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I
 sigh, looking wistfully at the love of my life, the conqueror of my cunt’s every orgasm, the dominator of my every fantasy—as he in turn looks wistfully at the woman driving us up the mountain where we’ll begin our dig.

The mountain is tall and the drive is treacherous. We’ve had to step out of the SUV now five or maybe six times to clear rocks from our path and help to push the wheels out of thick piles of syrupy mud in the road. Once, there was a fallen tree across the trail—the mountain is the apex of an immense forest in the middle of this Scandinavian peninsula, called God’s Reach
 in the native tongue, and nearly everything here wants us to leave.

Next to me, as our vehicle bustles and rustles and shakes up the trail, climbing
 the hard path more than it is actually driving up it, Professor Janine Habermann sleeps peacefully. She’s blonde, thirty-eight, and painfully pretty for a woman who hates Professor Slate so much—and by proxy, me, his dutiful and utterly loyal assistant.

It’s weird to have a pretty person just perpetually angry with you; you want to kiss them almost as much as you want to slap them across the face. Habermann has a terrible fear of heights and took a few Valium (or their equivalent) at the start of our trip. It’s understandable—looking down the mountain gives me
 a crazy mixture of terror and thrill—but it’s also kind of annoying. She’s on this trip; she should help.

Professor Slate—apple of my eye—continues to look longingly at our guide and driver, Vlada Voladina as we make a treacherous turn around the side of a mountain, the wooden planks nailed into the trail straining beneath our combined weight. It’s not like I can blame him. Heck, if I wasn’t so obsessed with looking at Professor Slate, I’d
 probably be looking at Vlada too. She’s a kind of mercenary type, a real badass. When we met her at the base of the mountain, she was wearing tight skinny jeans, a dark blue Henley sweater, a thick ribbed wool cap, and her gun holster (complete with two heavy, large pistols).

That was it. It’s -10 outside.

She’s sort of my hero?

Plus she’s fucking gorgeous
 , ugh. Tall cheek bones. Smooth, smooth fucking skin. Like alabaster smooth, except she's deeply brown.

If I wasn’t so obsessed with jumping Professor Slate’s bones, I might re-indulge in my bisexual side to get a chance to sleep with Vlada.

I’m kind of obsessive, sexually. If that bothers you, well, fuck you. I’m turned on and I’ve been traveling for days with the guy who is like the object of all
 my sexual fantasies, and has been since I was a little girl.

Nolan Slate is my professor—a world-famous archaeologist. You know the kind of guy who uncovers ancient Chinese tombs or discovers Scandinavian mummies, the sort who explores the jungles of the Amazon to find crazy underground pyramids made of quartz?

He’s that guy. He’s tall and rugged and has thick dark hair and bright blue eyes that I just know would make the world align with all the stars in the sky if I just got to see them light up as he emptied his seed inside of my hot virgin body.

I’m a little nuts about him, I know. And I know
 that I shouldn’t be, that he’s recently divorced and he’s still healing, and I don’t want to take advantage of his feelings of vulnerability.

But ugggh
 I want to suck on his cock so bad. I want to live in a puddle of his cum and wrap myself around his feet until he calls me his little fuckslave for life.

This is my stupid fantasy world; welcome to it.

I’ve been following his exploits since my Dad left my Mom and I and she gave me a crate full of National Geographic
 to distract me from how much she was crying and drinking.

Don’t worry; she got over it after like a year.

But, I didn’t get over my crush on Professor Slate, and as soon as I was able, I applied only to the university he worked at, in his program, specifically to get this kind of chance right here.

Yes, I’m an academic. And yes
 , it’s massively exciting to search with him for the Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, a find so rare and extraordinary that even being remotely
 attached to its discovery would affix my position as a university professor like, the second I actually graduate with my degree.

I have a genuine interest in archaeology, in discovering the old and making it new again, to helping to inform humanity about where our origins lie and what we’re capable of.

But I’d be lying to you if I told you anything except about how this trip is conceptualized in my mind as a way to slide my mouth around Professor Slate’s cock and feel his cum jetting down my throat. Or, even better, to feel him pump his cock inside my hot young virgin-and-saved-up-just-for-him pussy and make me so fucking pregnant I'll never be able to walk again.

Do you think if I ask really nice he’ll let me call him Daddy?

I wear my issues on my sleeve; I don’t give a fuck. Thinking about that—calling him Daddy, feeling him hold me down, urging him to cum in my fertile cunt so I’ll be tied to him forever—makes me need to shift my body against the car door so that it’s less obvious about how my fingers are sliding up and down against the heated front of my crotch.

On my neck is my pendant, channeling the heat of my body out into the world. It's an old thing from my mother—given to her from her mother, and her mother before her. I've worn it ever since I went to college. My mom didn't make a big deal about it, but she said her
 mom really did, mentioning how it came from some ancient place. Mom didn't believe any of that—she almost never wore it—but she thought it was appropriate for my study.

I wear it constantly. It's an odd little thing, interlocking circles and triangles, about the circumference of a quarter, the color of burnished lead. I think it has some weird chemical reaction stuff going on inside the metals. It's always getting warm or cold. Ever since I've come to college, ever since I've been studying under Professor Slate, it's been like, nearly constantly warm, just like my pussy.


