. I was certainly ready to, before it all started. I just...didn’t expect to have hypnotic cum.”

She giggled. “I’m glad you do, though. And I want...I want it to be okay that I want that. Like I said.”

“I know. I’ll make it happen.”

“And...and one last thing, okay?”

“Sure. Anything you want.”

“I think I’ll always have hang ups about you and Audrey. I want you...I want you to get rid of them, okay? Make me not worry about her. Make me know...that you love me more than her.”

“I do love you. More than her. More than anyone.”

Small orgasmic pleasure trickled through her body. “F-fuck,” she moaned, her pussy pushing hard against my thigh. “Don’t...do that. No, god, what am I saying? Do that all the time. But...please. Make me know it. Better than I know anything, even. Make me know that. Okay?”

She had just the one vial in her hand. For what she was asking, I wanted to leave no room for doubt. I owed that to her. I loved her. I got up and returned with two more vials.

“To really take you down.”

She shivered with arousal. “Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

Popping open all three, she downed them at the same time. The cum oozed past her lips, taking effect right away. Less than a minute later, she was blank-eyed, staring at me with infinite, white-eyed patience. I stripped down, and then stripped her. The both of us naked, in front of one another on the couch.

“You love me, Mallory.”

Her voice so warm. “I love you, Master.”

“You love that I control you.”

“I love that you control me.”

“You love that I control others.”

“I love that you control others.”

“You're happy that I fucked your mind.”

“I'm happy that you fucked my mind.”

“You've always, always wanted me to own you like I do.”

“I've always, always wanted you to own me like you do.”

“You know it's perfect and right for me to own others like I own you.”

“I know that it's perfect and right for you to own others like you own me.”

Simple enough. That was done. I arranged her hands now; one on the nipples, the other on her clit. Reinforcing all the pleasure.

“I am your Master.”

“You are my Master.”

“I am your Big Bro.”

“You are my Big Bro, Master.”

“I am your Daddy.”

“You are my Daddy, Big Bro.”

“I am every male to you. All others are just imitations.”

“You are every male to me. All others are just imitations, Daddy.”

“I am your God.”

“You are my God, Daddy.”

My cock throbbed, but I had to hold myself back. This couldn't become another Dawn situation. I loved Mallory's devious mind.

“But you are my Priestess. My Queen.”

“I am your Priestess. Your Queen.”

“You’ll give me caution and guidance for my rule.”

“I’ll provide caution and guidance for you rule, Master.”

“You know others won’t understand how right I am.”

“I know other won’t understand how right you are, Master”

“Discretion is our protection.”

“Discretion is our protection, Master.”

There. At least I’d have another voice in my head, now. I couldn’t very well hypnotize myself to keep what I was doing under control, but hypnotizing Mallory to be the cool voice of reason was close enough. 

This is what I had wanted all along. When I told Mallory originally about what I was doing—this is exactly what I truly wanted. I thought it was morality, trying to admit my guilt. But this was the truth, now. I wanted a partner. I wanted someone to enjoy this power with. I wanted someone who would assuage all feelings of guilt, all doubts, all misgivings. I wanted a dark seductress stroking my cock cooing in my ear as I handed out order after order to an ever-growing harem of perfectly proportioned fertile fucksluts, entirely obsessed with pleasing their Daddy, Master, and God.

And I didn't want her to have any doubts about her status for me. I moved her hand off her clit onto my cock—which was fully hard at that point. She stroked me automatically. I was already incredibly close to cumming.

“You’re better than Audrey.”

“I’m better than Audrey, Master”

Fuck. Fuck, that got me hot. Thinking of her knowing herself as better than a girl I thought was unmatched in beauty. Even just that little bit was enough to make her hotter than Audrey all by itself.

“You're sexier than Audrey.”

“I'm sexier than Audrey, Master.”

“You know I love you more than her.”

“I know you love me more than her, Master.”

My precum oozed over her hand. Fingers slid tight and fast around my throbbing shaft.

“You know I love you more than anyone.”

“I know you love me more than anyone, Daddy.”

“You know you’re better than them because you’re at my side.”

“I know I’m better than them because I'm at your side, Daddy.”

“You’re my slavemaker. My perfect pet.”

“I’m your slavemaker. Your perfect pet, Master”

I was going to cum. God, I needed to hear her say it again.

“You love me more than anyone. You'll never leave. You'll always be mine.”

“I love you more than anyone, Master. I'll never leave! I'll always be yours, Daddy!”

Groaning, shuddering, holding Mallory tight, I came all over her torso and thighs. My jizz shooting fast and long across her body. It was the thickest, hottest load I had shot all day, in a day full of hot, thick loads. 

I just huffed and moaned my love for her in her ear, my cock surging slightly as she repeated. When finally she came to, after maybe an hour of this tranced sort of shuffling and cuddling, she licked her lips, looking down at herself.

“Oh my. You really do love putting me under, don't you?” She took up a long swipe of my cum on her fingers, holding it up in front of her mouth. “Want to go for another round?”

* * * * *
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I FUCKED MALLORY TO exhaustion.

Naked, I was in the kitchen. My form had gotten rather ripped over the past week. Not only of it could be attributed purely to the nonstop exercise I was getting from my cycle of women, could it? And how was I  fueling all this cum? I didn't feel like I had been eating more...

Was I getting stronger? My body changing to match the alpha vibes my cum instilled in women?

The door knocked. Frantic.

Jesus. Aren't I done with people knocking at my fucking door yet?

It was Lori. Still wearing the tight, tiny outfit from today. She had been crying. At the end of the day at work, I had put off fucking her once more, too wrapped up with what Mallory might have wanted. It seems like it was one time too many. 

“I—I need to talk to you.” She put her hands on the door, as if she thought I meant to close it on her. “I know you said to go home, but I—b-but I...I...you also said we would fuck, and I wasn't sure if that meant I should come to you, and—a-and...”

“Shh, baby girl.”

I really, truly, had not been taking care of her well. I had a lot to learn about being a Master. I took her into my arms, her body so tiny and slender, and kissed the top of her head. 

Soon, we were sitting next to one another in the living room, where Mallory had begged me not even three hours before to be my eternal fuckslave. 

Lori frowned, crossing her arms. “I know...I feel like I know I’m not supposed to think about this, which is weird enough, but like, just a week ago, none of this was true. I wasn’t...I mean...”

She put her hands on her head. “I wasn’t in love with you, you know? And neither was Mallory. And Dawn...Dawn! Fuck, look at her just today! What happened to her? She’s some...some bimbo and you and Mallory are acting like it’s no big deal when it is. It is a big deal. And there was that Asian girl just trying to hide and stalk you, another beautiful girl by the way, who you seem to collect like fucking flies on molasses, and—and...fuck, like a harem...and...”

As she spoke, her hands had drifted up around her tits, squeezing them intently. She didn’t know it, but everything she complained about I had also hard-wired to turn her on. There was obviously some disconnect, though—something I had missed, something essential that she needed to understand before this was all truly okay. 

Just a few days ago I would have made her suck my cock until she felt good about the entire situation.

Hell, just a few days ago, I did make her suck my cock until she felt good about the entire situation. 

Now it was different. 

What the fuck is up with morality anyway? It’s like some terrible sobriety, only coming around when your body magically gets tired of the beautiful high you had been riding. A part of me knew that if I had my druthers, I’d forget about whether this was good or evil right away. I’d simply take Lori into the bedroom with Mallory, put her on her knees, and have her obediently suckle on my cock until everything that was happening not only was unobjectionable, but desirable. 

I had just done that with Mallory, after all.

If I could do that, if I was the one man in three and a half billion who could make that happen, why shouldn’t I? 

“Lori...”

“No. Don’t...don’t talk. Every time you talk, it gets all...all twisted together, somehow. I can’t explain it.” 

“Trust me, babe.”

It was all I had to say. Three words. Each of them localized to the exact pleasure center of her brain. Softly, her lips parted. A moan escaped.

Do you see how difficult it is to behave? When it’s just that simple? Three words. That’s all. That’s how thin a barrier I had created for myself to get away with whatever misbehaving I wanted to do in front of Lori. 

“T-trust...you.”

“You love me, don’t you babe?”

Her big, beautiful green eyes became wide and low. “Y-yes, Master.”

“And you trust me. I know that.”

“Yes, Master. Of course I do. It’s j-just that—”

“And you want Minjee to fuck me. Don’t you?”

“Well, yes, of course I do. Who wouldn’t? B-but—”

“Then you don’t need to be confused by anything at all. You trust me. You love me. Minjee wants to fuck me. You want her to fuck me. It’s all normal as anything, babe.”

She had been mouthing my words after I said them. Trust you. Love you. Wants to fuck you. 

“Y-yes, Master.”

Before, I would have walked away feeling in control. Better about myself. But now I felt impossibly dirty. Impossible to clean. I could easily deal with this in a responsible, adult way. But the fundamental problem was that I just didn't want to, anymore.

“Yes, Sir?”

“Bend over, now. Onto the coffee table there. Do it, like a good slave.”

“But I...”

She was already pushing herself on top of the table. “I had so many questions...I...”

“Shut up.”

And she did. I was hard, and her cunt was wet. I stripped off her panties and pulled her shirt up. Already naked, I entered her totally bare, holstering myself into her virgin-tight young cunt with ease. 

It would have been easy, probably, to make the fucking last for a long time. Give her a good show of it. But she would cum on command, and so that meant the only really important orgasm was mine and mine alone. And as soon as I exploded in her, I would make her believe absolutely that the only time she had ever had a sexual thought in her life was because of me.

Why not be a God? It felt fucking good.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned. “Oh god, Master. M-Master. B-Big Bro! It's so good. It's s-so so good!”

I knew it was. I had trained her to love it.  I fucked her. Furious and hard. Spitefully, even. How dare she ask me questions. How dare she even think of it? 

My orgasm was not quite as impressive as those earlier in the night. Mallory had taken most of my quality loads. But still, my spunk sprayed into Lori's quivering canal, her body shaking with urgent, fierce bliss as she called out my title again and again. 

And instantly, her body still calming from all that bliss, she was tranced as deeply as she had ever been.

My mind was full of possibility. I may have just cum, but my desire was as strong as it had ever been. In a strange way, I knew I was riding that high of corruption again, but I didn't care. I only wanted to follow the rabbit hole down.

If I could deepen Mallory's convictions by screwing with her deepest held kinks and thoughts about family, about doing what strong men told her to do, then I could probably do it with Lori too. Only, Lori's real kink had never been family or sex. It had been smoking pot.

I took her face in my hands.

“You're my slave,” I told her. “You're my little sister. My daughter.”

“I'm your slave,” she nodded. “Your little sister. Your daughter.”

“I'm your Master. Your Big Bro. Your Daddy.”

“You're my Master. My Big Bro. My Daddy.”

“I'm the Man. And the Man always knows what's best.”

“You're the Man. And the Man always knows what's best.”

“You're not addicted to weed.”

“I'm not addicted to weed.”

“But you are an addict.”

“I...I am an addict.”

“You're addicted to my cock.”

“I'm addicted to your cock.”

“You need to fuck it. Suck it. Taste my cum.”

“I need to fuck it, suck it, and taste your cum.”

“You're an addict, and you don't care.”

“I'm an addict, and I don't care.”

“You don't have any of the power, and you don't care.”

“I don't have any of the power, and I don't care.”

“You're addicted to my cock.”

“I'm addicted to your cock.”

Then repetitions until the trance began to fade. I was so heady with arousal, still, that I didn't have time to think all the way through what I had done. I walked away, back into the kitchen. I wanted to talk to Mallory. I wanted her to tell me that it was okay what I had just done. I knew it wasn't, but I wanted it to be. 

When I finally decided to wake Mallory up and have her assuage my guilt, Lori was there in the doorway. She had followed after me on her hands and knees. Hearing me pace on the kitchen floor, perhaps.

“Can I...” she saw my cock, mostly hard again. “Can I suck it before I fall asleep? Just...just one good hit, please?”

Her naked body was shivering with hot sweat. Every muscle defined, her tits so perky, the nipples fully erect in the dim light.

Of course I let her suck me. I was a good drug dealer. Had to keep her coming back around for more.

* * * * *
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I AWOKE TO FIND MALLORY and Lori gone. 

Of course, I felt immediate remorse about what I had done to Lori. Outright replacing her addictions. Any ethical high ground I might have claimed by cleansing her of her reliance on drugs earlier had been washed out completely now. 

I really, truly just had no morals when I was turned on. And more and more, I was turned on all the fucking time. And in all honesty, I was struggling to find out how not to be turned on, when I knew at the press of a few buttons on my phone, I could have a cum-starved beauty on her knees within the hour.

After eating the breakfast, so masterfully arranged for me as always, I opened the fridge for a drink. But inside, something was wrong. The little storage cooler with all the cum I had stockpiled over the past several days was gone. There were over four dozen there available. 

The lust and power-fueled madness of the night before started to come back to me

I’d called Mallory my slavemaker. My perfect pet.

What if she decided to walk around the city, pulling stray women into alleys and filling their gullets with my cum? How pretty was pretty enough for her to decide that a woman should serve me? I’d put down no ground rules, no commands for engagement. I didn’t say she could only take women at my say-so. I just said it should turn her on, that she would be happy doing it.

Stupid, stupid. How could I be so stupid?

And what if...oh, fuck.

What if she started going after the women who were already in my life? 

If there was anyone who she could easily identify as “pretty enough” to be a hot slave for Mallory's DaddyMaster, it was Audrey.

I called Mallory, texted furiously—no response. No response either from Lori, or from Dawn.

Shit.

I had to call Audrey. Besides the threat she was under, she was really the only woman left in my life—the only person left in my life—who I knew with any intimacy. I had to confess to someone. I needed someone to know this incredible shame I had. I thought emptying myself into Mallory—making her my slavemaker as it were—would relieve me. But it didn't. It had only made everything worse. 

I dialed the number.

“Audrey?”

“Who is this?”

She had deleted me out of her phone. Typical.

“It’s me, Audrey. It’s Victor.”

“I don’t know any Victors,” she said, voice hard. “Wrong number. Bye bye.”

I called again—and then again, and again. 

Finally she picked up.

“Listen, I don’t want to talk to you anymore. So cut this out, or I’m telling my Dad, and he’s going to—”

“Just listen for two minutes, okay? Just two minutes and that’s it. Okay? Please?”

She huffed. “Fine. But you better be apologizing.”

“I am. I do. I apologize. Really, I do. It was wrong of me to say what I did. Really, totally wrong. I see that now. You were right. About everything, in fact.”

“Everything?” Even she seemed surprised.

“More or less.” I knocked my fist against the wall. Every admission was excruciating. I still had terribly justifiable feelings of being above her, better than her, good enough to own her...but I swallowed those down. That was just pride talking. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I have to tell you what’s happening, okay? With all the women. Like you guessed. It's not drugs, but it's sort of like that. It's close enough. It’s gotten...it’s gotten really out of control. I need your help. I don’t know who else to talk to.”

“I don’t know why you’d choose me. I’m tempted to go to the cops.”

“Okay. Yeah.” I sighed. “Yes. Sure. Do that. But, just hear me out first, okay?”

I could almost hear her set her beautiful jaw. “Fine.”

“It’s...a little weird. Unbelievable, even.”

“Everything about this has been unbelievable. Lay it on me, Victor.”

“It’s just—”

“Wait.”

There was a knocking at her door. I could hear her shuffling and getting up to see who it was. 

“I have to call you back, all right? It’s Mallory. I’ll call you when we’re done talking, okay? Let me see if I can talk some sense into her first.”

“No!” Panic shot through me. “You can’t—”

But she had already hung up.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck shit and fuck again. Mallory was going to...she would...

I didn’t know what she would do.

No. Fear left me. Certainty came over me, gripping my cock like a mistress and rising it slowly. I knew exactly what Mallory would do. And it turned me on more than I knew anything else could.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NOTHING I could do now to stop Mallory. All the pieces were in place how she liked them. And I knew, without even much internal scavenging, that those were all pieces I had set in motion long ago. What Mallory was doing was simply locking my fate in place.

Still, though, I had to try and see if I could lessen the spiral somewhat.

Again, I called Lori—no response. 

Then Dawn again—no response. 

I even called Minjee—and again, no response. 

This was bad, truly bad. Mallory had them all now, for what—I had no idea.

I had every idea. And they were all inevitably bankrupt of any decency or morality.

So, I walked down to Audrey’s apartment. Her father had bought her the nicest condo in the nicest building in the downtown area. It was his way of keeping her under his thumb while still giving her “independence.”

But of course, independence given to you is no real freedom at all. With all the control I’ve garnered, I know that any liberty you’ve got is the kind you earn—a right that’s given to you is no right at all. Nothing to be trusted. If someone can give it to you, they can take it away.

And there was this justification in my head—that if I could take away all the thoughts of these women and replace them with my own, then they were made to be taken away anyway. It was so easy for me. How could it not be right to own them like I did?

I rang the doorbell. Already, I knew stepping in there would be selling my soul to the devil, entirely. Giving myself over to the twisted, foul side of me that only knew how to corrupt and fuck and own.

And I knew it was, somehow, the most true part of me. I gave in. I didn’t want to fight anymore. Every time that I fought, it only got worse.

I just wanted what I had earned.

Mallory greeted me at the door in sparkling white lingerie. A lace bra cupping her magnificent breasts, presenting them to me in all their glory. The second I stepped through the door, she pulled me in for a tight, sizzling hot kiss. Her tiny waist felt so perfect, wrapped as it was by my strong fingers. One long leg wrapped around my thigh, pulling me in closer and closer. Her stockings sparkled around her thighs. 

“I’m so happy to see you, Daddy!”

As she clapped her hands, her heels clicked fetchingly on the floor. 

“Are...are you?”

“Of course I am. I’ve got so much to show you. Here...”

She started pulling me into the apartment, but I stopped her. Immediately, she moaned and slid in for another kiss.

Audrey's condo was immense. Tall ceilings. Marble floors in the hallways, wooden floors in the living room. Fine art posted on the walls, impressionist paintings of parks and birds everywhere. There was a long stairway in the middle of the living room that led up into what appeared to be some sort of screening room. I could see, down the hallway, the immense bedroom and the enormous bed inside. 

“Mmm,” Mallory's fingers trailed along my face. “Master is so horny, already, hmm? Should I suck my beautiful Big Brother off before I show him his gift?”

Fuck. The way she so effortlessly and naturally switched between calling me her Master, her Daddy, and her Big Brother—the way it all made such perfect sense to her that I was her Male, her everything-that-was-masculine, got me worked up in a hurry. 

“No,” I shook my head. “I just...what did you do, Mallory?”

“I could tell you.” She tugged my hand. “Or I can show you. It’s quicker that way.”

Resigned to my doom, I followed her further in. 

What I saw there, I certainly wasn’t expecting. 

Every woman I had lusted after over the past several days—or weeks, even. Months. They were all there. Deep in trance, fingering their cunts beautifully. 

Lori.

Dawn.

Minjee.

Audrey.

And...Celise?

Oh fuck.

All of them were on their knees, and had headphones on. A small recorder in one hand, the other hand rubbing intently on their individual clits. Lori and Dawn were completely naked—no doubt some signifier to Mallory of their heightened status for being my slaves before the others. Celise wore the same suit she had on the day before, though it was torn in places. I thought, perhaps, that there must have been some sort of struggle. Mallory maybe needing to “encourage” my ownership on the detective.

Minjee was wearing brief, normal underwear. White panties, a white bra. On a lesser body, it might have looked plain. On her, it looked mouthwatering. 

Audrey's incredible, chestnut-haired frame was contained only in a slender silk nighty. Purple. She had heels on, too. Had she been dressed like that before, or had Mallory insisted she wear it before I arrived? Either way was perfectly hot.

Each of the girls whispered softly in unison. I leaned forward, next to Audrey's beautiful half-naked body, trying to make out what it was.

“Victor is always right.” And then a slight pause, listening. “I trust Victor completely.” Another pause, and so on. “Victor is my Master. Victor is my Daddy. Victor is the perfect Man. Obeying Victor is pleasure.” All orders I had heard before—given directly to Mallory. There were fifteen or twenty other sentences like this, all shades of my four commandments. Her work was good, thorough—if a bit sloppy and circular. And toward the end of the chain, she had added some other, newer thoughts:

“I’ll think actively on how to better please Master. I’ll pay attention and suggest new ways to bring him pleasure. A good slave is an intelligent slave.”

That might just help out Dawn with her little bimbo-ized problem. Maybe. If it didn’t, I wasn’t sure I cared. And then, there were other orders—and these really caught my ear:

“Mallory is my perfect Big Sister. She’s my perfect Mommy. I’ll do anything she says. She always knows what Victor wants. I know she’s a better slave than I am. Being a good slave is all that’s important to me. Mallory knows just how to obey Victor perfectly.”

Fuck, fuck, and fuck again. That was...was...just so brilliantly fucking hot. 

“You’re brainwashing them with your voice.”

Mallory nodded, sliding her head on my shoulder. She sighed there, happily, as if we were watching puppies play in a park. 

Or seeing our daughters do something grown up for the first time—going to prom or driving off to college.

“Our little girls are going to be so perfect for you, Daddy. I made sure of it. I paid attention. I thought of all the ways I’m your perfect, loving slave, and made sure they lived up to every last command I knew I lived for.” 

This was too much. I leaned into her loving, slave body, sliding my hands into her hair. I had to look away from the collection of slaves, but instead Mallory took up my gaze.s

“I feel so guilty, Mallory.”

“For what?” She was genuinely confused. Like I had asked her how I didn’t understand why water was wet.

“For all of this. For making you this way. For making you make them this way.”

I said this already knowing how she would react. I knew what she would say in response.

When all the people in your life have programmed responses that you created, and all you can do is respond to the people around you—have you made yourself as programmed as they are?

I didn’t care. I wanted to hear what I knew she would say.

“It’s perfect for you to own them, Master. Look at you.” Her eyes glowed with hot pleasure, sliding up and down my body. She pushed my jacket off, and it slid down to the ground behind me. She unbuckled my pants, pushing them down, her fingers once again wrapping around my cock where she knew they belonged. “I need you. I’ve never seen a more perfect man, Daddy. They belong to you.” She turned now, stroking my cock with heated urgency. “They all belong to you. Every last girl. It’s right that they do. You’ve earned them. You deserve them. And they need you, Daddy.” Her voice became a plaintive, sexy whine. “They need their Daddy. They need their Big Brother’s cock. You’re so perfect. So, so perfect. Please don’t say you feel bad about it. Take it back, Daddy, please? We need you in charge of us. We need it, Master.”

“I...” Slowly, I nodded, shuddering as her strokes became slow and easy again. “You’re right. I misspoke, that’s all. I deserve this.” I straightened up, kissing her softly. “I deserve you.”

Her breasts crushed against me. “They’ll be out of it for...another good fifteen minutes or so...”

Her tall, sexy high-heeled toe made a little circle in the ground. This total beauty suddenly was shy, unsure, and completely needy. 

“Did I do it right, Master?” A little tear formed at one eye, threatening her perfect make-up. “I thought you would love it...I thought...” she gulped. “I thought you would love me...better than Audrey. I know she’s super pretty, but I am too, and she would never do this for you, so I thought...I thought...” her voice became tiny, barely a whisper. “I thought we could be together forever if I could just show you how badly I wanted you to be my Daddy.”

There is only so much a man can take. I pushed Mallory down to the ground and ripped off her panties. 

She was my love. My everything. She was absolutely the most perfect woman in the world. I needed her. Needed her body to feel mine, needed to fill her up.

My cock drove into her cunt, and I looked directly into her beautiful eyes as we made love—I feel—for the first time ever. My strokes were slow but steady, hands running up and down her delicate white lingerie. Her body was so tight, so perfectly formed. My lips brushed against her neck, up and down her breasts, all along her shoulders and chin. 

And all the while, her voice was plaintive, orgasmic, urging me on.

“Oh yes, Master, please...please, please, do it, Daddy! Give me your babies n-now...now, please!”

She was making me lose all control, even though I had as much as I did because of her.

“I love you,” I whispered in her ear. “You above all others. You first. Always. Always.”
“Oh Master,” she moaned. “I love you! I love you!”
You can make the argument that I made her feel all those emotions. That she was only, in some ways, parroting what I had commanded her to. In that moment, I can tell you—it didn’t matter. She said what she truly felt. She expressed what she was actually feeling. And if there was some feeling behind the actual one, something that never came to the surface, that was not ever realized in any form—conscious or subconscious—doesn’t that make it more of a fantasy that what I had created?

I think so.

Again and again, I espoused my love for her—and she for me—and she came vibrantly underneath my body. Her every last moment with my cock inside of her leaving her quaking with orgasm.

When I came, it was on top of her taut belly. I didn’t want to risk trancing away any further explanations. She reached to slide her hands through the cum, probably to lick it up, and I swatted her hand away.

“Not now.”

She pouted, but said, “Of course, Master.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


OUR BACKS WERE AGAINST the nearby leather couch and I pulled my darling in next to me, her stocking-clad legs sliding over mine. Her heels were still on. Gently, perhaps unconsciously, she started to slide her hand up and down my cock as I looked at her perfect outfit and the women beyond. They were just beginning to come out of their trance.

“How long have you had them like that?”

She shrugged. 

“I suppose it’s been over an hour, now.”

“Over an hour?” I was rather shocked. Even Dawn, who I'd mindfucked more than anyone, had only been in without re-upping for about forty minutes. “But how...how many vials did you give them?”

“About six each.”

Holy fuck. For Celise and Audrey, who had never touched my cum before, that would no doubt have been enough to re-warp their entire warp core. But for the others, well. It was something of overkill.

It was a good thing Mallory had instructed them to be so perfectly obedient.

“How did...”

“...Celise get here?” Mallory finished.

Always, she could anticipate me. My true partner. My perfect slave.

“I called her, naturally. Told her that Audrey was scared and ready to tell her everything that had happened. And when she got here, I offered her a drink, and...” she shrugged. “The rest was pie easy. Though she did struggle going down. I think she had figured it out at the end.”

“And Minjee?”

She snorted. “I told her I had a deep secret about your past that I couldn’t possibly reveal to her under any circumstances. She showed up right after Celise. Out of breath, really. I think she had been following me anyway, trying to root out how I got you and she didn’t.”

Deep secrets. Hidden pasts. Obsessing with past lovers. That sounded rather like a Victorian novel, all right. 

As the minutes passed with Mallory gently adoring and stroking my cock, we watched as my harem girls came out of their trances. I was going to take what I wanted from them, each of them. 

Dawn and Lori, I was already quite sure of. They didn't need to espouse their devotion in the slightest. I wanted the new girls—the novelty of them. I deserved it. I approached Celise first. She looked up at me with empty, happy worship in her eyes, just like all of them did. 

“You look like you have something to say.” I smiled. “Go ahead.”

“It was wrong to think I was ever a lesbian,” Celise said, nodding and grabbing at my thighs. Her eyes burning at my cock. “All along, all I truly was being was a servant to your cock, just in waiting. That’s why other so-called men didn’t satisfy me. It wasn’t because I don’t crave cock. It’s not because I don’t need it every second of my life. It’s just because the only cock I needed was yours. The only man who was truly worthy of feeling me was you. Always, always you. Dawn was right to leave me for you...and I should have left her the second I saw you. I should have known.” She turned away, almost tearful. But then she smiled brightly, staring back up at me with those gorgeous dark eyes. “But I know now. And you’ll let me suck you...won’t you?”

Indulging just a bit, I let my cockhead slip into her mouth. Only the tip, though. She moaned urgently, and then pouted as I pulled it out and patted her on the head.

“Soon.”

Minjee was next.

“Go on,” I said to the dark-haired beauty. “Say it all. Reveal yourself to me.”

“This is all so very dark and forbidden,” she said, smiling serenely. “Will you trap me deep in your world of secrets and lies? I'll probably have to live some double life from now on, won't I? A slave at home, a good girl abroad...but a slave at home,” she clutched herself, her pussy twitching. “Oh god. It sounds so good!”

In some ways, the combination of mine and Mallory's brainwashing had transformed Minjee into something of a cliché. We'd have to work on that—or otherwise she really would need a double-life. People didn't like clichés. They exposed them for what they were. Just like with Celise, I briefly dipped my cock into Minjee's mouth—but I took it out once again. Because who I truly wanted was Audrey. 

It had always, all of this really, been about Audrey. For making her understand that she was wrong. That she never, ever should have hurt me like she did. 

“You have a lot of explaining to do.”

Mallory, high on her tall heels, leaning against my shoulder, nodded. “She does, Master. She hurt you. She should pay for it.”

“It was all my fault, Master,” Audrey nodded. “All of it. You were never to be doubted. I should have stayed with you. Loved you.” She looked at Mallory, stroking her long stocking-clad leg admiringly. “But now you have a better best bitch...I’ll only ever be second best, at best.”

“Does that turn you on, Master?” Mallory moaned in my ear. “I know you took me first for a reason. It’s that we are supposed to be this way, supposed to be together. Supposed to be helping each other like this. Making me want you as my brother, my Daddy, my Master...and knowing how perfect it is forever after to make other hot babes you want to want to serve you just like all of them.”

Precum spurted out of my cock. All the girls moaned in unison at the sight, even Mallory. I watched as they each surged forward slightly, but then restrained themselves. 

After a moment, my cock pulsed with the understanding of why they hadn’t licked it all up, despite their obvious need for it.

It was because I hadn’t ordered them to lick it up.

There were so many women I could fuck—and would. I would have every last one of them. I would get them all pregnant—breed them how I wanted. 

“Minjee.” I gestured, wanting her at my feet. “Audrey. Celise.”

The pussies I hadn’t had yet. The ones that were aching to be filled for the first time by my cock. 

Of the three—hell, of all six beauties—Audrey held the most sway in my mind. Every last inch of her was young and perfect. Celise’s body was hard and athletic, an ebony sculpture of hard-working gym fitness. And Minjee was like some gorgeous porcelain doll, her dark hair shining like glass. 

But Audrey was...Audrey. The girl who could be a model except she was paid better by her dad. The girl who fucked up my entire brain just by letting me hang out with her for a few months—and never once going past second base. And even then, it had all been incidental—a nipple touch here, a touch of her slight, perky tits there. 

I took Celise first, Minjee right next to her. I took her mouth, shoving myself in roughly, not caring if it was strange for her to be fully tasting the first cock that had ever entered her mouth. And then I pulled out, leaving her gasping and drooling, her face stupefied with lust, and then shoved myself into Minjee. Again, the same—no doubt the first cock inside her. Minjee had been too good for any man before I came along. 

“You watch,” I said to Audrey. “Dawn, Lori...prepare her.”

Audrey sat on the thick rug, pulling Dawn and Lori up under her arms. They licked at her nipples, Dawn's fingers circling her clit while Lori's fucked her hot, sopping wet pussy. 

Mallory naturally found her place at my side. While I alternated between fucking Celise and Minjee's mouths, she assisted by either making out with the girl left out—no doubt tasting my potent precum on the way—or gathering up their hair as handles to ram their heads down on my shaft to deliver the most brutal fucking possible.

Audrey came, again and again, from Dawn and Lori's attentions—but most especially to watching her new MasterDaddy fuck her sisters. I watched her pussy convulsing wildly, ceaselessly. All of us operating in a perfect engine of lust. 

On my own will, I came down Celise's throat, spurting and spasming. She nearly choked on it, but of course was only trying to swallow all she could. Then, when her eyes were whitened through and she had collapsed to the floor in a happy mess, I grabbed Minjee and slammed her mouth all the way down to my hips. I unleashed the remainder of my thick, dense load down her throat. Every last warm, hot, dripping gob of goo shoved inside of her body. Her eyes whitened, her body quivering with bliss as she fell aside. On automatic, she and Celise wrapped around one another, sharing the leftover trance-inducing taste of my cum between their mouths. 

“Fuck,” Mallory moaned. “Fuck. Master. God...”

Finally, I approached Audrey.

“Are you a virgin, Audrey? Have you ever had a cock before?”

She nodded happily. Her eyes trying to process my cock. It was still hard, even after all that cumming. 

“I am, Master. Yours...I've never. Not ever. Had one. It will be yours. Only yours.”

I pushed Lori and Dawn away, and instead they shifted back to have their tits pillowing Audrey's head. Dawn's did the brunt of the work, of course, but it was still a hot visual.

I wasn't interested in a nice long lovemaking session like I had been with Mallory. I wanted brutal. I wanted ownership. I wanted Audrey pregnant and then pregnant again. 

Pulling her legs up and crushing them to her chest, I shoved my cock into her orgasm-laden, dripping cunt. All of my weight driven down on her body.

I wanted a rut. Nothing more, and nothing less. 

“Oh my god, oh my god.” Audrey's eyes rolled back in her head. She tried to shift her head, but Dawn and Lori's tits were right there. Her tongue slid over their nipples, inducing shivers of pleasure in each. I fucked her harder, my cock pumping furiously in and out of her tiny slit.

“Fuck her, Master!” Mallory moaned. “Oh god, fuck your slave!”

“Our slave,” I corrected, grunting harshly.

“Y-yes!” Mallory's grin widened. “Fuck our slave. Fuck our slave! Give her your fucking seed! Get her pregnant, oh my god! Fuck that virgin pussy so good!”

I wanted a rut. I wanted her pregnant and mine, and I wanted it as soon as possible. I had so many slavecunts to fuck. So much to own. I wanted to leave no doubt in Audrey's tranced little mind that no matter how long she had run from me, she belonged to me now. No longer my ex. No longer anything but my perfect little fuckslut. 

Hot pleasure soared through my bones. I was going to unload. My cock, so huge and throbbing, had never felt more right at any time in my life. 

“Do it,” Audrey moaned. “Do it, Master, please! Daddy, please! Take me! Take me back! I was so wrong. I need it! I need your cock. I was so wrong. I was so, so wrong, please! Please fuck me, Master! Please cum in me!”

I could only comply. My cum spurted out into her fertile young body. They all came with me—Mallory, Dawn, Lori, and Audrey. Minjee and Celise were too tranced to even notice what was happening. But the collective moaning and screaming of our orgasm filled the condo. I felt like the earth had moved. Even minutes after the initial orgasm had subsided, I was still inside Audrey, kissing her beautiful tranced face, spurting out little after-loads into her already overstuffed cunt. 

Half the girls were now tranced or well on their way, cleaning up the remainder of my cum from the other babes. Mallory diligently licked at my cum from Audrey's cunt. They all snuggled in around me, but I wasn't done yet. They would all have a ride from me tonight, and every night, if I could help it.

* * * * *
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IT’S AMAZING WHAT A few million dollars and the sexiest women in the city can do for a bookstore’s success. East Side Pages has opened up three more locations in the city, and is looking to set up a region-wide presence in the quad-state area. Nobody seems to mind much that ninety-five percent of my employees were women.

After a few months, I toned down the sluttified apparel of my employees, at Mallory’s suggestion. They didn’t need to look like sluts, really. They looked hot no matter what they wore.

And in a way it was hotter for me. In their hot clubwear, they were clearly unattainable by even the most hung, hunky of jocks that arrived. When they dressed down in tight jeans and tees, flirty dresses and skirts and brightly colored tights, they seemed all the more attainable—but they were still hopelessly out of reach for anyone who showed the slightest interest.

This didn’t stop my girls from leading them on, of course. Daddy needs lots of money to take care of his dolls. It was nothing for their focused morality to justify extorting married men (and women) out of their hard-earned cash.

In a few months, Mallory will be setting up a new modeling business for us. All the girls will have to pass a very particular interview process. First, they have to clear Mallory’s exacting screening standards...and only after they’re found hot enough to get through that will they get to sit down and have a drink with me.

Who knows? If I find a lady hot enough, I may even let her in on the secret the way I did Mallory. A Man like me deserves more than one Priestess. More than one Queen. Her initial attitude won’t matter much. I can shape that however I like. 

It's all under my control.

# # #
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He fucked his personal beautiful young eighteen year-old busty bimbo goddess, her mind empty except for thoughts of how best to please her Master. Her thick, healthy tits leaked milk that slicked down their joined bodies, increasing the force of his thrusts into her willing, needy snatch as he powered ever harder into her fertile, waiting womb. She was practically nothing more than a baby factory at that point, and both he and she loved that fact. 

At his back, three other gorgeous beauties urged him forward, begging him to fuck this bimbo, fuck her brains right out, fuck her mind until it was nothing but lollipops and gumdrops and sex shops. He didn’t have to listen to them—they did what he said, now—but he listened to them all the same, giving each beauty what they wanted—to watch or feel their Master fuck the everloving hell out of the titanically-titted young temptress beneath him. 

They knew he liked being begged. He liked being cheered. And anything he liked, they delivered to him.

Her tiny waist could be encircled by his big hands totally; her huge breasts shook in the lacy cover she had, ripped and stained with milk and cum. Later she would mend it and wash it—an expert seamstress and laundress—fingers buried deep in her pussy just from the knowledge that she had been fucked by her own personal God in the garment. 

Thomas hadn’t intended for his life to turn out this way, but it turned out all right. 

Once upon a time, he’d been doing things right, or as right as he knew. He got straight As. He worked hard in class. He got a degree and then an internship, and was working on paying down his new car. 

Then there was The Event. Women turned into lactating, sex-crazy nymphomaniacs who became obsessed with serving and adoring cock. 

But, only one cock at a time—which created problems. All the men—who had been changed into hulking, huge-cocked brutes with more testosterone than critical thinking power, fought each other for dominance over as many pussies as they could handle. 

During The Event, it was said, the sky turned pink...but the streets ran red. 

A lot of men were killed. Murdered by their new rivals. Most men, as a matter of fact, sending the population dwindling down to roughly a quarter of the population of women. It had been a mad, wild slaughterhouse, but it was unavoidable—there was a new epoch of humanity shifting. Men required harems to be satisfied now, and there were too many men around as competition. 

Thomas was one of the strong ones—a killer, true, but all the surviving men were killers now, just like in primitive times. They killed to survive. 

Now he had all the pussy he could want—four eager babes at his beck and call, each one hotter than the last and permanently young, gorgeous, and fertile. 

It seemed for a time that things would stay that way—truly primitive. Cavemen and bimbos, fucking each other in the shells of civilization until the end of time. 

And then...

Then, everything just started to even out. The sky, still pink, turned more of pleasant, soft pastel rather than the bright neon it had been before. Some thoughts returned to the men, and then more and more—though fucking was still the prime need. 

Bimbos and beauties normalized somewhat as well, regaining fractions-enough of their old intelligence to be able to do tasks that weren't entirely centered around cock. They were able to say words that didn’t rhyme with “tweed dock.” 

People still needed electricity. They needed running water. They needed food, for god’s sake, and television, and video games, and football on Sundays, and all the things that propelled capitalism forward. 

Capitalism could monetize anything, after all, even catastrophe. Especially catastrophe. This is its strength; by flourishing in a perpetual state of chaos, it appears indestructible. So, monetizing and economizing some kind of fucked-up global bimbofication flu was nothing that crazy, really. 

Thomas emptied inside the bimbo beneath him, his enormous cock unleashing at least four cups of hot white seed into her cunt. He wasn’t that horny, after all, and so only gave her half a load. 

“Thanks, Roxanne,” he said, kissing his slave on the forehead.

“I’m Hayley, Master” she protested weakly.

“Whatever.” He took her and the other slaves around him, gathering them in for a long, good snuggle into sleep. “It doesn’t matter.”

“You’re right, Master” Hayley said, her tone bright but her voice sleepy. Behind her, the dark-skinned Vienna’s fingers slid into her wet, cum-filled cunt and began to slowly finger her. The actual Roxanne was still twitching from the last round of dozens of orgasms from watching her Master’s fuck session with the other girl. “It doesn’t matter at all.”

* * * * * 
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GENTLE, URGENT COOING sounds and soft licks woke Thomas from his slumber. Head stirring, he looked down and saw his attendant cockslaves from the night before—Hayley, Roxanne, and Vienna—sliding their tongues up and down his shaft and taking his heavy balls into their mouths. 

This was, ever since The Event, what he had instead of an alarm clock. 

Roxanne took the lead, her oral fixation in full effect. She was a brunette with fat, milk-heavy tits, shortest of all his slaves, pale and gently toned. She suckled and nursed on Thomas’s thick cock, taking in the brunt of his streaming precum while he sat up slowly, dragging the girls with his moving pelvis.

He was strong enough to move them however he wanted with whatever part of his body. An Alpha Male ought to be.

On Roxanne’s right was Hayley, gently and insistently sucking her Master’s balls. A petite blonde only a few inches taller than Roxanne, with the smallest tits of his entire harem, Hayley nonetheless had a very special place in Thomas’s heart for her undying love of all things anal. Most girls today were obsessed with getting bred—and Hayley loved that too—but Hayley in particularly knew the value of a good assfuck. 

Vienna—dark-skinned and lusciously built, her tits enormous and her body long and luxuriously built—directed traffic, guiding mouths this way and that and letting Roxanne know when she was hogging the source of all their feminine pleasures. The smartest of the three down there, somehow she managed to keep enough of her brainpower to still do more than just basic math and reading—so long as she had recently cum, anyway. If she needed to fuck, if her aching female need to breed was in charge of her brain, then all those smarts got used purely for having Thomas’s dick inside of her. 

She was just a girl, after all; it wasn’t like anyone expected her to do astronomy.

Vienna—like Roxanne, like Hayley—belonged completely to Thomas. Most men couldn’t handle more than four cockslaves in the new, Post-Event World. Thomas had five and lately his balls had been aching to breed another. 

He couldn't get around the notion that that was what he Fucking Deserved. 

Those words—like that, “What I Fucking Deserve”—rang out in his head constantly. It was a hot refrain from his slaves, moaning into his ear while he spray-painted their fertile wombs with seed.

From the kitchen, he could smell the delicious work of his girlfriend, Belle, who had most likely gotten up from bed two hours before to prepare breakfast for her Man and his other cockslaves. Even with her heavily-lactating tits, it took a little while to prepare all the milk needed to feed a whole household. 

