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Owning My Ex
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.
* * * * * 
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.”
* * * * *
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.
* * * * *
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.
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
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 reversable. 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.
* * * * *
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 aetherial 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...”
* * * * *
“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 dissheveled, 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
* * * * *
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?”
* * * * *
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.
* * * * *
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 empyting 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.
* * * * *
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.”
* * * * *
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 approched 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, pulilng 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.
* * * * *
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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Maid Made Bare 2: Milk Maid
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Relative Lust
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Becoming the Perfect Bimbo Wife
Natalie’s new ring is like, making her all giggly and stuff. And booby. And sex-needy. And like, thinking is hard, too? Um...is she supposed to be so horny all the time?
Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!
The Magic App Bundle
The Magic App hypnotizes anyone Adam turns it toward. All he really wants is Camille, but she’s so arrogant and haughty that she keeps getting away...luckily for him, all his other new slaves are eager to give him everything he wants.
The Magic Remote Bundle
With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.
The Magical Mesmerism Bundle
The Magic Watch brooks no resistance. It owns everyone it is used upon. This bundle features a number of lucky fellows finding the Watch and improving their lives with the power of unadulterated ownership of gorgeous, fertile women.
Owned at Home - A Totally Taboo Bundle
The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.
Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories
When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!
The Paid & Laid Series
Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.
The Sold For Service Bundle
In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts...
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!
Hope to hear from you soon!
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