Fuck
 but I want to fuck him so bad. He’ll be my first. I’ve been saving myself for him. I think right now he thinks my enthusiasm for following his orders is just blind, happy academic excitement—like I’m some goody two-shoes desperate to please any authority figure in charge of me.

And yeah, okay, I sort of am...
 but fuck you, I want to suck his cock.


“Here we are,” says Vlada in that sexy-as-fuck Russian accent. It’s hard not to imagine her purring lips forming soft, sensuous sweet nothings as they tilt into a lover’s ear.

Or sliding onto Professor Slate's cock. Fuck. That's so hot.

We roll onto a flat level on the road and onto a sort of snow-covered plateau. The cabin ahead of us is of average size and looks like it belongs in a winter clothing catalog. There’s a chimney on one end which I feel like should already have smoke streaming out from it, but doesn’t, of course, there’s not been anyone here. Heavy snow, six inches thick, sits on top of the shingles of the roof and the windows are covered with inches of frost.

“Well,” says Professor Slate, stepping out of the SUV. “Here we are then. A bit of a fixer-upper, eh? Good. How far did you say we were to the dig site?”

“From the map you have given me,” says Vlada, pulling her bag out from the back of the vehicle, “I would say about a two mile hike. About an hour away in good weather.”

She looks up then, beautiful face peering up at the clouds. Her eyes are green, like mine, but more vividly so. I cannot help but feel inadequate when I’m near her, but it also kind of excites me how much prettier she is than me. It makes me want to be told that I should lick her boots. Maybe if Professor Slate said so...his cock driving into my cunt from behind as he lets me know that’s what he wants...

I realize I’m staring at Vlada, and she catches me, smiling slyly. She’s clearly used to this sort of attention, even from pretty young academics.

I’m not like, gorgeous like Vlada or anything, or even severely classically beautiful
 like Janine is, but I think I’m pretty good. I’ve kept myself in shape for years with weight lifting and rock climbing, knowing that on-site archaeology requires you to be pretty fit.

My hair is light, dirty blond, and kept most of the time in a thick, messy, low-pony tail. My features are nice; I’ve got bright eyes and pouty lips, a cute nose, a defined jawline and chin, and I’ve practiced making faces in the mirror for years to let Professor Slate know how badly I need him to stick his cock in me right away
 , and I think I’ve got it down to a science.

I’m making that sort of face at his back, now, practicing, building up my will. As he turns, I change back to a smile—happy and open.

Anything, I’m hoping to advertise—just anything
 you say, Sir.

“Alice, can you grab the cooler and the knapsacks? I’ll try to wake Professor Habermann.”

“Absolutely, Sir,” I say, capitalizing the “Sir” all on my own, a special inclusion just for me. “Do you want me to give you the bomb suit?”

“We didn’t pack a bomb suit,” he says absently, opening the side door where Janine is slumbering. “Oh, you mean because she hates me.” He smirks. “Funny.”

My heart thumps wildly at the soft praise.

While Professor Slate deals with Professor Habermann, Vlada and I deal with unpacking the car and setting up the fireplace.

“There should be logs in container outside,” says Vlada. “Dry and thick. Fetch them, yes?”

I hop to do as she says, heart fluttering still a bit from the sexy way her accent wraps around every syllable that struts out of her mouth. As I walk back in, I’m distracted a bit, watching Professor Slate help Habermann to her feet.

It’s not easy for me, watching him be next to her. I know that once, a long time ago, they had been lovers. Since then, they’ve both been married—and divorced—to other people, and I’m a bit concerned about what might happen if a bottle of brandy breaks out and they’re reminiscing about old times.

Thinking about him wanting to fuck Vlada is fine—Vlada is hot
 , and obviously wouldn’t be stuck with Professor Slate for longer than a hot fling. She can take of herself. And more importantly, there’s no emotional
 history there.

Janine Habermann had her chance with him and fucking blew it. Anyone who’s too big of an idiot to fuck a living hero like Professor Slate and not suck his cock forever
 to make him stay doesn’t deserve to have him again, and can just fuck off forever.

My therapist would say I’m displacing my emotions. She can fuck off, too.

“In my country,” Vlada says to me in the cabin as I toss the logs down next to the fireplace, “when a woman wants a man, even a young woman, she lets him know right away. There is no ‘will she, won’t she’ bullshit. Just aggressive, hot, immediate sex. Before anyone else gets an idea.”

I gulp, staring back at her. It’s hard to hear her talk about sex like that and not feel a trembling of lust.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, voice a little tremulous.

“Please.” She kneels down next to me and helps me load the firewood into the fireplace. Our breaths condense quickly in the cold air; I’m surprised they don’t crystallize. “Your attraction to him is as clear as the nose on your face. You are adult, yes? You are alone with him. The night is cold and lonely. If this Professor does not see how badly you want him, you should not let him remain in ignorance. Sneak into his room at night, and—”

At the front of the cabin, Professor Slate elaborately cleared his throat, letting Vlada know that he could hear every word that she had been saying. Next to him, fully awake now, was Professor Habermann, smiling with ill humor at the sudden awkwardness of the situation.