Her milk went into all their food.

“Ready, Roxanne?” Thomas asked. “I’m not gonna hold back.”

Roxanne doubled-down and moaned affirmatively, sliding her lips further down his shaft, tightening her esophagus across the enormity of his rod. He unleashed, dumping ounce after ounce of heavy cum into her belly, his balls pulsing in Vienna’s and Hayley’s mouths. Roxanne worked valiantly for several seconds, nearly ten, but eventually she had to tap out and Hayley took her load, and then Vienna. Thomas could cum almost on command, and he could do it for as long as he liked—the steady supply of hot, fresh milk from his slaves ensured that he was always virile and ready. 

Their milk had made him stronger, bigger, faster than what he once had been—and it made him more virile as well. 

His girls couldn’t go for more than seven or eight hours without an honest taste of cock; if they went as long as twenty-four hours without cum, they’d start to go insane. Scientists had done experiments, trapping girls in rooms. It didn’t end pretty—fountains of tears, tearing out hair, lactating drying out to dust, bodies shaking and trembling, heart palpitations— but a shot of cum always seemed to fix them up just right in seconds. 

Thomas watched the news every night, trying to make sense of this new world, exclusively with a lucky cockslave’s mouth attached to his cock. Like with most everything, the slaves drew lots for the prize of being his attendant, unless he showed a preference—which he did more often than not, usually for Belle.

This had all been about Belle, after all. He Belonged With Her.

It had been just three months since The Event, and the world had tried to right itself as much as it could. It was a man’s world now—built for men and what men deserved. Thomas knew instinctively that this was how it was supposed to be. He didn’t know if that instinct was always his instinct, or some new part of him, like all his muscles and his constant need to impregnate hot young cunts. 

Most of the time, he didn’t give a fuck. 

He stood up and got in the shower, turning on the water. It was one of the newer models; Thomas made good money at his software engineering firm. These models accommodated the lifestyle of the modern family—one man and multiple women. So, the shower was extra-wide, with multiple showerheads. The floor was anti-slippery, extra-grippy, so that any manner of hot, hard fucking positions could be taken no matter how much water or other fluids filled the floor. 

Thomas entered the shower and held up his hands, waiting, as Vienna turned on the water and Hayley and Roxanne gleefully began washing him with soap. He hardly went anywhere without his slaves following him. Vienna dropped to her knees—she had won the drawing that morning, apparently—and dutifully sucked off her Master while the other slaves soaped him down. The soap dripped over her face and tits, making her even slicker than usual as she served him, wet tits urging against his knees and thighs.

When the shower was done, he emptied just a bit of cum into Vienna’s mouth and then twice as much all over her dark tits, watching with his cock twitching as she rubbed it into her skin. All day long, she would feel cleaner than the other slaves—and only for that reason, that she had been showered in her Master’s seed.

Thomas stepped out of the shower and held up his arms again, waiting for his girls to dry him with their hair. Their thick, gorgeous manes—each of them stretching down past their asses—were absorbent, shiny, and brilliantly lustrous. Sometimes for kicks he had them cut their hair in the night, just for a little variety in the before-bedtime fuck, but it was always grown back by morning. 

Their milk was powerful like that.

“Baby?” came Belle’s voice. “It’s nearly seven forty-five, just so you know. Breakfast is ready whenever you are.”

She was visible in the doorway, standing on tall six-inch platinum heels, her body decorated in bright red lingerie. Gloves on her hands, an apron over the swell of her massive tits, a sparkling collar signifying her status as his top girl on her neck. 

His heart thumped just looking at her. Dark-hair, sea green eyes, a killer smile, and a body effortlessly toned by yoga that she did all day long, waiting for his return home, with her fingers constantly attending her clit. She had been fucking gorgeous beyond belief before The Event, an aspiring model who had lived across the street from Thomas. Now, she was a young Goddess, and Thomas owned her completely. 

He’d wanted her—and he’d taken her. Simple as that. This was how the world had become.

Those first few days of The Event had been ugly and decisive. He had been forced—by instinct or his own need to show his dominance—to utterly clear out the block of any other males. He had killed them or driven them away. 

Now, the building he lived in was owned entirely by him, all other males cleared out. If one tried to move closer than the block that he owned, there would be a confrontation—and Thomas had no intention of letting any other man get close to his females again. 

Especially not His Belle.

Thomas’s first slave had been Roxanne, a neighbor, and then Vienna, a delivery girl. Between the milk of the two of them, he had grown thick and strong. All his life he had been a scrawny, underweight nerd, looking longingly at the kinds of pin-up doll girls that seemed to gravitate toward the musclebound hunks in the gym. He tried, but he just couldn’t put on muscle. Whenever he tried to work on a six-pack, hundreds of crunches and leg lifts, he just ended up with a stomach ache. 

Now, he was just past seven feet tall, his body tipping three-fifty on the scale, and every part of him as hard as stone. Last week he had bench pressed a truck just for fun while Belle obediently sucked his cock. Vienna and Hayley spotted him, not that he needed it. His girls were strong too, though their bodies didn’t show it. They had to be strong to keep up with his virulent, furious fucking. 

Women, on the whole, though, were weaker, dumber, sillier, and more sex-obsessed than their male counterparts. That’s why today was going to be so strange. The corporate heads of an investor group, Spartan International, were sending in a consultant to see if they wanted to invest their millions into Thomas’s small software engineering firm. 

It was great news...except the consultant, according to all the news he had heard, would be a woman. And he was explicitly told not to fuck her.

“You look worried, darling,” said Belle, sliding her gloved arms around her Man's freshly-dried body for a long, sensuous kiss. Her lips tasted like powdered sugar; she smelled like mango. “Is everything all right?”

“There’s that new investor coming in today,” he told Belle. “Rumor mill says its a woman.”

“A...woman?” Belle shook her head. This did not compute. “So you’ll have a new cockslave?” 

Her expression brightened slightly, imagining her Man fucking a new woman. She knew he deserved variety; that’s why she was so happy when he bought her new outfits. The man who had taken over the lingerie companies was a billionaire several times over. Women constantly needed to decorate themselves for their Men.

“No, it’s different than that. It’s...never mind.” He smiled, kissing her briefly on the head. “I’ll take care of it.”

She looked up at him with perfect, endless trust, squeezing her sumptuous tits together in her tiny lace bra and apron. “You always do. You’re such a good Man.”

Three months ago, she had screamed at him, terrified, while he tossed her old boyfriend out of her thirtieth-story condo. It had only taken a day before she thanked him for it. And a day after that, she had forgotten it entirely unless he really pressed her—unless he wanted to hear her thank him for it again. Thomas had something of an ego, but there was nothing to stop him, and everything to reinforce it. His actions had delivered him everything he’d ever wanted. 

He walked into the breakfast nook and began to eat the elaborate breakfast Belle had prepared for him—pancakes, bacon, eggs, freshly cut fruit, coffee, and plenty of butter—all the dairy supplied by Belle and the other slaves. As he ate, Belle dropped to her stocking-clad knees and received her own breakfast from her Master’s cock.

This was a brand new world, and Thomas rather loved it. 

* * * * * 
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VIENNA DROVE HIM AND his girls to work, leaving Belle behind for her yoga and endless cycles of masturbation and worship of his image, posted in a small altar in the condo. The office was just a block away, but having a girl that could actually operate a vehicle for longer than ten seconds at a time was something of a novelty, and Thomas liked to show off his little secretary fuckpet’s tricks when he had the chance. 

In general, he liked Showing His Girls Off. He felt like he Deserved It.

Outside, the sky was bright, happy pink and the air smelled like sweet bubblegum and strawberries, a distinct change from the last week when it had been more like kiwis and coconut. Always the scents of the world were changing, and there were slight little variations in the girls when these changes occurred. One week, Roxanne had spoken with a French accent. Another, Hayley had a long pink streak in her hair. It was like The Event—whatever it was—wanted to keep the cockslaves of the world fresh and interesting so that they would keep being bred by the men who owned them. 

In the back seat of his sedan, Roxanne and Hayley took turns giggling and stroking their Master’s cock. Precum and cum was a constant in his life, always flowing down the massiveness of his shaft. It was difficult to even imagine a time when he hadn't been at least partly hard.

Right now was actually a rare time for Thomas in that none of his little fucksluts were visibly pregnant. Vienna was expecting, though she wasn’t showing yet; he could smell it on her. But Hayley and Roxanne had delivered twins just weeks ago and Belle had provided him with quadruplets—that’s why she was his girlfriend and not just a cockslave—a little under a month before. 

Looking at their bodies, so tight and toned, someone from before The Event never would have guessed that these women had enjoyed multiple pregnancies. Giving birth had transformed into a near-religious experience, laced with sensational pleasure from the body’s overdrive of chemical reinforcement that the woman was doing a good girl duty. Pain in the process was essentially forgotten. Any weight gain disappeared in less than a day, the body entirely repaired and actually more youthful and healthy than ever. Breeding was the biological imperative—and the new biology worked like hell to reinforce this.

The children were taken by the new Department of Child Care, which employed almost a quarter of the country’s population. There was no time for a Man to raise children; Men had to rebuild society, after all, and they were being paid for their services with plenty of women. 

His girls cried for about two hours after they had to give up the little ones, but a good shot of cum had them forget all about those unneeded responsibilities. He promised them—all of them—that he would give them the babies they deserved to raise later on, when he was more established in the world. They daydreamed constantly about being Mommies together. If they ever had the brain power put together to start conversations with each other that weren't about Thomas's cock, they talked exclusively about how wonderful it would be to be a Mommy.

Streets were mostly empty; men had become cavemen in some ways, not wanting to leave the house very often. Most had their work located very near to where they lived. Factories were rapidly becoming automated as a result, left in the hands of one, maybe two men (provided they got along very well and there was plenty of bimbo pussy to go around). 

His office was a small two-story building on the corner across from a coffee shop owned by a Two-Girl man, rather lower on the new social totem pole than Thomas was. Thomas was even pretty sure that there was another girl working at the coffee shop who was owned by another man, sent there to collect paychecks for waitressing—the kind of indignity that Thomas refused to suffer. When he’d wanted a new girl, he simply took her from another man and dared the man to try and stop him.

That was how he obtained Ina, the office intern—dark-haired and blue-eyed, she was like a shorter, bustier copy of Belle for Thomas’s office use, which he rather enjoyed. 

Ina was employed completely legally, but all this meant was that he didn’t have to pay her a thing except to give her health care and lodging. Her previous owner had taken Thomas’s thievery of her utterly lying down—Thomas, even in this new world, cut an imposing figure among other males. From time to time, he thought that no other man could match him, that his need to grow his harem would never end. 

That He Deserved Anything He Ever Wanted.

Health care for Ina was easy enough—a shot of his cum cured every ailment known to man, and the milk from his other girls gave Ina plenty enough to eat. As for lodging—he gave Ina the offices to live in until she proved himself worthy to take home. In the meantime, she cleaned all night, leaving the office sparkling—actually sparkling—and shining when he arrived in the morning. 

She was on her knees as he entered the building, head touching the ground. She wore a slinky white dress that her tits mostly spilled out from, a healthy puddle of milk beneath her. If no one cleaned the milk, it would evaporate after an hour or so, leaving the surface beneath it shinier and the air smelling like fresh fruit. A combination of milk and pussy juice was what she used to clean the office; it always smelled like her.

Vienna walked next to Thomas, sliding her ass against his hips, urging him to grab her between the cheeks and lift her in the air—which he did, just for a bit. All his girls were dressed in professional attire—tiny micro-mini skirts, daringly short jackets, and tight sheer silk blouses that displayed their bouncing cleavage and the ornate jewelry he decorated them with. 

Stockings were the name of the game for Thomas on most days, and each of his girls dressed to impress—Vienna going with daring, if predictable, fishnets, which looked Hayleyr on her long dark gams. Hayley’s were bright white and had cheery little yellow birds floating around them. Roxanne’s were smoky and dark, hot red hearts trailing down the sides. Ina hadn’t yet earned the right to wear stockings, but the dark brown skin she sported—a gift from her Middle Eastern heritage—made the long amount of leg she showed to be silky and smooth and utterly inviting. 

Just half a year before, Thomas would have eaten from a garbage can to simply talk with a beauty like Ina for five minutes. Now, she patiently crawled after him and his attendant fuckslaves, whimpering, silently wishing to even be able to suck on the finger of her Master while his other girls worshiped his cock. 

It was a good life. He smiled, sliding his finger into Vienna’s pussy from behind, just for fun. She was slick there, and ready, moaning softly at his entrance and staring up at him with the sudden and irresistible need for more written all over her beautiful face.

Over the past two months—after the initial month of furious fucking and breeding and fucking and breeding again, losing himself in the sweet perfect cunt of Belle, who he had lusted after so hard—Thomas had made an instant fortune with his software engineering skills. It turned out that it was rather easy to make himself work at what he was good at so long as he was being blown regularly and could go home to a freshly-cooked meal from his darling girl. 

He had designed an app, HaremTracker, that let the professional man-on-the-go know what his slaves were up to at any given time. A harem was a responsibility—were his girls hungry? Thirsty? In need of a good cum? When was the last time they had milked? How long had they been pregnant, and when would they need to be pregnant again? 

These were a lot of questions, a lot of potential problems to keep track of for a man who mostly just wanted to breed and fuck and be sucked all day long. But if he didn’t take care of these questions, then his girls would suffer, and that would make him a poor example of a Man. 

So—Thomas’s app made all of that automated. Alerts sounded when a girl needed a fresh dose of cum down her throat, or if she was in need of a good pregnancy to keep her docile and her thoughts muted and feminine. There were biological timers to all of this, and Thomas had contacts in the academic world who delivered him regular updates on biology, physiology, and psychology so he could keep his app up-to-date.

The irony was, of course, that between Belle and Vienna, Thomas didn’t really need the app for himself. Those two had enough brains to operate as cooperating harem managers, taking good care of the otherwise brainless-but-gorgeous Roxanne, Hayley, and Ina.

He powered through his office, leaping up the stairs to the second floor, enjoying the whimpering moans of the girls as he left their sight for thirty seconds and entered his office. By the time they had caught up with him, his pants were down around his ankles and he was sat down at his massive desk—it needed to be massive and strong to both allow for multiple girls to sit underneath and for all the fucking he needed to do on top of it—ready to be served. 

Roxanne got the morning’s first service; it was only fair. She lubed his cock up nicely for when Hayley finally had her round, and he usually preferred anal sometime in the afternoon. Vienna normally got her fuck later in the afternoon, after his late lunch, and Ina was lucky if she was fucked at all—which she knew very well. Her entire body language had been stripped of its vocabulary except for one word—“pleading.”

Vienna held a tablet in her hand, swiping slowly. Thomas raised an eyebrow, watching her gorgeous face absorb the light there. She was intelligent, but even she was distracted by pretty sparkles on electronic screens. Would he have to discipline her?

No. She actually had something to tell him. “Your one o’clock has changed the appointment, Master.”

“The consultant?” He raised an eyebrow. “She canceled? On me?”

“No, Sir. She’s coming early. In fact...” There was the sound of a car outside. “...I think she’s just pulled up now.”

* * * * * 
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THE SECOND MIA ALVAREZ walked into his office, Thomas’s cock grew as hard as it had ever been. 

Vienna was on her knees, next to him, stroking him with a soft, quiet smile on her face. He chose Vienna for this duty because he assumed, rightfully so, that both Roxanne and Hayley were a little too brainlessly enthusiastic for to be present and attending his hard-on needs during the needed nuances of a business meeting. He wanted someone who could still listen and offer the occasional advice while slurping up the hot endless loads of his cum; Vienna could do that for at least ninety minutes. 

He had timed her in the past.

Mia—striding in to his office with a haughty, arrogant attitude—was the single most gorgeous beauty he’d ever seen—more gorgeous, indeed, than Belle, who he had obsessed over for months because he’d believed her to be the most beautiful girl around. 

That was always the purpose behind obsessing over Belle; that’s how he knew his love for her had been so true. In the time before The Event, he hadn’t obsessed over any other girl in his life, hadn’t wanted to fuck and own and breed any other girl he’d come across. Oh no, not at all—he’d wanted Belle and Belle alone. 

When The Event happened, when everything had changed, that was when Thomas knew that what he wanted and what he could have were one and the same—and what he deserved was not only Belle’s willingness, but her complete and utter devotion. 

Everything about this Mia Alvarez spoke of poise, elegance, grace, and class. She was a diamond in a sea of diamonds—an elegant, almost royal beauty in an ocean of openly libidinous sluts and whores. She wore a dark business suit, tight and hugging her form, her breasts a modest 36C—the smallest tits Thomas had seen in months—but her hair was lustrous and black, shining black, her eyes a sparkling, cerulean blue. 

It was her face where she really stood out, where her singular attractiveness was driven completely home, though. She was an angel on earth—her luscious hair perfectly framing her high cheekbones, that elegant tilt of her chin, those pouty, puffy lips so perfectly designed for sucking and adoring cock. Thomas wanted to fuck her brains out immediately—Five-Girl Harem Man or no, he’d kick someone out to the fucking curb to have Mia. 

Sorry-not-sorry, Ina. Last-in, first-out. 

As a Man, he deserved what was best in life, and any woman he had knew the consequences if he found someone better. 

This was the New Law, the Unwritten Rule of the Land. What a Man wanted was the end of any discussion with a girl. She didn’t have a say. She was lucky she had a Man at all. If he threw out Ina, she’d probably stay next to the office, starving herself and begging to be let back in until some lucky chap happened by and picked her up. 

His cock twitched at the notion, at making a woman that desperate. 
Mia’s heels were tall and black, the bottoms a deep blood red. She stood on them effortlessly, like she walked on air. Her hips were wide and showcased, in her tight pencil skirt, the kind of unimaginable fertility that Thomas never would have thought possible before The Event. 
“You’re hot as fuck. You’re who they sent?” He shook his head. “Come here and suck my cock, babe. Just give me whatever documents you have to sign, I’ll do it if it means I can drill you silly.”

Mia looked at him coolly, not moving from where she stood. She licked her lips slowly, clearly enjoying what it was doing to Thomas. Vienna could feel his excitement and stroked him more urgently. His cock strained out against the air, pure hardness. Precum spurted wildly. 

Vienna wanted him to fuck Mia too. She always wanted her Master's cock wet inside some girl whenever he felt like it.

“I am the property of Spartan International,” said Mia coolly, “and that means I am not to be fucked by the likes of you.”

“Says who?”

“Says the millions of dollars at stake for this investment, unless you want to throw that away?” She raised an eyebrow, taking out a box of breath mints from her small purse. “I thought not.”

“I’m going to explain some ground rules for you to follow,” she said, shaking the box of breath mints and taking one into her luscious mouth. His cock spurted out a heavy jet of cum, watching her tongue and lips move in that heated, consuming motion like that. “To make this process a little easier.”

“Is the first rule that you suck my fucking cock whenever I say, girl? Because that’s what I say it is.”

She smiled softly. “The first rule is that you can’t order me around. I’m more than spoken for—I’m unaffected. This is just how my body is naturally. The Event didn’t process me. I was hired as a consultant to see what your level of self-control is. So, if you try to fuck me—if you try anything with me that you shouldn’t—then I’ll report back on you, and it will go poorly.”

Unaffected.

The word barely made any sense to him. No one was unaffected by The Event. Especially not women. 

Especially not fucking hot women like Mia. He could feel his anger mounting. There wasn't a real solid time in his memory when a woman had denied him.

“Why the fuck do you care if I have any self-control? You’re fucking investing in my program, not me.”

Her strut was like angels singing. She sat down on the chair in front of Thomas and slowly crossed her legs. Vienna jerked him harder, his cum spilling out, splashing audibly on the floor. Vienna gasped and moaned. Mia didn’t seem to care, taking another mint from her pristine leather purse. It looked expensive. This was a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Because men who are given a lot of money make stupid decisions. And you already have five girls in your Harem. That’s two more than the average. It’s perfectly possible that you’re simply more...masculine...than the average.” Her tongue ran over her lips. Such a tease. “Or it could mean that you’re wanting to be more masculine than the average. Until we know for certain, we cannot make any assumptions. There is a lot of money at stake.”

This was insanity. He wanted to fuck her. He should fuck her. But she was fucking owned by the people who could make him a star in this new world if he didn’t fuck her. 

That she had told him not to fuck her hadn’t really processed fully in his mind. The male mind, changed by The Event, had a lot of work-arounds in that area; consent was hard to argue over when every man could smell the insane, hot needy arousal coming from a woman’s cunt when he was near. Biology was king, and consent took too fucking long. A formality for a foregone conclusion. Actually hearing a woman outright tell him “no” was like alien heiroglyphics, and Thomas had to take time to think it through.

“...fine,” Thomas gritted his teeth. Vienna gasped in small surprise, gulping when her Master glared at her. She had never seen him this angry...or turned on. Her hand, so small compared to his massiveness, so obedient, continued to stroke. “What do you want from me, then?”

“My employers want my report on your normal business day. So, I’ll be observing you as you work.”
“If you stay in here, looking like you do, I’m not going to get a hell of a lot of work done.”
Smiling sultrily, she adjusted her jacket, unbuttoning another button to show off the incredible expanse of her tanned cleavage, and then crossed her legs the other way. Her blouse was pale blue and fine silk. He wanted to know if her panties matched. “Why do you think they sent me? They didn’t have to send a dark-haired, bright-eyed girl, Thomas. My company knows about you. They know what you like. They want to see how you deal with temptation.”

She stood up—hinging at the waist as she did, stretching elaborately so he could see her dynamite shape in her tight suit and all the way down her valley of cleavage. Then she walked around to his side, smiling curtly at Vienna on her knees, slobbering intently over her Master’s jetting fountain of cum. Vienna’s tits were leaking hot milk, her outfit utterly covered in sexual fluids. 

“Now, don’t worry,” said Mia, pushing on his massive shoulder and whispering in his ear. Her nipples traced down his iron bicep. “I won’t interfere. I won’t be right over your shoulder, pressing against you, cooing in your ear, urging you to fuck some slut’s mouth instead of working.”

Thomas resisted the urge to groan, to take this woman and force his cock down her beautiful throat until she was begging to call him Master.

He was a Man. He had willpower. He could show them.

“No,” said Mia, pushing off and letting him look at her fantastic ass in that clingy skirt once again. “I’ll be around the office, seeing what goes on, taking notes...occasionally dropping in to see what you’ve accomplished for the day. I believe you have an update for the app planned by the end of day? You’ll have to show me what it entails.”
“Vienna will give you the details,” said Thomas. 
“Wonderful.”

Mia strutted back to the door of his office, turning and smiling briefly as Thomas continued to cum all over Vienna's hands, watching that beautiful ass sway, before exiting.

Immediately, Thomas picked up his phone. He needed a nuclear option if he was going to deal with this arousal.

“Belle,” he growled into the phone, “get the fuck over here, right now. Dress hot for Master.”

Of course, his good little girlfriend fuckdoll was going to obey.

* * * * *
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HIS CLEAREST MOMENTS were when he fucked Belle. Something about her pristine, pure pussy in particular made him feel more like he did before The Event than anything or anyone else. Regular cumming—being jerked off by one of the other cockslaves, doing anal, receiving a blowjob—just didn’t do the trick. It was cumming in a pussy that calmed him the most, and cumming in Belle’s pussy calmed him more than any other. 

Belle didn’t disappoint. In less than five minutes, she had arrived, dressing in what was—even Thomas had to admit, who had seen Belle in every kind of outfit imaginable—her absolute sexiest look. Her peerless, tit-heavy form was encased in a tiny blue dress with a thin keyhole to expose her cleavage. The dress was backless, held up by a thin strap around her neck. Her boots were thigh-high, skintight, and smoky black. The heels were several inches high, highlighting the marvel of her ass and the insane length of her legs. 

Upon entering the building, she rushed upstairs to his office and immediately ran to him, easily balancing despite her precarious heels. He had sent Vienna away, building up his cum reserve to empty only in Belle. Every so often, he would catch a glimpse through the glass walls of his office of Mia walking around the floor below, and his cock would harden and spill out hot spurts of precum reflexively. 

Belle slipped up against her Man, a sympathetic look on her gorgeous face, eyes sparkling and green.

“You needed me, baby?” she asked, her voice low and sexy. 

“Yes,” he said. 

His voice was low and rough. He didn't have the mindset to play games with her. Immediately he kissed her, grabbing her tiny waist and pulling against her back. Her lithe, tall body crushed against his, so small compared to him, giant tits on her small frame crushing and already wet with aroused lactation.

“I saw her downstairs,” said Belle, gnawing at his chin. “Taking notes on Hayley and Ina as they were filing and fingering themselves. Oh baby, I’m so sorry. You can’t fuck her?”

Thomas nodded, his arousal so heavy now that his tongue felt thick; he couldn’t speak properly, words  and thoughts slurring together. His body was covered in sweat, and his cock was hard enough to break through the wall.

“Bend the fuck over.” 

He grabbed her, not waiting for her to comply, pushing her across his desk and lifting her dress up. She wore panties, but they were lace, easily torn aside, only there to announce her entire body as a decoration, like all of her outfit. 

Belle bent over on the desk, spreading her legs wide. “If you don’t look at my face, you can pretend I’m her, I’m pretty sure.” She flipped the long mane of her hair, covering herself just to help him. “My poor darling Man. I want to be just what you need.”

Fuck, she was so perfect. So giving and pure. He loved her. 

He approached, sliding needy hands up and down his girlfriend’s slender, tight body. She was right—with that thick mass of dark hair and that perfectly slender, tanned, toned body, he could pretend she was just Mia. Belle's tits were bigger than Mia's, and Mia was a little bigger than Belle—taller, thicker in the hips but still tight, toned, and tiny—but otherwise the two could be sisters.

Fingers sliding against Belle's pussy, he felt how wet she was. How ready. She was his little fuckdoll and she was always ready to be fucked furious by her Perfect Man. His cock traced the shape of her pussy just for a moment, taking in this moment, fingers pushing into the perfectly tanned shape of her impeccable ass. Groaning, his grip slid around her hips—those fertile, child-bearing hips, giving him so much control over her entire body. 

“Fucking bitch,” he grunted, pushing his turgid cockhead into Belle’s waiting, needy tight cunt. “Fucking deny me.”

He slid in easily, all the way to the hilt of his shaft, balls slapping hard against her underside. He felt a tremor of lust and pleasure from Belle—immediately orgasming, right away, just from his entrance. That's how a good girl acted for her Master.

“I sh-shouldn’t have!” Belle moaned. “You’re so right! I should have dropped to my knees right away!”

“Yeah,” he said. “You should have been my fucking bitch right away. Shouldn't you?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Say my name! Tell me I belong to you!”

His grip tightened on her hips, ramming himself into her as hard as he could. He wouldn't last long. Belle was too hot for that, and right now, he was too fucking turned on. Mia had his mind utterly warped.

“Yeah, Mia,” he grunted, carried away with how dirty this was. How insanely hot that Belle was so willing to just pretend to be another girl for her Man. “You belong to me, Mia. I'll fuck you whenever I like.”

“Yes! Yes, Daddy! Oh, Master! Master! Thomas! Fuck me! Fuck me harder than You've ever fucked Belle!”

Shit, that was hot. Getting so into it that she wanted him to fuck “her” harder than he had ever fucked her. What a perfect pet. What a good girl. His cock drove harder and harder into Belle's virgin-tight pussy, precum leaking out from him and pouring down from her entrance, overloading her capacity to hold him inside. 

“You'll be my first fuck,” she groaned. “I'll have my first babies from You. They'll be so perfect. I need your babies inside my hot little Mia-pussy, oh Daddy, oh baby, please. Please cum inside me!”

There was no containing himself. He turned his gaze away from Belle just for a moment, trying to last a little bit longer—her hair and her toned back were so sexy and perfect to him—but he looked downstairs and saw Mia sneering at Ina. 

The look on her face—so haughty and superior, so effortlessly sexy despite being so clearly cruel—was enough to break him in half. 

Thrusting rapidly, pistoning inside his girlfriend, Thomas exploded, his cum shooting out hard and filling up Belle's womb instantly. She screamed with pleasure, cumming repeatedly as his hot, hard shots powered against her g-spot over and over, fucking her just right. Her legs flailed, her back contorting in beautiful, gymnast-worthy shapes, before finally she powered down onto the desk, clearly exhausted from his overpowering strength.

And, like always, slowly his mind returned to him. 

And not just his regular, base-aroused mind, the mind that only needed to cum soon and not immediately. But rather, the closest that his mind had to the Pre-Event mind, the old Thomas, the deep thinker, the introvert, the man who had started all this insanity. 

The Event. It was all his doing.

It was a truth that he covered up from time to time, and other times he reveled. But right then, he knew it was true—knew that all of this was his doing—and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. 

It was Mia’s fault, he realized. Or, not her fault, but her presence. Somehow, before she showed up, it had seemed more okay, what he was doing, when every girl around needed his cock. If there were girls who didn’t need his cock, though, didn’t need a cock at all—maybe then, somehow, what he was doing could be wrong. 

Maybe he shouldn’t have a harem. Maybe he shouldn’t have Belle. 

He stroked his love’s face, sliding down to the ground with her and burying her beautiful nose and mouth in the massive muscles of his chest. Her tiny body fit perfectly in his lap, and even though she was drowsy and half-asleep, she still absentmindedly stroked his cock, the most perfect of all his girls at giving him a handjob. His cock, half-hard, responded to her touch automatically. 

Maybe it was all a mistake, what he’d done. Maybe he never should have acted at all.

“Belle, I have something to tell you,” he said. “It’s pretty big.”

She happily stroked his cock, staring up at him with her big green eyes, letting him know that her attention was on him and him alone. 

“I’m listening, baby. You can tell me anything. Anything.” She meant it, he could tell. After the fuck he gave her, there was no way she would be able to deny him even the largest of requests—not that she could in the first place. 

“I want you to think for me.”

She giggled, clearly thinking he was joking. Then, her smile faded once she saw how serious he was. She took a moment, focusing, eyes narrowing. 

“Of course, Master. What do you want me to think about?”

“Do you remember The Event? Do you remember that happening?”

She frowned, clearly trying to think. 

“I..it hurts, baby. Can’t I just—”

He shook her, a little rough. “I said, think. What do you remember?”

She swallowed. “Well. I was...different. Like, more smarter? And I had...littler titties.” Her hand wrapped around his cock tighter, for comfort, testing him—was it all right? When he didn’t protest, she stroked a little faster, holding him for security. “And my hair was shorter. I was still really pretty, though. Like, men paid to see how pretty I was. And I wasn’t with you, for some dumb reason. There was...a guy?”

“I killed him.”
Belle stroked him harder, smiling now. “I remember. Yes. Thank you. He wasn’t you, and he wanted to own me, so he was wrong. It was right for you to do that.”
He could have let her stroke him all day, saying that over and over. The vindication of that, her gorgeous face telling him he was so, so right to commit murder to own her body. But he didn’t want his arousal to get out of control, not yet. 

He had a point he was trying to get to.

“You remember the sky, right? The sky turned pink?”

“The sky is pink, Master.” She giggled. “Don’t be silly.”

“Right, but it used to be blue, remember? Sometimes white or gray, but usually blue.”

Belle swallowed. “Oh. Yes. It’s...um, weird? To think of that. It’s so...unnatural.”

“I did that, Belle. I changed the color of the sky. I made it all happen. I turned you into the bimbo you are now.”

“You...you did?” she licked her lips. 

“I wanted to fuck you so badly,” he explained. “Every night, I went to bed, jerking off and thinking about you.”
She raised an eyebrow, clearly confused. 
“Jerking off. It’s like...like a handjob that I would do to myself.”

“Like...in Hayley’s face?”

“I didn’t have Hayley, then.”

“Oh. Who did you have?”

“No one. It was just me.”

“Ju-just...” she shook her head, eyes full of terror. She started stroking him harder. Thick jets of precum landed against her tits; he was getting harder and more aroused by the second. He needed to talk fast. “Oh, my poor darling. How could you live?”

“I was very lonely, Belle.” He stroked her head, smiling gently. “Very lonely. All I wanted was you. You were the most perfect woman in the world to me. I wanted to fuck you more than I wanted anything else. So I started doing research. Lots and lots of research into every sort of thing. Into the supernatural. Into the occult. That’s like...ghosts and demons and the like.”

She nodded. He could see she comprehended at least the basic notion. 

“So I found this book. This very old, very powerful book. It...had all these rituals in it, Belle. And I went through them all, thinking of all the ways I could use them to fuck you. You and you alone. You were the one I wanted.” He leaned forward, kissing her hotly, remembering that spike of loneliness he lived on, and how easy it was now to remedy that. She stared back at him with perfect, mindless love, adoring him completely for being the only Man in her life. “I performed every ritual in there, one right after another. I don’t think I slept for a week. I performed them over and over again—burning things, making small animal sacrifices, cutting myself, drawing in blood and sand and dirt...over and over and over...and then finally, it started.”
“The Event?”
He smiled. That’s why she was his girlfriend, and not just a cockslave. She could put two-and-two together. 

“That’s right. All the girls became big-titted, long-haired, perfect-bodied cockslaves.”

She smiled brightly. His heart ached. “Like me!”

“Like you, that’s right. And all the men became big hulks. It was my doing.”

“It was right for you to do that, Master,” said Belle. “I can remember my old self, my old...guy. I didn’t like all that very much.” She continued stroking him, his cock getting ever harder. “I like my life much better now. I love being yours.”

His cock lurched forward, harder than before, as Belle's strokes became longer and more intimate. He liked hearing that.

“But now,” he said, “I can’t fuck this Mia babe. I need to fuck her, and I fucking can’t. And it’s like...what the fuck did I do it for? Was it all worthless if I couldn’t fuck this chick if I wanted? I mean, shit, I’m strong enough to fuck her, aren’t I?”

With her free hand, she guided his gaze into her eyes, perfectly serious.  “You’re strong enough to do anything, Master. You caused The Event. Think of how strong that makes you.”

She had a point there.

“Maybe,” he said. “But it’s...it's just, how can these people exist, these men in charge of her? How did they figure out how to counteract the effects of what I unleashed? It’s bullshit, is what it is. Right? They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

More precum was spilling out from his cock, soaking her hands and lap. Belle was getting distracted and horny again. She obviously only knew that she was supposed to agree with her Master. “Yes, Sir. It’s such bullshit. They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

Her agreement—even if she barely had a choice in it—made him feel vindicated. Right. Good. 

“I can’t stand for this,” he said. “I won’t. I have to do something.”

Belle's eyes had a wild, aroused glint to them. “What are you going to do, baby?”

“I’m going to fuck her fucking brains out until she tells me what's going on,” he said.

* * * * * 
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THE PLAN WAS VERY SIMPLE. It had to be, as it involved his harem of bimbos, at least three of whom couldn't handle thought processes longer than a few minutes. 

Somehow, Mia resisted his masculinity—his fucking five-harem girl masculinity. He had a few ideas about how she did it, but they were in the background of his mind—loaded down beneath layers and layers of a masculine need to cum, breed, own, and dominate. The thoughts were understood without being known, like the beating of his heart, the impulses of his brain. 

So his plan, in essence, was to show Mia his huge fucking cock until she gave over like every other woman alive. 

Everyone got into position, Belle and Vienna handing out instructions. At the far end of the office, near the copier, Roxanne called Mia over, asking for her opinion on her paper technique. Rolling her eyes, Mia began to strut in that direction, flashing a hot, sultry look up at Thomas, who was coming down the stairs with his pants just barely fitting over his enormous hard-on. The trousers were soaked, his thighs and calves sticky with the juices of the day; a normal feeling. 

Then, Ina popped out from the side hallway, “stumbling” into Mia, who spun around and began walking backwards in those high fucking heels. Mia's expression transferred easily into a sneer, ready to start yelling at Ina while still flawless walking backwards. Thomas felt his cock twitch and pulse forward—he loved that look on her. 

Hayley, already positioned just behind a wall, pushed out her leg directly in Mia's way.

It was a comical, almost cartoonish plan. But it worked. 

Mia tripped over Hayley’s outstretched leg and went flying—her bag sliding overhead, her little container of mints emptying out across the floor and down into an air conditioner vent. Horrified, Mia scrambled after them, trying to pick them up with her delicately manicured nails—but each one tumbled down into the vent, out of reach. 

It was the mints that were important; the thing that Thomas had known without understanding. When he saw her reaction to losing them, Thomas understood. They had been keeping her unaffected, somehow. Some chemical or something. 

Mia stood up, screaming at all of them, ordering the lot to retrieve the mints for her—or retrieve tools so she could retrieve them.

“I said, fucking help me!” her voice began getting desperate. 

Her eyes were wide. She looked up at Thomas, tongue constantly flitting over her lips. She bit her lower lip, half-torn between arousal and desperation. Her hair—so thick and dark, shiny and lustrous, flew in one direction and then the next as she searched for a quick exit.

None of his girls moved to help her. Instead, they gathered around her in a circle, seeming to sense that something very important had changed. That she wasn't quite in charge anymore. 

And Mia recognized it too. She backed up, terror on her face.

Immediately she rushed toward the exit, but Vienna was ahead of her, calmly and smoothly locking the door. The dark beauty flashed a quick wink up to her Master, seeing with heated arousal the thickness of his growing cock. 

“Y-you can't do this,” said Mia, looking up at Thomas. “Y-you have to l-let me go. You have to. There's...the money. You can't walk away from that. They'll take it from you.”

He didn't give a damn about that.

Thomas walked down the stairs all the way, gesturing for Roxanne and Ina to grab Mia. They did, bringing her over to the small lounge area next to the entrance. They positioned Mia on top of a plush, fall-brown ottoman—keeping her posture perfect, even as she was restrained, legs automatically criss-crossing and showing off their graceful curves—with Roxanne restraining her on one arm and Ina the other. 

“I can do whatever I want,” said Thomas. “I'm a Man.”

Belle moaned loudly, pushing up behind her Master. “Yes, you are.”

He could smell his girlfriend's wet cunt; his cock pulsed again.

Thomas smiled, and then snapped his fingers. “Hayley, bend over.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Immediately, the perky young blonde bent over on the couch in front of him. He was only feet away from Mia, her thick luscious breasts inside that hot tight blouse, that long mane of dark midnight hair stretching all the way past her waist.

With thick fingers, rough hands, he snapped up Hayley's skirt and revealed her pert, perfectly sculpted ass. 

“W-what are you doing?” asked Mia. There was no denying the arousal in her voice, her eyes. Drool began to spill down her lips. His hips pushed hard against Hayley's ass.

“I’m going to show you what I can do. And then you’re going to tell me how much you need my cock for yourself.”

“I'll...I-I'll...never...” she gulped. “...never do that...”

But her voice was weak and getting weaker. Thomas's cock was hard and out of his pants—Belle and Vienna ripping the cloth away and stroking him until he was ready. Furious, hot jets of precum spilled out on Hayley's back, and the giggly little bimbo moaned as he circled her asshole with his enormous cock. 

“Do it, Daddy,” Hayley moaned. “Please? Please fuck my ass?”

Like she had to ask.

Thomas pushed forward into her tightest, most forbidden entrance, already well-lubricated by the immense amount of precum spilled and slathered all over his cock. Hayley groaned like an animal, clenching every part of herself on top of her Master's big, beautiful cock, loving the way he and only he entered her right through her back door. 

On the ottoman, drooling still, Mia's arms twitched, pushed toward her legs. Her thighs. The space between them. But Ina and Roxanne held her firm.

“F-fuck,” she moaned, watching Thomas's giant cock stretch open Hayley. “Fuck, you're so big...”

Her eyes were wide, glazing over, hot rivulets of drool sliding down her chin into her substantial cleavage. Thomas fucked Hayley harder—thrusting faster, deeper, slapping her ass with deep satisfying thwacking sounds and marking the flesh bright red—and was rewarded with Hayley's cries of pleasure and Mia's deep-seated groans of desire. 

“You like that, Mia?” he asked. “You like watching me fuck my bimbo slave's asshole?”

“N-no,” said Mia, trying to resist still. “No...I just...just n-need a mint, that's all. J-just...just gimme my mints...”

“You're not getting a fucking thing until you tell me how much you like—” Thomas shoved himself harder into Hayley's ass, encouraging a hot, spiking orgasm from the over-excited bimbo, “—watching me—” several more hard strokes, “—fuck this bimbo ass!”

He lost himself completely now, utterly decimating the tiny body of Hayley beneath him, fucking her so hard that it looked like he might break her in half. He tugged on her thick blond hair, bending her backwards until her forehead rested beneath his chin. His thick, prominent muscles bulged and tightened, and Vienna and Belle—rubbing so hard on his body in their mindfucked arousal—pulled off his shirt to reveal the chiseled, god-like body beneath. Mia gasped.

“Fuck her!” Belle moaned. “Oh, fuck your little ass-slut, Daddy, please!”

“Yes!” cried Vienna. “Do it! Cum in her ass! Cum in her like no one else can!”

Mia shifted and tugged, pulling her hands in toward her crotch even as Roxanne and Ina held her tight.

“You need that?” he asked Mia, breathing hard. “You need to touch yourself while I cum in this sweet little ass?”

She thrashed and tugged against Ina and Roxanne, desperate, her hands flailing in front of her crotch. A great flush traveled from her face to her cleavage, and every part of her was straining, inhaling his scent, taking in the sight of this perfect display of masculine dominance.

“Y-yes!” she cried finally. “Fuck! Fuck her! Please let me fucking touch myself! Please! Please, fuck her ass please!”

He nodded to Roxanne and Ina, and they let Mia go. As Thomas fucked Hayley still—encouraging another round of writhing, soul-shaking orgasms from his blond little babe, Mia dropped to her knees and fingered her pussy, ripping her tight skirt away, staring up at her new crush with complete abandon.

