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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.”

* * * * *

“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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:


See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!


See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.


And finally, 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:

––––––––


Owned: The Secretary


Haughty, vain Maria is turned on by nothing but power. She uses men like toys, but never lets them touch her heavenly body. Then she meets Robert—a shy, essentially normal fellow who can change the thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has.

––––––––


Owned: The Boss


The vain Maria's need to see her King, Robert, actually take his throne continues when she sets his sights on their boss Joslyn. Maria wants Joslyn to be Robert's fertile fucktoy, but Robert tries nobly to resist her urges. It's a battle of wills with only one possible outcome...outrageously hot sex.

––––––––


The Quarterback Forced Me


Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says.

––––––––


The Rock Star Forced Me


Hot-bodied college reporter nerd Kayla gets in too deep when she chews out golden rock star god Carson Poole. He'll forgive her, and save her college career, but only if she serves him in EVERY erotic way—and Carson doesn't give a damn what her wimpy boyfriend thinks about that.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––


BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty


No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more.


Boobalicious Bimbo Bundle


9 startlingly sexy stories of tantalizingly terrific tit-heavy perfect “tens” doing whatever they can to please the magnificent alpha male studs in their lives with their mindblowing bodies and completely transformed, bimboized selves!


Gang Lust Virgins


There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can.


Heir Salon: The Series


Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?


Lust Fever: The Bundle


An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.


Revenge By Trance Bundle


The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.


Stories of Giggles And Lust


Hot bimbo transformations abound in this bodaciously busty bimbo babe bundle! Three stories of gloriously sexy women enjoying their bodies to the fullest with the alpha studs and lucky fellows who can keep up with their fevered, lusty pace.


The Knocked Up Lust Bundle


This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!


The Unprotected Trance Series


Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Owned: The Rival
? Then you should read Heir Salon: The Series
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: ]


In Passion Heights, all the women are gorgeous, big-breasted, statuesque bimbos and all the men are handsome, well-hung hunks. Every woman is fertile and every man is virile; they never use protection and can’t stop making heirs. Betty, a beautiful stalwart feminist, moves in with her husband, and immediately begins to investigate the strange town with her lovely neighbor Jasmine, another newcomer. But Betty and Jasmine aren’t immune to the town’s bimbofying charms—in fact, they’re as susceptible as anyone, and as they discover more and more, they’re only inserted deeper into the trappings of their new erotic society.

Soon, Betty and Jasmine both realize their place as perfect, servile, gorgeous bimbo wives for their newly-stud-bodied husbands…but someone powerful and more masculine than any other man in town has special designs on the beautifully bimbofied Betty, and will change every aspect of her sexy new life for his enjoyment.

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.



Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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