Vlada gave me an apologetic pat on my shoulder, sliding her majestic ass up and standing up at her full tall height, fully confident in herself. She saw no shame in the situation, which was true for her
 , as her biggest life’s aspiration wasn’t just tossed on top of the subject
 of that aspiration like a fucking jar of pickles spilled out onto the pantry floor.

I can’t fight the tears that start streaming from my eyes; I storm past the professors at the front door and run to the car. “I’ll make sure the tires are okay,” I say, not caring for the first time all day how cold it is out there.

* * * * *


T
 otally.

Fucking.

Ruined.

I can’t fucking believe it. I can’t fucking believe Vlada. I’m so fucking angry I could scream—and I do scream a little, with the wind picking up higher and higher, tearing into my face and flinging my tears across the Scandinavian wilderness. They become ice almost instantly, floating in the wind just for seconds before being ripped apart.

This place really fucking hates humans.

It’s like, I know she was just trying to help
 . I know she saw me horny as fuck and wanted to offer some encouragement—and you know what? Good on her, man.

I’ve been so fucking horny for Professor Slate that just having someone else know it, and to encourage it, felt like crack fucking cocaine as she was talking to me. Plus she’s fucking hot, and clearly
 has had sex like, eighteen billion times, so it’s easy to take her seriously when she gives advice about attracting men.

It was, no joke, the most camaraderie I’ve felt with other women for years
 .

And then it was fucking ruined
 because Miss Mercenary apparently has the situational awareness of a blind-deaf turtle and now Professor Slate knows
 and that means I’ll never get to suck his beautiful cock, never get to surprise him with how much I adore him, never get to help him realize how easily I can be the one to repair his beautiful heart and let him know that he’s so important and wonderful and handsome...

“Shit!” I scream into the wind, banging the tire iron against the side of the wheels. “Shit, shit, shit!”

And it’s like, that I know
 Vlada was only trying to help and actually was
 being helpful only makes it all worse because that means I can’t
 be mad at her, which is what I really
 want to do right now.

Fuck!

The wind stopped; I had to stop screaming. I hit the wheels with the tire iron again in frustration, wishing I could take the last two minutes back.

“That must be some new form of auto maintenance I’m not aware of,” says Professor Slate, coming up behind me. “Maybe you could teach me about it?”

I wipe my face, hoping to god I’m not some raccoon-eyed mess. I do a quick check in the car window, pulling my cap down farther around my ears—I look fine. Red-faced but fine. Maybe it’s even attractive—rosy cheeks and all that.

It’s so cold and windy out here that all my tears have been freeze-dried before they got a chance to do any damage to my make up, which was minimal anyway. I mean I had to put on something
 , I’m stuck in a cabin for a month with the crush of my life, but I’m also not stupid
 , we were climbing a mountain today, god.

I turn to look at him, arms crossed, struggling not to start bawling. Fuck, he’s handsome. All I want to do, still, is jump his bones.

“You know,” he says, “it was a little ambiguous who was talking about who until you ran out of there.”

He’s smiling, like this is a joke. Like my own personal horror show is just fun
 for him. I feel a flare of anger building, not really sure where to place it.

“Listen, Alice...”

“Oh, god,” I press my fingers into my nose, hating myself. “Please, don’t do that right now.”

“Don’t do what?”

“The pity thing. The ‘you’re a great girl,’ thing. 'I really appreciate your hard work and ethics.' All of that. Like, if you value my self-esteem at all, please don’t tell me how great you think I am and then proceed not to sleep with me.”

“What makes you think I was going to say that?”

“Weren’t you?”

He laughs. “You’ve got a lot of fire, don’t you? I don’t think you’ve said this much to me since...ever.”

“We talked for like three hours after my interview. About the architecture in ancient Mayan cultures.”

He shakes his head. “No, I
 talked for three hours. You listened raptly, attentively, and nodded where appropriate and smiled the whole time like I was some rock star.”

I bite my lip. “What are people supposed to do? You’re interesting.”

“I am boring
 .” He laughed. “Especially talking about architecture.”

“Boring? But you—you’re...you explore unexplored places! You rock climb into untouched worlds! Cave dive into forgotten civilizations!”

“You can keep going, it’s all working for me.”

My heart is hammering so fucking hard. “What?”

“I’m attracted to you, Alice. I really am. You’re a gorgeous teenager with a, frankly, amazing
 body, who’s made it painfully obvious how much you hero worship me.” I’m blushing so fucking hard; my cunt is practically gushing. “I’m a professional, Alice, but no man is that
 professional. I was really lucky you’re so well-qualified for this job, or else I would have felt like a real dick for hiring you as my assistant.”

“What do you mean?”

Everything is so hard to process. His beard is so fucking sexy. I want to live in it.

“I mean you’re really good at this. You have the grades and you topped the classes for the exhibitions the university held for two semesters straight. You’ve put in time at internships at digs all over the country—you know, at home—and wrote essays, three of them, actually, about the how to properly clean ancient bones for identification when no traditional tools are available. It eases my conscience, is all.” His hand takes a hold of mine. “Because if you had been bad
 at this, and I hired you anyway, then it would have been painfully obvious how much I want to get to know you better.”

He’s being sweet: “get to know you better.” I know he was being sweet and it was sweet
 that he was being sweet, but I translated all my lust into my face right then and asked, “What exactly do you mean by ‘get to know me better,’ Professor Slate?”