Thomas wanted to unleash all day in Hayley's tight asshole...but now wasn't the time. With Mia so close to total submission, she was the one he was going to cum in—and she was the one he was going to dominate completely. He shot out a small, adequate load of cum—just a cup or so of hot, spasm-inducing sperm—and slid slowly out of Hayley, letting her collapse to the ground in a heap of purely-fucked pleasure.

Then he turned on Mia, waving his cock in front of her kneeling body, eye-level with her face. Belle stroked him, cleaning his shaft and head with her hands, and soft spurts of cum landed on Mia's knees. She moaned at every new hot touch of his liquid.

Other men would have been lost in pleasure. Their heads returned to them. The plan abandoned by now. Thomas was only getting worked up. 

“They s-said you were sp-special...” she said. “I didn't believe...I should have believed...”

“Special? Special how?”

Her mouth pushed forward, urging for his cock. “So fu-fucking...big...please...”

Vienna slapped her. “Tell him what he wants to know.”

Thomas's cock jetted out another hot load of cum—just barely able to control himself to have it miss Mia's face—at Vienna's initiative. Fuck, he loved her. Behind Mia, Ina and Roxanne knelt down in their tippy-top heels and licked the floor to clean his cum with their tongues. 

“Special!” said Mia. “So fucking masculine. Look at you! You’re a fuck-fu-fucking god! Nobody else can handle five women, not for any length of time. Sometimes men try, but they go crazy or die of exhaustion. Four is the limit. But you’re acting like you’ve barely got one. They needed to know if you were for real. And they needed to know...”

Thomas's cock was growing harder as she spoke, and Mia noticed. Her eyes focused on it, looking more glazed over, her breaths deep and measured. Like she was being hypnotized totally. Her mind was leaving her. 

“Needed to know what?” Thomas insisted. “What were in those mints?”

Her tongue took a long, slow route around her lips, her eyes becoming heavy.

“Sup-pressors?” Her voice was becoming strangely high-pitched and breathy. “To keep me from being all...bimboey and girly. To make me not have so many hornies. They said I was special too. That I was like, the smartest girly girl they’d ever come across. Could read ninth grade level. Do al-ge-bra. But like...your cock...nnnh...said I would just need one mint for the whole day...usually I take one in the morning, one in the evening. I ate...ate thirty while I was here. S-s-so horny...”

His cock was making her dumb. And had been making her dumb. That’s why she was taking so many of her mints—to keep herself smart enough to keep tabs on him, to run her deception. Of course.

“Fucking pricks,” he shook his head. “Think they can fucking control me? I’ll show them.”

He pushed Mia down to the ground, sliding his cock between her tits. Precum emptied his cock, sliding all over her body. Vienna and Belle ripped her clothes off, leaving her gorgeous naked form completely vulnerable beneath him, totally ready for his unstoppable entrance. Right away, from being so close to his cock, from being so covered with his precum, her tits began to grow. 

She nodded eagerly, pulling his enormity between her massively growing titties. “Yeah, fucking show them, baby. Show them what you can do.”

He slapped her gorgeous face. More of a statement than a punishment—it was to grab her attention, not hurt her. Though he knew he could do much, much worse and have her thank him for it. She moaned in pleasure, clearly turned on by being his. 

Belle and Vienna dropped down next to her face, revealing their hot, huge tits, and began squirting out hot, easy milk all over Mia's gorgeous visage. Mia's breasts, already growing at a rapid rate, became even larger. Her torso tighter, more toned, elongated and sexier. Her legs longer, every part of her more toned and tight. 

She had been mind-numbingly gorgeous before. Now she was practically obscene. He took her huge, rippling tits and shoved them onto his huge cock, slowly grinding himself into her body. His massive cockhead pushed against her open, needy lips, her tongue slurping up and down his shaft, taking in hot precum and milk. The nipples of his two slaves competed for real estate, but it was the cock that reigned supreme.

“You’re my property, do you understand? You fucking belong to me. You belong to Thomas Kyle and no one else, Mia.”

“You!” Mia moaned, smiling deliriously around her slurps and long tongue lickings. “You and no one else! I promise, forever!”

“You're supposed to call Him Master, dearie,” said Belle. Her voice matronly, patient.

“You're supposed to call Him Daddy,” said Vienna, more impatient and imperious. 

Both girls turned him the fuck on, encouraging hot loads of precum to explode out from his cock and quickly get swallowed up by Mia's greedy mouth. 

“Yes!” Mia's mouth was sticky with his essence. “Yes, Master! Yes, Daddy!”

He smiled. That fucking made him want to cum even more, hearing her call him that. 

“Yeah, that's it, slave. Beg for my fucking cum.”

“Please!” said Mia, her hands pushing on her tits, sliding over his hands, trying to milk him. “Please give me your cum, Master! Please, Daddy! You're my Daddy, my only Daddy, my only Master, and I need your fucking cum so much! I've never fucked another man. They saved me up, kept me special! They didn't want to ruin me with cum. But I need it! I've need it for so fucking long, Master, please! Please fucking let me have it!”

Thomas's arousal was too much to keep a hold of. He needed to explode. After the afternoon of fucking Belle, and then fucking Hayley's ass, and finally fucking Mia's tits and seeing her transform before his very eyes, he couldn't hold back anymore. 

He emptied himself entirely, a firehose burst of sparkling hot cum jetting all over Mia's face and tits and hair. It slathered all over her body, and as she tasted him, felt him, Mia came beneath him. He could feel her tight young gorgeous body cumming again and again as she felt his orgasm wash over her. 

The other girls—Vienna and Belle and Roxanne and Ina—all leaned over Mia, licking up his cum as fast they could, vibrating softly with hot, center-blooming orgasms as they did. Hayley was still too tired and worn-out to move. 

Even with as fast as the girls licked though, sensually and slowly tongue-fucking Mia's hair and face—the majority of it was absorbed into her body, making her skin and hair appear all the more healthy and shiny. She was a very easy rival for Belle now, and that thought turned Thomas on to no end. He couldn't wait to find out how smart she would be post-transformation. 

It would be fucking hot to have two real girlfriends, and both of them with such gorgeous dark hair, such tight tiny bodies...they could be sisters. 

He could make them think they were sisters. Fuck.

His cock was getting hard again, and he had, without quite realizing it, transitioned down between Mia's legs. Her pussy was pulsing and wet, still in the aftershock of the biggest orgasm-chain of her entire life. 

“Oh fuck?” she said, seeing him raise her legs around his waist. “The-there’s more?”

“You’re not really Master’s slave unless he makes you pregnant,” Belle explained, smiling dreamily. “You do want him to get you pregnant, don’t you?”

Mia nodded, eyes wide. “Yes. Oh fuck yes, please.”

“You’ll be a Mommy, just like I am.” Belle smiled at Thomas’s look of surprise. “From this afternoon. You really filled me up, dear. I’m going to have quadruplets again, I’m almost certain of it. Maybe more.” 

His cock twitched, pushing against Mia's tight young cunt. 

“Mommies,” Mia purred. “Together...” Her eyes sparkled at Thomas. “Please, Daddy?”

And so Thomas entered Mia, her incredible pussy closing tight around his immensity, knowing he was only at the beginning of his ultimate Harem—the countless number of gorgeous girls he deserved worshiping his cock for their whole lives. Mia had only solidified what he Knew He Deserved—Every Fucking Girl He Ever Wanted. 

And god help anyone who stood in his way.

# # #
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Dark Passions Of The Billionaire
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Chapter 1

Alone, bored, and desperate for someone to dominate her, Sophia had turned to the internet. 

It was late—just past midnight on a Wednesday—and she had two glasses of wine in her, enough for her to have her legs spread apart as she sat in her couch with her laptop propped on top of her considerable bust. Staying up so late and drinking may not have been the best idea, with her starting her first day at a new job tomorrow, but she would let “Future Sophia” deal with that. 

“Future Sophia” had to deal with all sorts of unsavory tasks—waking up in the morning after not enough sleep, cleaning up dishes left in the sink, sorting that weird pile of junk in the corner underneath the kitchen table, and so on. 

But “Now Sophia” was on a chat room, and not for the first time. Her handle, subvixen, had netted her quite a number of “hey”s and “hi”s so far, which she promptly and thoroughly ignored for the most part. She thought she was a rather good typist, and well-skilled in delivering thought-out responses to those who spoke to her, and had little interest in those who could not at least pretend to reciprocate her level of effort.

Sophia had, for example, put a good amount of time into her profile—not too long, as she knew basically what she wanted to say—but it was clear enough to say exactly what she wanted and how she wanted to be treated:

Sexy sub lady tired of waiting for a man. Make me your servant. Make me forget all about the others. Train me to be yours.

As she took another generous sip from her rather-generously sized wine glass, another private message flitted up on her screen. 

Mistermaster4U: hey babe. love the profile.

Idly, she let her fingers slip around her panties. She clicked over to his profile:

Here to dominate.

Short and sweet. That could be an indication of any kind of quality—good or bad. In the past, she had talked with men who seemed intensely fascinating, who then sputtered out and never came online again. Or there were others who had seemed interesting at first, and then her connection would crap out, or theirs would, ending the line of communication forever. 

Why not reply. She was horny.

subvixen: Thank you. Every word is true.

Immediately, a response:

Mistermaster4U: what do u look like?

Sophia made a face. For whatever reason, she was in a mood to forgive the egregious misspelling. Maybe he was just netspeaking for now. Maybe if they got into the thick of things—if there was some honest-to-god pussy-drenching roleplaying going on, then he would pick up the slack. She’d give him the benefit of the doubt for a little while longer.

subvixen: I’m about 5’8”, with long black hair that goes just past my shoulders, framing my sexy face. My eyes are green, my cheekbones pronounced and leading right into a pair of sexy, ready-made-for-kissing lips. I’ve got long legs, big tits, and I work out six days a week (yoga and cardio), so I stay toned. My skin is olive-colored—I’ve got a mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage, so my bone structure is just crazy hot.

Mistermaster4U: Nice. And clothes?

subvixen: Not much right now. Tiny lace black panties. A white tank top.

That was all true, mostly. Her panties weren’t lace, and she was really 5’6”, not 5’8”. She didn’t know if she herself would classify her tits as “big,” either. They certainly weren’t small—but a pair of 36Cs never felt “big” to her. Still, men liked big tits, so...she said it. It was the internet—everyone lied at least a little.

Mistermaster4U: so hot

Mistermaster4U: kneel 4 me slut

Sophia sighed. Right. Whatever. She abruptly signed out of the chat and put her laptop down on the ground, the thump of the impact reverberating through the apartment. 

She lived in the top floor of a duplex, and the bottom floor had been vacant for more than three months now. It was a fairly nice apartment for the money she was able to spend—it had a small but serviceable kitchen, a large living space that including a dining area, and one bed and bath. She lived alone, though, in the entire building, and so she wasn't worried about making too much noise.

Her fingers sank deep into her panties, thumb slipping over her clit.

It seemed that the only way she was going to be dominated the way she wanted was in her fantasies. Leaning back further into the couch, she considered them.

She wanted a man to grip her by the shoulders and bring her to her knees.

“You silly little slut,” he’d say. “What were you doing, thinking you were in charge of yourself?”

Her voice, a soft whisper. “I don’t know, Sir.”

The man in her fantasies was tall and imposing. Muscled. Rough.

“I’m in charge of you.”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Say it. Tell me.”

“You’re in charge of me, Sir.” She would coo it—each and every word coated in her love and admiration.

“I’m your Master.”

He'd tug her hair a little with that, maybe slap her face with his cock.

“You’re my Master!”

Sophia’s fingers rotated faster and faster across her clit. “Master,” she breathed, still imagining the scene. “Masterr...”

His cock circling around her mouth like water to a drain. “You’re gonna suck me off now, like a good slave.”

“Yes, Sir.”

And he’d shove his cock—all his clothes somehow magically already off—shove his cock down her throat. There would be so much of it. He’d be massive, so massive she didn’t even know how she took it all. His hands grabbing her long, thick mass of hair—every strand grown out just for this purpose, just for him to tug it and use it as he pleased—and then roughly, forcefully fucking her face. 

“I fucking own you,” he would grunt, shoving hard into her face. “Look at me. Look at my eyes. I fucking own you!”

Gasping, panting, breathing out a chorus of “Yes, Masters” over and over, Sophia came. Her slender body buckled in her couch, her moans echoing off the walls.

As the bliss slipped away, all she could think of was how empty it felt, just masturbating out her needs like that. She was so lonely lately. Nothing filled the void.

It had been this way ever since Todd left. 

She had been so very ready to marry Todd. Their marriage was, in fact, due to happen a little less than a month from now, originally. But then, a month and a half ago, his feet got cold—Antarctic, really.

“I just need some time to think this all through,” he said. “I feel like...I feel like you've been pushing for this marriage to happen so hard that I haven't had time to figure out what I want for myself.”

And Sophia, stunned, could barely form a response other than, “Oh. Well, please do what makes you feel best.”

And what made him feel best, apparently, was to take off to Europe for three months and do some traveling. 

Alone. Without her. 

With hindsight, of course, she could clearly see that he was the one who had proposed to her when she wasn't sure about the relationship to begin with. That she had been more than willing to do anything for him before this incredible breach of her trust. 

And the very worst part was that she knew that even when her “fiancé” came back home—if that was even the correct term for someone who just took off to Europe for a quarter of a year to think his entire life over without her—even if he held her in his arms again and was by her side every night, he wouldn’t ever want to take part in dominating her like she needed so fucking bad.

Chapter 2

The following morning, Thursday morning, Sophia woke up groggily at five-thirty, stumbling out of bed and not really waking up until the warm water of her shower hit her face. 

Today, she started her new job as a personal assistant at the enormously affluent Sand Enterprises.

Sand Enterprises was a billion-dollar company, responsible for countless jobs across the nation and the globe, with its headquarters right there in Sophia's city. She had heard rumors that Gerald Sand himself worked in the office—though of course she knew that was silliness. Billionaires spent their time playing golf in super-secret zero-gravity space stations or something, not running an office. 

Sophia had no idea who she would be a personal assistant for—she had heard only that it was someone “high up on the food chain.” 

She believed that much—the salary was ostentatiously high for a position that, to her, didn't entail that much expertise. From what she understood, she would mostly be answering phones and running messages, that sort of thing. With bonuses and benefits factored in, she would be earning close to six figures. That kind of money, for Sophia, was utterly life-changing. 

She had over thirty thousand in student loans that would be erased—if her casual calculations were correct—well within the space of a year so long as she budgeted everything well.

That debt had been hanging over her head for a long time—since before she graduated college. To know that it was within her reach to eliminate the debt entirely was completely transformative.

Sophia had been surprised to land the job—to land any job at all, really. She had followed her heart in college, and gotten her liberal arts degree in Philosophy and English. Even without regretting a single credit hour from studying Kant and Rousseau, or Chaucer and Wolfe, she still had enough presence of mind to realize how much she had limited herself coming out of her small-town college.

Even all the networking she had done was only with professors around the college—and the only openings they could help her with were to take even more coursework to get a graduate degree.

Maybe a graduate degree was in the cards, maybe not. For now, Sophia felt as aimless as she had the day that her entrance counselor at Carter State College asked her what she wanted to do with her life.

Frowning, and looking down at her twiddling thumbs, Sophia had said, “I don't know. Something that fascinates me.”

“Well, dear,” said the kindly young counselor, blond hair in a bun. “What sort of things fascinate you?”

That question had troubled Sophia for as long as she could remember. She couldn't put a pin on what fascinated her—some things just did and others just didn't. She was in love with the way Spanish sounded, and learned all she could of the language for two solid years...and then just as suddenly dropped everything and sold every book she had on the subject. 

One year, when she was twenty, she had decided she would get into wood carving—and bought a great carving knife, several awls and a mallet, and only ever carved (a very poor version of) a cardinal. 

The only thing that had ever stayed constant with Sophia was her kinky sexuality—and she was terrified that the only reason that had stayed constant was because she had never been able to encounter it consistently in real life. This fear of disappointment shaded every new fascination she held—that just as soon as she would enjoy something, all the joy would be sucked out of it, like the air from a balloon.

This new job she had gotten through her a friend of her father's, who had heard about it through his lawyer, who knew of it through his accountant...and so on. In any case, the opening was only available for a day. 

Sophia was lucky enough to already have a cover letter and resume put together (at the insistence of virtually all of her college professors who she had petitioned for advice on getting a job before this), and was able to get her materials in under the deadline.

The interview process had been a nightmare—three rounds of interviews from men in suits who had clearly decided that for the rest of their lives they were better than her, as they wouldn't be caught dead interviewing for such a lowly position. 

But apparently, she had been able to hold back her resentment of their false-superiority, and impressed each one. No more than three hours after the interviews had ended Tuesday, she received the call saying she got the job, and would start Thursday. 

For her first day, she decided to dress professionally, wearing a tight dark sweater over a white blouse, the collars gliding against her neck, with a conservative pair of dark pants. Brief, black heels were on her feet. 

It was, she hoped, a good outfit for a young professional like herself—just twenty-two and fresh out of college—and a good outfit for someone who didn’t want to be a personal assistant for the rest of her life.

“I’m already good at this, so promote me to do something better.” This was the message she hoped to send.

Her car was in the shop, and had been for two weeks now. They kept finding new pieces to fix—or, as she suspected, kept inventing new problems to solve. 

So she took the bus. 

It was deep into fall outside, the weather still deciding whether it wanted to be sunny and cool or cloudy and chilly. 

She noticed that her form, even as professionally dressed as she was, drew a lot of long looks from the men on the bus. Sophia was mostly aware of the effect she seemed to have on men, and did her best to try and downplay it. 

Men always thought she had it so easy, being a woman and being attractive, but it wasn’t like that at all. Her fiancé (or was it ex-fiancé? God, if she only knew) certainly gave her shit about it often enough. Mostly, he seemed to think that her ability to occasionally get free drinks meant a free ride through life. That was hardly the case. 

Men took her less seriously because she was so eminently fuckable and all they thought of when she was around were her tanned legs, or her tits, or the dark coiled mass of her hair. Women thought either she was a ditz, or had slept her way up, or was expecting to receive special favors because she was attractive. 

At least, that’s how it had been at college. It took four long years to dispel that myth from her colleagues and her professors through her dogged determination to get the best grades she could, and now all that progress might as well have been sucked into a black hole.

This all wasn't to say that she thought it was any better for any other type of woman, really. A less attractive woman would have to fight past most men’s barriers of thinking less attractive ladies were worth less of their attention. A plain woman would be thought of as boring and not worth paying attention to. A woman's way was, too often, a bit of a rocky ride no matter what.

Of course, being desirable had its advantages. There was no disputing that, especially not in the business world where everything was about presentation. 

The entire divide between “attractive” and “not” had never made sense to Sophia, very much. What attracted her to someone was typically not physical at all, but mental. A state of mind that said, “Yes. I own this situation. I own you.”

She let herself daydream about someone with such a state of mind as the bus went on its way. She imagined a man having it—though she certainly had her bisexual proclivities—a strong man, tall and handsome, perhaps, who commanded entire stadiums with his presence.

Her sweetheart Todd was such a man, in many ways. He was commanding and strong, and always knew what he wanted to do next. It was rapturous at times to be caught up in the waves of decisions he laid out—decisions that came as easily to him as breathing. 

Everything about making decisions made Sophia sick, most of the time.

But, for whatever reason, Todd wasn't the same way in the bedroom. When she had brought up, hesitantly and full of doubt, her needs in the bedroom, he had been...cruel afterward.

Once, when his friends were over at their tiny apartment, she had offered to go and grab everyone some sandwiches.

“Be careful you don't give her too many orders, guys,” he had said, after one too many beers. “She might fall in love with you.”

Of course, he apologized later. He was just drunk, he said. But still...it nagged at Sophia. That was hardly the only snide comment she had received.

But still, Todd was generally a sweetheart—always he was bringing her small cards and presents for little anniversaries they had. And, he was just desperately cute—with his scraggly, curly brown hair and soft hazel eyes, and she loved him dearly. Every day he was gone chipped away at her heart—after forty-five days of no communication, it would still be another month and a half to go before he would let her know if he had made up his mind about their marriage.

The marriage he had proposed to her for, a small part of her mind brought up bitterly.

She took a deep breath, clearing her head. The bus stopped at Sixth and Post, where she stepped off. Her office was inside the tallest building in the city, the Johnson Chrome Building, on the top floor.

She did not know much about the business of Sand Enterprises. It had something to do with oil and investments and software. It was sort of a combination of many things, with its tendrils in several lucrative pots all at once. 

Her new employer had delivered a thick packet to her on Friday, and she had skimmed through it. But, like college had been, Sophia assumed she was smart enough to sort of skate through the first few days and then supplement her knowledge with the reading material as she progressed. She had the packet in her bag, though, just in case.

The expensive, shiny-tiled lobby inside the building was all busy-busy. She noticed women dressed like herself—women with power haircuts and horn-rimmed glasses who seemed to have important jobs that needed lots of important attention—and was pleased with her wardrobe.  

Everyone was in a rush. Sophia had to take a moment to familiarize herself with the layout—there were three different sets of elevators, all going to specific ranges of floors. Her floor was the sixtieth. 

Inside the golden elevator, she was alone, free to close her eyes and try not to think about how very high up she was going. Heights didn’t give her trouble, but anyone traveling more than five hundred feet up had to start considering the long fall down.

The elevator doors opened right into the office of Sand Enterprises. She stepped out and was immediately greeted by a matronly redheaded woman behind a blue, circular receptionist’s desk.

“Hello!” she said with a smile. “Can I help you?”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “I’m starting my new job today.” She shrugged. “I’m uh, not quite sure what to do or where to go!”

She put on what she hoped was a disarming smile. The receptionist reacted warmly, standing up.

“You must be Sophia.”

“That’s me. Hi. Are you Julie?”

They had talked on the phone. Julie had been the one, in fact, to inform Sophia that she had gotten the job.

“I am!”

Sophia liked Julie immediately. From the just-put-together bun of her hair, the easily-worn lines on her face from her smiles, and the casual crocs she had on her feet, everything about her bespoke a sort of hearth-like comfort. She walked around the desk to shake Sophia’s hand. Her grip, while firm, was softened by comfortably well-moisturized hands.

“It’s so nice to meet you, dear. We’re so glad for the help. Mr. Sand is very happy to have someone besides poor old me doing all his work for him.”

“Oh, I see,” said Sophia, wanting to make sure that she actually did see. “I’m splitting your work up?”

Julie smiled and shook her head. “Not at all. He had a personal assistant a while back, but she took maternity leave, and then decided to quit to raise the child. He offered to pay for daycare and so on, he can be so generous like that, but nothing doing!” She laughed. “In any case, we’ve been scrambling around trying to find someone to fill the gap ever since.”

“So I am...I'm going to be the personal assistant to Gerald Sand?”

Pangs of anxiety suddenly attacked Sophia’s heart. No way.

“Yes, dear.”

“Gerald Sand, the billionaire Gerald Sand?”

“Of course, dear. Didn't they tell you?”

Slowly, Sophia shook her head. 

“Oh my. Well,” Julie shrugged. “You know now, don't you?”

With wide eyes, Sophia nodded. “May I ask...how long ago was it? That the old personal assistant left?”

“Oh dear.” She put a finger to her mouth. “Something like six months ago, I suppose?”

Sophia raised an eyebrow in surprise as Julie beckoned for her to follow. They moved through the office at a reasonable clip, Julie calling out various segments of the office as they went—accounting, sales, site management, and so on.

What Julie wasn’t saying, Sophia got the feeling, was that Sophia was not the first personal assistant trying to do this job. Six months was too long of a time for her to be the very first person to have applied—too long for her to even be the second or third person to have been given a chance! 

How long did it take Sand to decide that someone was any good or not? Weeks? Days?

Her thoughts latched on, instantly, to the barely-touched packet of information stashed in her bag that had apparently been critical for her to know.

Okay, she resolved. Read the whole packet tonight. Keep. This. Job! 

She had no choice, really. She needed this job—to get rid of her debt, to start her in the professional world, to prove to herself that she could hang in a setting that wasn't academic—for an endless list of reasons, she needed to do well here. Her whole life needed it.

They approached steadily toward something that seemed unreal in the brisk business-oriented affairs of the office—a sort of black dome in the back-center of the whole open floor. In its front was a small door—a tall man would have to duck under the frame—and a simple nameplate, reading “Sand.”

“Your desk is here,” said Julie, stopping in front of the dome. 

The desk was a small thing, maybe four feet across with two feet of depth. Not room for anything but a small tablet with an even smaller keyboard—placed there already—and an in/out box that was already overflowing with papers.

“As you can see, there’s quite a bit for you to catch up on.” Julie patted her on the shoulder. “Later on, I’ll make sure to show you how to enter everything into the database properly.”

Right behind her desk was the ominous dark cloud of Mr. Sand’s office. Sophia had to take a long, slow gulp just from looking at it. Her mind was still reeling from the fact of being the personal assistant to a billionaire. It reeled even more from the eccentric nature of his office.

Sand’s office was like an enormous opaque hemisphere inside the middle of the office. Sophia quickly reasoned that he could look out at any angle, and thanks to the tint of the windows, no one could look in. And still, no one was placed behind him, exactly, as he was in the very rear. Everyone was either just to the side or in front. It was the size of an entire floor of a lesser building all by itself, almost, taking up half the space of the floor they were on now.

“Come on,” said Julie. “I’ll show you around before we meet the big man.”

She led Sophia around to meet the other members of the small office—accounting, led by Bill and Carla; filing, led by Morgan and Kerri; sales, led by Fernando and Trent. 

Everyone was very friendly. Sophia began to feel some measure of confidence as the day progressed and she met more people. But still, the way that everyone held such nervous caution in their eyes when she brought up the idea of being Sand’s assistant gripped her strangely.

She heard over and over: “Oh, you’re going to work with him?”

Or: “He’s certainly a particular man.” 

Or: “I do hope it all works out.”

Not exactly heartening messages for the new employee to take with her! She felt like a soldier thrust into the front lines, all the lieutenants and captains chuckling behind her as she was tossed out into No Man’s Land.

Julie walked Sophia back to her desk in the maze-like office, and then suddenly, the door to Sand’s office opened. 

“Coffee!” he demanded.

The door slammed. Sophia barely got a look at him—a suit and a dash of blond hair, and that was all.

Putting on a warm smile, Julie led Sophia over to the break room. There was a large black refrigerator built into the wall. All the appliances were, as a matter of fact—microwave, a toaster oven, a juicer and a sink, all intricate inlaid to match the dark, futuristically shiny surface of the small room.

“You seem nervous, dear,” said Julie.

Sophia nodded, smiling. “I am a bit.”

“Try to hide it, if you can. He doesn’t...respond well, to nervousness. He takes it as a sign of incompetence.”

Sophia half-smiled, half-frowned. “I appreciate you trying to help, but...that sort of just makes me more nervous.”

Julie gave her a knowing look. “Just imagine if you heard that from him instead of me.”

“Right,” said Sophia, beginning her search through the drawers for a cup. “Good point.”

Julie leaned in and opened the shelf behind Sophia, pulling out a plain black mug. 

“This is his. Wash it regularly. He takes three cups a day, four hours apart.”

“He works twelve hour days?”

“Yes, dear. And from now on, you work twelve hour days, unless he sends you home early.”

Sophia’s eyes were a bit wide. “Right.”

Sheesh, she thought. No wonder the guy was a billionaire.

Julie held up a metal pitcher with an odd plunger inside of it.

“Do you know how to work a French press?”

“No,” said Sophia quickly. “Once, I learned how to work a Russian one, but that was a long time ago and I was a bit drunk.”

Julie looked puzzled. “A Russian press?”

Sophia grimaced. “Sorry. Bad joke.”

“Ah. I’ve had my share.” Julie smiled now, laughing a bit. “’Russian press.’ Of course.”

Over the course of the next ten minutes, Julie showed her the process of adding the grind, the water, and setting the temperature just right. It was not so hard—and made much better-smelling coffee than what Sophia was used to. 

“Can you take it from here?”

“Yes,” said Sophia, hands on her hips. “Yes. I can make his coffee, at least.”

Julie smiled and left her to it. 

Within short order, Sophia was walking across the office with the coffee in her hand, careful not spill a drop. 

Inside of Sand's office it was cold—easily ten degrees cooler than it was outside. Right beyond the door was a long, wide sort of lounge area with couches and a few ornately carved cabinets—full of liquor, perhaps, or whatever else billionaires might have. Jokes about millionaires, maybe. Incriminating photos of politicians. Fifth century coin collections.

At the far end of the office was Sand's desk—which appeared to be the stump of a redwood tree, sanded down and carved so that he could sit in the middle of it. 

It was clearly a desk meant to inspire awe—and that's certainly what Sophia felt, looking at it.

Sand stood behind his enormous desk, his jacket lounging on the rack behind him, with his sleeves rolled up. He paced as he spoke into a cordless phone.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes. No. No. Yes. Yes. Take it out, then. No. Yes...no. Maybe. Check with Dan.”

A staccato of responses, like he was keeping rhythm with some kind of dancing machine. 

Sophia had to take a moment to absorb just how handsome he was. Even in the cold environment of the office, she felt a strong heat flowing up through her young body from looking at him. He was perhaps forty—maybe a little older or a little younger. His form was neat, compact—his face handsome and severe. His nose was bent in places, as if it had been broken in the past, but it only added to the rugged lines of his face with his square jaw and burgeoning dark-blonde beard. His eyes, dark and blue, hotly punctuated the enjoyable story of his face.

This is what a billion dollars looks like, though Sophia. Lots and lots of billions of dollars. She didn’t know how many exactly, but she knew he was listed in the top twenty billionaires regularly.

Wow. She could barely even process the number of one billion.

The only way that she could even begin to conceive of how many dollars he had was to imagine every grain of salt in the ocean, piled up in a wall...stretching, maybe, from one end of the continent to the other. Maybe even a few times.

Running through responses on the phone, he looked as though he had not smiled in a long time, and strangely Sophia felt herself wanting to make him smile. She could not help but want, impulsively, to make his mood improve.

He stopped for a moment, clearly roaming his eyes over Sophia’s figure as she stood in front of him. She felt very aware of the curve of her generous breasts, the tightness of her pants and how much of her hips and ass were hugged by the fabric. He grabbed the coffee nonchalantly and took a sip, made a face, and swallowed.

He covered the mouthpiece of the phone. “I take my coffee with one sugar, no cream.”

“Okay,” she said brightly. “I make sure to do that from now on. I can take it back and make you another?”

“No.” He sipped at it again, clearly not enjoying it. “You’ll do it right the first time, or nothing. I don’t want second attempts at anything, yes?”

She nodded. “I understand.”

“There’s a report on your desk—it’s labeled the October Entrance Project. I need you to look at it for any errors and then bring it back to me.”

“Errors?”

He had been about to respond to something on the phone, removing his hand from the mouthpiece.

“Proofread it.” 

Sophia nodded.

“No, Alan, not you. I’m dealing with a new girl. Yes, another one.”

Oh, god. Even Alan knew he had a lot of assistants rolling through—whoever Alan was, anyway. Sophia felt like she was the only one not in on the joke.

It didn’t matter. Soon enough, they would all accept her. It just took time and effort, and she could give both.

Outside the all-seeing office, she searched her desk’s in-box for the document he had requested. It took her only a moment to find them. After five more minutes, she had finished proofing them, and brought them back in, please with her results. She felt well-fitted for the role of proofreader—if a degree in liberal arts had taught her anything, it was to read often and read well.

Standing up in front of his desk now, Sand took the papers with a frown immediately forming on his face.

“This is paper-clipped,” he said calmly. “Why?”

She didn’t understand the question. “I’m sorry?” 

“Why is this paper-clipped?”

Resisting the urge to explain that what he said was the same question in a different form, she stumbled out an answer. 

“Oh. I thought they needed to be together. So I paper-clipped them.”

“We use staples in this office. Paper clips are extraneous tools for fools who cannot do things correctly the first time.”

“I see.”

“And...” he raised an eyebrow. “What’s this?”

“What’s what?”

He pointed a finger at the tail-end of a sentence. “This. Here. What’s this?”

Sophia peered at where he pointed. “An oxford comma?” 

She hadn’t bothered to really consider it—there were no other instances in the forms where it might have been needed, and she had always judged the usage of the mark on consistency.

“Yes. I want none of them in my office. They are extraneous wastes of ink. Do you have any idea how many commas we’re asked to print every day?” He paused, clearly a bit exasperated. “That’s three things you’ve gotten wrong already. This information, all of it, was in your introductory packet. Didn’t you read it?”

A blush, long and red, had started its crawl up Sophia’s chest to her face. “I did. I mean, you know, some.”

“Which is it? Some? Or did? They are not the same.”

“Oh, well—”

His voice picked up in intensity. “Because if it is some, that means this job is not important enough to you for you to be prepared. And if you did read it, and still do not know these simple procedures, then you are not really of the ... intelligence, if that’s what we can call it, that your test scores might suggest. Which suggests to me that you’ve obfuscated the truth somehow on your resume.”

For some reason, Sophia suddenly imagined Julie behind her, shaking her head and whispering, “Oh, dear.”

Sophia brought her hands together. “Mr. Sand, I’m so sorry, I really am. I—”

She could see already that her apology was only making him angrier. He wanted results, not words.

Changing tactics, she said, “I’ll spend all of my lunch today reviewing the packet. I should not have come in unprepared. I had pressing responsibilities at home that affected the amount of time I was able to dedicate to it, and I had thought, incorrectly I realize now, that there would be a longer sort of orientation period. But now that I understand your expectations, I will rearrange my priorities accordingly.”

It was impossible to tell if the answer pleased him. It seemed to, at the least, not to continue his wrath. He turned away from her, walking back behind his gargantuan desk.

“Very well. See that you do. I do not tolerate mistakes, here. You are lucky that you are new, and that you have plenty of other...” he paused, obviously looking her up and down once more. “...other aesthetic qualities, of which I am sure you are aware. They may have gotten you far in life this far. Do not expect them to give you much more in the way of grace here.”

Chapter 3

Elle was completely aghast. “He didn’t!”

“He did,” said Sophia. “He absolutely did. He just sized me up like a piece of meat and commented on how I had soooo many 'aesthetic qualities,'” she made the quotes in the air, “and that I was lucky I did, otherwise I wouldn’t have a job.”

The two friends were at lunch in a small diner across from the Johnson Chrome Building. Sophia had a whole hour to catch up with Elle, and then study her packet—thankfully stashed away in her bag.

Elle’s big blue eyes were wide. “I mean...he’s not exactly wrong about you being totally hot, but still. Ew.”

“No, he’s not wrong, that’s not the point.”

They both shared a quick laugh at Sophia’s admission of her looks. It was a joke between them, sometimes, tracking how many men were staring, and at what. Sophia's face, beautiful as it was, rested in a naturally sultry manner, and her legs went on for days. 

Meanwhile, Elle's dance-ready fae-like body was tiny, though her eye-popping proportions meant her thick hair and curvaceous hips and bust stood out even more than they would have on a larger woman. So, were men trying to catch a peek down Elle’s outrageous bust, or were they filing away Sophia’s sultry expressions and hot legs in their to-jack file? 

Elle was Sophia's best friend, and had been since they started rooming together at college. Elle had pursued a career in dancing, and had a position with a local company since her junior year—for which Sophia was endlessly jealous. 

Still, Sophia was open about her envy of Elle's steady job with her friend, and she certainly never thought Elle didn't deserve the job. Sophia certainly didn't want to have to perform on stage for a living. But steady, regular creative work! What a dream that would be for someone who worked as hard as Sophia!

“So he thinks you’re cute,” said Elle, digging at her Greek salad. “That’s good.”

“He thinks I’m something, that’s for sure.”

For her own lunch, Sophia had a fruit cup and a small yogurt. She wasn't sure her sensitive stomach could handle anything else on this super-stressful day.

“Is he cute?”

“Elle!”

“What? It’s an honest question.”

“I don’t know. Sure? Yes?” Sophia thought for a moment. “Yes. Yes, he’s very cute. Or, no. He’s not ‘cute.’ That’s too weak of a term. He’s...handsome. Very handsome. Very stern.”

Elle's eyes lit up. “If you fucked him, he’d lighten up, I bet.”

“What?”

The blonde sipped at her diet soda. “You heard me.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Well...no,” Elle admitted, grinning flirtatiously. “I mean, yes and no. I bet he would lighten up.”

Sophia rolled her eyes. “He already said I used my body to get ahead. Which is not true, and never has been. Why would I encourage that conception in him?”

Elle paused in mid-bite of a dressing-coated crouton. “Because fucking handsome men is fun?”

“Elle...”

“Anyway, I know you wouldn’t do it.” Elle's smile was instantly disarming. Everything about her was, really. “I was just having some fun.”

“Okay.”

Sophia poked through her fruit cup, looking through the pages of the packet next to it. There were dozens of minutia she had to memorize. It was like trying to learn the entire dictionary.

“Wait,” said Sophia, sitting up straight. “What do you mean you know I wouldn’t do it?”

“You wouldn’t.” She stated this like it was written in the newspaper, like it was on the back of a coupon for the grocery store.

“Maybe, but you said it like I wasn’t good enough to do something like that.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know if ‘good enough’ is the term for it.”

Sophia huffed. “I have a fiancé, Elle.”

Elle made a face. “Well, you kind of do...and besides, he's out of the country. When the cat's away...”

“The mouse does not suddenly become less engaged,” Sophia insisted. “We never...called it off. We just put the brakes on things.”

“Look,” Elle spread her arms out, preparing a big speech. “I’m not saying you should bang your boss. Because, ew, anyway, fucking a misogynist. But you ought to fuck somebody. It’s stressing you out.”

“It is not stressing me out.”

That was, Sophia could tell already, obviously a lie. It really was stressing her out. Chatting online had turned into her number one pastime over the past few weeks and months, searching for someone—anyone—that could distract her from her loneliness. She didn't consider that cheating, really—especially since she and Todd had agreed that they would ask no questions of the other as far as sexual partners went during the break. 

So even if Todd was banging a girl from every country he went to, Sophia wouldn’t be able to ask. That was fine, though. She found herself, more and more, not minding.

“You’ve been stressed out ever since graduating.” Elle quietly tapped her salad bowl with her fork. “Hell, before that, even. Since like, Todd proposed to you.”

“I was stressed about not having a job and planning a wedding!” Sophia protested. “You’ve been working for what, like four years now? You don’t know what it’s like looking for a job in this economy.”

“No, I guess not. But...” and there was that grin again. “...I do know that fucking is a great way to relieve stress.”

Taking a breath, Sophia couldn’t help but smile. “You’ve got a one-track mind, you know that? Come on. I thought you liked Todd.”

“I do like Todd, a little, but...” she took Sophia’s hand. “Look babe, he ditched you. He's got a lot of ground to earn back, in my book. And besides that, he’s out of the country. How is he ever going to find out? Just keep your affair or whatever out of your social circle, and he’ll never be the wiser.”

Sophia looked down, still unsure.

“Sophia, babe. You are fucking hot. God. I’d kill for your cheekbones. And your legs. And your breasts. God, forget some other guy. Can we fuck?”

“Ew.” Sophia shook her head.

Elle giggled. “I don’t know if it’s ‘ew’...”

“Oh, you’re totally hot, Elle. I just mean...you know. We’re friends.”

“I know. I...I know.”

She looked down for a moment. They had, inadvertently, stumbled into a sore spot of their friendship.

Once upon a time, in college, the two had tried each other out. They went full-tilt for a week, and it was all sunshine and bliss and long hug-filled walks and an almost fanatical amount of tongue service on the other.

Sophia wanted to keep going, but Elle’s heavily religious upbringing demanded that they stop. And then later, when Elle recalibrated her religiousness and recanted and decided she wanted to be with Sophia after all, Sophia was just starting things with Todd and didn’t want to ruin the budding relationship she had with him. 

Elle's upbringing had been a source of constant conflict for the poor dear. Blond and bubbly as she was, she was practically the all-American girl. And when she got her position with her dance company at such a young age, not even twenty, her family couldn't have been prouder. 

But then, Elle had decided that honesty was the absolute best policy with her folks, and opened to them about how she was rather bisexual—maybe something like a sixty-forty split between her preference of men and women, respectively. 

Her parents freaked out, and now they and Elle only really spoke on holidays. Elle never stayed over at their place in the country, and they never came to visit.

In the meantime, Elle had grown closer and closer to Sophia—which suited Sophia just fine. Sophia was distant from her own mother, and her father had never been a part of the equation to begin with.

Elle and Sophia had, over several glasses of wine, made the mistake of trying to make it work with each other once more. That was quite recent—the weekend after Todd left Sophia, as a matter of fact. Weeks ago. Sophia was completely broken up, and Elle, wonderful, sweet Elle had been there to comfort her. 

Their lips on each other’s lips, their legs sliding over each other’s. 

It had been hot.

And it had been, they both decided, a bad idea. At the time, Sophia had thought that's all it was—a sweet night to forget the pain. But Elle let it slip that she had heavy, romantic notions still about Sophia which just weren't going away on their own. They each felt nothing but guilty the next day, binging on fast food and crying to each other over the phone. Thankfully, their friendship was strong enough to deal with it.

“Ugh, sorry,” said Elle. “That was my bad, bringing that up. I’m totally cool with, you know. Everything.”

“Me too!” said Sophia. “I don’t know. I’m not like that, where I can just sleep with someone new. I can’t do it like you.”

Elle mocked being offended. “Well don’t look at me like I’m some slut.”

“No, Elle. Come on. You know I don’t think that about you. It’s just...” she sighed. “What I want is hard to find anyway. If I just wanted a cock, I’d wait for Todd to get home, probably.”

Oh god, that was a bit too open. Sophia loved Elle, but she wasn’t sure she trusted her with that information.

Elle leaned forward, her eyes widening. “Oh yeah? Sophia has some special needs? Do tell.”

“Come on. No.”

There were people buzzing around the diner. Sophia already felt too exposed.

“I like being spanked. I’ve told you that.”

Sophia did her best not to roll her eyes, as much as she wanted. “You won’t stop telling me that.”