“Call me Nolan.” He smiles now. “And for starters—”

“Trespassers!
 ”

We both turn, startled by the sudden rough voice carried across the wind. What we see is a strange, completely unexpected sight—a bent-over crone dressed all in rags, her skin mottled and gray, fingernails like claws. She looks like something out of a cartoon, except she’s real, which only makes her all the more terrifying. One big, black eye staring at us, the other stitched shut; teeth mostly gone from the front of her mouth; nose upturned like a pig’s.

“Trespassers!” she calls again. “Be gone from here! Be gone from this place! You do not belong. Get out of here before it is too late.”

Professor Slate—Nolan? Mmph
 —steps forward, smiling friendly, holding his hands up.

“I’m really sorry if we’ve disturbed you somehow, ma’am,” he says. “But we have a permit to rent here for thirty days, straight from the owner. If you’d like, I can show you the paperwork—”

“There is no paperwork with authority high enough to allow the desecration of holy ground!” the witch roars. Her voice is about three times as big as she is. “You must leave here and never look back! It is unsafe. It is unseemly
 . The gods are watching even now, and they do not approve; they do not want
 you here. Turn back, turn away, before—”

A gunshot fires across the mountain. Nolan ducks and pulls me down into the snow with him, on top of me—so protective, I could just fucking die
 in his arms—and we turn again to see Vlada walking toward us, gun raised high in the air with smoke floating out from the barrel. I take a long moment to inhale his deeply sexy scent. Masculine and earthy, like cedar.

“Stupid old bat,” she says. “We have had issues with her in the past. Always this superstitious bullshit. Pay her no mind.”

Nolan stands back up, dusting himself off, and then helps me up.

“Thank you for the, er...assist, Vlada, but, really, I’d prefer to talk this out with this...lovely woman...”

We turn back toward the crone, but she is gone, utterly disappeared. There are no tracks in the frozen snow—none to say where she has gone, and none either to track where she had come from.

* * * * *


T
 he rest of the night passes rather quickly; darkness comes quick in this place and all of us are tired from the day’s events. The cabin is not huge, but not small either. Nolan has his own room in the far corner, and next to his is Professor Habermann’s, who I’ve hardly spoken to at all this entire trip.

Nolan. I can call him fucking Nolan
 .

Mmmph. Fuck. I'll probably still beg to call him Daddy, though.

After we unpack, we eat a short, quiet dinner, with Nolan and Vlada going over the map and comparing their notes, making sure they had all their coordinates synchronized. We go over the plans in case anything went wrong—what to do if there was a fire, a black out, a thunderstorm, an avalanche, a bear. Vlada goes over everything in detail.

My foot slides against Nolan’s the whole time, staring dreamily at his big, strong hands. I want to know what they’ll feel like when he’s holding me down—maybe I can tell him “no” the first time; maybe he’ll be into that? Maybe it’ll be hotter if he thinks I don’t want it...if he has to force me, take me, make me his...

But he pulls his feet back, knowing what's happening with me. He moves his eyebrows deliberately at Vlada, wanting me to listen; so, of course, knowing what he wants, I do it. It’s important—Vlada knows this mountain like the back of her hand and the explicitness with which she describes how to kill wolves or lions is both scary and basically the coolest thing I’ve ever heard. It’s a wonder she doesn’t just walk around in animal skins all time.

Fucking badass, she is.

Habermann acts like it’s all beneath her and honestly you can’t blame her too much. She’ll only have to remember all of this if the rest of us don’t, and in that case, probably she’d be dead anyway. She’s a theoretical
 archaeologist; she’s the kind of person who takes the information gathered in the field and puts it all together from the safety of an office inside some limber-dick liberal city with seventeen hundred coffee houses per square mile.

With her platinum hair all gathered up in a bun and her big poofy white jacket, she looks like she’s some agent from Heaven sent to cast judgment on the rest of us. She’s very quiet the whole time, casting disbelieving looks at Nolan and Vlada.

When Nolan gets up to use the bathroom—it's outside, an outhouse, ick—she turns to Vlada and shakes her head.

“I can’t believe you’re just allowing him to exploit your talents like this.”

Vlada smiles, always in control. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that he’s full of shit, and the only reason I’m here is because the university is promising me twice the paid sabbatical time afterward if I go along with this crazy bullshit. He’s lucky he’s got a friend in the dean’s office. But you
 ...” Habermann shakes her head. “You’re obviously a professional. No one is doubting that. I have every confidence you’ll keep us safe out here, so this isn’t about anything about your capabilities. But good lord, the 'Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male?' You have to be kidding.”

Vlada shrugged slowly and elaborately; it’s like watching a panther prowl across the room. Fuck, she’s sexy. “I do not know that I agree with him about the nature of this temple, no. You are correct in that. But there is something
 there. I have seen many pieces of it, fragments, remnants, in my time in these mountains. If you believe in my capabilities as you say, then trust me, at least for tomorrow. We will find something. Be sure of this.”

Shortly after, we break for bed. My heart burns with the need to talk more to Professor Slate—Nolan—
 to learn more about his “obvious” attraction for me and to question him endlessly about when he was first turned on by my body, whether he had enjoyed all the tiny skirts I had been wearing for his benefit, were my high heels high enough to garner his favor, were their any demands I needed to satisfy for him right that instant—but when I corner him in the kitchen, out of sight of Vlada, he pushes me softly and encouragingly away with a gentle smile.