“Well, I really like it, dammit. So what’s your deal?”

Fine. It had been long enough with only Sophia knowing. Someone else had to know, for Sophia’s sake, if only to spread the burden of the knowledge around. 

“I want to be...” she took a breath. “I want to be dominated. Like, really dominated by a man. Like, totally.”

“Oh wow...”

“God,” Sophia put her face in her hands. “You think I’m a weirdo. You think I’m just the worst.”

“No, no! It’s nothing like that. That’s totally cool. I mean, it’s not my thing, strictly speaking, but that’s cool. Everybody’s got a thing. I like being spanked.”

“I know.”

They both laughed. 

“Wow. Domination, huh? You’re a sub.” Elle shook her head. Her salad was done, now. “I’m just so surprised Todd does that. He seems so uptight.”

And Sophia, embarrassed at the whole situation, didn’t have the heart to tell her friend the truth.

Chapter 4

Only once had Sophia ever dared to bring up the subject of domination and submission to her fiancé. It happened the week after he had proposed to her.

They were sitting down in the living room of Todd’s apartment, having finished off a bottle of wine between the two of them, and Sophia was feeling particularly randy...and particularly brave.

“God,” he said loudly. “I’d kill for a blowjob.”

He turned at her and smiled, as if he expected her not to comply, somehow. A failure of communication on her part. Sophia leaned in, wrapping one long leg around his, and slid a dainty hand through his curly brown hair.

“You don’t have to kill for it,” she whispered in his ear. “You just have to...”

“Ask for it?”

She shook her head, feeling so timid. 

The problem with being a sub was that it was so damn hard asking to be dominated. Much of the time, you just wanted the person you were with to know already. 

Bringing up any part of yourself was such a burden for someone to live with. If you did that, they would feel obligated to do what you said...and then you were just giving someone an obligation. 

She knew, somehow, that the people she liked really just wanted to do what she wanted because they liked her. Or in Todd's case, loved her. But...well. If she was wrong about that, if they only wanted to do it because they liked or loved her, and not because they really wanted to do it—that ruined the whole thing. 

But still. Sophia was horny, adventurous. Sliding her leg further up onto Todd's thigh, she continued to nip at his ear playfully.

“What if you just...y’know...ordered me to do it?”

“Ordered you?” he asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” she whispered in his ear. “You could just grab my hair, pull it back, and say, ‘suck it, slut. Suck me like a good girl.’ Or something.”

He let out a laugh, genuinely amused. 

“Yeah,” he chuckled, turning away. “I’m sure that would go over super well. Come on. Be real.”

A discouraging response, if ever there was one. Still, Sophia had gone this far. She had to keep trying.

“What if it did?” she asked breathily. “Wouldn’t that be great for you? If you could just order me around however you wanted, whenever you wanted?”

“You mean like, what, order you to do dishes and clean and stuff? You do that anyway. You’re great at it.”

Clearly, from the tone of his voice, he thought he was being magnanimous. 

With a huff, Sophia moved up and walked across the small area of the apartment to the kitchen. Was there any more wine?

“What’s wrong?” he called after her. “What did I say?”

“Nothing,” she shook her head. “Nothing.”

He stood up, then, walking after her. Turning her around, he shut the fridge behind her. 

“Come on,” he said, taking her hand. “Tell me. Please. I want to know.”

She took a moment to compose herself, so that not every word was framed in shuddering, pathetic sobs.

“I’m really turned on by the thought of you...of you dominating me. Holding me down. Ordering me around. Like, not for domestic things. Not purely that. Like sexually. You could order me to do anything. Order me to make out with a girl for you, whatever. That’s what I like. I like it a lot.”

He looked stunned. “Have you ever done anything like that?”

“No. Not really. I went out with a guy briefly, and we did some stuff. Some hot dom and sub things. But that was it.”

His instant disgust made her completely obfuscate the truth that also involved Elle.

He crossed his arms. “Then how do you know you like it, I guess would be my question?” His face lit up, like he had landed on something big. “Maybe you don’t. Maybe it was just that guy.”

She sighed. He wasn’t getting it.

He wasn’t understanding that a person’s kinks were decided for them, largely, not the other way around. And Todd—so vanilla and normal, which normally was something she loved about him—had just bypassed all of the interesting stuff.

But, trying to acquiesce and be cooperative, she nodded slowly. “Maybe...maybe you’re right.”

Taking a breath, she stood up and hugged him. So much for that effort.

“I’m sorry I’m moody.”

He gripped her hard. “It’s all right. That's all just, super weird, right? I mean, what was this guy like, who actually dug doing that sort of thing?”

“Um,” Sophia felt quite vulnerable now. Todd was talking about someone else...but he was really talking about her. “I don't know. He was a guy.”

“It just seems so...weird, you know? That someone would want that? I read that was like a sexual disorder to want that sort of thing. And like, I don't want to see you with another girl. That's weird. It seems like, you know, a sort of insanity to me. I mean, sex with just one person, by itself, is great enough, isn't it? Why complicate things?”

Oh god. 

“Y-yeah,” Sophia laughed. “You're right. I'm sorry. This was just...just a joke. Haha.”

Todd, oblivious, nodded. 

“You want to be dominated.” He smiled and shook his head. “I guess I'll put you on a leash and tug you around on a collar, huh?”

It was awfully strange, having a mixture of shame and arousal slip through a person at once. The problem was, Sophia would have loved if he did that. But no...no, she hadn't been able to stand up for herself, and Todd had made it all a joke, now. 

A problem for “Future Sophia,” obviously.

Normally, she loved his ability to make jokes of anything. But when the core of her became the butt of his mirth...it was hard to cope.

That night, they had sex as usual. He even called her a slut and (halfheartedly) tugged her hair, smiling and chuckling as he did it. She had to smile with him, even though on the inside she was completely mortified. Her inner-kink was just sobbing and wailing in a corner, trying to shut off reality.

And, despite her best efforts, despite all her trying to get in that proper head space, she couldn’t orgasm, and truth be told—she could barely enjoy him at all.

Chapter 5

Back at work, after lunch, she tried to learn the ebbs and flows of the office. An average of three people came and dropped by something for her to review and give to Sand every five minutes. 

After Elle left lunch early to get back to her dance studio, Sophia had been able to spend a good half-hour reading the packet. She found out all sorts of odd, idiosyncratic information:

- Mr. Sand arrived every morning at 6 AM. Her own arrival was not to happen past thirty minutes of his.

- Mr. Sand wanted constant streams of new, non-lyrical music that “wasn’t any of that weird new-age crap.” Repetitions of music he had already heard would be frowned upon.

- Entering his office was to be preceded by three knocks, every time, even in emergencies.

- Anyone besides her attempting to enter his office was to be accompanied by her, and every word exchanged between he and the visiting party written down. 

- If Mr. Sand wore a cream-colored tie, he wanted a salad for lunch. A blue tie indicated something meaty. Three blue ties in a row indicated he was going to be skipping lunch altogether.

It was, all in all, a lot to take in. 

Gathering her composure, Sophia entered his office with another cup of coffee. One sugar, no cream, spun three times around with a cinnamon stick. 

She entered the office and took exactly seven seconds to approach his desk at the other end of the room. He was typing at a computer, and apparently hadn’t noticed her. 

That was fine by Sophia.

She walked around to the far right side of his immense tree-stump desk, and set down the coffee on the self-heating coaster within arm’s reach. The only way this was possible was by bending over, revealing her rather substantial breasts. 

Keeping his focus on the computer, he didn’t seem to notice. 

She waited for five seconds at the edge of the desk, not looking directly at him, awaiting further instructions. When he didn’t say anything, she let out a breath and began walking out—doing her best to time it to about seven seconds. Any longer was dallying, and any time shorter was rushing. Everything had to be done in its exact time—all of this information in the packet.

“What perfume are you wearing?” he asked, just as she had her hand around the knob. 

She looked back. He was still typing, not looking up from the computer. 

“Hunger,” she said, raising her voice just enough to be heard across the long cavern of the office. “It's by um, Olgo Meve, I think.”

“Give yourself a wash, yes? You smell like a dog’s washtub. Try some Coco Chanel #5. It’s cliché, I suppose, but at least it’s not offensive.” When she didn’t say anything to defend herself, he continued. “You could stand a different hair-cut and some nicer clothes as well, I suppose, though you can wait for your first paycheck for that. In any case, you’re not allowed to appear like trash. Or smell like it.”

“Y-yes...” she struggled for a moment. “Yes sir.”

Struggling to keep her composure, she stepped out of the office and immediately rushed to Julie.

“I need you to keep a watch on my desk for five minutes, please.”

She said each word hurriedly, not knowing at what point her immense embarrassment was going to transform into shame and self-hatred. 

“Of course, dear,” Julie smiled, apparently already understanding. “Is everything all right?”

“Yes!” 

Of course it wasn’t. Sophia slipped into the bathroom, locking it behind her, and tore off her blouse. Almost she didn’t even bother to unbutton it, but then she would have to face Sand with a ripped piece of clothing—she didn’t even want to imagine the consequences in that case.

He had been so...so brutal. So cold. She didn’t deserve that. She had dressed nice. She didn’t just go around thinking how proud she was that she looked like trash—and she didn’t look like trash. She had on perfectly acceptable office attire.

Tears holding back nobly behind her eyes, she splashed water up on her neck and face, trying to wash off any traces of the perfume she had on.

With a pang of irritated sadness, she recalled just hours before when she had been disgusted that he gave her the once-over with his eyes. Now it seemed as though that wasn’t because she was attractive. It was because he found her to be trash.

She wasn’t sure which was worse in his eyes—being someone attractive who didn’t know how to work, or being someone attractive who dressed like trash (and who probably still didn’t know how to work according to his imperious standards).

God. No wonder he burned through assistants.

With several deep breaths, she reminded herself how she needed this job. Pay off all the debt. Affirm your place in this professional world. Validate your existence and your degree. You know, all those teeny tiny little things that determined your entire life. 

Quitting wasn't an option, in other words.

It took her a few moments to make sure she really, really wasn’t going to cry any more than she had. Then she reapplied her make-up, put her blouse back on and stepped back outside.

She was already building, and fighting, the resolution to quit. She could see the gentle, sad understanding forming in Julie’s eyes—Julie, who probably had to be the one to find another employee.

“All better, dear?” Julie asked her when Sophia arrived back at her desk.

“Yes, thank you.”

Julie didn’t look as though she believed that.

“Wonderful. He’s out for his four-thirty walk around the park. He’ll be back in fifteen minutes, unless he gets held up at the crosswalk. Then, it’s sixteen minutes.”

“Thank you.”

“When he gets back, he’ll want to work out for about twenty minutes. Make sure to set out his mat.”

“Yes.” Sophia nodded, remembering bits of this routine from the packet. “Okay. Thank you.”

Julie got up to leave. Sophia put a hand out.

“Really, Julie. Thank you. You’ve been a big help.”

Smiling, Julie took her hand. “You’re a tough one, girl. I think you’ll be able to handle him. Thorns and all.”

As she walked off, Sophia wondered whether that was true or not.

She stepped back inside Sand's cold, spherical office. She wondered distantly how much it must have cost to construct such an elaborate structure. Of special note were the curved glass ceilings. How did they keep all the cold in? A marvel.

His workout mats were behind his enormous desk, rolled up. There were three of them. As she grabbed the first one, she noticed his fancy computer was left on.

She tried to suppress the urge to look at it. 

After rolling out the first mat, she decided—well, I’m going to pass right by anyway. I may as well take a peek. What does a billionaire's desktop screen look like? Wasn't it natural to be a little curious?

So, curious, she took a look at his screen. There was nothing really incriminating up at that moment, just your basic desktop. A picture of some mountain stream was the background—lots of green and a dash of water running diagonally down under all the icons. 

But on the bottom, in a minimized screen on the taskbar...

In a minimized screen, there was the name of a high-end online fetish dating website that she recognized. From chatting online, she had heard about it—any men needed to provide a tax return just to prove they were wealthy enough to put an ad up. 

Unable to stop herself, Sophia opened it up. And it was more than just the website...it was an personal advertisement!

It was Sand's personal advertisement!

The photo featured had Sand’s muscular form in a tuxedo—no head shot, though. Everything the ad said was astounding. Intoxicating.

Me:

Male Dom. 

Well dressed. 

Articulate. 

Wealthy. 

Early Forties.

You:

Female Sub.

Must dress hot. 

Must be attractive. 

Must obey. 

Must want breath play and domestication.

Must be open to multiple female partners. 

Instantly, her pulse quickened. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing it. Tight, hot tingles of excitement ran up and down her entire body, including her tight, young pussy.

Across the sphere, she saw him coming back through the outer-office. His head a-swivel, checking up on employees. He tossed someone’s empty coffee cup in the trash, delivering what was surely a patronizing couple of lines. 

Frantically, Sophia examined the screen up and down a number of times, memorizing the ad, his username on it, and the website url.

When he stepped back inside, Sophia was grabbing the last exercise mats, laying them out. She wondered just slightly if he was examining the perky, round curves of her ass as she bent over.

“What are you doing in here?”

“I wanted your exercise equipment to be ready when you arrived.”

“And yet it isn’t. So now your work is not on-time, as well as being sub-par.”

She tried not to let the comment get to her.

“You’re right. I misjudged when you would be back. I thought I had time, when I first came in, to do a small amount of cleaning.”

“Cleaning?” His voice was approaching mockery again. “Are you the maid, now?”

“Of course not. But, part of the packet mentioned that you required cleanliness in every area. I assumed that, since you had fired the person hired before me, your office would be lacking in the level of cleanliness you required. I wanted to rectify that.”

He smiled, beginning to undress right there in front of her like there was nothing to it.

“And what have you found so far?”

She stuttered a bit when she saw his bare chest. At first she thought he didn’t have much chest hair—but then she realized it was just that his hair was so blond. Over the chiseled, rocky pieces of his pecs, there was a heavy, sexy swath of blond hair, easily visible in the light as he turned and changed.

She gathered herself. “The ceiling fan needs dusting—the front one, not the one over your desk. There’s grime building up underneath the window sill in the back. Your blinds squeak unnecessarily, and there’s a build-up of oil in the mechanism that’s dripped down in the strings.”

It was impossible to tell whether he was impressed. Certainly, she was impressed with her own ability to notice such details after a cursory examination around the room.

“Very well. Can you take care of those?”

“I can,” she stretched out the word, “unless you’d prefer to just let me make the professionals aware of it.”

“Yes,” he nodded quickly. “that.” 

He took his pants down all the way—all the way!—exposing his naked ass to her for a moment as he slipped on his gym shorts. It was firm and chiseled, like the rest of him.

Yum, thought Sophia. 

“You choose the perfect tool for the job,” he said. “Your job is to find problems. We can hire someone else to correct them.”

“Yes, Sir.”

As she walked out of the office, she couldn’t decide—was it her imagination, or did she linger on the “sir” just now, stretching out the word just slightly, accentuating it?

Chapter 6

Gerald Sand grew up in a wealthy family, born to a pair of doctors. His mother was a gynecologist, and his father, an oncologist, and together they would have provided for him for as long as he needed.

He loved his mother and father, as any child does. They were his entire world. Even when they denied him something he wanted or asked for, which was not very often, they still always had his respect. Every day, they helped people—and once he was old enough, at about the age of eight or nine, he found it easy to say he was proud of them.

Shortly after he turned ten, his father wanted to move across the country to California and open up a new practice with his mother, under one roof, with a coalition of other doctors. 

School started in early September, and the two of them wouldn't be done with their patient list until late October, so his parents sent Gerald ahead of them. His father's brother, Hamilton, lived in California already, making the transition that much easier. Gerald would stay with Hamilton until his parents arrived.

“Come with me,” Gerald told them, very serious, when they informed him that he was to go ahead. “I don't want you to be gone for so long.”

But they didn't listen, of course. He was a boy.

The new school was fine. The children were nice enough, and he learned to like it in California and made friends with his Uncle Hamilton, who prior to the move he had barely met. Gerald went out of his way to write down lists of places to take his mother—the botanical garden, the butterfly exhibit at the museum—and his father—the amusement park with the giant roller coaster, the new mall with the enormous robot in front.

On their flight to come meet him, at last, after nearly two months of not seeing them, they died in a sudden plane crash. 

Gerald was, of course, completely devastated. All the spark of youth fled out of him in one fell swoop, returning only marginally and sporadically over the next several years.

There are any number of patterns that people can recognize in their lives. With seven billion people in the world and an infinite number of connections and reactions that can be made with their surroundings, there exist a plethora of possibilities of what a person might interpret. Gerald could have recognized largely that he was lucky to have the wealth of his parents to support him—as well as a loving uncle to take him in who happened to be wealthy as well.

And to some extend, Gerald did recognize this, over time.

But what tattooed to his mind then was that he was not in control of what happened to the ones he loved. He had told his parents not to take the plane, and they did anyway, thinking they knew better than him. 

So this was, for Sand, the beginning of one pattern he saw, one of the most severe in his life. The world itself was against him, and unless he wrested control from its constantly turning grasp, all that he earned, loved, and had would be at risk. For someone else, perhaps, taking so much control would be an impossibility. 

For him, though, it was a mission.

Chapter 7

That night, when Sophia made it back home to her small apartment, the ad ran through her head again and again:

Must dress hot. 

Must be attractive. 

Must obey. 

Must want breath play and domestication.

The second she let her bags down on the linoleum floor, she had to slip her hand down her pants and press her front two fingers hard against her pussy. She pressed back against the door, the thump cascading through the house. 

Must dress hot.

Mmmph. Oh god. Why did it turn her on so much that he had such exclusive standards?

Was it because she knew that she could dress hot?

Was it because—for all of his arrogance and sneering confidence and negativity—he had a clear selection of standards for a woman to be good enough for him? The thought of conforming to that, to being inside of those standards, to being the submissive babe who was good enough to serve such a demanding, ornery dominant...

Must be attractive.

Oh yes. 

Sliding up the walls of her apartment with her fingers staying busy, she had fallen into the couch now, her pants pushed down around her knees with her panties not far behind. The couch would stain, maybe, but she didn’t care. The ad was so very hot to think about.

She could wear tiny little skirts around the office, hot fishnets beneath them. She could show off her hot ass to him, her big tits, her sexy face made up purely for his satisfaction.

When he thought of her as an object when she wanted to be a professional, that was demeaning, of course.

But if he thought of her as an object when she was deliberately trying to be his object...

Her fingers sank deeper into her pussy, fucking her hot velvety folds harder and harder.

“His object,” she moaned. “His object.”

To have all her hopes, all her dreams, all her needs so close, to be working for him. Fuck, she already was subservient to him!

“Oh god!” she moaned with the thought, her pussy convulsing. “Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Such a sub for him! So fucking owned!”

Must want domestication.

Oh god. He’d make her his servant. 

Must want breath play.

Fuck. Fuck fuck! Her fingers slid across her clit, thinking about his hands on her throat, closing in, choking her. Owning her ability to breath!

Must obey.

“Must obey,” she moaned. “Must obey!”

Her orgasm rocked through her body, her feet digging in hard to the soft cushions of the couch. It surprised her. Normally, the thought of being choked rather scared her—it was one step that she never found herself wanting to take.

But surprisingly, the thought of him doing it, having that sort of control...it just pushed her over the edge.

For several seconds after cumming, unbidden, her thoughts drifted to Todd. He was probably sleeping in some hostel somewhere, or getting drunk with some Germans or something. He had sent her no emails, no phones. That was part of his plan—no contact for the whole three months. 

Screw him, she thought suddenly. Leaving her alone like that—not giving her a yes or a no, but a nebulous miasma of doubt to deal with for a quarter of a year of her life! How did he expect her not to be miserable? 

He didn't care. He didn't care about what she wanted before—he had mocked what she wanted—and he didn't care now. 

For the entire bus ride home, Sophia had thought that cumming like that would sate her desire. But now, considering Sand and comparing his open acceptance of the dom/sub lifestyle...it only made her turned on again. Thinking about sending him a message only made her desire grow the more.

The site he had posted on was exclusive—for men doms, anyway, with income verification and so forth. She signed up for it easily, however—all she had to turn in, as a woman, was “proof of attractiveness,” which meant giving a photo of herself, dressed in a random outfit that their generator asked for. She supposed they got a lot of fakes, once upon a time. 

So she found herself redoing her make-up for the day, putting on what they asked for—a white-striped shirt with something orange in her hands. She just picked an orange. Using her phone, it was simple enough to take the photo and then upload it and wait.

She expected to have to wait a day or two—but she got a response verifying her acceptance within thirty minutes as she idly stroked her hot cunt, licking her lips at Sand's profile, reading through the packet of his rules (his orders, she now considered them), and losing herself in a dozen little fantasies.

Quickly, she set about to writing a profile . She used the same sign-in as she did in the chatrooms, subvixen, and the same profile as well. For her profile picture, she put up a photo with her wearing nylons and her highest pair of heels, showing off the tight, luscious curve of her legs beneath the tight cloth of one of her clubbing dresses.

She got up, typing her own message in response to his profile:

ExecStud,

I love the profile. I have to tell you, I’m all you want and more.

I read things like what you have there, and I can’t help but want to obey and give you everything you need. 

I know you must get hundreds and hundreds of requests all the time from girls on this site, their pussies dripping with the need for your incredible cock. 

How can I prove to you that I’m the real deal?

- subvixen

And then for the rest of the night she studied his orders in the packet and fingered her hot pussy until she fell asleep, dreaming up all the ways that he would command her to prove her worth.

Chapter 8

Waking up the next morning—bright and early at 5 AM on Friday—she expected to be tired. She expected, really, to have her original disdain of the job returned, and that all the interest that had built up the night before would have evaporated like so much smoke.

But no. She woke up, in fact, gripping her pillow tight, her fingers on top of her luscious mound, her consciousness switching on in fact to her moaning out, “Oh Masterr...oh Master...” again and again.

So, yes—she was going to follow through with the plan. Make him want her—online and at work—and then cash in on the build-up of his desire. 

It felt so empowering to have a plan.

To that end, she hopped into the shower and quickly prepared herself—within an hour, the hot young twenty-two year-old was dressed as sexy as she dared.

She wore a tight white blouse, which she felt was sort of a staple in hot office fantasies. If at any time that felt too daring, she had a neutral (if also rather tight) black sweater to pull over her ample breasts. Smoky dark stockings lined her long legs, the lovely shape of which were advertised doubly by her sharp tight gray skirt, the hem ending right above her knee. Her high-heeled shoes provided a modest lift—three inches—enough to show off without overtly advertising.

Wrapped in a bun behind her head, her dark-hair was still starkly professional—and yet she knew (from reading naughty stories and seeing plenty of naughty pictures) that a bun in the mind of a sex-hungry man was little more than an opportunity to watch a girl’s hair fall down her back at his behest.

Arriving at the office at six-fifteen after another morning bus ride, she was happy and congenial to everyone she met. She was surprised to see so many—more than half the staff—already there so early. All of them, perhaps, were hoping to get noticed by Mr. Sand like she was. 

Of course, probably they didn’t want the same kind of attention as Sophia.

“My my,” said Julie, arranged in a bright blue dress, when she saw Sophia. “Someone’s come prepared.”

“I thought I would try and be a little more professional—and follow the rules a bit closely today.”

Julie smiled. “That’s a good attitude to have. He’s ready for his morning coffee, I think.”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “I know.”

All that studying last night wasn't for nothing, after all.

Quickly, she made and then delivered the coffee, her heels snapping on the cool tiles inside of Sand’s office.

He barely looked up as she approached, buried inside of some mound of paperwork. 

“Here’s your coffee, Sir.”

She breathed out the word “Sir,” and intentionally capitalized it in her head. She wanted him to feel the respect flowing out of her for him. She needed him to know, one way or the other, how badly she desired his thick hard cock up inside of her cunt, giving her direction, telling her how to feel.

To have a real dom, a real live dom, right there in front of her—it took all her strength not to fall on her knees and beg for him to choke her hot slut throat with his cock.

“Thank you,” he said, still not looking up. 

She waited for a few seconds—as the rules instructed—and then began to walk away, just slightly exaggerating her natural strut to give a hot, enticing sway to her ass. 

When she stopped at the door, she turned her head just slightly to see if he had been watching her. She thought she could explain it, if he caught her, by saying she thought she heard him say something. 

Sure enough, his eyes were glued firmly on her ass. She caught him. 

He noticed her catching him—and didn’t seem to care at all. His eyes met hers, challenging her briefly. A hot, satisfied smile briefly crossed her lips and she slipped back out into the office.

There was lots of work to do. Data to file, paperwork to hand out, mail to rearrange, that sort of thing. Some emails and phone calls went directly to Sand on his private number, but his public address and number went directly to her desk. A large part of her job to screen the mail and calls directed to him from those who didn't have his private number and decide who was actually important enough to bother her boss. If they weren’t important enough, then she would put them on hold indefinitely. Eventually, they would hang up.

If someone went through this process three times, then they would be upgraded to being put on a to-call list for Mr. Sand, which was hundreds of people long. Someone would rise from the bottom to the top of a given list within six-to-eight weeks, most of the time. 

It seemed a cruel way to handle business, but it wasn't Sophia's place to question. And she didn't want to give Sand the wrong idea about the kind of girl she was—the kind that would question his dominance. 

Oh no, she couldn't even hint at that.

The atmosphere in the office, generally speaking, was still congenial as it had been the day before, but Sophia had noticed a serious feeling of stress leaking beneath the surface.

In her work, she found that everyone’s placement inside of the office—aside from Julie, who had to be at the front for reception—was determined by how important Sand thought they were to him. This was an ever-shifting arrangement, she had learned, such that every Monday that a person came in and saw their name plate on their desk in the same place, they breathed a sigh of relief (or possibly frustration, when they had to go search around for their new desk).

It was her job, she found out, to rearrange people should Sand desire. 

“How’s it going, dear?” 

Sophia looked up from the pile of paperwork in front of her to see Julie’s bright, smiling face. Sophia attempted her own smile.

“It’s going all right. I’m just still trying to measure up, you know?”

“Oh,” Julie waved a hand. “I wouldn't worry so much about that.”

“Are you kidding?” Sophia laughed. “He already thinks I'm unqualified after the bumbly mess I acted like yesterday, and now it's all regaining ground.” She paused. “Right?”

Julie shrugged. “I suppose that's possible...but I don't think it's very likely.”

“Why not?”

“My dear,” said Julie. “All those rules you read for him, and you haven’t realized it yet?”

“Realized it? Realized what?”

Julie leaned forward on the desk. “Do you think that you would be hired for this moment for even one fraction of a second if you were even slightly unqualified? Do you think I’m bad at my job, in selecting you as someone to be interviewed? Do you think he wouldn’t have reviewed your file before you were even called?”

Sophia didn’t know what to say to that.

“I know he’s harsh, dear. I make no excuses for him. But...” Julie leaned against Sophia's desk for a moment. “...he does get results. He expects those results from everyone around him, that’s all. He views humans as templates, that’s all. And if every template followed his method, then everyone would be a success.”

“That’s how he sees us?”

Julie shrugged. “That’s how he sees everything. He’s a very...unique individual.”

With that, she walked away, leaving Sophia to consider.

At twelve-thirty, it was time for another cup of coffee—and for Sophia to deliver the batch of paperwork that she had accumulated for him to review and sign.

This time, as she walked in, his eyes were all over her. It was as if he was expecting her. 

“You upgraded a bit, didn’t you?”

She could sense that he was trying to compliment her. And—knowing that he was such a dom—she didn’t feel as offended as she would have otherwise. 

“Yes, Sir. I thought being in your presence required a bit more...style than I had previously shown.” She tried to make her voice soft, agreeable. “Please, do let me apologize for not having it right the first time. I hope this outfit is more agreeable, Sir?”

His hands came over the cup, his fingertips just barely glancing against hers. It was enough. She let out a hot breath and turned away. 

“That will do for now,” he said. 

“Thank you, Sir. I appreciate you noticing my attempt, Sir.”

She started walking back to the door, but Sand continued—so Sophia paused.

“At least until your first paycheck comes through. I expect a certain level of tailoring quality for your clothing.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, continuing to the door.

She rushed to the bathroom. Once safely inside a stall, she slipped her left hand into her mouth, tongue sliding hard against her fingertips wanting to suckle down any bits of his body’s imprint on her. 

Her right hand climbed up into her panties. There was no restraining her passion. Her panties—flimsy and lace—moved aside quickly, and she found her entrance. Any part of him at all—any thought of him, any residual feeling of him that could be pushed inside of her body was. 

“Oh my god,” she moaned. 

Her fingers slid in and out of her entrance. Bliss spread through her body like a fast-acting fever. There was so much need inside of her—such vicious, terrible, insatiable need for his control and approval!

“Mister Sand...” she breathed out, her face pressing against the bathroom door. “Mister Sand...Mister Sand...Master Sand...”

It didn't matter that she was at work. It only mattered that she was obeying, that he was thinking more of her, that she was earning his approval and making him watch her and notice her and want her...

Biting down on her lips, she came. Hot squeaks and soft mews pushed out from her mouth as she struggled to keep quiet in the bathroom.

Taking a few moments, she gathered her thoughts and herself. Then she stepped back out into the office once more.

Chapter 9

That night, after a long and satisfying day of work doing everything she could to help Sand, she came home and saw a response to her message to him.

She was terrified to use the office computer to respond or even check her account—if he saw her on the site at all (and there was no reason to think that he wasn’t watching, looming inside of his enormous, opaque office), then he would surely be able to piece it all together.

subvixen,

The real deal must provide a proof of purchase. You can hardly expect me to entertain offers without knowing what I’m getting, yes?

Send me a picture.

Send me a few.

Grinning wickedly, Sophia slid back into the couch, sliding her hands up and down her body. This was just what she wanted to happen. Of course she wanted him to see her body. She just didn't want him to know it was her...not yet.

So, she couldn’t show him her face, of course—but she could show him all sorts of other things. 

After an enthusiastic finger-fucking session to finish off Friday night, dreaming of all the hot things Sand would do to her, she planned to spend all day Saturday planning and dressing. 

Distantly, she felt glad that had never stopped taking her birth control. Once every few months, it would deliver an outrageous mood swing or two, but this sort of opportunity made it all worth it. 

She wanted to feel him unhindered by anything. His naked cock, pulsing hard in her hot cunt. Oh yes.

Waking up at about ten in the morning Saturday, she started judging and preparing a possible outfit. 

With frustration, she saw the bag for her wedding dress deep in the back of her closet as she searched. That was embarrassing, now. 

At one point, Sophia had everything almost nearly planned for the wedding. They had a place—Grove Park on the East End—and a day, and were narrowing down on a caterer and had invitations picked out and save-the-dates sent. 

No longer, of course. The dress still seemed like the biggest muck-up of all. Her mother had helped her to pay for it—and Sophia could still return it and get most of the payment back—but she just hadn’t been able to, yet. Another part of her life that waited for Todd. 

Sighing, she put a few extra sweaters on top of the bag so she wouldn’t look at it, and went back to work on preparing outfits for Sand.

She faced a momentary happy interruption around one in the afternoon, when the car shop called her to tell her that her vehicle was finally ready to pick up. The shop was, thankfully, just a short walk away. The cost—more than a thousand dollars—made Sophia’s heart beat rapidly, but with the pay coming in from the new job, she felt confident she could pay it all off on next month’s credit bill. 

That was freeing—knowing she didn’t have to stress about payments. Any slight dissatisfaction with the job’s responsibilities and long hours eroded even more. Her growing sexual enjoyment was quickly supplemented with practical enjoyment.

Back home, she resumed work on her outfits for the photos. It wasn't until late in the afternoon—past five o'clock, in fact—that she was really satisfied. 

On her computer, reading and re-reading Sand's sexy message, she noticed that Todd had sent her some email or another. 

Ugh, whatever. She didn't even bother opening it. As far as she knew, it would just be more nebulously shitty ideas about the future which may or may not include her. Past behavior, she knew, was the best indicator for future behavior...and Todd's past behavior had left her scarred and burned.

If she was going to focus on something she couldn't control completely, it may as well be on trying to get someone to control her.

Using her phone, she posed in her small bedroom and took several different photos of herself in the hot little outfit she had put together just for him. 

Near the back of her closet, mostly unused, she had her “little black dress.” Sleeveless and tight, it had a keyhole opening framing her expansive cleavage—supported by a lacy black bra. The hemline ended well above her knees, transitioning sexily into tight smoky-dark stockings with little dark flowers patterned down to the coup-de-grace, expensive four-inch pump heels with red bottoms. 

She took shots of her hot stocking-clad legs rubbing against each other. Her devastatingly high heels, precariously balanced on one another. Her earrings, danging down and shining brightly against the dark mass of her perfectly arranged hair. Her cleavage, one small drip of perfectly aroused sweat sliding down her chest and balancing on the luscious curve of her tit. Her sexy gold choker necklace, dangling so close to the delicate muscles of her neck—almost like a collar.

She took hundreds of pictures...and over the course of a glass of wine and a few hours, whittled that number down to twelve.

With a deliberately long breath, she attached all the messages and pressed send, and let him have all of it.

Along with it she wrote a message:

ExecStud,

I completely agree—you should be able to see what I look like. But I should be able to see what you look like as well. I love the look of you in that suit. Is there any way I could get a glimpse of any of the parts underneath? Your rockhard abs, or your rockhard chest, or your rockhard...other things?

But just to prove to you that I’m not all talk, here are some bits of me for you to enjoy.

If you have any requests, just let me know. I'm very happy to dress how you like.

Your

subvixen

For the rest of the weekend, she planned out a whole progression of outfits for the next week, continually pushing the issue of Todd's email out of her mind.

* * * * *
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ON MONDAY, FOLLOWING her plan, she wore a tight navy blue business suit with a tight, brief pencil skirt running just over her knees. Along with that, she wore the jewelry from the picture—stud earrings and her tight choker necklace. It was not a common sort of necklace, but not completely unusual. 

Still, Sand eyed it curiously when he saw it on her Monday morning as she delivered his coffee. 

“That's an interesting piece,” he told her. “On your neck.”

“This?” Sophia smiled. “My old boyfriend gave it to me.”

“You have a boyfriend?”

Sophia smiled—she had hoped he would asked.

“I did. Not anymore.”

She strutted out of the room elaborately, letting him ponder that.

On Tuesday, she wore a tight navy suit jacket top with skintight leather leggings. By now, she was easily pushing the boundaries of good taste...but she didn't care. She figured if he fired her for being too sexy, then that was the perfect excuse to let him know that it had all been for him. From the photos she took, she wore the tall black heels with the red bottoms. 

That caught his attention all right. Those heels were over five hundred dollars—an incredibly expensive birthday gift from Todd, in fact, a few weeks after their engagement. He never once complimented them on her.

“You’re looking sharp today, Sophia,” Sand said to her, as she strutted in and dropped off a stack of paperwork for him to sign. “I don’t want it to seem as though I’m not noticing the effort you’re putting in.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful, Sir,” she said, her voice a soft, easy purr. “I’m so glad to be...sharp.”

Perhaps out of someone else’s mouth that would have sounded strange or silly. But the way Sophia held her clipboard so close to her chest, and the way that she let the word slide longways out of her mouth guaranteed that Sand at least knew she had other things on her mind. 

Her smiles became easy, sultry, and permanent. She wanted him to know that she was in a good mood around him—that she was, in fact, just generally happy. Who wanted to be with someone who was down all the time?

Besides her, of course, wanting to be with Sand. But that was different. His mood would improve once she was sucking his cock regularly behind his desk. A nice little blowjob with every little drop of coffee he took down. Wouldn't that be nice? 

She could just spread his muscled thighs, let his hot blond pubic hair tickle her nose, and engorge herself on his fat, incredible cock...

In the afternoon, she caught him working out, delivering paperwork that she had described as “urgent.” The hardness of his muscles, the gripping tightness of his frame, the way his veins popped and the sweat gleaned on his skin...all of it stuck in her head. He caught her staring. She didn't care, and just flashed him another happy, sultry smile. 

At home, Tuesday night, she fingered herself furiously, thinking of his hot, amazing frame and all the ways she could convince him to look at her tight body.

On Wednesday, she wore a tight peach jacket with an incredibly open blouse. Any time that she bent forward, it was possible to see the lacy black lines of her nearly translucent bra—the same bra from the photos she sent. Her earrings were from the photos as well—and she was almost certain he picked up on them.

She walked into his office, holding a few forms for him to examine.

“Finished yet?”

“Of course, Sir. I just had one question,” she said, bending over toward him just as she had fingered her pussy thinking about the night before, “Did I fill this out correctly? I’m so worried that I made a mistake. I apologize for asking, as I know you’re so busy, but I got a little mixed up.”

Her breasts, overflowing from her blouse, pressed warmly against each other. On display, just for him. The thin fabric around their heavy flesh strained. Locks of her long, dark hair slid down her face, framing the sexy gap they created.

“No,” he said, clearly only staring down her cleavage. Her breasts so pert, so firm and together. “No, that looks good. Well done.”

“Oh, that’s terrific.”

She stood up, tossing her long hair back. 

“Are those earrings from your old boyfriend as well?” he asked her, a coy smile on his face.

“These?” she shook her head. “No, these were for myself, to find a new boyfriend. Do you think they'll work?”

“I suppose you'll find out, won't you?”

“I certainly hope so...Sir.”

The whole exchange was so brilliantly hot and filled with sexual tension that Sophia had no idea how she didn't run to the bathroom and dip her fingers into her pussy right then and there. 

But, the plan for that day wasn't over yet.

Wednesday was also to be the day she attempted her first “full bend.”

Right then, as she stepped out of the room, she “clumsily” dropped all her papers. So she got down on her knees in a somewhat unladylike fashion, her cleavage facing Sand. The tight pull of her blouse just pressed her sumptuous breasts even harder together, creating an even more dramatically sexy valley.

Then, all gathered up, she straightened out her graceful legs—bent over at the waist to gather up just a few more items from off the floor after doing so, letting him get a good long look at her terrific behind—and straightened up, shaking her long hair out. Her shiny locks sparkled in the light of the room, her statuesque form on display.

She couldn’t possibly look at him, her face was filled with too much open lust. But just as she closed the door, she could have sworn she heard a long, troubled sigh from the other end of the office.

That night, once she got home to her apartment and opened up her laptop, she found that Sand wrote her back.

subvixen,

As we are oh-so-fond of coyness, here is a coy shot of myself, taken just from out the shower.

I like violet on a proper submissive. 

Find some. Wear some. Let me see.

-ExecStud

The photo was of his body—dripping wet—from the top of his chest down to the cusp of his pubic hair. His abs, so ripped and chiseled, the obliques making a tight, svelte v-shape, like an arrow pointing to his cock. 

Oh god. 

Oh fuck.

Within just a few moments, her skirt was down around her ankles, her flimsy panties pushed to the side. Her fingers plunged inside of her pussy, desperate to give her the release she so richly needed. 

Her orgasm, fast and overpowering, nearly knocked her out of her chair. 

Even for several minutes after she came, she could only slide her thumb up and down her clit, licking her lips, moaning.

“Master...” she called softly. “Masterrrrr...”

Eventually, after a she calmed down enough for her thoughts to clear. 

Originally, she had wanted Friday to be her go-for-broke day. But, as she considered that, she remembered that Friday was a holiday—yes, even for Mr. Sand. And so she had to realign her plans accordingly. 

The big day had to be Thursday.

Violet? All right, Mr. Sand, Sophia thought. Violet you shall have.

* * * * * 
[image: image]


THE NEXT MORNING, SHE wore a tight minidress, its tiny length almost fit only for a club—barely going past the halfway mark of her long, sumptuous thighs. The portion over her torso was backless, held up by a teensy string around her neck—as well as the eagerly displayed buoyant masses of her tits.

To class it up a bit, she wore a light sweater on top—but the sweater was so clingy, and so tiny, that it was easy to see that it was little more than a paltry impediment to the full enjoyment of Sophia’s amazing body. 

Once again, smoky dark stockings decorated her legs, made purely for drawing gazes away from her sensational chest—as if to say, “hey, I’ve got some killer legs too, fellas.”

It amused her, how easily she had gotten caught up in wearing so many hot outfits, how much confidence it filled her with. It seemed like what had been holding her confidence back all these years wasn’t her looks, or her body, or anything like that—it was just the willingness to put herself out there for men to see her and admire her. 

Maybe, if Todd had been more open to her desires, such a confidence boost would have arrived ages ago. 

Sizing herself up in the mirror, she gave a gentle shrug. Who cared what Todd thought? The jerk. He was missing out on all the fun, now.

To that end, she wore boots. Hot, skintight knee-length boots with four inch stiletto heels. They had little violet buckles. 

And, taking a breath, she stepped out of her apartment and into the rest of her life.

Chapter 10

The advantage of taking her escalation in outfits somewhat slowly—and being attractive anyway—was that dressing as she did that day didn’t draw too many stares.

Well, not too many—but “too many” was a constantly moving yard line with her. She found herself starting to enjoy being looked at as an object.

She noted with satisfaction several handsome fellows on her walk from the parking garage in the Johnson Chrome Building taking long, eager stares at her bared legs and the sweet valley of cleavage formed by her tight dress. As she strutted into her elevator, Sophia put a little extra sway into her ass, letting them want her all the more. 

It was so hot, knowing even without looking that they were all drifting toward the elevator, watching her body. It was so hot, knowing that they would be stroking their cocks later thinking about her. 

And it was so very especially hot knowing that she had done all this, gathered all this attention, just for one man in particular. 

During the past week, the attention hadn't been restricted solely to the parking garage, of course. There were plenty of hot-blooded men in the office. Just yesterday, all the married guys from accounting all begged her for a date, only half-joking. This was part of a growing trend. 

Even though she hadn’t paid them too much mind, over the past few days, lots of the guys in the office had started staring at Sophia—paying extra attention as she bent over to deliver the mail, her bountiful cleavage on display, or their shoulders and heads perking upward when they heard the click of her heels on the tile floor.