“We have a whole lot to talk about. But you and I are both tired and...” he nods at Janine, outside, “our space here isn’t exactly our own. We’ll have the time, soon, during this trip I mean, to talk...and more.”

His hand passes over my palm, and I have to fight so hard from cumming that it’s unbelievable to me. I know I have a short trigger, but fuck
 . Fingertips over a palm? Are you serious? That’s what’s getting me off?

I mean apparently
 . I guess having the object of my lifelong attraction more-or-less saying that as soon as we can be sure Janine is super passed out that he’ll stuff his cock in my virgin pussy until I’m begging to call him Daddy turns me on a little bit
 , okay?

I am so fucking excited, holy shit!

“Sure, of course,” I say, smiling, trying to play off how badly I want to stuff every syllable I’m saying with the hard pounding of his cock down my throat. “Of course, Nolan.” I feel so adult when I say his name; he’s old enough to be my father. That is, obvi, kind of the point. “Whatever you think is best.”

I say it a good
 way, a nice way, letting him know how much I trust him to lead and guide. I am, you may have noticed, one hell of a submissive. The thought of trying to lead him down some path is anathema to me, even though there are a ton
 of paths I want to lead him down and a ton
 of things I want him to show my innocent virgin little cunt.

But I need him to know what they are—need him to be in charge, to order me around, need to do what he says and follow his every direct command completely so I can show him what a good little girl I can be for him.

Nolan and Habermann retreat to their rooms; Vlada and I stay in the living room. Right away, Vlada claims the couch. I’m not really one to argue in the first place, and I’m certainly not going to argue with her
 . If she wants the couch, she can take it. She’s the one keeping us alive, after all. I fluff out my sleeping bag and take up residence on the rug in front of the fireplace, taking care that the guard in front of the fireplace is sturdy.

I’ve heard horror stories about slumbering folks tossing and turning themselves right into a blazing mess. I have really hot dreams where my fingers can't help but slide right into my hot teenage cunt and I roll around a lot
 to satisfy myself, waking up still half-dreaming and coaxing myself to at least three orgasms a night.

I'm fucking horny
 , okay? Like, definitionally. If you had to define me, you would say: Teenager; Archaeology Student; Attractive; Horny as Fuck
 .

It’s not too long after that that I slide down onto the floor in my sleeping bag to go to sleep.

Vlada flashes me a quick smile before I shut my eyes. “You see? When a man knows, he acts.”

I smile back at her, blushing furiously. “Thank you.”

“Is nothing,” she says. “I apologize for...what is word. Impropriety?”

That actually really means a lot. That bond I felt earlier with her strengthens immediately. My smile grows.

“It’s all right. Good night, Vlada.”

“Sweet dreams, little one.”


That
 sends a shiver down my spine.

I suppose it shouldn’t exactly surprise you that all my fucked up Daddy issues and my latent bisexuality have led in turn to a dalliance from time to time with Mommy issues, too? That thought that it wouldn’t be so fucking bad if Nolan was into Vlada...if only he could let me join in...if he ordered me to lick her out while he fucked me from behind...

Mmmph. Fuck. Too bad that's impossible. I mean, I like to aim big, but that's a little too
 big. I can be content—incredibly so—
 with “only” Nolan.

But still, it's that fantasy that keeps me silently, quietly, carefully urging my fingers against my clit as I drift off into dreams.

And my dreams start hard
 . I mean usually there’s this period of darkness when you sleep, right? And even when you know you’re dreaming, you’re kind of aware that there’s been this period where you were asleep and not yet dreaming yet, right? Like the darkness that happens before a movie, and then the movie starts, only you forget
 that it’s a movie, and that’s the dream?

This is different.

This is like—like a screen wipe. One second my eyes were closed and I was drifting. The next, I’m fucking standing in the middle of some great edifice, an enormous altar in front of me. Janine and Vlada are there, and they’re smiling, their faces sort of mad. But not angry
 mad, like, insane mad.

Like, manic
 mad—their smiles are wide and fearsomely happy, like they’re about to split apart from the amount of bliss they’re feeling.

And I can tell that they are in this dream
 with me; it’s not just me dreaming about them. This is a dream that I’m having with
 them at the same time.

I’ve only fucking read
 about that sort of thing, and it's supposed to be fucking fake
 .

But this is real. I know it is. I can feel it.

They’re dressed in these shimmering, sheer white gowns. Tall slits up their gorgeous legs, all the way up to their hips. They're both so fit, I can see their pelvic bones, ugh.

Their nipples are hard as fuck and their cunts are drooling hot wetness. Both of them are standing next to this altar in the shape of an immense hard cock and huge balls. Like, the altar itself is the balls, resting happily on the ground, and towering above us is the hard, turgid cock of some stone god. The veins are as thick as my forearms.

I’ve never been so turned on in my life, and Nolan fucking Slate just told me he was attracted to me—so do with that
 information what you will.