Just like with the men on the bus, it was hard to say she didn’t enjoy the attention. Obviously, she wanted to be taken seriously for the job she was doing. But at the same time...she was dressing up for male attention. It was just, again, for a very specific male. 

So, over the course of the past week, when Fred from communications or Antonio from Sales started showing up at her desk at all times of the day for the most obvious of excuses—do you want any coffee when I step out for five seconds? Do you like bagels? There’s a bagel place just twenty minutes up the road from where I get lunch, and I don't mind getting you one—well, when that nonsense happened, Sophia noticed.

None of that was happening today, however. The second she walked into the office, Everyone was frantic—making calls, tossing files from one desk to another, holding up worn-out pieces of papers in their hands and waving them like flags.

Julie, lost in a sea of phone calls, saw Sophia and of course her outfit, and gave her a slightly bemused look. Sophia didn’t think she was getting anything past Julie. There was a lady who had been around the block too many times to have anything put past her. 

But, Sophia didn’t really care.

She wanted Sand—and today, she was sure he would come to her and hold her down just how she wanted.

Curiously, he wasn’t in his office when she went to drop off his coffee. Not having encountered this before, she had to double-check the packet stashed in her work bag to find out the proper procedure—leave the coffee there, and wait for him to return. Make sure it stayed hot.

To busy herself, she stayed on top of the mass of paperwork that had accumulated already—even though it was before seven in the morning.

Eight o’clock swung around and Sand still hadn’t shown.

Julie walked over to her then, temporarily relieved, it seemed, from the swamp of phone calls.

“Mr. Sand won’t be in today,” said Julie. “He’s had a sudden spat of meetings with politicians around town. There was a fire at one of his factories. That's why everyone is so frantic.”

“Oh, god.” Sophia put a hand to her mouth. “Why didn’t he call me?”

“Because he called me. You’re very good, dear. And very...” Julie looked her up and down. “...very dedicated. But I know the people to call in this sort of situation. You don’t, yet. But don’t worry, I’ll walk you through what I did later. All right?”

Sophia nodded.

The rest of the day, her mind was in a funk. All of this build, all of this desire, so ready to burst out from her—now completely unresolved. She found herself looking at the same account transfer report for over an hour, reading it six times without taking in any of the information.

Outside, it started to rain—and then it started to pour.

Oh good, thought Sophia. I needed a metaphor to really complete this day.

By around three, she resolved to push herself out of the bad mood. She buried herself in work, wanting to make sure that when Sand came back on Monday, there would be nothing hanging over his head that he couldn’t handle.

She could, at least, still be a good employee, even if she would rather be a good slave.

Thinking that way, the work past quickly. The midnight tresses of her long hair kissed the desk as she hunched over for hours without getting up. After it got in the way one too many times, she put it up in an impromptu bun, little strands still dangling around her sharp cheekbones.

Continuing her work, her brain narrowed. Noises from the outside faded in and out without really touching her brain. 

“Leaving, dear?”

“What?”

A bit startled, Sophia looked up from her desk. Julie was looking down at her. 

“It’s past seven, dear.”

“Oh.” Sophia shook her head slightly, rubbing her eyes.

Outside, the sun had gone down. Everyone had left.

“Oh, my. Okay. Yes. Sorry. I’ll be on my way.”

Julie flashed her a bright smile. “Want any company?”

“No...no, that’s all right,” said Sophia. “I’ll be along shortly.”

For several more minutes, she lost herself in work. When she heard shuffling from across the office, she thought it was Julie again, and started to prepare herself to leave, a bit embarrassed at having been caught doing so much work still. 

But it wasn’t Julie at all.

It was him. It was Sand. His tight, handsome form was framed by a dark tan trench coat which he was carefully peeling off—completely drenched from the rain outside. Underneath, he looked as sharp and distinguished as ever. His face, though, was haggard and tired, with a day’s build-up of  blond beardy growth.

“Oh good, you’re here,” he said, carefully handing her his dripping coat as she stood up to greet him. “You won’t believe the day I’ve had. Brinker and Boyd are going nuts out there.”

She emoted as much as she could. “I’m so sorry to hear it.”

“I just came to drop off some paperwork and maybe knock out an hour or two of work.” He stopped, stroking his head. “You can go home, of course. You’re here late already, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir. I thought that, with you unable to be here today, I would take care of some extra duties so that your load would be slightly lighter when you came back.”

“Ah, good. Good work.”

He gave her a curt little nod. Her entire body swelled with pride from the slight praise—and her breasts swelled forward, nearly spilling out of her tiny dress. 

Without a doubt, he noticed that. “Do you have a...” he trailed off, watching her fingers as she dangled with her tight necklace.

For a few seconds, the only interaction they shared was through her expansive bust—her showing off and him taking it in. Her green eyes glittered with lust, letting him know that she knew he was looking, and she wanted him to do it more.

He coughed, finally. “Do you have time to make me a cup of coffee before you leave?”

“Of course, Sir. I’m so happy to do that for you.”

For the first time, he seemed to notice the eagerness in her voice. Her heart thumped as he looked her over once more, very slowly. She straightened her back and pushed back a stray strand of glossy dark hair, allowing him to get a better look. Smiling small, he stepped into his office.

In a few minutes, she had followed him into his office with his coffee in hand. Trying to make her strut as obvious as possible, her green eyes fixated on his position. She placed one foot right in front of the other—deliberate and hot. She had been watching models on runways for reference. He watched her the entire time as she approached, appearing to enjoy the show. His eyes devoured her form. 

Bending over at the waist, she delivered his coffee in what had become her usual way, with her breasts on full display. The bronzed roundness of them so incredibly advertised by the tight, clingy fabric of her dress. 

“Here you are, Sir.” She made love to the word as it slipped out from her mouth again.

He tilted his head. “You’re wearing...violet.”

“Yes, Sir. I thought it was a color that complimented me well. I thought it looked...rather proper.”

He leaned back in his chair. “It does. You look...very good, girl.”

Her breath was hot, shuddery. A low, needy whimper filled her throat—she struggled to keep in her—and failed. God, she wanted to drop to her knees so bad! He was so strong, so in control. She wanted to give up all of herself to him. Everything that she was, right under his thumb. 

And his wording, fuck. The closeness there of “good” and “girl”...so very close to calling her what she burned to be called.

He seemed happy to wait, though. Watching her. Drinking in her beautiful, dolled-up image.

“Thank you, Sir.” She breathed at last, her tits expanding as she stood back up. “I-I will...I will go and take care of the rest of the work for Monday.” 

Trembling, she began to strut back to the door of the office.

“Stop,” he said.

She stopped, obedient as ever. It gave her such a thrill to do what he said.

“Turn around.”

She did, her heartbeat increasing. The specificity of the order—that he told her nothing more than to turn around—was cause for another thrill. On top of that was the thrill of the question—had he figured it out?

“Approach me.”

She began to walk forward.

“Not like that. Strut, like you were.”

Her mouth moved for a moment as the surprised flooded over her. Oh god. Oh god, was this really happening?

She did as he ordered, strutting toward him with one foot deliberately placed in front of the other, her hips swaying seductively. 

When she was halfway there, he held up his hand again. “Strike a pose.” 

She put her leg out, jutting her hips to showcase her ass, so perfectly visible behind the thin layer of her skirt.

“Let your hair down.”

Obediently again, she removed the pin from her hair. It fell down in waves, framing her face. She shook it out sexily, staring down heat on him with her emerald eyes. 

“You need to be saying ‘Yes Sir,’ when I give you a command, girl.”

“Yes Sir,” she said weakly, her throat so dry.

“What was that?” His handsome face, so stern and unforgiving, began to form the fraction of a frown.

“Yes Sir,” she said, louder. “You’re right, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir.”

He shifted, leaning forward in his chair. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned, quickly obeying. She stared up at him, holding her arms up underneath her big tits in teensy, tiny dress. 

Sophia was gleefully aware of how little fabric there was between her dripping-wet pussy and his hands. His cock.

He beckoned with two fingers. “Crawl toward me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Doing exactly as ordered, she crawled toward him, moving around his enormous desk. 

“Present yourself.”

She sat back up on her knees, slipping off her sweater. Her hot club dress was his to see now. She liked that—it was his anyway. The fabric had ridden up her thighs, and it was a scant few millimeters before she was displaying her pussy to him. She bit her plush lower lip, admiring with pleasure the square line of his jaw, the bulging muscles of his chest and arms.

“Anything you say, Sir. I...must obey.”

“Oh...” he leaned back, an air of surprise around his face. “Is that so?”

“I must dress hot. I must love domestication. I must obey.”

A smile slipped up over his face.

“You know, I had my suspicions...and I’m glad they were correct. You want to be my sub, is that right? My sub vixen?”

Feeling naughty, Sophia felt a little presentation was in order. She made her voice hot and breathy and soft. “It is hardly a choice. You’re sooo strong, Sir. I’m just a weak, hot mess of a girl. I must dress hot. I must obey,” she repeated.

“Come here,” he beckoned her.

His handsome, dark eyes stared down at her while she pushed his legs apart. Strong fingers slid under her chin and then around her jaw, pushing down to her slender neck, and led her lips up to his.

And finally, they kissed. 

Her lips, on his, pushing into his. His grip tightened around her hair, craning her head back. Strong legs closed around her form, trapping her body beneath his completely. His tongue slipped into her mouth and Sophia’s pussy exploded with hot, wet need. She needed him inside of her so fucking bad.

His tongue pushed against hers and then curled up behind her teeth, pulling her in even more. Soft and sweet, her hands pushed up his thighs and found his growing bulge. Her moan echoed inside of their sweltering hot kiss.

He was huge. He was fucking huge. Sophia needed that cock in her right away. Moaning in his mouth, desperate, she half-tugged, half-rubbed it through the fabric of his expensive pants.

But then, Sand pulled away. Sophia, breathless, stared up at him with desperate need, pushing back up to kiss him once more, her tits pressed hard against on leg.

“Stop,” he said. “Not here. Gather your things and meet me at my car. You’ll follow me home.”

Sophia did her best to hide her disappointment.

She knew, in the end, that she must obey.

“Yes, Sir.”

Chapter 11

She followed him home—he wouldn’t allow her to be in her car.

At first, this insulted her, but she resolved not to let it. 

In a certain fashion, in fact, it all made sense. Sand didn’t know her, not really. What if she was insane? What if she was clingy or shitty to him? Then he would be stuck with having to give her a ride or waiting for a taxi that she might not even be willing to take.

The only way to convince him of the purity of her intentions was to go along with everything he said.

And this worked out anyway, as doing every last little thing he said was exactly what Sophia wanted.

He lived in Class Towers, an enormous living complex that boasted homes to the city’s richest people—of whom Sand was, of course, at the very tip-top.

She followed his car into the garage through a series of three tall, imposing metal gates and she—not having the proper identification—was stopped by guards at each gate. It was only due to Sand that she was able to make it inside at all.

Parking next to him, she marveled at the opulence of the garage. It was air-conditioned, with tile floors and ornate light-fixtures hanging down from the ceiling. High definition video-cameras were posted on every pillar and wall. 

When she exited her car, Sand was there—and slipped a strong hand around her waist. Pulling her into himself, he kissed her firmly, and all her worries and thoughts dissipated. When he pulled away, she slid her hand across his handsome face, admiring all the strong, noble features there, the crooked lines of his nose. She had to bite her lip to keep from pouncing into his arms.

“I appreciate you waiting like you have,” he said. “And coming here. I like to keep certain aspects of my life separate from others, you understand.”

She nodded fervently. “Yes, Sir.”

He smiled, rubbing his thumb along her cheek and then her lip. Moaning, she pushed her face against his touch, wanting to feel it harder, deeper.

“When I first met you, I thought you were rather willful.”

Kissing his thumb, sliding one plush lip over his nail, she said, “When I first met you, I didn’t realize you were the kind of man who deserved to break my will.”

His grip around her waist slid down and became tight around her ass. Her breath caught—he gripped so hard! His hands, so large and strong, could control her motion entirely. The thought made her pussy pulse with heat.

“So,” he said. “It’s not just anybody that gets to have you?”

Her hair shifted sexily as she shook her head. “Only the really, incredibly, alarmingly sexy and dominant types.”

He smiled. “And being rich doesn't hurt, I suppose?”

Uncertainty swelled in her for a moment—this seemed like a test. The best response, she decided quickly, was just to tell him the truth. “I suppose it's nice, yes. But to tell you the truth, I wouldn't care if you lived in the back of an alley, so long as you dominated me.”

Leaning in, he kissed her—long and sweet. His hands pushed through the long hot tangle of her dark hair. Her breasts, so full and heavy, crushed against his muscled chest. 

“Good answer,” he said.

Taking her by the hand, he led her to the elevator. As they waited inside, the elevator slowly ticking up room by room, he slipped his hand under the skirt of her dress. With two fingers, he pressed hard against her thin panties. Juices from the hot, wet folds of her pussy dripped down onto his fingers. 

Sophia moaned with need, clutching his suit tightly. “Right here, please?” she begged him. “Fuck me right here?”

His fingers entered her entirely. She could see the need on his face—and hoped she saw the same on hers.

“A good girl waits,” he said, pushing harder and deeper up onto her pussy. “A good girl...obeys.”

She nodded, panting and moaning even more. “A good girl obeys, Sir.”

As frustrating as it was to wait, she couldn’t believe how much it turned her on to do so, knowing she was obeying. All her fantasies, all her desires coming true right now! Her breaths felt like they were too slow and too fast, both, shuddering with every exit and not coming nearly fast enough to keep her head from spinning.

Her lips fell against his boulder-like bicep, kissing there softly while he nonchalantly continued to finger-fuck her. 

There was a security camera in the elevator. She realized that everything he did to her was monitored. 

Screw it. She didn't care. Let them watch. All she cared about was her Sir's cock getting hard and ready to slide up inside of her hot sub body.

As the doors opened to his enormous condo, a part of her mind not drowning in seas of lust managed to wonder at the vast gap in their respective wealth. Everything about Sand’s living situation seemed like the opposite of Sophia’s.

She lived in a tiny two-bedroom duplex apartment on the bad side of town that was maybe seven hundred square feet. 

He, on the other hand, lived on the top floor of an illustriously built complex, owning a three-story 50,000 square foot condo all to himself. 

His floors were wood-paneled.

She was lucky to have anything on the floor at all outside of carpet that was strangely flea-infested during the summer, despite never owning a pet. 

His entryway was the size of her entire apartment, and her bathroom would have fit inside of the marble fountain right in the middle of his entryway.

As much as she didn't want to make a big deal about his wealth...it was increasingly hard not to. And with her first exposure to all of it heightened with Sand's strong fingers pressing hard up inside of her needy, sopping-wet pussy, every bit of opulent richness made an even more indelible impact on her brain.

With a smile and a kiss, he slipped his hand out of her, gesturing for her to follow him past the entryway into a large, two-story living area with a sunken-in seating area. Enormous windows made up the wall, giving a premium view of the lights of the city.

She noticed that the space was all strangely barren of technology—until she watched him touch a few wood panels on the wall, and realized that those and some other panels on the floor and ceiling could flip around or rise up or sink down to reveal a speaker, or a panel, or a television, and so on.

She watched him open one such panel—inside were a series of boxes, each with their own key. He unlocked one such box—small, the size of a handbag—and walked with it over to a large leather couch. He set the box down on the stand, and then took off his coat, throwing it a good ten feet onto the other side of the couch.

“So,” he said finally, sitting down on the couch and crossing his legs. “You want to be my slave, yes?”

She nodded, standing in front of the couch, her dark hair shuffling past her shoulders. “Yes, Sir. Very much, Sir.”

“Come here, then, like a good slave.”

Just almost she took a step forward—but then she noticed the expectant gleam in his eye. She wasn’t supposed to come forward—she was supposed to come forward “like a good slave.”

She got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl forward, staring up at him the whole time. Her sexy, beautiful hair splayed out down her back and side. Her hot ass displayed so prominently. 

You own this, her crawl said. You own me.

Anxiety and doubt struck at her, but they were trying to scale a tall, tall wall of arousal. Fighting those negative feelings off, she ended her crawl by slipping into his legs like a cat, purring and sliding her body up one strong leg. 

Her breasts pushed around his knee and she slid up, staying on her knees. 

“Was that acceptable, Sir?” she asked. “If not, I am happy to crawl for you again.” She shrugged, raising an eyebrow and licking her lips. “Or do anything else.”

One dainty, needy hand slid around his crotch, taking hold of his cock once more. Just as she had wanted and hoped, he was hard as a rock. He put a hand through the thick mass of hair, admiring her beautiful face, her cleavage. 

“No, that was very good.”

His gaze followed hers on his cock, and they both watched his clear bulge stiffen and extend in his pants underneath her grip.

“Please,” she said. “May I stroke you?”

“Yes.”

Eagerly, Sophia pulled his pants down around his ankles, and then off entirely. He didn’t seem to care that they were being wrinkled, so neither did she. He probably had ten thousand pairs of pants being maintained by ten thousand different maids in this titanically large place. 

His cock, enormous, stood at full attention in front of her. The tallness of it, the thickness, the clear pride of every hot meaty molecule—Sophia knew in an instant that her life was complete, seeing such a beautiful instrument. It was as arrogant, strong, handsome as the rest of him was.

“Oh,” she moaned softly. “It’s perfect.”

Her hand slipped warmly around the base of the big shaft, the tips of her fingers not even able to meet her thumb. She cooed with awe when, as a response to the attendant nature of her sudden and sensuous stroking, a spurt of hot pre-cum shot up and slid down over her hand and the shaft. 

Leaning forward, she licked it off her thumb—taking care not to touch his shaft with her mouth. He hadn’t allowed her to taste his cock yet, after all.

He tasted wonderful—so strong and manly. Just like his scent. She wanted to gobble down every bit of it that she could. But she had to wait. She needed his order. Her hand continued to glide up and down his meaty length as she purred and cooed at every little vibration his cock produced.

“Fuck,” he said, putting a hand through her thick hair.  “You’re good at that.”

She smiled, licking her lips. “Thank you, Sir.”

Almost, just almost, she had called him “Master.” Every part of her moaned to do so. But she had to earn it, first. She had to be commanded to—just like for anything else, now.

“With how good you are at that...it makes me want to ask you...”

Her breath caught—he was going to ask her to swallow his cock. 

Oh, yes. Oh, fuck yes.

But...no. He took a breath, grabbing the box he had set on the stand next to the couch. He toyed with its gleaming wooden surface for a moment.

“I have...” he paused, gathering himself.

Sophia’s heart raced. He seemed almost nervous! God, she had never seen him like that...and she had certainly not expected to find such vulnerability such a turn-on. 

It was because it was just for her, she realized. He didn't get like this often. Maybe not at all.

“I have a collar I’ve been saving,” he finished finally.

Cautiously, he opened the box. Sophia saw it—a pure gold band, three diamond studs in the front of it.

Sophia put her free hand to her mouth. “Oh my god!”

In her startled joy, she had stopped stroking him as obediently as before.

Turning away, he swore, closing the box.

“I’m sorry. That was...that was too much. I—”

Sophia, her attention divided a thousand different ways, noticed at last that she had stopped stroking him. She rectified immediately, picking up her attentions once more. 

She begged him, “Put it on me, oh my god, please!”

He looked genuinely surprised.“W-what?”

Her stroking of his cock sped up desperately, needing so bad to convey her desire. 

“Collar me, sir,” she cried breathily. “Oh my god, please put that collar on me!”

With a warm, deep smile, he opened the box again. One of his strong hands came down around her thick volume of hair, wrapping it upward. The other slipped the collar around her neck. It made a satisfying, loud, clicking noise.

“Perfect,” he said, stroking her cheek.

Her other hand came up to help her first as she stroked him. Both hands twisting gently, stroking eagerly. Holding him, attending him, serving him, pleasuring him—and now collared by him.

Her pussy felt like it would vibrate her legs right off of her body. Oh god, she had a collar! She had a collar, and she was owned. Owned! There was no clearer indication than the collar. Its surface, gold and gleaming, was such a hot, reassuring weight around her neck.

“Thank you, Sir. Please...please, how would you like me to show you my appreciation for my collar?”

“Suck me,” he ordered. “Suck my dick, slave.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, Master.”

She ventured the word—he did not deny the title.

Her life felt complete.

Wanting to savor the moment, she leaned in and kissed his shaft slowly, lovingly. She started at the base, near his heavy balls, and slowly worked upward. And just when she was near the head, she kissed back downward again.

He tugged at her hair. “No more teasing. Suck.”

She nodded happily, dragging her soft, pink tongue up his long meaty length with obvious pleasure.

Leaning forward at last, at long last, Sophia slid her lips around the head of his cock. A hot, triumphant thrill sped through her beautiful body. 

His cock moved inside of her, spurting even more precum into her mouth, down her throat. She loved every bit of it. The hot shaft pushed in past her lips and easily crossed the space of her mouth—and very quickly he was entering her throat. 

Good. She wanted him there. She wanted him to fuck her mouth, fuck her throat. She wanted him to use her.

He was so fucking big, though! Bobbing forward and back, her tongue twisting around his terrific mass, she took as much of it as she possibly could.

For the longest time, close to half an hour—she continued in this fashion. Lazily sucking her Master's cock, her jeweled collar dipping as she dipped. Staring up at him with loving, happy eyes and knowing without a doubt that she was following his orders to the tee. He clearly enjoyed her actions, deep groans vibrating through his muscular chest, his hips gyrating forward as she pushed her mouth down further. 

But then, just as she felt like she was really getting somewhere—approaching some incredible zen-like truth, he stopped her. Tugging her back by the hair, he stood up, his cock lazily slapping against her juice-covered chin.

“I want to fuck you,” he said. 

Her eyes widened desperately. “Yes, please!”

He picked her up all the way by her hair. It hurt, but not as much as it hurt to see him with such a massive hard-on not being pleased her eager slave-fuck body. Casually, he tossed her into the couch. Like she was nothing, he did this. Just like he had tossed the coat—effortlessly. 

He was. So. Strong!

Quickly, he took off the rest of his clothes. Chiseled, Olympian, his body stood over her, proud and taut. His cock presided over her prostrate form like some ancient god on top of a perfect mountain. 

He moved forward, getting on the couch with her. Almost viciously, he attacked her clothes and ripped her dress off her body. Within seconds, the violet fabric was on the floor in tatters. Then, moments later, the same for her lingerie. The only thing she had on when he was done were her stockings, her boots, and her collar. 

His collar.

The meaty, thick tip of his cock hovered right in front of her entrance. His hands moved up and down her soft, tight body, resting on her tits. She loved the feel of his strong grip squeezing and playing with her breasts. 

But still, he did not enter her. His face was deep in thought. She could see already the new request—the new order—forming in his mind, measuring whether she would obey.

“Please,” she said. “Anything. I'll do anything.”

His handsome face was furious with lust. “I want to fuck you from behind, and I want to spank you while I do.”

She nodded eagerly, again. “Yes, please! I'm all yours. All yours!” 

He flipped her around on the couch, hands rough on her tits and hips. One hand slapped down on her ass. Not too hard. Just hard enough for her to feel his strength. Then, with furious suddenness, he thrust inside of her forcefully. 

“Oh god,” she moaned hotly. “Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Oh my god!”

He drove into her again and again, his long, firm length filling her totally. His enormity was perfectly sheathed by her tight, wet pussy. Each hot new thrust was joined with a hard smack on her tight ass, making her pussy squeeze that much more. His other hand dug into the flesh of her ass, and his biceps and triceps throbbed with every second the hot grip continued. 

The strength he displayed as he spanked her just made her all the more clearly his, clearly subject to his power. And more than that, every thrust, every spank drove her further into the couch, burying her in the soft leather. His weight was so forceful on top of her.

With every hot new thrust of his meat pushing up hard inside of her folds, then, she was even more solidly under his control. She belonged to him, totally. Her life owned by him in totality. She loved it. Oh god, she loved it so much!

“You’re gonna make me cummm,” she moaned raggedly. “Oh god, oh god, you’re gonna make me cumm sooo hard...”

Turning and watching his perfect muscles tighten up, she could see the same was true for him—he was going to cum soon. His thrusts picked up in intensity, his arms straightening out and pushing her down into the cool leather of the couch even more.

“Cum for me,” he growled, spasming wildly inside of her. “Cum for me now!”

Bliss washed over her body, carried by the tidal lengths of his amazing cum filling her up. Every part of his length pushed hard up against her g-spot as rapture swept through her beautiful, submissive body. 

For some indefinite period of time—it was impossible to say how long—her thoughts were exiled. All sensations flowed into her through his strong, hard grip on her hips, pulling her tight soft body close to his. His hot, perfect cum sat inside of her, so warm and sexy.

“That was perfect,” he said, bringing his head down next to hers. “You’re perfect.”

He held her tight, then, possessively. His chin on top of her head, drawing her in tight. 

She was his.

Chapter 12

By the age of eighteen, Gerald had been raised largely by a series of mentors, tutors, and whatever servants his uncle, Hamilton, had put on the payroll.

Uncle Hamilton was responsible for all sorts of good parts of Gerald's life. He owned an unreasonably large house by the beach, where many servants lived and worked alongside Hamilton and now Gerald. He was a fair man, if a harsh one, and always went out of his way to tell Gerald when he was doing right or wrong. 

For example, once, when Gerald was sixteen, he snuck out at night and broke curfew. Hamilton was furious that his rule had been ignored, until he found out that Gerald only did it to give a drunk friend a ride home. Gerald was punished still, but less harshly than he would have been otherwise.

Trust was everything to Hamilton. 

So, when Hamilton laid down the law with Gerald after his eighteenth birthday, and told him not to fuck the new maid—Gerald tried to comply.

The problem was that Gerald was young, and handsome, and rich. So, he was just as equateably dumb and opportunistic as anyone else in those circumstances, and certainly no stranger to sex or the wanting of it.

The new maid, Rose, was just a little older than Gerald. Her hair was red and she was ridiculously busty—to the point where he was always certain that her tight uniform was going to bust open and any moment and reveal the luscious treasure of her tits at any moment. He thought both of these characteristics—her bright red hair and her lovely bust—were somehow rather appropriate of a woman named Rose, though he couldn't explain why.

He walked into her one day in his room, adjusting his bed. Assuming he had walked in on her doing her normal range of tasks, he apologized.

“Sorry,” he said. “I'll come back in a bit.”

“No,” she called out. “Please, Sir. Wait.”

Shrugging, he stood in the doorway—and then he took a closer look at her. 

Rose was not dressed completely as normal. She had on darker stockings—the kind inlaid with a sexy floral pattern—and her heels were much taller than normal. Her blouse was white and open, her skirt hiked up around her hips.

“Close the door, please Sir?”

Eyes locked on her sexy pale frame, he did so. She strutted toward him, smiling sexily, wrapping her hands around his collar and tugging him close.

“I want you, Sir,” she purred at him. “I know you want me too. I've seen you watching me.”

“Oh, that's just...I mean, that was...”

She shook her head, shushing him. Little strands of shiny red hair framed her lovely pale face. “Don't worry, Sir. I like it. I want you to look at more of me. I want you to look...at all of me.”

She took his hand and slid it on her breasts. Enjoying her hot little gasps, his confidence grew, squeezing her tits harder and harder. 

“You like that, huh? You want me to fuck you?”

She nodded and shook her head at the same time, some how, eyebrows popping up.

“Yes, Sir. But I want something...more than that, as well.”

“Oh,” he smiled. “Of course. I can probably get you a little extra cash, so long as Hamilton isn't around to see.”

She shook her head once more, unzipping his pants and beginning to stroke his hard young cock. 

“You don't understand. Someone like you, so rich, so handsome...so fucking strong.” She gripped his bicep. “You deserve to have a hot babe begging to do what you say. It's right and proper that you're in control. That you boss me around. That I do just as you say. I don't want you just to fuck me...I want you to dominate me. I don't want you to pay me...god, I feel like I should pay you if you'll dominate me how I need.”

Gerald had, by this point, had sex before. He was young and handsome and rich, after all. But he had never been quite so electrified as Rose made him feel. 

When she took out his cock, cooing and moaning about how perfect it looked, he felt like she was grabbing a live wire. Every soft little trembling fingertip that ran over his length turned his body totally on. 

It wasn't just that she was so lovely, her lips so red and so soft around his meat. 

No, it was the control that he had. And more than that—the control that she gave him, the control that she wanted him to have. 

Of course, right away, they fucked like bunnies.

Over the next several days, Rose introduced him to all the finer points of domination. All the sexual notes were hit, of course—spanking, slapping, choking, and tying her down. But also the emotional notes, the real meat of the relationship—admiring a submissive's presence, reassuring her, making her feel secure. Because she knew he was inexperienced, she didn't mind teaching him, asking him to act or respond in different ways. 

She had been, he realized much later, training him to be the perfect dom just for her.

Just three weeks later, Uncle Hamilton found out about the tryst in a most unfortunate way. He walked in on Rose sucking Gerald off, Gerald's belt looped around her neck. 

Hamilton made no mention of the kink, then or ever. A person's private matters were, by and large, their own. But Rose constituted a problem in Hamilton's view, for one did not shit in one's bed and expect not to make manure by which the flowers of discord were sown. Hamilton sat Gerald down in his study, the fireplace roaring, and gave him a very simple choice. Rose had been terminated, Hamilton explained—Gerald could waste his time trying to find her, or he could forget about her. 

Put that way, it was a simple choice. Gerald was not about to be stopped just because his uncle had fired someone. So, outwardly, he agreed, but secretly he hired a team of private investigators to track Rose down.

They found her, months later on the other side of the country, living with a man and pregnant with that man's child. The investigators told Gerald she looked happy.

He never saw Rose again. 

One more situation out of his control. He made a silent vow to make it the last time that happened—losing control of someone he loved. 

Of course, it did happen again. Over and over, Gerald was presented with the simple, awful truth that he could no more control what happened in his life than he could sew with water. 

Three years later, Uncle Hamilton died of a heart attack. Gerald, having just graduated with his MBA in record time from his ivy-league school, turned out to be not quite so dumb as he acted sometimes. And he within ten years, he had turned Hamilton's multi-million dollar software business into a multi-billion dollar global empire.

Chapter 13

Sophia held Sand tight, unable to get enough of his perfect, manly mass. His amazing, woodsy scent. The chiseled, hard nature of every new muscle she felt at every second that her fingers traveled over his body. 

Dreamily, she decided that she was going to tell him she was sort of engaged. Sort of. He would understand. He would understand that she would end it for him. She was going to tell him she wanted to end things permanently with Todd—or do whatever Sand wanted her to do. Yes.

She was his slave, after all. He was her Master. There couldn’t be any secrets between them.

As she snuggled deeper into the thick, luxurious leather of the couch and the strong cords of his muscles, part of her had to admit that she was turned on by how rich he was. It wasn’t that she wanted his money, or wanted him to spoil her (though what girl wouldn’t want at least a little spoiling from a billionaire). 

No, it was more...subversive than that. She loved how powerful his wealth made him, and how much of his time it ate up. 

Here was a man who could have anything, anyone. Any woman. For him to choose her to dominate, to own and eliminate the will of completely—a time-consuming enterprise if ever there was one—it meant that she was just that much more special to him. 

It all felt so very perfect.

But then, her phone rang in her purse, breaking her post-orgasmic medley of admiration.

Her purse buzzed incessantly at the other end of the hall, forgotten the night before amidst the frenzy of their lovemaking. Over the course of the night, they fucked twice more—each time with him spanking her hard and giving her another mind-melting orgasm.

She was determined to ignore the phone—and did so successfully for the first two series of rings. But then it started a third time. 

Sand slapped her ass, a little sore from his attentions the night before. “Just get it, yeah?” he said groggily. “The sooner you do it, the sooner you can get back here and suck me off like a good girl.” 

Now she had an order to follow. Of course she would answer.

“Yes, Sir,” she purred.

Holding a spare blanket across her body, she walked across the large living room and picked up her phone. 

“Hello?”

“Miss Brooks?” asked an officious voice. “Is this Miss Brooks?”

“Yes?”

“This is Blue Mercy Hospital. I am afraid we have some bad news.”

“Bad news?”

Instantly her mind raced, grip tightening on the phone. Her mother? Her sister?

“Yes ma’am. Your friend, Elle McHenry, listed you as an emergency contact. She’s been in an automobile accident. Her condition right now is critical.”

“Oh my god.” She held a hand to her mouth.

Sand, from across the living room, tried to get her attention to tell him what was happening. She shook her head at him, trying to get him to wait. 

“Yes ma’am,” said the voice on the phone. “We would like for you to come in right away, and to please let anyone else know who Elle would want to have near.”

“Okay,” she breathed. “Yes. Okay. Thank you for calling.”

With the call ended, she rushed through the apartment, focusing only on the next task. Slip on her underwear. Slip on her dress. Oh god, her dress was in tatters. Find a dress. Find any clothing at all. Then put on her shoes and her sweater and grab her purse. Do all those things right now.

She tried desperately not to focus on the way she had completely been ignoring or barely responding to Elle's texts and messages over the last week with her focus on Sand. Guilt hammered at her heart.

“Hey,” Sand said, sitting up. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” she said, mind still racing. “No, something. My friend, my good friend. My best friend. She’s in the hospital. I have to go. I have to get some clothes. I think the depot store might be open already. Or maybe I can drive home naked? I can do that, right? Can I borrow your sheets? I can wear them while I drive, I think.”

Sand stood up, his nakedness plain in the early morning light streaming in from the tall windows. 

“Sophia, stop.”

“No, it’s just, I have to get dressed here somehow—maybe I can wear a blanket? And then I have to get to the apartment so I can get actually dressed so I don’t look like a complete naked slut in the hospital, and then we have to get to work and make sure that everything is running okay, and then we should get to—”

He held up a hand. “Stop.”

“What?”

“Stop. All of that. Stop. We don't have any work today. It's a holiday, remember? Working on holidays is my job, not yours.” He pointed to a doorway down the hall. “In the closet in the other room, I have a few spare outfits for you. You get dressed with that. You go to the hospital. You see your friend. You tell me what you need. These are the things you're going to do.”

Sophia needed a moment to process all of that. 

“You have spare outfits for me?”

“For...women. I don’t know if they’ll fit—but they should work until you get home.”

“You keep spare outfits for women here?” she raised an eyebrow.

“I like to tear clothes off. Often and early, usually.” He shrugged. “I'm a passionate man.”

She grinned, despite the situation. “Yes, you are.”

He smiled back. “Anyway, I thought it would be a nice thing to be prepared.”

The thought of him having regular women visitors—regular women who he fucked into such complete oblivious states that he could essentially ruin whole outfits of theirs—struck hot little chords in Sophia’s mind. She didn’t mind. All she would want was to be at the top of his list. 

Exclusivity didn't matter that much, to her. Not with him—not with her Master.

But she couldn’t focus on that now. 

“Thank you,” she said, her affection for him only growing. “I’d love to talk to you very soon, if that’s possible.”

“I understand. But,” he spread his hands. “You have to go.”

“Right.”

She slipped up close to him and hugged him tightly, daring to pull his head down for a passionate,  sizzling, grateful kiss. 

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered again. 

Within five minutes, she had on loose-fitting jeans and a designer t-shirt from the closet and was piling into her car. 

On her way home, she called Elle’s parents—even with estranged as they were, Sophia knew they would want to know about Elle. Or, maybe she just hoped that.

“I don’t know why they didn’t call you,” explained Sophia, leaving a message on their phone. “I guess maybe they just saw my number in her recent calls list a whole bunch?”

Let Elle sort out that whole mess, right?

If Elle was okay, that is.

No, of course she was okay. Of course she was. 

* * * * *
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FOR HOURS, ELLE WAS in surgery.

Sophia had arrived at the hospital as a house of fire, ready to tear down all the doors in order to make sure her friend was okay. She didn't know how she was going to do that, of course, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was that Elle was hurt and Sophia was her best friend and that meant she had to be with her.

But, the nurses talked her down. There was nothing she could do but wait—what Elle needed was surgical care, which Sophia had absolutely no expertise in. 

So, in the sterile blue waiting room, on a pleather chair, in borrowed clothes, Sophia waited. Elle had a concussion and a piece of wreckage from the accident jammed in her shoulder—which is what the surgery was for. Her prognosis was good.

Finally, a tall nurse built like a linebacker came out to see Sophia. Her hands were large and well-used, no doubt, to administering treatment.

“She's out of the woods now,” the big nurse said with a smile. “Another few hours and you'll be allowed to see her, I should think.”

Sophia shook her head. “That won't do at all. I need to see my friend, now.”

Part of her need, she knew, was that the sooner she could make sure Elle was okay, the sooner she would be able to go back and serve Sand again.

But the more substantial part, truly, was just to see her friend.

The nurse shook her large head. “I’m very sorry, ma’am. I am sure she is your good friend, but that doesn’t mean you’re allowed to see her.”

Sophia, already having been waiting for such a long time, brimmed with the need to see Elle. She stood up, crowding the big nurse.

“Now, you listen to me, lady. My friend is hurt. Her family knows about it, and might come tomorrow if it conveniences them. My friend is hurt,” she said again, “and she deserves to know that people care about her, and have seen her. I am not asking to disturb her or to interfere with your works. I know how to step out of the way of someone doing their job. All I want is the ability to look at my friend and tell her honestly, when she is well, that I came to see her.”

For a few moments the nurse just stared at her.

“Please,” Sophia said urgently. “You would be doing me and her both a favor.”

The nurse stepped to a nearby desk and picked up a phone. “Let me see what I can do.”

Minutes later, the nurse guided Sophia through the hallways to Elle’s room. “You’ve only got about two minutes.”

“I understand,” she said. “Thank you.”

The inside of the room smelled like vinegar. There was nothing on the walls, save for an abstract color painting of green and blue squares.

Elle, just out of surgery, was still heavily sedated. She had the whole room to herself, and was buried under white sheets and bandages around her eye and forehead. 

“It looks worse than it is,” said the nurse. “We took some extra precautions because of her concussion. Believe it or not, she should be up and on her feet in just a couple of weeks.”

Sophia gripped Elle's hand, holding it tight. There was nothing she could do—and Elle did not seem to notice that she was there, really. The drugs were still too strong in her system. 

“Hang in there, buddy,” Sophia said to her softly. “I’ll come and visit every day.”

* * * * *
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WHEN SHE CAME BACK home in the late afternoon, waiting on her doorstep was an arrangement of purple and yellow flowers—and a note. 

Call me.

−  M

From someone else, it may have seemed like a request. From him, she knew it was an order.

After stepping upstairs to put the flowers in a vase with some water, she pulled out her phone and called him. 

He picked up on the second ring. “Hello?”

“Hello...” with all the excitement from the day, she forgot her place for a moment. “Sir.”

“Is everything all right?” His voice was loaded with concern. “Your friend, she's well?”

“Yes,” she said. “I think so. I don’t know.”

She sat down next to the vase, admiring the lovely, healthy glow of the flowers and enjoying their heady scent. Quickly, she ran down the details of the accident for him. 

He made a comforting sound. “It will be all right.”

Sophia, no longer moving to a clear goal or waiting to hear news, suddenly realized she was more than a little exhausted by the ordeal. She dropped to the ground in front of her chair and leaned back against the chair.

“Ugh, I hope so. I talked with the nurse after seeing Elle, you know? And I just broached the subject of payment. And god, the bills! Elle’s a dancer, like a stage dancer for a company, and she doesn’t get paid that well.”

“How much are they?”

Sophia tried to remember what the nurse estimated—somewhere in the middle of the five figure range.

“I can take care of that,” he said.

Surprise filled Sophia.  “What? No. I couldn’t possibly ask you to do that—”

“This Elle, she is your person, right?”

“I mean, she’s my best friend, and I love her to death—”

“Then I’ll take care of it. She deserves to be well. I’ll make a few calls.”

“S-San...” she stopped. “Master. That’s just so...I couldn’t ask for that.”

“You’re not asking. You told me about something that needed fixing, and I’m fixing it,” he said matter-of-factly. “Not everything is so simple. I can at least do that for you.”

It felt like a large,  warm cloud surrounded her—lifting her up and spreading her thoughts out. Comforting, and yet eerie and unfamiliar at the same time. Was this what it was like to have someone take care of you?

Sand changed the subject. “Are you okay? I know that must have been stressful.”

“Yeah, I think so. It’s just...it’s all so fragile, you know?” she said, trying to search out her feelings. “A whole life could be...destroyed. Just like that. It’s scary.”

“That’s understandable.”

She laughed a little—everything about him was so understated.

“That doesn’t scare you?” she asked.

With her eyes closed, she could visualize his broad shoulders shrugging as he said, “I feel like that’s the truth anyway—that it could all be taken away. And I think that when I consider it, it can be scary. But it’s the truth whether I’m scared by it or not. I choose not to be scared.”

Sophia didn’t say anything to that, in wonder at his strength. 

“Are you still there?” he asked after a minute.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m just really overwhelmed.”

“Do you need anything from me?”

Feeling cold on the floor of her apartment, she felt naked and totally alone. There was so much to be afraid of in the world.

She sighed. “I just need you to hold me, right now. But I know you’re so busy, and I don’t want to ask you to come over, and—”

“Ten minutes,” he said, and hung up.

She didn't believe him, of course. Or rather—she absolutely believed he was on his way, but to say he would be there in ten minutes, after coming from downtown, was a bit of an exaggeration. 

And yet, ten minutes later, on the dot, she heard a helicopter outside. She looked out her window when she heard it approaching more and more, the sound of the chopping blades growing louder and louder. It landed briefly at the cul-de-sac at the end of her street, and Sand stepped out of it—and then it flew off again. 

Amazement rushed through her. A helicopter—to this neighborhood—for her! It was such an extravagant gesture. 

She ran out of her apartment to meet him, the cool air of the early afternoon sweeping over her. From across the street, neighbors leaned out of their houses to see what the racket was. A long, steady blush swept up through Sophia's neck and face, imagining all those people knowing what she was up to.