I look down and see that I’m dressed the same way as Vlada and Janine, my virgin body all clad in a sheer white clingy gown. It plunges in a deep v-neck, showing off my cleavage, and I feel vulnerable and afraid, but in a nice way. A sexy
 way. There are sleeves that go all the way down to my wrists, but they're so sheer, like the rest of the gown, it's like they're not even there.

“We’ve been waiting for you so long, little darling,” say Janine and Vlada in unison. “So very long. Won’t you come adore Him with us?”

They drop to their knees and start licking at the heavy balls of the altar. I can see that it’s made of stone, but the ease with which their tongues slide up and down it make it clear that they’re not tasting stone at all. They're tasting Male
 .

I can see the thick cock pulsing and trembling, the veins surging to life. Thick, heavy precum starts to slide down the cockhead, so tall above my head, and I drop to my knees, desperate to join in this worship. I know that I must. I know I haven’t any choice. I know it’s what I was destined
 to do.

Crawling up to the massive altar, the precum and cum begins to leak down the heavy shaft, resting on the balls. The three of us together slide our faces in it, kissing and adoring one another as we slurp up heavy gobs of the delicious nectar. Everything happening is so sweet, so hot, so right. I’ve never felt anything so perfect. Their mouths slide over mine, licking the thick cum from my face, and I lick and kiss theirs in turn.

“Don’t you just love him?” Vlada asks me.

“Don’t you simply adore him?

“Yes!” I moan, my mouth half-full of his delicious, sticky cum. “Yes!”

“Yes!” They moan in turn, like I had asked them the same question. “God, yes!”

I need to cum so bad. We all
 do. Together, as one, we slide our bodies forward on the heaping, huge balls, rubbing our bodies up and down on them. My fingers slide down my body, but I don’t need to touch my cunt—the thick altar provides pressure enough, pulsing beneath me so beautifully.

“Yes,” I moan, in unison with Janine and Vlada. “Yes. Yes!”

Bright, white light fills my vision, my entire world. There’s nothing left for me but to submit, to give in, to let it all take over.

“Yes!” I shout, cumming madly, bucking wildly in my sleeping bag.

Awake, in the world again, the temple utterly gone. Trembling and spasming, the pleasure so intense
 , and from the light of the dying fire I can see Vlada is in her couch, bucking and moaning and crying out “Yes!” as well.

We both can hear Janine, in her room, screaming in orgasmic pleasure.

The fire is almost out entirely. Sitting up, my bones and muscles still loose from all that pleasure, I add another few logs and check the time. I’ve been asleep for more than six hours.

The dream felt only like it lasted for maybe ten minutes.

I look over at Vlada. She’s dripping with sweat, just like me, her tongue slowly sliding around her lips. The way she’s looking at me, I feel more like a meal than a person; I kind of like it.

“This mountain has...many secrets,” she says, green eyes glimmering. “I have lived here for more than twenty years. Even I still do not know them all.”

* * * * *


A
 s Vlada had promised, it doesn’t take more than an hour to walk to the site the next morning. Looking around, it’s hard to know just exactly why she thought this was the place that Nolan was so insistent on finding.

I mean, it’s creepy, right? Totally creepy. It’s the kind of place where if someone showed you a list of pictures, with the subject being, “Place you would most likely die horribly in a horror movie,” this would easily be your number one pick.

There’s this massive cave entrance, only it’s not
 an entrance because there’s a huge stone wall in the mouth of it. Just outside of that is an alcove of trees and a small clearing, but the trees are all dead for some weird reason, and their branches are hanging over the clearing like interlaced skeleton fingers, blocking the sunlight except for a few stray shafts. It’s warmer than it was yesterday—in the positive single digits, with a high of +10!

But it’s still crazy cold and I’m glad I’ve got my multiple layers to keep me warm. Jacket on top of hoodie on top of sweater on top of thermal underwear, etc. Vlada has, naturally, worn even less
 somehow, rolling the sleeves of her tight red sweater and keeping the top unbuttoned. Her cleavage is insane and all I can think about is falling into it while I jerk on Nolan’s cock and beg him to cum on us both.

We haven’t had a chance to talk about our dream last night. We definitely
 didn’t talk it over with Janine, who clearly (by which I mean, audibly) had the same dream as us. But I can see from the looks she keeps shooting over at us that she’s wondering about us. Thinking about scantily-clad, essentially-nude young bodies pressing against hers, the three of us all kneeling together and worshiping at the altar of some ancient masculine god...

Do I think something mystical is happening? Something supernatural? I don’t know. How do you know such a thing? I don’t have like a range of experiences to judge it against—something in my past that I can connect it to and say, “Yup, this is what that is!”

It was just a weird thing. A weird, very arousing thing, so much so that I—not gonna lie—am actually looking forward to sleeping again tonight to see if it happens again. Maybe this time I can slide my fingers into Vlada’s cunt. She seemed so open to it last night, her mouth pressing so urgently on mine, full of our God’s cum...


Our God
 . Listen to me.

This is all fucked up.

Above us, Vlada is walking over the snow on top of the cave, digging with a shovel through the gathered ice and frost and clearing away some of the excess. Watching her muscles move is pure arousal in motion; she is toned
 in those tight, tight pants.

“Well,” says Nolan, tearing his eyes away from the Russian beauty somehow, “these are the coordinates. Everyone look around. We’re hoping for some kind of opening somewhere. Something that leads us underground.”

“Why not above ground?” Janine asked, mostly sarcastic. “Why not in the trees somewhere?”

Nolan either didn’t notice or ignored her sarcasm, peering around a collection of rocks. “All the myths about the Ancient Male describe him as coming from the earth itself. A being of pure matter to impregnate the female cosmos, to spread his seed wherever he wished.”

I feel my cunt spasming slightly at that explanation. Mmph. Thinking about Nolan
 as that God...oh fuck...

“All this patriarchal tripe is bullshit, you know that, right?” says Janine. “Even if there were
 such legends—and that’s circumspect—it was only to reinforce the notion that women should serve men as their Masters and exist only for breeding.”

“Of course,” says Nolan, smiling at Janine. “What, did you think I wanted to find some actual
 mystical being, Janine? This is about science. Archaeology. You know, finding out what makes ancient civilizations tick?”

They keep bickering, but I am drawn to a collection of rocks not too far from the entrance, placed directly across from the opening, placed inside a thick plot of brush. I take a few minutes and clear away the brush, pulling and tugging the dead branches out. The ovaloid stones are bright and white and shaped like teardrops, though they’re all very large.

It’s the kind of thing you see often in ancient civilizations, the stacking of like rocks to signify something. An entrance, sometimes, or just a marker that those who pass this point put their lives at risk.

Something about them...calls me to them. The pendant on my neck vibrates, its surface heating along my skin.

I place the pendant on the rocks, couldn’t tell you why. Like I'm moving in a dream, like my actions were already thought-out beforehand. As I’m doing it, Nolan is leaning against the cave wall, knocking it, searching for hollow portions, maybe, as if he could break through. The second my pendant touches the rocks, there’s a deep rumble—and the cave wall begins to descend into the ground.

“Oh my god,” says Nolan. “I did it!”

I have to resist from giggling—he obviously didn’t, but I don’t want to ruin his moment. It’s not like he’s actively taking credit; he just thought he had hit some hidden switch.

Vlada drops down from on top of the cave entrance and the two of them immediately begin unpacking their packs, putting their materials together. They adorn themselves with ropes and other climbing gear, flashlights on their heads.

“We need the two of you to stay out here,” says Nolan, after they're ready.

“That’s fine by me,” says Janine, crossing her arms. She’s doing her best to not look impressed from the moving rock.

“But I—” I’m a little shocked. I want
 to go. “I mean, I can help!”

“Of course you can,” says Nolan. “I know you can. But it’s dangerous at first, and if anything happens, we need
 people out here to get help.”

“We’re a hundred miles from the nearest town,” says Janine. “I mean, if it’s help you wanted—”

“Our phones are hooked up to the satellite. Reception is perfect, I just checked. I need you out here to call if we need help. If there’s a cave-in or anything else weird, having half our team on the outside is the smartest thing. Okay?”

He’s making perfect sense, but I still don’t like it. I mean, I
 opened the cave, and I
 believed in him this whole time, and I should be the one to inaugurate it with him, not Vlada.

He comes close to me and whispers in my ear.

“I know this is important to you. We’ll explore it up and down together once I know it’s safe. You ever wanted to fuck in an ancient temple?”

He squeezes my hip, and I melt completely. He’s being so open
 about it, so sure and masculine, and I can’t help but nod, my eyes wide.

“Yes, Sir.” I make my voice very small. Like a little girl’s. “Anything you say.”

I can see this has an effect on him—both of us have fucking on the mind. But, work first.

Janine and I stay outside, then, and watch them enter the cave. My eyes are locked on both
 their asses—the sultry, toned orbs of Vlada, sculpted by years of mountain climbing, and the thick, muscular behind of Nolan.

“He’s going to use you, you know,” says Janine, after they’re quite gone.

“What?”

“That’s what he does. He uses people until he doesn’t have a use for them anymore. He used me. I’m not trying to ruin your...” she sighs. “Look, I know he’s exciting. And dangerous. And handsome. But once he tires of you, he’ll replace you with some younger, hotter version. It’s just what he does.”

A million things go through my mind, but the number one thing is anger.

“You’re just jealous,” I say. “You’re jealous because I’m—I’m prettier than you, and younger than you, and he wants to fuck
 me and not you. You’re jealous and that’s all. He’s a great man.”

Janine looks at me. She’s a little sad; the most emotion I’ve ever seen on her ice queen face. She shakes her head, rubbing herself as a stiff wind blows in.

“You know what?” she says, smiling briefly. “You’re actually kind of right. I am jealous of how young you are. All your life ahead of you. And he is
 a great man. But not a good one. There’s a difference.”

“Whatever,” I say, flipping my hair back.

We sit in silence for ten minutes more. I’m seething with rage; all I want to do is tell her off. Why does she have to be such a bitch? Why does she want to ruin this perfect fucking blossoming thing for me? Isn’t life hard enough already? Isn’t it obvious
 how much it all means to me?

There’s a sharp crack—like a bolt of lightning—from inside the cave, and a scream. An agonizing, seemingly-endless scream, filling the air. Janine and I stand up, rushing toward the mouth of the cave. I call for Nolan, for Vlada, but the scream is so loud that nothing can be heard over its immense sound.