He approached her duplex, dressed casually in a blue button-up shirt and a pair of khakis. A gold watch adorned his wrist. She grabbed his hands and then his shirt, finding it hard to believe he was actually there all of a sudden. 

“You-you—you rode a helicopter to get to me?”

He shrugged. “I said ten minutes. It was a thirty minute drive. So...helicopter.”

“It’s just...rather extravagant.”

She found herself using that word a lot when it came to him. It wasn't necessarily a bad thing, she thought.

“You needed me,” he pushed closer to her. “And here I am.”

Right there in the street, with all her neighbors watching, he embraced her. His lips crushed against hers, the cool wind blowing against them both. 

For several moments, Sophia just enjoyed that feeling. Knowing everyone who lived around her was watching, and her absolutely and completely not caring what they thought. All she had to do was be her Master's. 

Soon, she led him inside, smiling in-turns shyly and seductively at him, and they tumbled down into her big, floral napping couch. 

She expected him to kiss her again, but he did not. Instead, he gripped her and pulled her into his lap tight, holding her so securely. She sat entirely in his lap, legs wrapped around him, her head trapped under his chin. She dotted little kisses along his chest and neck.

Suddenly, he stood up, holding her still, and came down on the couch with her underneath him. He held her down like that. His weight on her, so reassuring, so complete. His fingertips dug securely into her back, riding along her spine, eliciting purrs from her happily-compliant frame.

“Oh, Master,” she moaned into his ear, her grip tightening around him. “Oh, my Master.”

And she knew, for certain, that “Master” could have been replaced with any number of words. Darling. Lover. Love. 

Husband?

Chapter 14

Saturday morning, she woke in her own bed with Sand's arms around her. For several seconds—as she had the day before—she simply let herself enjoy the feeling. Today, she prayed silently, there would be no phone calls to tear her away from his perfect grip around her body. 

After several hours of quiet, affectionate cuddling on the couch the night before, they had retired to her small twin-sized bed, where Sand had made gentle, passionate love to her. It had not been as intense as their first time, but it still was intensely pleasurable and he had made her cum. Again.

God. Just thinking about that gave her a little chill.

The only way she had cum with Todd was if he had fallen asleep next to her and she still needed to get off. She would snuggle up under his arm and pretend he was holding her while she fingered her clit.

But with Sand...with Sand, she had been able to stare up into his eyes and know just when he was going to cum—and know that he had been saving his most furious strokes for when he saw her own bliss overtake her body. 

For several minutes, she kissed his forehead and eyebrows, and then the bridge of his nose, and then back up to his forehead again.

Finally, his eyes fluttered open. Smiling, he kissed the nape of her neck and then started trailing down to her bare chest. She giggled and hugged him closer.

“Thank you again for showing up last night how you did,” she said. “And for taking care of the bills for Elle. I mean, that’s all so...so really, really wonderful of you.”

He gripped her tight. “Of course. I was happy to.”

“It’s just...” she bit her lip. “...with all of this being so new for the two of us, I wasn’t really expecting anything like that.”

“I know,” he said. “But you should. You have to understand, Sophia. For me, this isn’t...” his strong face squirmed for a moment. “I don’t want a temporary fling with you. I want to take care of you, and who and what you care about. This isn’t me experimenting with my sexuality. This is how I am.”

Suddenly, she realized he was looking for reassurances. That all this effort on his part wasn’t for nothing. Of course. 

She held him tight, burying her head into that perfect spot between his neck and shoulders. It was so safe there, so warm.

“Oh, yes,” she nodded. “Me too. I mean, me definitely. I’m...I want...”

He waited. She took a breath, and pulled back to look into his dark eyes. 

“I love having you as my Master. I want to be your good slave. I want to be yours.”

And nagging at every word—tell him, tell him, tell him! Tell him about your engagement, you silly person! You tell him or you will ruin all of this! He deserves to know that you're leaving a kind of complicated situation to be with him. Because if you're his slave, that means your situation is now his situation.

And yet, she couldn't say it. 

Part of her didn't even know why. It was fear, she supposed. And maybe just dismissiveness? Todd was out of her life—he really was. She hadn't even put on the engagement ring for over a month!

He caressed her chin. “That’s good. As hot as the sex is—and man, it's hot—I care about more than that. You are worth more to me than that, and I am worth more to me than that. You're going to be my slave...but you're not disposable, all right? This isn't about abuse.”

She nodded eagerly. “Oh, yes. I never got that idea at all.”

“Good. I just...wanted to make sure. I've had some encounters in the past with girls who...were very bright flames. But they wanted a light I couldn't provide.”

It hadn't even begun to occur to Sophia that there was something that her Master couldn't provide.

“I understand, I think,” she said. “But no, I like it when you use me. How you did the other night, for example.”

She smiled, licking and nibbling his chin a bit. He laughed small and turned away. 

“You used me quite well, Sir. The spanking, I liked that too. But I don't want anything too...extreme. Like what it seems you're describing.”

He nodded. “Good, then. This isn't about blowing off fumes, for either of us.”

“Right,” she said.

Even if she was mad at Todd, the sex and the attraction had never been about him. He wasn't around for her to make him jealous, after all.

“So for you, and for me, this is a lifestyle,” he confirmed. “When we're alone, I am your Master, you are my slave.”

A hot thrill ran through her body when he just announced it like that. “Yes, Master.”

He smiled. “At work, you and I can be colleagues. I’m your boss there, still.”

“Of course.”

He gripped her chin. She melted again—god, he was so fucking strong! 

“But when it is only you and I...” his voice became husky and dark. “I expect you to behave like a good slave.”

“Yes, Sir,” she purred.

Tell him, her mind screamed at her again. Tell him now! Tell him you have a fiancé you idiot! You have to tell him! He deserves to know about your life!

Instead, though, she said, “I need the rest of the day to go attend to Elle...but after that, Sir, I would like to be with you, if you’d allow.”

He kissed her again. “Of course.”

Rolling out of bed, he rummaged through his pants and found his wallet.

“Take this,” he said, handing her a black card with a series of white vertical stripes on it. “It will let you in my condo. I expect you to be prepared.”

“Thank you,” she said, meaning it.

It must have taken a lot for him to trust her enough to enter his condo whenever she wanted. And Sand, she knew from his ridiculously long to-call list, was not a man who delivered his attention lightly.

“I also want you to take this.”

She saw the sparkling rectangle in his hands, not quite believing. It was a platinum diamond credit card. Before two seconds ago, she had no idea such a thing even existed.

“This is yours, now. I want you dressing...nice, from now on.”

“Nice?” She drew her legs up underneath her, tossing her hair back and posing a bit. “I don't look nice already?”

He stood up tall—dwarfing her physically. She loved that: his chiseled size, his fierce physicality. 

“You look very nice.” He scratched his chin, admiring her naked body on the bed. “Imagine yourself as my personal whore. I own you, I own your body. If you want me to use it, then you should decorate it appropriately.”

Now that was an exciting thought.

* * * * *
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ELLE WAS CONSCIOUS when Sophia arrived in her room, holding a small bouquet of flowers she picked up at the small grocery store next to where she parked, across the street from the hospital. 

“Hey, friend,” said Elle. 

Her voice was groggy, but her eyes seemed alert. Already, more of the bandages had been taken off from her face and body—revealing sharp red and purple bruises in long patches on her skin. But, Sophia supposed less bandages was better. 

“Hey! You’re awake!”

Sophia leaned in for a hug, and then remembered to take it easy. She kissed Elle on her cheek—the one that was still unbandaged.

“I thought they said you’d be out for another couple of days, at least!”

“Well,” Elle shrugged, and then winced a bit at the movement. “What can I say? I’m tough.”

“You totally are.”

Sophia put the flowers on the stand next to Elle's bed. They were a spring mixture of white and pink daisies, and light violet irises.

“I got these for you.”

Elle smiled. “They're lovely. Thank you.”

Sophia took a seat next to the bed. “How are you feeling?”

“Oh, I'm okay. I've got the television,” she pointed at the set posted in the top corner of the room, “so I do okay.”

“Good. Can I get you anything?”

Elle shook her head, slowly. “No, I don't think so.”

“Some crosswords or something?” Elle was a notoriously ferocious cruciverbalist, odd definitions and random trivia always popping up in the middle of her conversations. Sophia snapped her fingers. “I should have brought some already. They even had a few books at the store. I can't believe I forgot. I'll tell you what—”

“—Sophia.” Elle held up a hand. “It's fine, seriously.” She pointed at the chair next to Sophia. “I've got the newspaper and everything. That's enough. To tell you the truth, I'm not in the mood for any super-verbage right now.”

Sophia laughed a bit. “Right. I'm sorry.”

“No, thank you. Thank you for everything. The nurses keep telling me all about this valiant friend who sped down here and threatened to cut someone’s head off if she didn’t get to see me.”

Sophia laughed, blushing. “I didn’t threaten to cut anyone’s head off.”

Elle's smile only grew. “They told me that you were going to cut all the heads off you could see and then try and sell them on the black market. You were setting up some weird organ transplant organization or something.”

“Is that what they told you?”

“They told me about the head cutting,” Elle teased. “I put the rest together myself.”

Laughing, Sophia looked at the assortment of bags and tubes attached to Elle.

“Are you on morphine?”

Elle giggled. “A little bit.”

They both laughed some more.

“I guess,” Elle said, calming down, “I guess you called my parents?”

Sighing, Sophia frowned and pushed back in the seat. “Yeah.”

For a moment, somehow, Elle became even smaller within the confines of her bed. “Are they coming?”

Sophia reached forward and held Elle's hand. “I don't know, babe. I'm sorry.”

They were each quiet for a time. God, Sophia just felt so bad for Elle—her own family, practically disowning her because sometimes she liked girls as well as boys! It was insane to Sophia, to just write off someone's whole life because of that.

Desperate to change the subject, Sophia decided to bring up the issues at hand in her own life. Maybe Elle could give her some advice? Certainly she had a nice lens on alternative lifestyles with as involved as she was with the LGBT community.

“Can I tell you something?”

Elle made a face. “Of course you can. What is it?”

Sophia took a breath. “I found a guy. A man. He’s...he’s really great. He’s what I wanted.”

“Like, what you wanted, as in, a dominant guy?”

Sophia smiled happily. “Yep.”

“I was wondering about why you weren't answering my text. Have you slept with him already?”

Sheepish, Sophia nodded again. 

“Did you sleep with him last night?”

Sheepish again, Sophia shrugged and nodded.

“With your best friend in the hospital.” Elle tsked. “That’s low.”

Sophia’s head fell.

“I was kidding! Gosh.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s just that...I don’t know. I feel like a terrible person, doing this to Todd.”

Elle's eye roll was practically a force of nature in the small room—Sophia could have sworn there was a wind produced by it. 

“Don’t worry about him, I keep telling you. He's a dick, he hurt you. Plus you guys said no questions asked, right? You think he's not knees-deep in European pussy?”

Truth be told, Sophia hadn't thought about it that much. “I don't know.”

“I do. Knees-deep, I'm telling you. Don't worry about him. You focus on you, now. What's he like? How'd you meet him?”

Slightly embarrassed with the whole tale—mostly due to the outrageous good fortune that she had been gifted with over the past week or so—Sophia blushed and started to dish about Sand to her friend.

* * * * *
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AFTER MEETING WITH Elle, Sophia spent the rest of the entire day shopping. Elle encouraged this.

“He'll be insulted if you don't spend his money, god. It would be like not reading a story that a writer gives you. You can't just let it be hanging around. Wealth is how men like him express himself.”

Sophia wanted to believe she was right. And so, she let the endorphin high of mass-spending camouflage and deflect any doubts that were creeping up around her belly.

A card with no limit, on someone else’s dime! It was like a dream. All of this was a dream.

She went to the high class shopping district deep downtown and visited the Hanger, Le Shoppe, Numan-Mason’s, all the most premium shops in town. Her spending seemed to know no bounds—she bought silk dresses, hot evening gowns, sexy skirts, cute tops, designer shoes, incredibly-designed boots, and of course, expensive lingerie.

Deep in the afternoon, a bit tired out and ready to go home, she stopped in front of a rack of fur coats in the middle of Le Shoppe. One in particular stood out to her—a black sable jacket with a short hood. 

Curious, she took a look at the price tag—and her green eyes went wide. Heart fluttering, she stepped back from the coat like it was filled with rattlesnakes. 

Twenty. Thousand. Dollars.

And she could afford it.

Or, Sand could. He probably made that much every hour, if not more.

Of course, there was the whole moral concern to think of when buying a fur. Sophia, before, had never really considered such a purchase worthy of her. 

But...a naughtier side of her, a darker side, couldn't help but want it now. She stepped back forward and caressed the soft sleeves of the material. To take something that expensive—twenty thousand dollars, for goodness' sake—and to have it for her own in a heartbeat. That much money would pay for her rent for more than two years!

The more she thought about it and held the incredibly soft material, the more that her choice in the matter completely eroded. She had to buy it. God, she would soo hot. Just for him. Just for her Master.

* * * * *
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A LITTLE AFTER EIGHT at night,  Sand arrived home. 

“Hello?” he called out. “If you’re here, let me know. I have no way of knowing.”

She heard his steps creaking along the wooden floors as he approached. 

The lamp was next to her on the enormous luxury couch—she flipped it on, revealing her body underneath the light.

She was dressed in forest green silk lingerie—long silky stockings floated up to her thighs, attached with sparkling, jewel-encrusted garters. Her sheer g-string panties covered her shaved pussy only in theory. The amazing, delicate lace of her bra lifted her tits up and together, putting all of her hot body on display. 

And in the cold of the immense condo, she kept herself warm by wearing her new, thick fur coat, its hood wrapped on top of her sexy mass of obsidian hair. Her shoes—light green leather and sporting ridiculous five-inch platform heels—extended the reach of her hot, lithe legs.

Of course, her shiny, hot collar was around her neck—she wouldn't dare be inside his home without it.

She had used one hand to turn on the lamp—the other had long ago pushed aside her panties, playing with herself as she waited for her Sir to come back home. A sexy, small puddle of her lust had formed up on the leather under her.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please...won’t you come teach me how to obey?”

Smiling, he set his coat on a nearby rack and then unbuttoned the sleeves and middle of his crisp white shirt. All the while, lest he decide to suddenly look at her, she made hot, pouty faces of need at him. They were only slightly exaggerated as she continued to finger her hot slit—she was desperate for a good fuck.

“I saw the charges you made today,” he said.

She nodded, watching with intense interest as he kicked his pants to the ground and then his boxers. His herculean form was dazzlingly hot in the dim light of the enormous condo. His cock, perfect and long, was already getting hard.

“They were...rather extravagant,” he said, approaching her.

His body was right over hers, now. She couldn't resist touching him. Her heels slid up the outside of her thighs and then locked around his firm ass. Gently, she pulled him in.

A small moan of delight exited her mouth as her hand slipped around his cock, stroking intently. “But all those charges were worth it, I hope?”

He smiled, examining her further. His strong hands gripped her thighs hard. Breathing hard, she stroked him more luxuriously, taking her time. 

His hands slid over her firm tits, over the collar around her neck, and then pushed back her long dark mass of hair. “You didn’t buy yourself any new jewelry?”

She shook her head sultrily. “I didn’t want to deny you the pleasure.”

He grinned. His cock was entirely hard in her hands now. Easily, as if they were little more than tissue, he ripped her panties off. With a groan, he sank on top of her, his heavy, hard meat entering her fully. 

“Good pet,” he moaned into her ear, pumping into her cunt rhythmically. “Good pet. I’m going to take you tonight just like you deserve.”

After several more strokes inside of her burning pussy, he stood up and moved her down onto the floor, slipping off her fur jacket. Its soft surface acted as a sort of rug for the two of them as he straddled her tits.

“Oh yeah,” she moaned as he ripped her bra off. “Yes, Master. Do it. Fuck my titties, please? Fuck my slave tits?”

With a grim smile, he nodded. The thick head of his cock pushed forward against her soft skin, ever-so-slowly sliding up between her tits. From fucking her sopping cunt and spurting lots of precum on his own, her Master's cock had plenty of lubrication. 

Harder and harder her pushed forward on her breasts, his hot, hard cock moved up and down furiously between the perfect sloping valley of her cleavage.

“I own you,” he growled. “Say it.”

“You own me!” she moaned. “You own me, Master!”

The head of his cock stretched farther, hitting her in the chin. If she tilted her head just right, she was able to take part of it into her mouth, sliding her little tongue lasciviously around the ridge. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You're so hot. Spending all that money. What a hot whore you became for me.”

“Mmmhmm.” Her mouth was half-full of his cock. Even so, she tried to respond. “A whore just for Master.”

“That's right,” he nodded. “My whore. My good little whore.”

Fucking her more and more urgently, the passionate fury of his face becoming more and more intense, he finally came. The hot goo spurted all over her face and chest, sliding down her tits. After the second or third spurt, he shifted his position and shoved his cock directly into her open, waiting mouth, filling her throat with his burningly delicious gunk. 

His cock still dripped cum as he slid up on top of her body. 

“How’s this for jewelry,” he said, dabbing little beads of dripping cum around her as-of-yet untouched neck. 

From the entire display, her body warmed, loving the thrill of having his cum mark her like that. The cum slid up around her collar, and that was even hotter—symbols on top of symbols. Knowing he would like it, she slid the cum on her tits and face around, rubbing some in and swallowing the rest.

She made a slow, long display of it, dragging her finger up her cheek to gather all of the sticky, yummy substance she could. Then she gobbled it down with an eager tongue. 

He watched, breathless, seeing her obedience in action. 

“I love my Master's seed,” she purred. “Take me again?”

Of course, he did.

Chapter 15

Sophia had no idea life could be so good.

All day Sunday, they had dreamy, hot, perfect sex in every room of his expansive condo. He was relentless, tireless, taking her again and again to the point where even walking from room to room was excessive, as he was just going to be pushing her down to fuck her anyway. 

Unless, that is, he picked her up and pinned her against the wall—which happened more than once. The time spent in between fucking revolved mostly around her sucking, licking, and kissing his cock—even while he ate prepackaged meals from the fridge. He suggested at several intervals that soon, she would be doing all the cooking and preparing of meals for him. She liked that idea just fine.

Later in the day, before fucking each other to sleep, they made a vow not to fuck at the office the next day.

Sophia, however, was never too partial to the idea. He was a billionaire, and he owned the building that everyone worked in. So what if he got caught fucking? What were they going to do about it? Was he going to fire her?

So, she came in to work every day that week dressed as sexily as ever, exclusively wearing the outfits that she had bought just for him. 

On Monday, this meant a tiny blue silk dress complete with expensive tights and gray suede knee-high boots. She didn't even bother to wear a sweater to cover up.

Men stared. She enjoyed it, knowing that meant her Master would stare even more. It was hot for her now, not being able to know—due to the nature of his opaque office—when he was looking at her, stroking his cock with his pants down. She liked to think he was doing it all the time. 

As much as she could, she lingered at his desk when she delivered him papers, finding excuses to bend over so he could see her illustrious cleavage, or kneel down on the ground in search of crumbs that didn’t exist.

In the afternoon, she mentioned offhand while delivering coffee that she needed to remember to make her student loan payments. He asked how much they were—and then informed her that he was going to take care of them. All of them. In one payment.

More weight off her shoulders from him—and more secure in the same stroke. Her heart swelled with admiration. She promised herself that she would suck his cock for an hour later that night—a promise that she kept.

At the end of the day, of course, she still went and visited Elle in the hospital—who was recovering more and more by the day, her bruises fading and all the movement and strength fast returning to her injured shoulder. Her dance career, while delayed for maybe a month or two while she got back up to full strength, was not in jeopardy. 

It was fun to see all the folks in the hospital's eyes light up as Sophia walked by in her hot, daring little outfits. She liked to think that the higher her hemlines went, the more the 

After another full round of tiny dresses, high heels, and sexy walks and bends on Tuesday, she finally managed to convince him to break his no-fucking rule on Wednesday. 

Late in the evening, after everyone else had already left, he had a conference call with business partners overseas in Japan. So the only people left in the entire office, and probably the building, were the two of them. 

Seeing her enter, he shook his hand, gesturing for her to leave. 

She complied with a smile, knowing that she was going to wow him in just a moment.

Right outside his office—not bothering to go the bathroom with the floor so empty—she changed. If he turned forward from behind his desk, he would be able to watch her sexy, lithe body sliding into her over-sexified office outfit. She put on a shiny golden silk blouse, two sizes too small, not even beginning to approach her sexy bare midriff and unable to button at all over the hot skin of her bronze braless tits. 

Fishnet stockings with white bows at the back of her sexy tanned thighs covered her perfect legs. Her skirt, pleated and tiny and dark, did nothing to hide the sexy shape of her body.

She stepped inside the office, strutting for the half the distance, as was her ritual, and then crawling for the rest of it.

Sand took a long while to notice her. “Yes, we’ll have those in place by the end of the quarter, and...”

He drifted off, finally seeing her approaching, crawling form. She poured herself between his legs, looking up with pleading in her eyes.

He owned her, that was true enough, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t do her best to influence him. She felt compelled to prove herself to him, over and over. 

If she took the time to examine that feeling, in fact, she might notice something negative was building behind it...but that would ruin the fun.

She mouthed several hot, silent, begging “please”s at him, over and over. With every please, she dragged her hand over the ever-stiffening bulge behind his pants.

With a short, jerky nod, he finally acquiesced to her pleas.

As he conducted the voice conference, Sophia happily unzipped his pants. Eagerly, she popped her pink lips over his perfect cockhead, taking more and more of him down her throat immediately. 

His breathing became heavy and forced as he listened to the conference call. Sophia didn't care a whit about anything they were saying. All she wanted to do was suck her Master's cock like a good girl. Her tongue slipped up and down over the thick line of his rod, her slurping noises just under the audible level for the phone to pick up.

“How does that sound, Mr. Sand?” someone asked. And then, when he was too busy breathing hard to answer, “Gerald?”

As she devotedly sucked him down deep, he cleared his throat and tried to speak. 

“Yeah, that’s good,” he said, voice catching. “That’s...that’s really good.”

“You’re sure?” said the voice on the phone. “You like those numbers?”

“Yes. Yessss,” he thrust his hips into Sophia's mouth, wrapping his legs around her head. “I mean...” he paused, trying to clear his head and think.

Sophia didn't pause, though. So close to his full eagerness, to a full, hot face fucking like she had always, always wanted from a Master, she kept going, licking and sucking with happy moans.

Voices on the phone tried to reconfirm with Sand. 

“I gotta...” his every word was laced with lust, staring hard into Sophia's devoted green eyes. “I gotta go, boys. Send me a report and I'll make the decision tomorrow morning.”

He banged the desk, hanging up the phone—and almost immediately Sophia redoubled her efforts, moaning and slurping as loud as she could. Caught by surprise by her sudden surge of effort, Sand came hard down Sophia’s hot, eager mouth almost immediately.

His legs unwrapped from around her head and his whole body relaxed. With an almost religious fervor, she continued to lick and clean his slowly-softening cock. 

“You are dangerous,” he said, looking at her with contented admiration. “If I had one of you for each competitor of mine, I'd have a monopoly on the whole damn economy.”

* * * * *
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THURSDAY, WHEN SHE arrived at his condo, Sand gifted her with a diamond necklace. It was mouthwateringly gorgeous—a combination of pear, cushion, and square-cut diamonds, each set in exquisite gold. Even the clasp was ornate—a twelve-point diamond star. 

Looking at, Sophia could barely breathe. It was too much!

“Oh my god!” she cried, examining it. “This is—this is—this is...”

She couldn't even say what it was. Such incredible wealth was genuinely beyond her understanding.

“I was hoping to render you speechless,” he said with a grin, drawing her close. “But I will settle for babbling.”

She continued to try and speak and he lifted the hot mass of her dark hair up and clasped it around her neck. It was heavy, of course, but so elegant and shiny. Everything about her felt underdressed with it on. It was almost as good as wearing her collar. 

“Perfect,” he said. “You look perfect.”

Her heart fluttered at his words. She needed him. Now. Her body pressed against his huge frame, her hand sinking to his cock. 

All emotions inside of her rushed up to her mouth, sliding out on the edge of her lips, desperately aching to bridge into his mind. 

Sophia loved him, in that moment. Truly.

But she could not bring herself to tell him. She couldn’t do it first. Not after Todd. 

She knew he could see it in her eyes—she saw the flash of recognition there—but something strong and primal held him back just as something did her.

“Oh, Master,” she said instead, embracing him.

But within that phrase, her meaning was, “I love you.”

“My slave,” he said back to her, gripping her hard. 

And she hoped that she was right, and with those words, he meant three others just as she did.

He stroked her hair, bringing down his face so that it was mere inches away from hers. “You can’t wear it at work, you understand. Too many questions.”

“Of course,” she cooed. “Yes. But you have to understand that I can’t just let you give me such a thing and not repay you...over and over again.”

Immediately, diamonds sparkling around her neck, she slipped to her knees and slid his pants down, taking his immense cock into her mouth. 

She was getting very good at sucking him off. 

Her emerald eyes stared up at him with open adoration, loving the thrill of wearing his property, being his property, everything about her totally his.

The blowjob led to a whole night of fucking. In each new room, she found out he had a new gift for her. In the living room was a pair of emerald earrings that a queen in Europe once wore. In the bedroom was a pair of panties made entirely out of rare jewels. In the kitchen was a diamond tiara.

“You’ll be my little domesticated queen,” he said, presenting her with each gift, stroking her chin. “You'll wearing nothing but jewelry, and do everything I say.”

The thought sent an unadulterated thrill down her spine. Sophia wanted to be all about fighting for women’s rights and equality and all of that, but the prospect of having a man own her, doing all her thinking and working for her while she dedicated herself solely to adoring him had an enormously erotic effect on her. 

It simplified life, in a very specific way, to focus herself solely for being his fucktoy.

* * * * *
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BURIED DEEP IN THE comforting, perfect grip of Sand that night, Sophia was lost deep in thought, thinking of that notion he mentioned. Being his hot, domesticated queen.

She realized, suddenly, that for the longest time, domestication had fascinated her. It was such an obviously power-driven thing to do to a woman—to take her from someone who had enormous career aspirations and big hopes and dreams and transform her into a happy housewife who lived only to wear sexy lingerie and heels while she cooked dinner for her man. Spending all her time totally in love and waiting for him to come home so she could suck him off after serving him a nice hot meal, or getting fucked from behind while she rolled out a fresh tray of cookies. 

Her first semester of college, freshly eighteen, she had still been a virgin when Halloween rolled around. She wasn't determined to lose her virginity, per se, but she was definitely thinking that it was about time for it to happen. So, wanting to at least get herself in the mood for such a thing, she dressed in the sexiest costume she could think of: a french maid.

There was something just so subversive and erotic about wearing a maid's outfit. The thought of actually being someone like that, living in a person's house with her own special maid room maybe, wearing a hot uniform that was designed entirely to show off her legs and tits...cornering the man of the house in his office, dropping down to her knees to do her maidly duty and make him forget all about his hard, hard day and focus entirely on his hard, hard cock...

Yes. Maid outfits were hot.

The upperclassman who picked her up apparently thought the same way. 

His name was Marcus. She remembered he was dressed in a tight black shirt and tighter black jeans, his overwhelming musculature instantly making her feel in heat. His costume was some television personality or another—she didn't care. She just wanted to make out with him.

When she finally got to be alone with him in the bedroom of some stranger's house (it was a college party, after all), they were both a little drunk. Very quickly, things got out of hand...and his clothes were off, his cock big and hard in the dark. Bad rap music thumped downstairs.

He told her, “keep the costume on. I like it.”

Feeling naughty and brave, she cooed, “Yes Sir.”

He liked that a lot. He pushed her shoulders down to the bed, pinning her there. 

“I want to hold you down while I fuck you,” he said. “Is that all right?”

Eyes wide, she nodded eagerly. 

He didn't just fuck away her virginity, he dominated it away. 

The next day, she woke up in Marcus's arms, and they hung out, went out to a fast food breakfast, slipped back to his place, and fucked again. Once again, both of them sober this time, he dominated her—holding her down and calling her his slut.

After that, she never heard from him again. There were all sorts of valid reasons for it—maybe he lost her number, or forgot her name, or moved on from the town, or reunited with some girlfriend. But of course, what it really meant to Sophia was that she simply wasn't good enough. That this strong, dominant man who had all but completely defined her sexuality had decided she wasn't worthy of him. 

It was soul-crushing. She spiraled into a depression for six months, refusing to eat and sleep, staying up late and making mixtape after mixtape to express how she felt. Somehow, she ended up bouncing out of the depression without yet dropping out of college. 

What really brought her out of the depression was a long, steady line of bad boyfriends and flings. Each and every guy she chose to go out with, she qualified as not good enough for her even before she went out on a date with him. In this way, she could feel perfectly okay about the relationship—however serious it was—ending suddenly. 

And then, Todd happened, and she thought it all changed. But he left her without any real good explanation just like Marcus had, leaving her crushed once more. All she could hope was that it never happened again.

She had been the one to tell Todd that she loved him. Before he left to go to Europe, he told her that he always felt pressured because of that—to become a person she loved, rather than just love her back.

Her thoughts drifted away from that unhappiness, back to the wonderful man who held her. That was what she wanted to focus on—so she did. If her Master wanted her as his happy, domesticated queen, that was what he would get.

She hoped the night would never end, but of course it did. 

From Friday to Saturday afternoon, Sand went out of town on business. The entire time, she was convinced, totally convinced, that just maybe, this new happiness could never end. And then...

Chapter 16

Then, Friday evening, she got the phone message from Todd.

She had run out to Sand’s place, after visiting Elle, to pick up a few extra pieces of sexy clothing to wear for the next day when Sand returned—a totally hot leather skirt and some fishnet stockings. Elle had cheered her on.

“Look hot for that billionaire, babe.” She giggled a bit. “And for me, too, while you're at it.”

Elle had, over the past week, noted Sophia's more daring outfits more and more. Her sparkling blue eyes hovered frequently over Sophia's hotly bared physique. 

Sophia, in the midst of so much sexual awakening by Sand, didn't mind in the least. Elle was hot. Why should Sophia mind if a hot girl thought she looked good?

Thoughts of propositioning Elle and bringing her into the equation with Sand crossed her mind from time to time...but she shelved them, for now. Sand was more than enough to keep her busy for the time being, after all.

But being with him, and knowing his sexual openness, had let her think about Elle more and more in that fashion. There was something hot and sensual about being with a woman that she didn't want gone from her life, no matter what. 

Sophia felt weird about staying in Sand's place when he wasn’t there, and he hadn’t explicitly commanded her to stay over at his condo, so she had opted for sleeping at her own place for the time being. He hadn't quite said it yet, but she was already rather certain that he was going to ask her to move in sometime soon. 

When she returned from the trip over to his condo, she found her phone with a red light beeping. 

That she had a phone at all was Todd’s doing. He didn’t like the idea of calling her cell phone from overseas—they were too unreliable, he said. Before he left, he paid twenty dollars for the phone and the machine, putting up money for a phone bill for three months, just in case he might want to call her with some revelation.

That was the kind of guy Todd was. Overly prepared, and usually for all the wrong reasons.

In any case, he was one of the only people who even knew the number.

So when she came home and saw that light blinking, it took her several self-absorbed and full-of-dread moments before she clicked the button to play the message.

Sure enough, it was his voice: “Hi babe. I’m dying to talk to you. I’ve sent you a few emails, but you haven't responded. Is something wrong with your internet? Or did you get a job or something? I'd love to know...well, anything that's going on with you, really.

“Anyway, I’ve got big news. I’m coming home. I'm really ready to be with you. I miss you. I love you. I need you. Please, please come meet me Sunday when I get back. I'm desperate to talk to you.”

All of a sudden she couldn’t breathe. He was coming home. Oh god. He was coming home and he wanted to be with her.

What did that mean?

Did it have to mean anything?

No. No, it didn't. 

Sand was taking care of her now. Sand had literally spent a fortune on her. She had looked up the prices of the pieces he bought for her by shopping around for similar jewelry, expecting her cunt to drip happily when she found out the sheer number of thousands he had spent. 

But she was wrong, of course.

He had, if her estimates were correct, spent millions on her. 

That was a number that was almost terrifying—the level of his devotion to her. Even he couldn't really just sneeze away a few million like it was nothing.

Or maybe it wasn't the level of devotion that was terrifying—maybe it was the level of his expectations that such prices represented.

Stubbornly, she tried to flit the idea away. But, made from her own stubbornness, it stuck around in the back of her head.

In any case, Todd had never done any such thing for her like Sand had with the jewelry, and nor would he ever be able to.

Exasperated with the situation, with Todd, with everything about her failed engagement that she still had not told Sand about, she collapsed on her floral-patterned couch. 

It was cooling down outside. She was glad she had the heat turned up. 

The night she knew she loved Todd was in her sophomore year of college. She had to study all night for finals. He had volunteered to stay with her, to be there to support her however she needed while she worked. His exams were already over, and all of his friends were going out drinking. 

But even so, he also promised to stay there, to be totally silent and out of her way unless she called for him. In times of high stress, Sophia needed people around her—even if she wasn't communicating with them. And while she stayed awake cramming, he actually curled up into a ball and slept around her feet. 

The next morning, of course, she would have totally slept through her exam except for Todd—who had a good night's rest and had gotten up early to cook her eggs and toast, placed neatly inside of a plastic container so she could eat it on the bus ride over to class.

That level of care and devotion, she thought, was something special. And for as long as they were together, that had seemed basically true and consistent. Though she hardly ever required him to do it, he was ready to drop everything at the drop of a hat to come and be with her however she needed. He told her this frequently, and she believed him.

She said yes to his marriage proposal, after all. His love was supposed to be everlasting.

And yet—it hadn't lasted. He ran away. 

And now...now he would be back. 

Anxiety rankled at her heart. All she wanted to do was call Sand and beg him to tell her what to do—but that would involve telling him that she had kept the truth from him. 

She resolved again that Todd coming home didn't have to change anything. She would talk with him in two days, and she would let him know she found someone else. 

And then, with it all finally resolved, she would explain the whole situation to her Master, and deliver to him a very deserved apology. 

Part of her knew that—since she hadn't told Sand right away, when she knew she should have—knowing that she had to apologize anyway was delaying her speaking the truth. If she was going to apologize for being quiet for a few days, why not a week? Why not two weeks?

But no—this was good. After Sunday, there would finally be some closure.

Right?

Unbidden, she found herself comparing the two once more. 

Sand—rich, hot, severe, demanding, and rigorously sexual.

Todd—amiable, joking, supportive, and very certainly safe.

That word, safe, rolled around in her head for a bit.

The way that Sand spoiled her made her somewhat nervous, she had to admit. It made it seem like he had such expectations for her to live up to—expectations that she had no idea if she could meet. Someone like him probably had something like a princess in mind for a wife, or a duchess, or a supermodel. And Sophia felt she was attractive and desirable, but she wasn't the upper-class.

With Todd, that word stuck out again—safe. She could be married to him. She could be a wife—she could be someone with a husband. Just thinking about it in those terms gave her an oddly satisfied sensation. 

As much as she may have wanted it, she didn't think that was really, truly possible with Sand. She, to be completely honest, did not feel worthy of the admiration that he gave her.

Her deepest fear was that she would screw up with Sand, somehow. Her terror, growing and growing behind all their fervent passionate encounters, now unlocked with this call from Todd, was that he would unveil her charade and cast her down, proclaiming her as totally insignificant to him as she had always feared.

But no. No. Certainly he wouldn't do that to her, would he?

But if not, why hadn't he said he loved her? Hadn't he seen it in her eyes, needing him to say it to her?

She was terrified to tell him that she loved him. And she did, she absolutely did. But after telling Todd first...god, that just became a mess, with her getting all the blame for his indecision.

Of course the rational part of her brain told her that the swept-away feelings she felt with Sand were just due to body chemistry. In another six months, probably she’d feel just as fed up with him as she did with Todd, just for different reasons. Maybe. God, who knew what the future held? 

“Shit!” Sophia groaned loudly, and then, because she was afraid she was being too loud, she smothered her voice with a couch pillow. “Shit. Shit. Shit!”

She knew that must have spoken volumes about her—that even in her time of most serious distress, she couldn’t help but cover up the problem and try to pretend to others around her that all was well. Even, or especially, when she knew for a fact there was no one at all around her to notice.

Maybe what she needed, really, was the simplicity of telling everyone the truth.

Ugh.

As with most things in her unwieldy, mercurial life, Sophia would do anything for the gentle, direct knowledge of what to do next.

Chapter 17

Ten years ago, Gerald met the first woman he fell in love with. 

He was in Spain, on vacation. Having just completed a successful purchase of a series of profitable factories in Eastern Europe, he felt he was due for a little break. He enjoyed negotiations, but they exhausted him as well. 

In the city of Toledo, he found himself admiring the tilted nature of every street, and the free anonymity with which he wandered around. In the States, even then, with his wealth just burgeoning into the upper ranks of the world, it was hard to be in public without at least a few people recognizing him.

Largely, he understood that they recognized him because he kept dating supermodels, and supermodels kept him in the tabloids. Over and over, he told himself to stop—but there was just something so alluring about these unattainable women prostrating themselves before him. 

And, of course, they always did.

A little bored after tasting his fifth free serving of marzipan, he decided to go to a small local showing of Hamlet.

It was all in Spanish, of course, but he was familiar enough with Italian—and so most of the Romantic languages—and a big fan of the play, besides. So, he could follow along.

Playing the role of Ophelia was the most gorgeous brunette he had ever seen. Tall, lithe, and undeniably Spanish from her regal nose and noble jawline.

She had a sort of hot, demure innocence about her—as if she had never once been kissed or held, and yet knew genetically how to make it as hot as possible regardless.

After the show, the actors all chatted with the crowd, answering questions about the play. He found out her name was Carmen. He told her he was a hotel owner, looking for a new location overseas. This wasn't entirely untrue, as Gerald did indirectly own two or three hotels stateside.

An hour later, he was having drinks with her in a bar, and he found all the things she loved—family, dogs, working with children, and acting. 

Two hours after that, in his hotel room, he found out all the things she needed—being taken, being put under his control, being choked while he entered her again and again.

After a week, in the small apartment that she shared with her mother and three brothers, he revealed to her the truth of who he was. After the initial shock at his deception, for which she pummeled his arm ruthlessly, she was rather overjoyed at his exuberant wealth. 

She had big plans for all the good she was going to do with him and all the resources he had access to. With her at his side, he was going to open charities, build expansive and elaborately well-to-do orphanages, encourage local governments to look after the poor and the sick, that sort of thing. Gerald had no problem with any of this, no objections. He liked people—but with business being what it was, he just wasn't able to think about them very often.

But he loved that about Carmen, how she humanized him. The same day that he told her who he really was, he told her he loved her. 

She, of course, reciprocated. 

And then, after another week of making passionate, endlessly hot love in his hotel, spending all his time alone with her as his devoted, eager slave, he had to return to the states. He wanted her to come with him, of course, but she couldn't leave her family behind. 

He told her to bring them along.

“Anything you need,” he said. “Anything at all. Forever. You're taken care of, now. I take care of my own...and everyone you care about is under my care now.”

He insisted on paying for the flight, using a jet and a pilot that he trusted. But she insisted more than he did—in fact, her whole family insisted they pay their own way.

“If we are going to live comfortably with you,” she said to him, “at the very least, we will pay our way there.”

Her flight was Atlantica 877—the biggest navigational disaster in years. Struck by a seemingly random lightning bolt, the plane briefly lost power somewhere near Greenland. But, when power returned after only a few moments, the pilot resumed their path. Or, he tried to. But the lightning bolt had fried the plane's guidance system, and they were led straight into an enormous storm. It just almost managed to land safely on the coast of Maine—but the heavy winds and torrential downpour overpowered the plane's systems and sent it crashing into the waves. 

All of them, dead just like that. He couldn't believe it. He refused to believe it, as a matter of fact, mounting a multi-million dollar rescue operation.

But there were no survivors.

The crash only brought back memories of his parents, of course. And these two points crossed and criss-crossed again, over and over in his mind, forming an impenetrable fence of withholding. He buried himself in his work ever since to hide the pain.

All of this engendered a deep, solid mistrust of the world and its fickle nature within Gerald Sand. Deeply seated inside of him was the severe, certain knowledge that the second he announced he actually loved someone or something that it would be ripped away from him forever. 

And so, he did love Sophia. But he could not tell her that, not any more than he could cut off his own hand. 

All he could do, really, was show her, and love her the same way he loved Carmen. 

Better than he did Carmen, if he had his way.

Chapter 18

At noon on Saturday, after a lengthy visit with a zesty and very well-recovering Elle, she got a text from her Master just as she was entering her car.

Charity ball tonight. Sudden invite for me. You’re coming. Look nice.

A frown and a smile danced for space on her face as she turned the car on to start the air conditioning. Sudden shifts in plans normally weren’t her bag, at all. Sophia benefited from structure. But there was something comforting and awfully hot in knowing that he trusted her enough to look good enough for him on her own with such short notice. 

He wanted her to take it as a complement that he trusted her to look good enough to be a billionaire’s date...and also that she just plain was the billionaire’s date.

And the whole bullshit line about the “sudden invite” wasn’t fooling her for a second. She was his personal assistant, for god’s sake. Perhaps he wanted her to call him on it?

Following the instinct (after all, they had guided her fairly well with him so far), she texted him back:

“Sudden invite?” You don’t even receive invites unless they go through me six weeks in advance. 

His response only took a minute:

What can I say? I felt suddenly compelled to show you off. Aren’t you up to it, slave?

She grinned wickedly.

Yes, Master.

And then the quick response:

Good girl.

Her pussy moistening, Sophia put the car in gear to to make ready at his apartment.

* * * * *
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THREE HOURS LATER, he had landed and arrived at the condo.

“Are you ready?” he called out. “There's going to be a red carpet, photos and all of that, so make sure you're arranged.”

A red carpet? God. That was anxiety-spurring. Thank god she had gone out of her way to look perfect for him, just because he told her to already. 

Holding her breath, she stepped out from the bathroom where she had been touching up her make-up, hoping she was dressed nice like he wanted.

Her gown was sparkling and violet, hugging her sexy curves all the way down her body. A corseted top framed her hourglass figure, sheer sides showing off her sexy bronze skin. Her shoulders stayed bare but for a loose dark mink fur shawl connected with a jeweled clasp over her hot cleavage. Slits on the gown ran up on either side up to the halfway point of her thighs, showing off just enough leg to let everyone know that, yes indeed, her gams were as gorgeous as the rest of her.

Her lusciously long dark hair was arranged in an elaborate double French braid that cascaded down one naked shoulder.

And, of course, she wore the diamond necklace he gave her—as she thought he would have wanted.

“You,” he said, shaking his head in admiration, “are a dream.”

He gave her a quick kiss and rushed to put on a tuxedo. He was ready within ten minutes—which Sophia would never get used to.

Within such a short time, he looked as sexy as a man possibly could, ever, without being completely naked. She had to work all afternoon to be as attractive as him.

But, as he hooked her on his arm, she decided she didn't care. It was nice, in a way, to work so much just to look nice because he told her to. It was so hot, still, following orders for him.

Downstairs, an entire security team surrounded his town car. Eight men, each of them large and carrying large guns.

“This is Dave,” said Sand, pointing out the biggest and burliest of the group. He was, in fact, the biggest and burliest man Sophia had ever seen.

Dave had a thick, dark handlebar mustache and burn scars down his right shoulder and hand. But when he smiled at her, it was full of warmth, not malice.

“Lovely to meet you, ma'am. We'll keep you safe.”

Sand ushered her into the back of the town car, and they were alone.

“Safe?” she asked. “Was that ever in question?”

Sand shrugged. “You don't get to be where I am without people at least wondering what it would be like if you were dead.” He pointed in front and behind of the town car, where the security team was loading up into two big, black SUVs. “They help people wonder less during my time in public.”

She shook her head. “Why haven't you been using them already?”

“Oh,” he shrugged. “They're always around. But I didn't want them to spook you. I told them to hang back a bit.”

“But they don't know...about you and me and...”

“How you're my perfect fuckslave?”

She blushed, pushing hard against him. But she nodded.

“No,” he said. “they don't know that.”

For the rest of the ride, she simply snuggled hard against him, enjoying his eyes on her. She was his decoration...and she enjoyed this bit of status with him.

Finally, they arrived. Outside, there was a bit of a red carpet, as he had warned her. Men and women lined the sides of the velvet ropes with cameras in their hands. Maybe twenty yards to make it through the door. He assured her that he didn't enjoy these sorts of photo ops, and would be walking as quickly as possible past it all.

“Two things,” he said, grabbing her hand before they exited the town car. 

“Yes?”

“These people inside are...carnivorous. Be careful with them.”

It was an odd warning. She wasn't sure what he meant. But she could listen and obey.

“Yes, Sir. And the other thing?”

“You can’t be my personal assistant inside.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“Too many questions. Too much attention. Make something up.”

“Make what up?”

“You’re a clever girl,” he said, opening the door. “You’ll figure something out.”

For a brief moment, she was mad at him. 

She understood that, yes, probably, he felt she was more than capable of coming up with something. And that flattered her, that he thought so much of her intellect and improvisational ability. But at the same time...the car ride was twenty minutes long, for Pete’s sake! Give a girl some breathing room!

Unless...

Unless, it was punishment?

For whatever reason, she felt like he could sense that she was keeping something from him. Of course, he didn't know about Todd, but it wasn’t beyond him to guess that there was some kind of tumultuous activity in her love life.

So, as they stepped out onto the red carpet, the camera shutters sounding off like ten thousand mechanical birds, her mind raced.

As best she could, she waylaid the suspicion of his suspicions. She couldn't control such things anyway.

She tried instead to think of all the possible ways she could know Sand. Or rather, that a person could know Sand.

The charity for the night was some very specific kind of gland cancer that Sophia hadn't heard of. Several thousand people were affected—though of course none of them were invited. This was a ball for the rich and the few that the rich decided to bring along. 

Inside the convention hall where the ball was held, all the men wore tuxedos, all the women had on beautiful evening gowns and furs. Sophia noted with satisfaction that at the very least, she looked as though she fit in. 

The inside of the center was incredibly opulent. Enormous, ornate chandeliers hung down from the ceiling every dozen feet or so. Shrimp and caviar were served on small trays held by a veritable army of waiters. The tables had silk tablecloths, though no one sat at them. Everyone was just standing and drinking champagne.

“Why isn't anyone sitting down?” she asked Sand.

He shrugged. “No one really eats at these things. The tables are for when the old guard gets too drunk and want to start swapping stories.”

“The old guard?”

His hand gripped and re-gripped on her hip. “Old billionaires. Inheritors of billions, making billions more.”

That was the kind of crowd she was in now. It seemed beyond her, somehow. 

She knew nothing about billionaires or how they lived, really. All she knew was Sand. He didn't seem to have any opinions on her class, but everyone that looked at her seemed to carry with their gaze a heavy dose of condescension. It confused Sophia...and it frightened her when she thought of her prospects with Sand.

“Come on,” he said, guiding her over to a group of women. “I want to introduce you to someone.”

“This is Bill and Anna Sanders,” he said, showing her to a young handsome man and his lovely wife. “They're the ones taking all my money to run for office next year.”

“You say 'taking,'” said Bill with a grin. “I say 'stealing wholeheartedly.'”

Everyone laughed. 

“Who is this lovely date you have tonight, Gerald?” Anna asked. 

Her voice was lilted and heavy, the kind that Sophia had only heard before in black-and-white movies about private detectives.

Sophia held out a hand. “Sharon Page,” she said. It was a simple name, something she could remember. 

“That's just lovely, dear,” said Anna. 

And then Gerald and Bill were talking, with she and Anna drifting to the background, expected only to smile attentively. Sophia had crafted an entire backstory for Sharon Page—she was the daughter of expatriates from Slovenia who managed to escape the Iron Curtain and start a bottling business in Latin America...but for nothing. 

These people didn't care at all who she was. She was just someone next to Sand. 

In a way, she supposed she enjoyed that—being Sand's property. But at the same time, she was still existing, she still mattered enough to just hold a decent conversation, right?

After two more minutes, Sand led her through the crowd with her dangling on his arm. She tried to let herself have fun, drinking away at a flute of champagne that had been brought around on a tray by a waiter. He introduced her to an enterprising old software magnate and his congenial old wife, Greta.

“And who's this?” asked Greta. 

What the hell, she figured, taking a long drought of champagne. These people didn't care.

“Maria Marmalada,” said Sophia.

“Marmalada? That's a lovely name.”

“Yes,” said Sophia. “You've heard of marmalade?”

“Of course!”

“Well, my family makes it.”

Sand's sudden snort of laughter turned into an impromptu coughing session while he regained his composure.

The rest of the night went something like that. Maria Marmalada lasted for about three more encounters and another glass of wine and a half. Sophia found herself caring less and less about what everyone there thought—you were only someone to them if you had something they could take.

She became:

“Yolanda Cruise. My mother owns three cruise lines.”

“Rebecca Statesman. My uncle is a senator and a judge.”

“Veronica Fork. My father invented the fork.”

With each new name, Sand could not stop chuckling. Most people were perfectly clueless as to her lies or—more likely—not actually interested in anything she had to say. Nothing that Sophia said or did would likely ever raise her status in their eyes.

After an hour or so of this, she extricated herself from the line of sycophants rushing to meet Sand, and slipped off to the bar at the edge of the floor. It was nearly abandoned. Sitting there alone was a petite, dark-haired woman with heavy glasses. She was staring at her scotch as if she wanted to dive into it.

“So who're you?” the woman asked, clearly a bit drunk. “Billionaire Gerald Sand doesn't go around with just anybody.”

“My name's Candy Stripes,” said Sophia wryly. “Gerald just picked me up from the club. He's gonna take me back there later, make it rain, do some blow with me, all that jazz.”

The woman looked Sophia up and down and gave her a disbelieving laugh. “Okay, jeez. Sorry.”

Leaning up against the bar next to her, Sophia gave her an apologetic look. “No, I'm sorry. It's just...this whole thing is...stressful.”

She nodded. “It is. I'm Harriet Hussman.”

“The editorialist?”

Downing her drink, she hiccuped a bit and laughed. “The one and only. “

“I've read your stuff! Your article on the banking system a few months ago was...wow! I loved it!”

“Well,” said Harriet. “You were alone, I'm afraid. They've moved me to gossip. I've no idea why. I'm terrible at gossip. I make most of it up.”

Suddenly, Sophia became afraid. It must have shown on her face.

“Oh, don't worry about me, sweetie. Billionaires with beautiful ladies on their arms isn't hot news for me, really. Now, if you were a hot guy...”

A small wave of relief washed over Sophia. “That's good to hear. At least there's one place where it's okay not to be of note.”

Harriet stood up a bit, surprised. “Oh, you figured it out already?”

“What do you mean?”

“You're not part of this crowd. Can't you see?” She clearly thought Sophia took offense. “I don't mean anything by that, of course. But look around you—this is all old-hat to them. They don't care about any of this. Or about people, really. It's all a game to them, ways to create more wealth and own more people. That's the only thing that matters to a millionaire, billionaire, any of them. Controlling people. And once they're done controlling you and don't have to try to do it, boop! They're gone. I'm just glad the revolution's coming.”

Harriet's words struck right at the core of Sophia, the fear generated by this entire ordeal. That Sand, like the rest of them, would be done with her soon.

As if bidden by her thoughts, Sand approached then. 

“Hello, Harriet,” he said, reserved.

“Mr. Gerald!” Harriet exclaimed drunkenly. “What a surprise. Who knew that you would actually be here while your date was too? Are you sure you don't have another date squirreled away in a corner somewhere?”

Suddenly, Sophia realized there was a history between them. It was written on both of their faces. Sand looked pained.

“Jealousy looks bad on you, Harriet.” He shook his head, taking Sophia's arm. “I wouldn't have expected you to react so poorly. I hope you feel better soon.”

Sand's hand slip up the back of Sophia's dress, pressing hard against her pussy behind the bar. 

“Time to go,” he whispered in her ear.

* * * * *
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“YOU LOOK SO FUCKING beautiful in that dress,” Sand whispered in her ear as they rode up the elevator.

“Thank you, Master.”

Sophia did her best to ignore all the trepidation that the night formed. 

He kissed her sweetly on the lips, the neck. When she didn't moan or coo like usual, he pulled back

“What is it?”

She shook her head. “Nothing.”

“No, there is something. I feel like there has been for a while. What is it?”

Sophia's jaw worked, trying to formulate the thought. “It's nothing. It's just that was...odd. Being there so suddenly. And having to deal with all those people who I didn't know, and who clearly gave no shits about me, and...”

He laughed suddenly. 

She blushed angrily. “What?”

“You think they didn't care about you? Sophia, every woman in there was drooling with jealousy over the way you look. And, not to be immodest, but who you were with.”

“Oh.”

“If they dismissed you? It's because making you small makes you less threatening to them. And they should feel threatened, because you left all of them in the dust.”

He kissed her again, and this time she kissed him back. The hottest girl at the ball. She liked that. His hot girl at the ball, his hot trophy to show off, better than all the other trophies. 

She couldn't stop loving the thought of that, no matter what. Her lips crushed against his, her need quickly picking back up. 

Soon, they made it to his enormous California king-sized bed—her expensive gown torn apart from Sand's desire. 

“I want you so bad,” he groaned, pushing on top of her, his hardness rubbing up her naked thighs. “I need you. I need my slave.”

Her heart melted, all thoughts from the ball totally gone. “Yes,” she moaned. “I need you too!”

His thick, perfect length entered inside of her, and he pulled her body tight to his. His strong muscles crushed her frame, trapping her and guiding back and forth on his cock as he pistoned into her cunt.

And then, suddenly, his hands wrapped around her throat. Instantly, she thought of her suspicions earlier. Was this some payback? Was he teaching her a lesson for keeping something from him?

“H-hey,” she tried to breath out. “Th-that’s...that’s...”

But his face was full of the same furious passion as ever, lost in the throes of his lust even as he gripped her throat harder. It became hard to breath—and in fact harder and harder by the second. 

With some dread, she remembered his online profile—the insisting that she loved breath play. She thought she was open to it, but this was...this was not play. This was choking the fuck out of her. 

And even as terrifying as it was to feel his strong grip close, it made her entire body vibrate with bliss.

She wanted to call out, tell him to stop or slow down, but he wasn't listening. He stared at her with such intensity that she was truly afraid if she said anything, he would choke even harder.

Fuck, but if she was so scared then why was she so fucking wet?

“M-Master...” she called out weakly, barely able to form a whisper. “Master...”

The breath continued to leave her, his thick, veiny shaft filling her up like never before. She thought again of Harriet's warning—as soon as he had controlled her enough, he would just get rid of her. 

For several seconds, genuinely had no idea if he was going to kill her or not. And with as good as it felt, as hot as he continued to drill into her, she had no idea if she cared or not. It was twisted, hellish kind of heaven from one blissful stroke of his dick to the next.

“I'm gonna cum, slave,” he moaned, bringing up his other hand now, gripping her throat so tight. “Gonna cum for my slave.”

His face came right next to hers, breath pushing hard into her face. She could only moan, her body a torrent of slick hot need and desperate fear. 

Finally, mercifully, he exploded inside of her and his grip relinquished off her throat. It felt so good—like returning from the dead. She gasped hard for breath, coughing and shaking her head. 

She had to get out of there.

Quickly, she slipped out from under him, pacing around the room, holding her naked breasts tight.

“Come back to bed,” he said, his voice sluggish. “That was hot. I want to hold you. You were perfect.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, putting her things together—the outfit from earlier that day. “I’m sorry. I just...I just...that was really...I just...”

She was shaking, unable to form even one coherent sentence.

He got up on the bed, holding out a hand. 

“Slave, come here,” he said. 

It took all of her willpower not to obey him immediately. She bit her lip, looking at his outstretched hand, wanting to trust him so much. 

But maybe this was all just a game to him. Maybe he would just choke her and use her and throw her away. Or maybe he’d actually go through with it—maybe once he found out she'd do it whenever he liked, he’d actually kill her next time? 

It was a stupid, stubborn, terrible thought to have. But she couldn't make it go away. Maybe it would be different if he loved her, if he would tell her...but that wasn't the case.

God, what if Todd was right, and it was only sickos and weirdos who dug this sort of thing?

Somehow she found herself with all her clothes on. Sand looked at her, scared and vulnerable. She hated herself, hated her reaction, but she couldn't stop it.

“Okay, I'm gonna get going. I um, will call you? Right? Yes. Or you will me? Okay. Okay!”

And she fled.

Chapter 19

Early Sunday morning, still groggy from the unsettling sleep after her awkward-scary experience the night before, Sophia got a call. 

She wasn't able to reach her phone in time—but after crawling out of bed and listening to the message, she found out that Elle was getting out of the hospital early. Way, way earlier, as a matter of fact, than anyone expected.

So, an hour later, Sophia met her just at the entrance of the hospital, with the orderlies already wheeling Elle out. Her family was, of course, nowhere to be found.

Not for the first time, and probably not for the last time, Sophia reflected again on how she didn’t quite understand Elle’s family and their stodgy hatred of Elle’s alternative lifestyle. Sophia, safe within the confines of Sand’s grip, had found herself embracing it more and more.

Even now, with Sand scaring her a bit, she found that Elle's courage to embrace new adventures sexually was a gift much more than it was anything else.

Truth be told, if she had half a second to think about it, being choked like that hadn't been that bad...

But no. She had to focus on her friend. Overhead, the sun was shining, not a cloud in the sky. The temperature was a nice, cool seventy degrees, and Sophia felt more than comfortable in her jeans and hoodie combination. It felt nice wearing something so casual after the day before with all the pageantry.

Greeting Elle with a smile, Sophia leaned in and gave her a gentle hug.

“How are you feeling?”

“Oh, I’m okay.” Elle shrugged, and then grimaced. “It only hurts when I breathe.”

In Elle’s lap was an enormous bouquet, layered with roses, daises, daffodils—literally every kind of flower that Sophia knew a name for.

“Where did you get those?” Sophia asked. 

She was afraid, for a moment, that Sand had sent them. One more thing to be indebted to him for.

“Oh, these?” Elle leaned in and took a sniff. “Todd sent me these.”

“Todd sent you flowers from Europe?”

“Well, he sent me flowers, and he was in Europe at the time. But they’re not like, you know, European flowers.”

“Right. But still! Wow!”

“Yeah, he was really concerned when he heard. He said he was super proud of you for threatening to cut off so many people’s heads.”

Sophia rolled her eyes. Then, she thought for a moment about what Elle said.

“You talked to him?” 

Elle shrugged. “He called me. I was bored. I think he wanted to test the waters with you. You know he gets back later today?”

Long and low, a sigh chugged out of Sophia's body. One more reason to be stressed out.

“Ugh,” said Elle. “I guess you do. I guess I shouldn't have told him how all you talked about while he was gone was sucking his cock?”

“I did not!”

Elle laughed mischievously.

“You're such a troublemaker.” Sophia shook her head. “Okay, let’s drive you home. Do you need the wheel chair?”

“No, no. They said I would be fine without it. It’s just...getting back in a car.”

“Oh,” said Sophia, nodding. “Right. I’m sorry. We can um...”

There was really no getting around it. There was no way they could walk, and every way back to Elle’s home involved lots of highway.

“It’s all right,” said Elle, seeing the concern swelling on Sophia’s face. “Really. Just drive slow, okay?

Sophia did. Forty-five minutes later, she was helping Elle back up into her apartment. Elle lived in a small house on the south side of the city. The houses were small and close together, with gravel alleys connecting the backyards of houses on parallel streets. It used to be, everyone in that area worked at the factory—but the factory had closed down. Now, Sophia had the distinct and grating feeling that she would get shot at any moment. It was sort of like the air was permanently licking a battery.

“God,” said Elle, stepping into the stuffy air of the small three-room studio apartment. “It feels like I’ve been on a vacation, you know? Like a bad, bad vacation.”

“I’m sorry,” said Sophia, immediately feeling responsible. “I should have swung by and turned on the air for you. I didn’t even think of it.”

“It’s fine. Don’t sweat it. Could you turn it on now, though?”

Elle plopped herself down on the couch as Sophia turned the A/C low, just how Elle liked it.

“Are you going to be okay by yourself?”

“The doctor said I would be fine. That physical therapist that you found for me...he’s just a dream. He’ll be coming over tomorrow around noon, and I should be back at work the week after that.”

“That’s great!”

“The funny thing is, though...every time I ask him about payment, he says it’s been taken care of.”

Sophia put a hand to her face. It was time to come clean.

“Elle...do you remember how I told you how I was um, fucking a billionaire?”

Elle slapped her on the arm. “No way! You got him to pay for my bill?”

Her lovely face lit up at the sudden juicy bit of gossip—and then another grimace of pain shot through her.

“Oh god. Please don’t excite me like that.”

It was impossible not to blush. 

The lovely blonde laughed and rolled her head back on the couch. “I can't believe it. You're whoring out the billionaire. Or he's whoring you out.”

“Nobody's whoring anybody.” Her voice became very cold and distant. Elle noticed immediately, of course.

“What's wrong?” Elle asked. “You've been like, chipper all week. Now you're down after your big date with him yesterday?”

Uncertain, but needing Elle's comfort and advice, Sophia dished.

When she was finished with all of it—the high society ball and all the snobbery, the choking—Elle nodded.

“It seems like,” Elle began, “and this is me just reading what you're giving off, but it seems like you really think you just can't exist in the world that he wants to have.”

Sophia nodded. “I think you're right.”

Sophia took a long drink of water.

“Todd comes home later today, Elle, and I know he wants to get back together, and I...” Sophia put her hand in her face. “I just...I don’t know what to do!”

“Do you...do you love him?”

Sophia didn’t know if Elle was talking about Todd or Sand. Either way, the answer was the same.

“I don’t know. I thought so.”

Elle was quiet for a long time. Then she leaned forward.

“Do you want to hear something screwed up?”

Sophia put her water glass down. “Sure.”

“Okay, here it is. That shrapnel that went through my shoulder? The doctor told me right before I walked out of the room that if it had been just one inch to the right...I would have died. I would have been dead before I even got to the hospital. Some artery or another loops through there.”

“That’s awful. I’m so sorry, Elle.”

“Thanks...but that’s not what I was going for. It’s just, like, I know you’ve been enjoying seeing Sand, and as a matter of fact, I’ve never seen you so happy, but babe...”

“What?”

“I mean...and I say this knowing I’m the one who told you to go for it with him, okay? I know I said that. But life is too short to break your own heart and to not go all the way with the one you chose.

“I don't know who you should choose, really. But you've made two choices now. And only you can decide what's really going to make you happy. And I know you can do that, Sophia. I know you're smart enough for that.”

Elle's hand slid over Sophia's.

“No matter what,” said Elle, squeezing Sophia's hand. “I'm here for you, babe.”

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, THE SUN marched on down the sky. In the middle of the city, there was a strange lull of activity, and distantly, crickets sounded off from the park where they had gathered. 

She met Todd at their old date place, a small cafe behind the city library.

Already sitting down, waiting on her with his weight pressed forward on anxious elbows, he lit up when he saw her. Wearing khaki pants and a tight collared shirt, he looked ruffled and handsome, as usual. 

“Hey!” He stood up and quickly gave her a hug. 

Strangely grateful for his presence, she hugged him back.

“Hey,” she said.

“Are you okay?”

She nodded. “Yeah, yeah of course. I've just had a long weekend, and it was...” she shrugged. “Well, it was sort of made longer because this was at the end of it.”

Before Todd could respond, the waiter came by. They each ordered a latte, and the waiter slipped back inside the cafe.

“How was your trip?” she asked, trying to be amiable.

“It was...it was really good. It was...” he made a face. “Look, can I be straight with you?”

“Of course.”

“I'd really like it if we could just skip the whole part of this conversation where we pretend not to know what we're gonna talk about, and instead we can just talk about it?”

“Okay.”

The waiter came back with their lattes. Steam rose up off of the cups, floating up into nothingness above the two.

“I miss you,” said Todd. “I want to be with you. I want us to be back together.”

And there it was.

“I just...Todd. I don’t know. You hurt me. You really, really hurt me. Do you understand that?”

“I do.” He nodded, clearly pained. “I think I do. I mean, I was just trying to do what was best for us in the long run. And it worked, didn’t it? I found out how I really wanted to be only with you. You’re my girl, Sophie. I’m your guy. We belong together. We were still engaged this whole time. It’s just...not dormant anymore.”

Sophia had a hard time looking him in the eyes. He seemed so earnest and open. He seemed...changed, somehow.

“I just...you breached my trust, Todd. Like, by a lot.”

“I know, love. I know it, I do. And I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you, I swear. I want to be by your side from now on, through thick and thin. No matter what. I want to be yours.”

He reached a hand across the table, clearly expecting for her to do the same.

She didn't know what to say. What did you really say, when someone opened up like that to you? The only thing she could really do was sip at her latte and bide her time.

“Okay, so I was in Spain, all right?”

He was starting a story, by way of explaining. He was fond of this sort of thing. Sophia nodded to encourage him. 

“Okay,” he said. “Spain. I was in Seville. They've got these roofs there, these crazy red-shingle roofs all over the middle of the city. And the further out you go, the less there are. But in the middle, they have all these crazy roofs, and these spindly streets, and nowhere goes where you think it's supposed to. And I was wondering through there late one night and then bam, I run into this enormous cathedral. The 'catedral.' The biggest piece of Gothic architecture in Europe, right? And there's this little old couple—and it's late, like two in the morning—this little old couple and they're just sitting down on a bench in front of this enormous freaking cathedral, staring up at it. This thing is so huge it's sinking into the ground actively. And these two little old man and wife are just looking at it, but they're not really. 

“They just want to be together. They want to be experiencing life with one another. And that's what I want with you. I saw them, and I thought about them all night long, and I bought a ticket the next day to get back here with you. And I'm sorry, I am, that it took me so long to put all of that in the right way. But it's you I want, Sophie. You.”

It was, perhaps, the most she had heard Todd ever say without being interrupted. 

Despite herself and her hard-won cynicism, a little tear had formed in her eyes. 

Thinking of Sand, thinking of her terror from the night before, Sophia nodded. 

She gripped Todd's hand.

“Okay,” she said. “Let's give it a try.”

Smiling, he leaned across the table and kissed her briefly. She accepted the kiss, leaned into it. 

For a minute, they just held each other's hands. She had to blink away several tears, doing her best to refuse their existence.

Apropos of nothing, Todd said, “And hey, so, remember our sort of, like, open door policy for sex?”

Uh oh. Cautiously, Sophia nodded. 

“Well look, like we agreed, no questions asked. I’m not gonna ask about anything. And I'm not saying like, we have to rush home and have sex or anything. I know you need time, or whatever. I understand that. I just meant...like, you remember how like, you were sort of into domination stuff?”

Sophia raised an eyebrow. This was a surprise. “Yes?”

“Well I kind of toyed around with that a little bit. Anyway, if you were interested, we could do some, maybe?”

Every cynical, hard-edged part of Sophia was screaming at her not to trust him. 

But an equally strong part—or perhaps stronger—was her schoolgirl crush of him, who wanted her first love to be her only love, who wanted to have that college sweetheart workout just like it was supposed to in a movie. This schoolgirl crush Sophia wanted to reunite with her long lost lover and make him feel home and wonderful again. 

He asked her to marry him, after all. He loved her. Could Sand say the same? Would he ever?

It was beyond her, living in his world. All those socialites and parasites feeding off his sides. She didn’t think she would ever be able to handle it. 

And somewhere in her decision-making process was Sand, that passion-furious look on his face, his hands closing around her neck...

...and Todd would never, ever even think of going there with her.

Chapter 20

Todd spent the night at a friend's house—she wasn't quite ready to have him over yet. But they made plans to reunite the next day. 

Sand messaged and phoned her constantly. Every hour, on the hour, either a message or a phone call, until midnight on Sunday. 

Monday morning she woke up, not even able to read Sand's messages. She didn't know if she had the willpower to resist anything he said. 

Of course, she had made no mention of Sand to Todd—other than to say that's who she worked for now. Todd was impressed.

She went to work that day dressed conservatively—black pants and a white blouse and dark jacket. For once, she felt odd drawing stares.

And even that was odd—this new oddness. Only a few weeks ago, it would have been perfectly normal to feel odd drawing stares. Now it was extra-odd to try not to.

Traffic managed to not be that bad, for once, and she made it into work at five past six in the morning. She was able, as a matter of fact, to beat Sand in. She knew because he showed up just a little bit after her—looking dashingly handsome as always in his suit, wearing a blue tie today—with a stern look on his face.

“Inside,” he said, walking past her. “Two minutes.”

For the entire two minutes, her heart wrenched. Julie walked by, giving her a quizzical look. Obviously, Sophie looked terrified. Almost, Sophia thought Julie would come over and talk to her—and so, hiding, she slipped inside Sand's office.

Straight into the lion's den.

He stood up as she approached, circling around the immense mass of his wooden desk. He was just getting off the phone.

“Important calls already?”

“I was informing the Gazette to move Harriet Hussman back to her editorial column. She and I were...involved, once upon a time. Her editors thought it was good move, then, for her to be in charge of gossip. But it just makes her miserable.”

“Oh.”

“Anyway, not important.” He put the phone down, his voice calm and measured. “I know what you’ve been doing.”

“Y-you do?”

He nodded sagely. “You want me to punish you, is that it? You want me to spank you for being a bad girl and not answering my calls.”

Fuck.

Yes.

Oh god fuck yes she did.

But...but no. No, she couldn’t. Her knees quivered.

“I’ll play along,” he said with a smile. “I'll give you the spanking you deserve. But first, I’d like to get something important out of the way.” 

He sat down on the edge of his huge tree-stump desk, and for a moment he didn’t quite look her in the eyes. And then, as if he couldn’t live with himself if he didn’t apologize properly, he did—his dark gaze meeting hers.

“I want to apologize to you, Sophia. I need you to know that I understand that I must have scared you Saturday night. That wasn’t very good of me. I misunderstood your range of expertise...your willingness in certain areas. I am not disappointed in you—but in myself, for not communicating to you better.”

“Oh,” she said quietly. Now, it was her who couldn’t meet his gaze. “That’s all right. I understand.”

“Next time, we'll take it slower. I have no problem with that. But it is something that I think...” he pushed a hand through his hair. “It's something I want you to keep trying. That's important to me.”

She just didn't know if she could ever make his hands wrapped around her throat important to her like it was to him. She didn't think she could ever relish the thought of his strong, strong grip holding her frail little neck harder and harder, thrusting into her harder and harder, her body being completely used by him in ways she could barely begin to imagine...

Oh. Oh my. Was she doing that now?  A hot flush slid up her neck.

“Come here,” he said, beckoning her with his fingers. “I want us to make up.”

She wanted to. Oh god, she wanted to so bad. 

“I...” she swallowed. “I don’t know that that’s such a good idea now.”

He smiled, as if she was joking. “Oh? And why not?”

“I just...it’s my fiancé. He’s home, now. And I want...I want to try to be with him.”

His eyes widened. He looked as if he was going to speak, and then he closed his mouth.

Walking over to the edge of his office, he shook his head. His hands placed firmly behind his back. 

“You have a fiancé.”

Her voice was very small. “Yes.”

“You had some plan, I assume, for telling me this?”

“Yes.”

“And this was not how you wanted it?”

“No. I don’t know.” Tears sparkled in her brilliant green eyes. “Sir, I am so, so sorry. I was just flying by autopilot. You were so hot, and so good, but you really scared me and I still love him and I don’t know what to do...I’m sorry, Sir. I really am.”

Several times, he opened his mouth. Angry responses, sad responses, demanding responses. She saw them form on his face and then be thrown away—not good enough. 

Finally, he said, “Am I still your Master, Sophia?”

He was going straight to the heart of the matter. Her heart burst with need. Oh god—she wanted to say yes with all that she had! She wanted to drop down to her knees and beg his forgiveness. 

He was everything to her, everything!

Except...except he wasn’t. There was still such a large part of her that lived a different way. And there was so much inertia there that was hard to overcome. How much momentum did it take to reject a whole life lived a certain way?

Was it more momentum than she could muster? Drawing her shoulders in and hunching down, she tried to make herself as small as possible—smaller than she already felt in his commanding presence.

Sand looked perturbed by her lack of response.

“I’d like you to kiss me, Sophia.”

Slowly, silently, she shook her head, not able to look him in the eyes.

He faced her completely and pushed his jacket open. Then, he unzipped the fly to his pants.

“This is your very last chance, Sophia. Slave.” His voice gnawing over that last word. “Do as I say. Come over here, and suck me off, obediently, like a good girl. And I’ll forget any of this ever happened. I’ll know you’re my good slave. I’ll know you’ll forget all about this fiancé of yours—who I’m sure doesn’t deliver what you want. What you need. You’ll be punished fairly, in a way I promise you’ll enjoy. But you have to come here, now.”

Sophia took a deep, painful breath. She blinked back several tears.

“I’m so sorry, Ma—” she stopped. “Mister Sand. I’m so sorry. But I can’t. I can’t. I have to try with my fiancé I’m so, so sorry. You were so good to me. So incredible. You’re so...so wonderful. But I can’t.”

He looked embarrassed now. Truly surprised. For a moment, despair crossed over his handsome features—and she thought he might actually cry. She had never felt worse about herself or anything in her life than she did at that moment. Then, rage replaced his anguish...and then a cool, calm mask slipped over that. 

The control, he had. For Sand, everything was about control.

“Fine, then,” turning his back. “Be a whore for him. See if I care.”

It was such a childish thing to say—that “see if I care.” She knew she had pained him. Her soul screamed in anguish at causing this beautiful, complicated man any hurt at all. She felt like she was burning a stained glass window. 

“I c-can...I’ll understand if you want to fire me...” she began.

“No. I can’t fire you, as you’ve done nothing wrong. You’re following your silly little heart around. Do not color me surprised. But do not expect advancement here, ever. Nor should you expect any help with your friend’s hospital bills.”

“But you said—”

“I said I would do anything for my slave.” He looked up from his paperwork. “You don’t really fit the description anymore, do you? Maybe send your friend in to suck my cock. I’m sure she could do as good a job as you. Any woman could, really.”

With that, she ran out of the room, rushing to the bathroom. And for the first time since being hired and setting about her elaborate plan to solve her entire life, she didn’t touch herself, her mind wasn’t on fire with lust. All she wanted to do—and all she did—was break down and cry.

Chapter 21

A week later—after a few earnest dates that quickly picked up to her and Todd's former intensity—Todd moved in with her.

It was a decision made by both of them, and they were both happy about it.

Sophia was happy about the decision. She was. In a couple of weeks, they would re-plan the wedding. She could use lots of the same old materials. Her wedding dress definitely still fit. 

It was early in the evening on Monday when Todd arrived, holding just a couple of boxes. She took them out of his hands and set them down on the porch. Having spent the whole day with Sand's constant anger, she was quietly desperate to lose herself in something good. So, wanting to make Todd feel like a man and give him a happy homecoming welcome, she leapt into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist, pressing her mouth against his. 

He entertained this for all of about two seconds. 

“Hey babe, come on,” he said, putting her down. “Not in public, yeah?”

Still smiling, she tugged him along, burying her face in his neck and delivering soft little kisses.

In the glass reflection of his nearby car, though, she caught a glimpse of his face—apologetic, he looked like.

“I’m sorry,” his look said. “I just don’t know what’s gotten into this girl. Maybe you could tell me?”

Struggling with everything she had, she tried not to think of how Sand would never think such things.

Sand would own her, right there in front of the house. He would take her by the shoulder and guide her down while he fucked her face. The back of her head knocking against the nearby trashcan. Passers-by tripping over her heels, gaping at his complete control over her body.

Sand would turn her inside out with need before fucking her proper like she deserved.

No. No. She couldn’t focus on that.

She had to focus on Todd. He was important. He was her man, now. He...he always had been.

“Let's just get me moved inside, yeah?”

He picked up his boxes and she followed him up, admiring the cute curve of his butt.

Once inside, Sophia again tried to kiss him...and again, fastidiously, Todd pushed her away after only a few seconds.

“I’m sorry, babe,” he said. “I’m just so hungry, is all. I hope that’s okay.”

“No, of course,” she said. “Eat, eat! There's pasta leftover in the fridge?”

That sounded great to him. As he ate, she listened to him regale her with stories from his trip. He had traveled all over Germany, France, Italy, and Belgium as well as Spain, a couple of days in each place.

Finally, though, he finished eating. He stood up then, and held his hand out.

“Come here,” he said.

He kissed her roughly, holding her tight. Now that was more like it. She didn’t even know Todd had it in him.

Taking her down the hall to the bed, his lips stayed on hers. For several hot, wonderful moments, their breaths moved in tandem.  

He pushed her on the bed and stripped off her pants. Then, grinning, he slipped down between her legs. 

“Oh, baby,” she moaned.

Grunting happily, he began to lap at her pussy just like he used to. Oh god, that was nice. He was so fucking good at that.

His tongue slid up and down around her hot clit. Up and down, up and down, making a perfect hot rhythm.

“Please get inside me,” she moaned. “Please do it...please. Please!”

With an appreciative growl, Todd finished his licking and climbed up on her body. Finally he entered her. His strokes were fast, frequent, almost desperate.

But, they were both so excited from the foreplay that he lasted only a few minutes before cumming hard inside of her.

“Good?”

She moaned happily, so glad to have given her man pleasure. It was, she thought fervently, very good. It had to be good. 

He was her man, now.

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, LATE IN the evening, Sophia stared at her lovely form, wondering what she could do to improve.

She was going to make this work with Todd. She didn’t care how it happened. There was a solution, somewhere, and she was dedicated to finding it and pursuing it with everything she had. 

So. While Todd lounged down on the couch, decompressing after his welcoming and the unpacking of his boxes, she made ready.

She put on her hottest pair of lingerie that she could find—that she hadn’t put on for Sand, of course. 

Red, she picked red. That was romantic, right?

Her long legs were covered in sexy lace stockings with roses sewn into the material. The bra had fluffy, lace roses as well—the kind that made the bra impossible to wear in any kind of outfit, as they would stick through the material of a top. It was purely made to wear for lingerie, purely made for fucking. Her panties were white and red, the same as the bra.

And, not able to resist trying just a bit, she slipped a red silk collar on. It had a gold ring that fit over the nape of her neck. Distantly, she imagined Todd tugging her by it.

She looked at herself in the mirror—gorgeous. Her dark glossy hair contrasted sexily with the lingerie. He wouldn’t be able to resist her...she hoped.

“Babe?” he called. “Can you grab me a beer?”

She arrived, sliding one hand up the doorway. “I can, if that’s what you really want.”

Sophia did her best to use her sexy voice, the one that advertised sex just almost as much as her outfit did.

“It is,” he said. “That’s why I said it. So can you—”

He stopped, looking at her.

“Oh,” said Todd, eyes wide. “Man. Wow. That is...hello.”

“Hello,” she purring, strutting away from the door to move toward him. “I want to fuck my husband-to-be,” she moaned in his ear, bending over at the waist. “I want to fuck him so bad. I need to.”

“Yeah,” he breathed. “God. Yeah. You're so hot.”

It pained her to be so clear about what she wanted—but she couldn’t stand the thought of his slow, anxious lovemaking at that moment. All she wanted was dick—given to her furious, hard, and fast.

Taking heart from his mention of his willingness to be dominant, she continued her path.

He stood up again, taking her back to the bad just how he had before.

Sliding down to go down on her, he kissed her tanned thighs once more.

“W-wait,” she said, a little reluctant to stop his hot licking abilities. “Couldn’t you...I mean...would you fuck my mouth, instead? You know...dominate me?”

“You don’t like it when I lick you?”

“No, I mean...yes. I love it! It’s just...I really want my man to fuck my mouth.”

He grinned. “Don’t have to tell me twice, babe.”

She pushed herself backwards on the bed for him, so that he could grab the headboard as he needed. Crawling up over on top of her ample breasts, he slipped his cock into her mouth. 

He slipped in and out, in and out. His length was thick and meaty. The taste, salty, like good sweat. Hot and filling.

Desperately, she wanted to feel him spank her, somehow. Or slap her tits. Just lightly—at first. Just a bit. Maybe she could work him up to it.

Just as she had worked up the courage to ask, though, he slipped out of her mouth and down her body. 

“I’d like to fuck you proper, now.”

“Yes,” she breathed, trying her best to sound enthused.

Quickly, unceremoniously, he moved down and slipped inside of her. He was very hard already—and only getting harder. His thrusts were quick—unskilled, but vigorous. 

“Can you...can you call me a slut?” she panted. “Dominate me?”

It pained her, truly, to ask again. But she had to.

He nodded, closing his eyes. “Okay, yeah. You slut.” 

Sophia sighed. His heart clearly wasn’t in it.

“Come on, slut.” He said, his thrusts increasing. “You like that? You like how I fuck?”

That was...that was better.

“Yes, Sir,” she chanced, grinding her hips up. “I like how my Sir fucks.”

“Good slut,” he groaned, his thrusts getting even more vigorous.

“Oh Sir...Sir,” she moaned, getting excited now that so much had gone so well.

There was something she needed to say—something she needed to call out to him. It was hovering right around her thoughts, like a hawk waiting to swoop down.

“Yeah,” he grunted, his hands pushing up on her body, on her tits and even further up. “My girl. My slut.”

Her eyes opened wide as his fingers slid up near her throat, and her breath caught hard on the edges of her mouth. 

Oh god. That was it. That was what she had been trying to think of. That was what she wanted to say.

Choke me.

The words were just sliding out of her mouth, just building up enough pressure to enter into the realm of sound, when Todd, frustrated, shook his head and pulled out.

There was nothing—nothing—worse than that. Sophia could not imagine a bigger form of teasing—and from her fiancé, too!

“Wh-what's wrong?” she asked, gasping a bit.

He shook his head, sliding out to the edge of the bed. “I’m sorry. I’m not as good at this as I thought. I guess it is all too weird for me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s just too...out there, you know? Like, next thing you know, you’d be asking me to choke you or something, like some crazy person.”

“Y-yeah,” she said shakily. “That would be...totally crazy.”

Crazy.

This is what her fiancé thought of her. Sophia lay down on one side and let out a long sigh. Todd put an arm around her, but she barely noticed it. 

She tried to rationalize, tried to make it all work. This would work. It had to. It was hers. She would make it work.

A marriage wasn’t entirely about sex, after all. They had a good thing going. They loved each other.

It didn’t have to be about all hot, furious sex all the time. 

Right?

Chapter 22

A few days after Todd moved in, on Friday morning, Julie finally cornered her at work, in the break room. Sophia was busy preparing coffee for Sand, now an easy expert in the French Press. 

“I’ve noticed some...unpleasantness between you and Mr. Sand, as of late.”

Julie's hands were together, fingers balancing on each other precariously.

“Have you?” Sophia raised an eyebrow. “I’m sure that’s just your imagination.”

With a laugh, Julie pshawed. “I’ve been in the business world for over thirty years, my dear. I don’t have much of an imagination anymore.”

Sophia's temper was too short for this kind of bullshit right now.

“Even if something was happening, Julia? Unless Sand told you, or unless I tell you, then it’s none of your business, is it?”

Julia turned and huffed. “I suppose not.”

Sophia watched her walk off, heart heavy. Ugh. Julie was probably just trying to help. Sophia made a mental note to apologize later. Her ability to deal with people giving her any kind of grief or advice had seriously deteriorated ever since Todd moved in. 

Sand wasn't helping. All communications with the billionaire had broken down into a series of one-word interactions. 

Coffee? Yes. 

Papers? Here. 

When? Now. 

Good? Bad.

She slipped into his office only when necessary.

One such necessary time was to prepare his office for working out. Of course, that day, he made it back earlier than usual, as he had started to usually do ever since she split with him. The “of course” part was that she suspected he wanted her seeing his perfect, chiseled, Olympian body.

Todd was in good shape, no slouch at all. But he didn't have Sand's body—didn't have abs that could shred a watermelon.

Taking off his clothes quickly, as always, Sand nodded at Sophia.

“I ran into your fiancé earlier.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You ran into him?”

“Yes. It was the most serendipitous thing. We were both running on the same trail in the park.” 

More likely, she imagined, is that he hired some surveillance on Todd to find out where he ran and then just so happened to be there when he was also. 

Sand slipped down on the mat on the ground, starting to do push-ups.

“Forgive me if I don’t believe you.”

“No.”

Sophia was taken aback. “What?”

He paused between push-ups. “You asked me to forgive you. I don’t. There’s only one of us here with a proven track-record of lying through her teeth, isn’t there?”

Sophia set her jaw. “Fine. You met him.”

“I did.” Sand smiled cruelly, continuing his exercise. He moved on to sit-ups. “Do you know what he did, friendly guy that he is? He invited me over to dinner.”

Dread, low and suddenly constant, sank into Sophia’s belly. “What?”

“Saturday night. Tomorrow.” Sit up after sit up, Sand kept going. He was tireless. “Normally, I would have said no...I have to function this, charity that, you know how it goes. But gosh, he made it seem so appealing. You're such a great cook, he says.”

There was a blow. Sand had wanted her to cook for him. 

“I know your entire schedule,” she protested. “You’re busy tomorrow night. You have a flight to Miami.”

As if anticipating this, Sand smiled, switching back to push-ups. “It would have seemed like that, wouldn’t it? Isn’t it grand that I found a morning flight on Sunday instead? I just love morning flights. Getting to wake-up and rush somewhere.”

‘Finding’ a morning flight, of course, really translated to ‘I paid my jet pilot to wait an extra twelve hours so I could fuck with my ex.’

But that was okay. Sophia could deal.

“Wonderful,” she said. “We’ll be having pork.”

Of course, she knew Sand hated pork.

“Oh, will you? That’s so odd. I already told Todd that lasagna was my favorite.”

Sophia gritted her teeth. “Did. You. Now.”

“Of course I did,” Sand smiled even wider, his triceps straining with his effort. “Won’t that be nice of you, making my dinner for me?”

Sophia left the office furious.

She knew she had hurt Sand. She knew that. She had no desire to hurt him again, or rub salt in the wounds. But the gall of him, to rub the situation in her face like this...it was so hurtful. Why would he want to go where she lived and make her whole life worse for her? To invade her personal space, and let her know exactly what she would be missing?

She would killed to make dinner for him once upon a time. She would have adored dressing up in frilly lingerie and sucking his cock while he ate her lasagna. 

And now he would be coming over to where she felt most comfortable, and teasing her with what she...

Teasing her with what she couldn’t have.

Realization, warm and liquid, slipped around Sophia’s heart.

This wasn’t about hurting her, she realized. This was about getting even. She was in his most private, personal space every day—he was most at home at the office. And he was even more at home in the office now, that she had teased him with the notion of having a proper domesticated slave to make him a home. And due to his principles—those stupid, stubborn values of his—he couldn’t get rid of Sophia by firing her.

So instead, he was going to do to her what she did to him, every day.

Sophia sighed, staring at the black sphere of his office. Realizing that didn’t make the dinner any easier, but at least...at least she understood him a little more. 

And so, for the rest of the day, it was sympathy and not spite that drove her work.

Chapter 23

The night of the dinner party arrived without incident.

As always when Sand was going to be close to her, she picked her outfit deliberately. 

It had to be something that said, “I’m going to be married, and I’m happy about that. I don’t want to tease you, but I also need you to know that I’m not yours anymore.”

But even despite all that, it was, she knew, still an outfit exclusively for Sand. 

She chose a tight brown sweater-dress, dark tights, and a cute pair of black ankle boots. The boots were, previous to knowing Sand, the most expensive pair of footwear she owned. The sweater-dress was hers, and had been for a while—a staple of parties where she wanted to look hot, desirable, and just a little slutty without being a tramp. Todd said he loved how it made her look.

Outside, the sun was setting, and the streetlights were just starting to flicker on. It was a unseasonably warm night for the late fall.

Elle arrived first, five minutes before seven. Sophia had invited her—not as someone to offer up to Sand to distract him (though the idea had crossed her mind more than once—both during the relationship and after)—but because Elle was such a wonderful conversationalist. There would be less chance of awkward silences with her around. 

“Hey,” said Elle, handing Sophia a small bottle of red wine. “Thanks for inviting me.”

Taking the wine, Sophia smiled. “Of course. Thank you for coming. You're seriously helping me out a ton.”

Elle nodded with understanding, clearly recognizing the awkwardness of the entire situation. She wore a cute violet summer dress, her long naked tanned legs on full display. Fashionable black pumps adorned her feet. 

Oh god, she was wearing violet. Violet was a color Sand loved on women. 

Already, she could see the wheels turning in Sand’s head—that Sophia had made Elle wear violet, and that Sophia had arranged this so that Sand would go after Elle and not Sophia. Or something—any number of horrible things that possibly could happen had been consuming Sophia’s mind, and would probably continue to do so until this entire mess was over. 

“You look great,” said Sophia, forcing a smile as she shut the door behind Elle and walked upstairs. “Your dress is super-cute.”

It was, of course, an easy compliment to give. Even with a little bit of bruising still slightly visible along her arms, she looked beautiful. It was comfortable and easy for Sophia to rest her eyes on her friend's delicious form, and let them linger.

A thought struck her—with all the uncertainty she had rising up in her love life, why hadn't she just snuck back to Elle's arms? More than a small part of her certainly wanted to.

“Thanks,” Elle said with a shrug. “I just picked it up today.” She came in close, whispering, “Are you okay with all of this? I would be like, stressed beyond belief that Sand might say something.”

Sophia, eyes wide, just nodded, trying to smile. “It’ll be okay. It will...it will be fine. Everything will be fine.”

For her part, Elle looked supportive, giving Sophia a firm squeeze on her forearm.

“Could you help Todd set the table?” Sophia asked her. “I’m afraid that he’s forgotten how.”

“Of course.”

Sophia watched as Elle walked back to go help Todd in the small dining area at the rear of the living room. Her rear certainly looked lovely in that little dress, the fabric clinging her body in all the right places...

Stop it, girl! Sophia shook her head. You’re in enough trouble with just lusting after different men! There’s no call to include women in the mix.

Sand arrived with very little fanfare at ten past seven. Sophia had almost expected tons of security—but there was just big, burly Dave, who stayed by the car. Sophia saw this all through the front window.

Taking a long, deep breath, she opened the front door. “Welcome to our home.”

Saying nothing, Sand simply dropped his coat into her arms and walked past her, stepping up the creaky steps to the apartment.

“Hey, come on back and have a drink, man!” called Todd. “I think we’re just going to hang while everything gets ready.”

“That sounds nice. I’d like a scotch,” said Sand, turning to Sophia and flitting his fingers. “Yes?”

Sophia resisted the urge to curtsy and kneel and grovel and bow and rip his pants off and suck him off right in front of her fiancé. 

God, but just the fact that he was still casually giving her orders in front of Todd completely turned her on. 

Panties moistened now, she stepped into the kitchen and made him his drink, not daring to look over at him or Todd. When she exited the kitchen, drink in hand, everyone was talking. Todd, to his credit (or perhaps discredit), seemed to notice nothing, going on and on about how nuts it was to have a billionaire in his home.

“Here you are,” she said quietly, handing Sand the drink.

It took nearly everything she had not to add “sir” to the end of that.

Panting, she slipped back through the door to the kitchen, resisting with all her might the urge to touch herself.

She was with Todd, now. She was an engaged woman, engaged to Todd, and she was totally happy like that.

While Sand, Elle, and Todd talked in the living room, Sophia fretted in the kitchen, trying to make all the last-minute preparations for the salad that she could think of—adding a bit more goat cheese, one or two more chopped figs.

Everyone out there had slept with her. Were they talking about how much they wanted to fuck her? Would it be brought up as a competition, between them, all the different positions they had her in? 

Would Sand even know how to converse with Todd, being as he was so completely unable to operate in a society that wasn’t built on pure competition?

She pushed it all out of her mind. Within ten minutes, somehow, she had dinner prepared (though of course she had been preparing all day). 

Finally, Sophia served dinner—lasagna, a small dinner salad, and wine.

The dining table seated four—and so Sophia sat across from Elle, and adjacent to Sand and Todd. Depending on your perspective, either Sand or Todd could be seen as the one at the head of the table.

The meal passed fairly quickly, without any real substantial conversation. Sand feigned interest—and Sophia could tell right away that he was mostly feigning—in Elle's dance studio. Every bite Sand took, though, he stared at Sophia. 

“This was delicious,” Todd announced, patting his belly after he finished. “Thank you, Sophia. A lovely meal. You really know how to make a place feel like home.”

“Yes,” said Sand. “It certainly seems like she has a talent for it. I wish I could find someone as special as she is to you.”

“Hey,” said Todd, an oblivious smile lighting up his slightly wine-drunk face. “Thanks, bud. I’m sure your lucky lady is out there waiting for you.”

“I agree.” Sand took a long sip of his wine. “Perhaps she’s even closer than you think.”

“Maybe she’s at this table!” Todd said with a laugh. “How about it, Elle?”

Sophia’s eyes had raised up in constant alarm. “Todd!”

“What? It’s all in good fun.”

Elle was blushing furiously, her mouth clammed up entirely—Sophia had never seen such a sight before. 

“I, um, you know, I mean, gosh!” Elle managed.

“This is a great time.” Todd leaned over and squeezed Sophia's thigh. “Could you get us a little more wine, babe?”

She got up, enjoying following the request, but also slightly bothered by it. 

“Of course, dear.”

Probably, she mused as she entered the kitchen, the request bothered her because it was right in front of Sand. There was a competition between the two in her head—one that wasn’t real, at all, because Todd wasn’t in on it. But Sand was. And no doubt, he had noticed Sophia’s meek acquiescence to Todd as well.

She rummaged through the drawer next to the sink, looking for the nice pneumatic wine-opener. Behind her, she heard the kitchen door open.

“Oh hi, hon. Could you grab the bottle of wine for me?”

“No.”

It wasn’t Todd. It was Sand, his voice thick with lust. Within moments, his hands were on her. 

He gripped her thighs, hands sliding up the lace of her stockings. She gasped, moaned, shuddering.

“Please,” she said. “B-Boss...Mr. Sand...”

She was so incredibly turned on. Her fiancé, right there in the other room! A scant doorway keeping him from seeing what Sand was doing!

So many times—at work or at home—Sophia had fantasized about this. Even recently, even after Todd had come home. Dreaming of Sand returning to her, demanding that she pay him homage as his slave.

And so her transformation was instant, after needing him so long at dinner, stealing glances at him, and yes—so fucking desperate to have his hands around her throat once more.

God, she wanted to be punished. Used. Abused, for the sin of leaving him. Her guilt needed to be abated somehow.

“Please what?” 

Hard fingertips stroked up past the edges of her stockings and onto the soft, smooth flesh of her thighs. They kept moving upward, toying with the lacy fabric of her teensy lace panties—the panties she knew now that she had worn only for him. He snapped them once, twice...and then pulled them down completely. 

Breathing hard, he slid his fingers up and down the velvety folds of her labia, stroking there. She knew without a doubt that he could feel her moistness. And then, suddenly, easily, his fingers were inside of her cunt.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, pushing back into him. 

Her cunt was slippery wet and steaming hot. He pushed hard inside of her, thumb clamping down on her clit. Hot rockets of pleasure spiraled through her veins.

“Please,” he growled. “What.”

She turned and looked at him, such pleading in her big green eyes. “Please...use me.”

He growled again, fingers exiting her pussy. A hot gasp left Sophia. He took her by the shoulders and pushed her to her knees, backing her forcibly against the door back to the dining area. 

Moaning loudly—easily loud enough for everyone in the next room to hear—her hands danced along his pants and belt, desperate to unleash the monster of his cock. Finally, the belt unlocked.

And there it was. Just as big as she remembered. Just as hot. Oh fuck.

“Punish me, Sir,” she breathed, looking up at it, her lips just centimeters away from its magnificent hard length. “Please?”

Gripping the underside of her chin with his iron grip, his quickly-stiffening rod pushed through her mouth and fucked her mouth hard.

He fucked her mouth just like she had always dreamed of having it fucked. He fucked her mouth, her face, her throat, like it was a cunt. Like all of her was little more than a collection of holes for him to use. She was nothing but an object as his cock pushed up and down her throat, choking her entirely. Her air supply completely cut off by cock. She didn’t care. 

Over and over again, her head banged against the door, rocking it back and forth. Lost in the heat of the moment, she let herself moan out.

Of course her moans made no sense, really, but in her head, she was desperately crying out the same thing—“Master. Master! Master!”

And the nastiest thing was—the part that turned her on the most—was that a deep, dark part of her wanted Todd to hear it. Wanted him, in fact, to know what she was really for.

Groaning and then slamming his fist into the wall, Sand exploded down her throat. Instantly, hot jets of white cum filled up her stomach, clinging to her throat, spilling out of her mouth. He pulled out entirely and kept going—a veritable fire hose of cum sprayed all over her face.

She came with him, unable to help herself in this, the absolute hottest act she had ever been a part of. Bliss overwhelmed her as she slid her mouth more and more eagerly up and down his shaft, needing him so bad.

Then, pulling out from her mouth, he slapped her wet, sticky cheek—not gently, but not harshly either.

“There,” he said. “Now you look like what you are, at least.”

He zipped up his pants, ignoring her coughing and sputtering form.

Sophia, moaning, crawled after him as he left through the door. His cum still trailing out of her mouth, dripping down to her breasts, her hands, even as she tried to swallow more and more of it. 

And then she saw the small smile on his face as he turned back from the front of the apartment—degraded, abused, used at his pleasure. His eyes moved up, and she saw him lock eyes with Todd, still so close to her.

Oh no, Todd. She turned to see her fiancé. Horror lined his face. Anger. Despair. Confusion. 

Todd and Elle had, of course, heard the whole thing. Elle, inexplicably, looked stunned. Todd stormed out the front door, pushing past Sand, who followed him out the door. Sophia heard them exchange heated words outside—or actually, Todd yelling and Sand replying in his usual calm, booming fashion.

Still swallowing Sand's warm gunk, wiping it down off from her face and dress, Sophia desperately wanted to talk to her friend, her fiancé. Even feeling the mind-numbing effects of her earth-shattering orgasm, she wanted to tell them she was fine. 

She wanted, more than anything, to tell them that this was what she had really wanted all along.

Chapter 24

It went without saying that Sophia did not sleep in the same bed as Todd that night. She offered to leave, to get a hotel or motel, to sleep on the couch. But no. He left and stayed at a friend's house, but not before he called her a whore, and a slut, and so forth and so on, and Sophia didn't dispute any of it. 

Of course, she had a very specific rendition of the kind of slut and whore she was—Sand's—but she didn't want to rub his nose in it.

She calmly told him that they weren't going to work out, after all. No matter what. And that, since he hadn't even paid her a full month's of rent, he had until the end of the month to move out. 

At dawn—after a sleepless night—she put on a pair of tight jeans and a brief violet sweater and took off in the car. 

Sand, that morning, was leaving to go to Miami on business, and probably to bang away the memory of his short-lived relationship with Sophia. Sophia knew that was how he handled stress. Sophia also knew where Sand’s jet took off from. He owned a private air strip on the edge of the city, surrounded by cornfields.

It took her about forty-five minutes to get there, even in the absence of traffic on the Sunday morning.

Using her access card from work, she was able to drive straight through the gate. She parked not far from the jet, waiting. The pilot sat on the stairs leading into the jet, watching her suspiciously. She didn't care.

When Sand arrived at the runway thirty minutes later, right on time, a security escort following him in two black SUVs, she was there waiting. She leaned on top of the hood of her car, her arms crossed. Her body was a mixture of cool weariness from the night’s events and the rush of adrenaline at seeing him so close to her again.

The security team rushed out of their vehicles, surrounding her and pointing loaded weapons at her. She was a little worried, but not really—if they wanted her dead, they would have done it already. Dave led the rush, holding his gun up.

“Guys, come on,” she said, holding up her hands. “You know me, Dave.”

“Sorry, ma’am,” he shrugged, coming close. “Sand’s orders. We have to search you.”

She scoffed. “Really?”

Another punishment, then.

Dave's hands ran up and down her body, searching for weapons. Of course, she had none. Hurting Sand was the last thing she wanted in her life.

He stepped out of the town car, a small smile on his face.

“What do you want? Are you here to give me another...mouthful?”

God, he was so fucking arrogant.

And god...it turned her on so fucking much.

“I have things to say to you,” she said softly. “I would ask to say them in private, please.”

Sand considered, and then shrugged, nodding. The wind pushed at his short blond hair.

“Give us some space, boys.”

The security team spread out, focusing their eyes anywhere but on Sand and her. 

Wrapping and re-wrapping her hands, she stepped closer to him and took a deep breath. “I wanted to...I wanted to thank you, for what you did last night. I wanted to let you know how it reminded me of...of who I’m supposed to be.”

He made a non-committal tone. “All right.”

“I miss you, Sir, and I think of nothing but you...and...” she stopped, laughing briefly and staring into his cold blue eyes again. “This is just, no good, is it? For either of us. There are so many appropriate terms I have for you, but I don’t know if I’m allowed to use any of them right now, and I want to so badly...”

Of course, she was talking about how she loved him. Truly. Deeply. Terribly. 

But...could she say it first? Was that allowed? Would he shut her down forever?

She stepped closer. He did not push her away or back off. Feeling daring now, she tugged at his collar, sliding her soft, hot thigh between his legs. 

“Please, forgive me? Please...I want to...I want to call you all those things again.” She began to whisper. “I need to. I can’t live without my Mas—”

“Don’t,” he said suddenly, turning away. “Do not. Or I will have them detain you.”

Her heart thumped hard in her chest. 

“I’m sorry. It’s just...I realize now, I don’t want him. I want you. Maybe I...maybe I needed to be with him to realize that. I don’t think it would ever work out with him. I would love to be with you instead. I want to...” she hesitated, and then went for it, as close as she could make it without saying it direct, “...I want to love you instead, if you'll let me.”

His eyes went wide, anger slipping over his handsome face.

“No,” he said simply.

“No, no” she said, shaking her head. “That came out wrong. Not...not ‘instead.’ I mean...” she sighed, flabbergasted with herself. The wind cut through her thick hair. “I just want you, Sir! Please?”

“I said, no.”

“Why?”

He shook his head, smiling. “That last fuck was just to get you out of my system. I wanted to humiliate him, your little boy fiancé, for taking away the thing that I wanted. Now I have. And now we’re done.”

It was really that simple for him. And what happened the night before had been—while cunt-soaking and erotic—terrifically brutal. 

But...no. 

He had promised to use her like that when they were together, cradling her in his strong perfect arms. He knew that nothing would turn her on more, would make her love him more. The forcefulness of it, the passion...it couldn’t have purely been about revenge.

“Please...” she said, defeated. “Please...Sir...don’t do this. I love—”

“No!” he shouted.

Around them, the security guards jumped. Sand waved his hand, calling them off. 

“Do not say such things. We both know you do not mean them. You are just trying to manipulate me, like everyone else. You want to get what you want, and you don’t care about me. We both know this. Do not pretend otherwise.”

She was angry now.

“Pretend otherwise?” She couldn't hide the fierce anger in her voice, so frustrated with his arrogance. “You self-centered bastard! You ruined my engagement. It’s all over now. All of it. I have nothing left but you. Please...please at least give me you!” The anger had left her, as suddenly as it arrived. “Even if you hate me...just let me stay with you. Let me just...curl at your feet. I can just suck you off, whenever you feel the need. Please...at least that?”

He was quiet for a long time. Behind them, the jet had started up, its engines whining high. 

“I didn’t ruin anything. You enjoyed it, Sophia. You came. I felt it.”

Her cheeks flushed with shame. She turned her head down.

“And ‘at least give you me?’ I’m not a consolation prize, Sophia. I won’t be treated like one.”

That wasn’t what she meant. That wasn’t what she meant at all. But he was right.

They each said nothing else, and Sand got on the jet. And for Sophia, she felt one more part of her life flying away, completely out of her hands. The security team left, driving off in their SUVs. 

Soon, there was no one left in the cool morning on the air strip but here. She felt naked, vulnerable, and alone.

Chapter 25

Later on that evening, Sophia was alone in the house. Todd was nowhere to be found—Sophia had no idea where to even start looking. She did not think she cared all that much. 

Earlier in the day, she had received a text from him:

Is this really it? This is how it ends?

She would rather not do him the indignity of a text message, but if that was how he wanted to approach her, then she felt obligated to text him back. So:

Yes. I apologize for how you found out. But this is what I want. I'm willing to talk with you more, but that is my decision, and it won't change.

Hours later, she still hadn't received a response.

Perhaps, like her, he just realized the futility of their relationship. Maybe he knew deep down that she didn’t love him, and wanted to make it easier for her. Maybe he knew that he simply didn't have what it took to please her as deeply as someone else could.

At around eight o'clock, there was a series of swift knocks at the door. Sophia slowly got up off her comfy floral couch—the knocks continuing all the while—and made her way to the door. 

It was Elle, holding another bottle of wine—a white, this time.

“Hey babe,” the bubbly blonde said with a grin. “I thought maybe you could use a friend?”

Sophia’s heart warmed. Soon, they were upstairs together.

They sat down and broke open the bottle of the wine. Sophia revealed the revelation of the break-up—to the non-surprise of Elle—and they tried to talk about other matters like the weather, television, to no avail.

Finally, Sophia brought it up.

“I’m sorry you had to see me like that,” she said. “Last night, I mean. After he...finished with me.”

Furiously and suddenly, Elle blushed. “Yeah. That was...um...you were kind of loud,” she said with a nervous laugh.

Sophia put her hands in her face. “I know! I know. I’m sorry. I went after him this morning...and...and nothing. Just nothing. He doesn’t want me. I’m without anybody.”

Elle slipped a hand forward. “You’ve got me.”

Maybe it was just the wine, but Sophia felt like her voice sounded especially thick. Not with drunkenness, though. With wanting.

The tanned, delicate features of Elle's legs were easy to see with the loose skirt she had on. Her shirt, a tight gray tank top, hugged her tits together. And Sophia saw this—and with the wine in her, enjoyed seeing it quite a bit.

“I do.” Sophia squeezed Elle’s hand right back.

“What I said to you before,” said Elle, “about you choosing who you love. What do you think about that?”

“I don’t know,” said Sophia. “Sand is...so difficult. He’s got this handle on me. I can’t explain it.”

“I can.” Elle shifted closer to her. “You love him. Don’t you?”

Sophia stayed quiet.

“You love him, and you don’t love Todd. You can say it.”

“Ugh,” she said. “I don’t know. Can I say that?”

“Of course you can, girl. God, I’d fucking be in love with Sand too if I had the chance, probably.”

A sudden, hot lilt of inspiration hit Sophia. In a flash, the image of Sand’s original ad hit her. And very specifically, what it said about his desires.

You:

Female Sub.

Must dress hot. 

Must be attractive. 

Must obey. 

Must want breath play and domestication.

Must be open to multiple female partners. 

That last bit could be her way in. Must be open to multiple female partners.

He wanted a threesome. And Sophia...Sophia could make it happen.

Wonder struck her, that she hadn’t thought of it before. Certainly, too much time hadn’t passed since she and Elle had been together. Only a little more than a month. And Elle's body was so close, so soft. Their knees touched. And Elle had such...depth of feeling...

“Elle...” she slid her hand across the couch so that it rested on Elle’s. “Elle, baby...”

Elle gulped. “Um...Sophia?”

Daring now, Sophia pulled Elle closer in—and Elle did nothing to resist. Sophia pushed a soft hand through Elle's short blond hair.

“Elle...what if you could help me out with getting back with Sand? Wouldn’t you like to help me out, baby?”

This was deeply, intrinsically wrong—and so very hot because of it. Sophia may have found Elle attractive—she definitely did, as a matter of fact—but this was beyond the pale. Using her friend’s long-held attraction, unlocking that delicate box just to get a man.

Sophia didn’t care, though. The only that mattered anymore was being with Sand. Being his pet. Being his slave. Everything else came second. 

Elle wanted her, she justified quickly. Elle thought she was banging hot and said so all the time. If this worked, everybody could get what they wanted.

“Sophia...Sophia we’re...we’re friends, come on. Don’t...don’t tease me like this.”

Sophia landed a soft little kiss on Elle's neck. “Who’s teasing?” 

She slid her hand directly up Elle’s skirt, into the soft flesh of her inner-thighs, pressing there hotly.

Elle's voice became a soft, hot whine. “Sophia...I just...god. I...you know how I feel about you. I have so many feelings that I just have to put away and not think about, or else I’ll go crazy, so I don’t...don’t play with me, please?”

Leaning in with a smile, Sophia’s brushed up against Elle’s ear. 

“I want you, Elle...I've wanted you for a while now. I'm tired of hiding it. I'm tired of Todd getting in the way of what I think. I want you, and I want Sand, too.” Elle gasped, pushing her hot pussy hard down onto Sophia's exploring fingers. “I want to serve you up to him. I want to make you an offering so that he knows I’m absolutely serious about being his.”

Easily pushing aside the flimsy resistance of panties, Sophia’s fingers slid up into Elle’s pussy.

“Oh my god, Sophia!”

“You see, I want him to be the only man in my life...but there’s no restriction against lots of women. Lots of women...just for him.”

Elle’s mouth finally collapsed on Sophia’s, moaning hot and slipping over Sophia’s sexy, full lips. 

“Let’s go to bed,” Sophia purred.

Within just a few moments, they tumbled into her bedroom, kissing madly. Their lovemaking in the past had been hindered by furiously heavy anchors of shame. But Sophia felt no such shame now—Sand completely unlocking her range of desires. 

She wanted to be spanked. She wanted to be choked. She wanted to be dominated totally.

And she wanted Elle. God, she wanted Elle so fucking bad.

They undressed each other in a rush, each feeling that unless this happened fast, it wouldn't happen at all. If they stopped to consider or think too long, it would all dissolve.

The delicious sight of Elle's hot, naked body on Sophia's bed melted all the protesting parts of Sophia's brain. She slipped her fingers up Elle's pussy, her thumb pressing hard on her clit. 

“You'll do it, won't you baby?” Sophia asked her. “You'll fuck him with me?”

“Oh my god, Sophia...” Elle moaned. “Sophiaaa...”

Sophia's fingering administrations only increased. “Say you'll do it, baby. Say it, and I'll lick you all night long.”

“Oh my fuck yes!” Elle cried at last. “Yes, yes, anything you say!”

Pulling her fingers out finally, Sophia kissed Elle hotly on the mouth...and then descended down to her pussy.

And even as she licked and loved the hot blonde dancer, her mind formulated a new little plan to get back in Sand's good graces.

Chapter 26

Five days later, the day of Sand's return from Miami, Sophia arrived at his condo in the late evening when she knew he would be home. Still his assistant, she had access to his schedule, after all.

She also still had the card to let her through the gates of Class Towers, and somehow—perhaps a subconscious omission of duty on his part—the card still worked.

The Miami newspapers were abuzz with pictures of him in tabloids with bikini-clad women on his arms as he visited important charity functions. Sophia, seeing them, only wished that she were one of the women. She knew also, of course, that he was only acting like that because he was hurt...and her heart went out to him.

She knocked on Sand’s door. In her hands, she held two folders.

Confidence brimmed through her—she was utterly confident in her plan, and she was dressed to kill today. 

Towering, glittery heels decorated her feet—five inches high, made for being bent over and fucked ruthlessly wherever he may like. 

Black lace stockings adorned her dynamite legs, held up entirely hot thin, sparkly garter straps that she knew must have been easily visible through the thin material of her tight pencil skirt. 

She opened up the top three buttons of her tight blouse, allowing the black-and-violet lace bra waiting underneath to be seen easily. Her breasts, so plump and perky, could be seen easily. 

Sophia didn’t care so much if she whored it up in front of the magnificent condo. In fact, she liked the idea of them knowing that she was dressed hot to be Sand’s personal plaything. All she had to do was ensure that he wanted it.

He opened the door, still halfway-dressed in his suit from the day. His jacket was off and his shirt was unbuttoned, revealing the hot, chiseled muscles underneath. 

His frown was deep and severe, even seeing her presented toward him. Trepidation shook through her—but that was okay. She would follow through.

“What do you want?”

“I’d like to discuss a business arrangement with you, please. It concerns my service to you.”

Without saying anything, he shrugged and left the door open behind her. Sophia followed, carefully leaving the door just open a crack. 

Her pencil skirt hugged tightly to her shapely ass as she strutted across the hallway to approach him where he sat on a small chair in the large living area. No room for her to scoot next to him there. He watched her steps with some interest—and no one looking at her walk could imagine it was for anyone but him.

She approached him slowly, wanting desperately to crawl. But he wouldn’t respect that—not yet. 

“I brought you something,” she said, holding up the two folders. “Something I’d like your approval of.”

Still, he didn’t look up from his desk. “Very well.”

She took a breath, twirling a lock of long dark hair. It was a luxury, she knew—knowing she looked good as she twirled and played with her hair, knowing she looked how he wanted a woman to look. 

“I’d like to say something before I hand you these.”

He drew his hands together, finally moving his eyes over her prize-wrapped body. 

“Very well,” he said again.

“It was wrong of me, very wrong, to insinuate you were some consolation prize. I can completely understand how that hurt you. You’re so strong, so often...I forgot that you can be hurt, too. That wasn’t right of me. Regardless of anything, you absolutely deserve an apology...and I do apologize, very much. And for everything that happened before, and my behavior, my inability to trust you totally, my failures at communicating to you, I apologize. For all my part in our hurt, I take full responsibility, and you deserve to know that.”

His reaction, if indeed there even was one, was muted to say the most of it. Maybe, just a little, she saw his eyebrows flicker. 

Not relenting, Sophia slipped the first folder down onto his lap. Tilting an eyebrow, he opened it.

“This looks to be a letter of resignation.”

“Yes,” she said. “This is the best job I’ve ever had. It’s challenged me to be disciplined and proactive, and it pays extraordinarily well. And I’m good at it.”

“You know, Sophia,” he said, tilting his gaze up at her. “You really are good at it.”

Holding back the urge to beam at the compliment, she continued. 

“Thank you. I appreciate that very much. But, I see the hurt in your eyes every time I deliver something to you. The way that you hate to meet my gaze. The...the emptiness that I’ve created for you. And I hate it. And I hate having to live of a reminder of such pain for you. I know you like to think you can live surrounded in such pain, but I can't be a part of constantly doing that to you. And because I know you won’t fire me—you’re just too damn stubborn to do it—I wanted to make things easier for you. So I quit.”

He leaned back in his chair, drumming his thumbs against the arms of it. 

“It’s certainly been an...awkward situation, but I don’t know if I agree that I’ve been pained...”

“Please,” she said. “I am not accusing you of anything bad. You can accept my observation, yes?”

He swallowed, his strong features cloudy. “Yes. All right.”

“This is the other part of what I have to say to you.”

Across the desk, she slid the other folder. Inside, he found pictures of Elle that Sophia had taken just the night before. One of the sexy blonde clothed in a tight skirt and top. Another with her wearing nothing but hot pink underwear. Another with her putting a silk collar on.

One last one with Sophia's hand around her neck, Elle looking at the camera with obvious lust.

And underneath all of these were two pairs of panties. One was Sophia's, of course, and the other Elle's. Violet and pink, respectively.

The pairs of lace panties were still moist from the hot, soaking, overpowering levels of their mutual lust as they made out in the elevator on the way up to Sand's condo, as Sophia had let her thoughts fill up with the hot thoughts of finally being whole again with her Master. 

The man she hoped—hoped against all hope—would still accept being her Master.

He raised the panties to his face and sniffed.

“Interesting.”

A small smile had cross his face. Hope, springing hard, leapt up inside of the whole of Sophia's body. When he put the panties down, she was down on her knees, in front of him. 

“I’ll never wear panties again, if you don’t want me to,” she promised, hands clutching together. “I’ll never do anything but what you want me to, Sir. I want to be yours. I want you to be my Owner. For real. In every way. In every possible way. And I know I can’t be a very good pet for you to keep if I’m always interfering with your business. And so if you need me to wait at home, dreaming up ways to serve you exclusively, I’ll do that. Or if you want me here, dressing just slutty enough so that everyone knows what’s going on between us so you can lord it over them, I’ll do that too. If you want to take me for your wi...” she bit her lip, not wanting to pressure him. “If you want things to progress to an even more serious stage, I want that too. I don’t care about anything else anymore, Sir. If you want to just use my body, abuse it, fuck me wild for the next two weeks and then toss me away like some disposable battery, I don’t care. I just want to give you whatever pleasure I can. That’s all I want. That's why...”

Breathless, tits heaving in her tiny blouse, Sophia called out to Elle, still waiting by the door. 

The sexy blond entered, quickly dropping the tall dark trench coat she had on. Her tight, sveltely-muscled dancer's body was entirely naked except for a pair of bright pink stripper heels. Her strut, long and sexy, ended when she knelt down right next to Sophia. She cast a cocky, sexy look up at Sand—didn't he want some of this?

“...that's why,” Sophia finally continued, “that I want you to take us both, if you like. I know I must want multiple partners for you. I know you deserve that. And I want to give you everything you deserve.”

She and Elle both sat back on their heels, breathing hard. Sand's hands came forward, sliding over Sophia's hot blouse, tugging sharply at the buttons. Sophia moaned. Breathing faster and faster, Elle watched with hot need on her face.

“A Master doesn’t dispose of his good slave,” Sand said, taking her by the hair. “A Master uses her, again and again, and shapes her into what he wants. However he wants. Whatever he wants. Whenever he wants. Understood?”

She gulped, nodding. He drew her further into his crotch, still holding her by the hair. 

“Answer me,” he commanded. 

“Yes, Master!”

He tugged her harder, right into his crotch, holding her down against his stiffening bulge. She kissed it obediently, wanting him even harder. 

Sophia let the sweet, perfect thrill of triumph fill her. It was working—it was really working! She had him back, at long last. She could be his slave now, forever. And she would never deny him anything ever again.

His other hand slipped out to tug Elle in between his legs as well—and the blonde was only too happy to obey.

“You want to fuck me too, is that right?” he asked her. 

Sophia held her breath. They had practiced this—it was important that Elle know she wasn't to try and call him Master or be his slave (that wasn't what Elle wanted anyway). Elle was there, willingly, happily, to fuck both of these hot, beautiful people that she was so incredibly attracted to.

“Yes, sir.” she purred. “I want to do as you say, like a good girl.”

“Good,” he said. “Good girls.” 

Unzipping his pants, his cock sprang forward, pushing between Sophia and Elle's cheeks.

“Please, Master,” Sophia moaned. “May we suck it? May we suck you?”

“You may...but not here.”

Standing up, he hooked each girl under his arms, holding them tight. His hands slid hard into the crevice of their asses, pushing them along.

In his tall-ceilinged bedroom, the lights were dim, the curtains closed. The bed was immense, layered in silk. Practically untouched, it looked like, since Sophia had been there last. 

Dutifully, she and Elle undressed Sand, peppering his gorgeously ripped physique with soft kisses on their way. 

“Undress my slave,” he instructed Elle.

“Yes, Sir,” Elle purred.

Elle, apparently, shared Sand's love for ripping Sophia's clothes off—making short work of the dark haired beauty's expensive blouse and skirt. 

“Now,” Sand said, sitting down at the head of the bed. “Come here and suck me off, the both of you.”

Sophia was thrilled to obey. “Yes, Master.”

Sophia took the right leg, Elle the left. They each started low, starting by licking his balls, trailing kisses upward until meeting each other's lips. A sexy, impromptu make-out session started between the two sexy babes, with Sand's cock as the pillar of lust positioned firmly between their massaging lips and tongues. Sophia let her mouth run over the thick head of his cock, and then Elle would push her lips against Elle's kissing her hard and right off the head again—and then they would repeat.

Eventually, he couldn't take any more of their moaning, eager attentions. He stood up on the bed, grabbing Sophia by her thick mane of glossy dark hair. Elle got up to her knees next to Sophia, wrapping around Sand's leg, kissing his thigh and hips.

“I’m going to take you, slave,” he said to Sophia. “I’m going to take you, and make you mine for good.”

He pulled Sophia close to his cock, hands strong on her shoulders. But, thinking quickly, she stopped him—just for a moment.

“Please, Master” she begged. “I need you to choke me. I need you to choke me so, so bad. I've needed it ever since you did it the first time. Please choke me, Master! Choke me and make me yours!”

His face lit up with hot, open eagerness. Clearly, he wasn't expecting that. 

Growling, his strong hands wrapped around her slender neck and shoved her face hard onto his cock. Her mouth slid over it eagerly, her green eyes staring up at him in abject surrender. She was his, his, his! Perfectly his in every way she could imagine.

Devious and hot, Elle had slid her fingers up into Sophia's pussy. Pleasure entered her from all sides.

The bliss from the fucking overtook the desperate need to breath, even with Sand choking her from the inside and out. Probably he could feel his own ridiculously huge cock bulging out against her throat as he squeezed her throat. It was almost like he was just masturbating himself using her body like a rag—and Sophia loved it. 

Elle's hot tits bounced as she pressed harder and harder into Sophia's body. Her hot hips gyrating and pulsing, Sophia did everything she could to make the experience even hotter for Sand. She could feel his balls tensing, his shaft stiffening even more inside of her body.

Sand came, his grip releasing just enough for his powerful orgasm to jolt down her throat. She felt entirely filled with his cum—but of course, he had more than she could handle, filling her stomach and her throat and her mouth, all of it spilling outward. 

Sophia, her body once again overwhelmed by the hotness of being used so vigorously, came hard. An ocean of hot, easy bliss released in her body, all of her mind focusing on the pure rapture of serving her Master just how he needed. 

As Sophia watched, Sand generously pulled out and quickly shoved his cock into Elle's mouth, who guided it in with an eager hand, jacking him off more and licking up each every hot, long spurt he delivered. When he finally finished, he collapsed down onto the bed, looking admiringly at his slave and Elle.

Even so, Elle got considerably less cum than Sophia. With a hot, eager smile, Elle took the time to lick and lap up all the cum off Sophia's face that Sophia couldn't swallow herself. When Sophia was finally clean, she slipped on top of Sand's chest, cradling his face in her delicate hands. 

“Oh, Master,” she moaned, kissing his chin and jaw. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

He smiled, tired. “You're welcome.”

She had to be the one to make the leap—and that was fine. But she needed to hear it from him.

“I love you, Master.”

For a few moments, she was afraid he wasn't going to say it back to her at all. But then he shifted, moving up and kissing her hard, the most perfect kiss she had ever had. 

“I love you too,” he said at last. There was such relief in his eyes. “I love my good little slave. I need my good slave in my life.”

And that was a need that Sophia was perfectly happy to fulfill.

# # #
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

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

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

What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

Cult of Lust – Hot For Teacher

Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...

Virtual Meeting – Owning His Hot Date

A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet. 

Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem

Eliana has never been happier than she is as a willfully mindfucked slave of her MasterHusband, so when his status is threatened and his ownership of her might be revoked, she does what any good slavewife does—gather more slaves for him until the problem solves itself. 

Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent

An immortal sex demon gains an immortal succubus for a bride. How does she celebrate their joining? By gathering more succubus slaves for him, of course!

Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant

The gorgeous Eliana loves her new submissive, erotic life in service to her husband, but she’s kidnapped by his latest slave-acquisition. It’s up to her to take advantage of her Master’s programming to bring herself and her sexy kidnapper back to their knees where they belong...

Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF

When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!

Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place

Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...

Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires

Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Bimbo Dreams

This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!

Demon’s Offer – The Bundle

Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around. 

Taboo Dreams

TWENTY tales of erotic, pseudo-incestual delights between hot and bothered babes and the men they’ve known their whole lives!

––––––––
[image: image]


GANG DREAMS

Fulfill all of your naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!

Forbidden Dreams

Not sure where to start with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!

Overflowing Dreams

TWENTY stories of lactation and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!

Just 18 Dreams

EIGHTEEN beautifully bodacious tales of barely legal beauties begging for the hard, unstoppable cocks of the alpha males in their lives!

Fertile Dreams

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliantly busty, fertile babes who dream of nothing but serving their man in all the ways he deserves...whether they like it or not!

Craving Alpha Males

An amazing deal for TWENTY stories of Alpha Male action—claiming hot babes, using no protection, and destroying anyone in their way. 

Naughty Cravings

An outstanding sampler pack of TWENTY of the hottest tales Nadia Nightside boasts—if you don’t know where to start with Nadia’s huge library, this is the best place to begin!

Hard & Rough Cravings

TWENTY stories of the hardest, roughest sex scenes Nadia Nightside has ever put to paper!

Mesmerized Cravings 

TWENTY stories of erotic mind control full of hot babes with their minds wiped until they realize their true purpose is servicing cock forever!
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        Kayla, lost in a loveless, childless marriage, feels utterly trapped by her disappointing husband and takes solace only in her job as a teacher. So when Eamon—a handsome new student at the university with a rotating cast of gorgeous girlfriends—begins to show her special attention, she soaks it up. What starts as a simple flirtation soon winds up infesting her mind with dark, depraved thoughts of worshiping the male form and re-imagining her body as a trophy that exists entirely for his pleasure. She would be fertile, busty, smiling—and full of his heirs. She can't stop craving this homewrecking fantasy. But, when Eamon reveals to her this isn't a dream, but her destiny, Kayla will discover if she can somehow gather the composure to fight his terrifying will.
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About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
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