Over time, the scream begins to make sense. It’s several
 screams, several
 voices, all of them female. Desperate, needy, aching, and horny. I can tell by their cries.

I can tell by how similar they are to the way Janine and Vlada and I sounded last night.

Slowly, the screams taper off. Janine and I are holding hands. We realize it, sneer at each other, and quickly toss the other’s hand aside.

“Nolan!” I cry again, audible now. “Vlada! Are you all right? What’s happened? Should we call for help?”

“You haven’t already?” Janine shook her head. “You useless little bimbo. That would have been the first
 thing to do. Give me the phone.”

I swallow my resentment and present the satellite phone, knowing she’s right. But just as I give it to her, I see shadows in the cave moving forward. My heart leaps—they’re all right.

Only...they’re not entirely. Vlada has Nolan on her shoulder, carrying him with a surprising ease, just one arm holding all of his bulk, and strides easily out of the cave. When she enters the ankle deep snow, her stride does not slow in the slightest. Something is different about her. Her poise. Her...energy. The vibe is all different.

She raises her head to the sky, sniffing deeply.

“He has found the source, as it has been foretold. All is well. All will be well. Rejoice,” she says, eyeing us hungrily, “for you shall number among the first of His followers.”

“The fuck?” Janine says, stepping forward. “Look, I think you’ve had a concussion, and I don’t know what’s
 wrong with Nolan, but we have to call—”

Moving lightning fast—even more impressive carrying a two-hundred pound man on one shoulder—Vlada snatches the phone from Janine’s hands and crushes it. I watch, swallowing deep, inexplicably feeling my cunt warm and moisten, as the phone smashes into dust inside of her grip.

Janine looks at her with surprise and horror, seeming about to unwind with a rant, and in one smooth motion, Vlada backhands her and then slaps her, knocking her completely unconscious. Janine falls to the snow, motionless.

“Wh-what?” I say, stunned. “What? Wh-what? What?”

Satisfied, Vlada picks up Janine’s lifeless body, and begins to walk back toward the cabin. She ignores me totally—I keep crying after her, asking her what happened—but there’s no response.

I don’t have a choice but to follow. Something has happened
 to Vlada, maybe to Nolan too, or maybe Vlada
 happened to Nolan. But no matter what, I have to follow them. It’s not like I can survive out here in the cold by myself.

Above us, the dead trees? The ones that were so creepy before?

They’re covered in green leaves now. The limbs bright and strong. Flooded over with virile life.

* * * * *


W
 e return inside the cabin, Vlada still barely speaking. She drops the still-unconscious Janine next to the door like a sack of groceries, and then moves Nolan into his room, carefully laying him out on the bed. Slowly, she begins to strip. I can’t believe what I’m seeing.

“What are you...what are you doing, Vlada?”

She looks up at me—and I see for the first time how different her eyes are. They were green before, but they’re shining
 now, filled with a light that I couldn’t ever possibly trace the origins of.

“You know exactly what I am doing, child.” She smiles. “I am taking care of our Lord.”

“L-lord?”

“He is our Lord and Savior. Our Holy Monument to All That is Right and True. I must attend to Him. He requires rest.” She smiles deeply. “And adoration, so that He may regain His Power.”

Her accent remains, but there’s something new in her voice. A kind of warmth I’ve never heard before, a deep, delectable confidence that makes me want to slide my tongue over her mouth until I figure it out for myself.

Soon, Vlada is naked, and I’m watching, more turned on than I ever have been in my life. Her nipples are erect and large, like little raspberries, and her body is sleek and shiny. She doesn’t even seem to feel
 the cold in the cabin, and I have to tell you, I don't either. It’s like there’s a heat source in here more powerful than any fire. More soothing. More safe.

My pussy is pulsing so fucking hard.

“You may watch, naturally,” says Vlada. “The Master would approve. Your virgin mind must learn how to please him sooner than later.”

“I can...I can watch?” Even I can't tell if I'm scared or excited.

“Yes. But only if you touch yourself. Otherwise, I’ll shut the door.”

I can...I can watch. I can watch Vlada fuck Nolan. Oh fuck.

This is all so weird, so unexpected. My stomach is twisting, my arousal levels off the charts. I never knew how badly I fucking wanted to see those two fucking until she just offered it, but now I know I want it more than anything
 . There’s a hot, sweet scent in the air, filling all my thoughts with vicious, brutal rutting, and it’s all I can do to stop myself from falling to my knees right then.

“Vlada,” I say, stepping forward to the doorway. She blocks me—so protective of Nolan. Her naked body is right in front of me, sleek, her pussy dripping wet down her thighs. I feel a hot flash of affection for her; how can I not? She’s so fucking pretty, and from every part of her body language, I can tell that all she wants to do in this life is serve
 him.

Serve him like I
 want to serve him.

Like we could be slaves to him. Together. Worshiping at the altar of his enormous cock.

“Vlada,” I say again, stumbling over her beautiful name. “I...I want to understand. But I don’t. I’m s-so worried
 about you, about him, and I want...I just want to...”

She strokes my face, smiling and nodding. “You want to be a good girl for Master.”

A low little mewling moan comes out from my mouth. Fuck. Fuck, that is exactly
 what I want. My knees knock together audibly.

“Vlada, that’s...that’s not fair. I want...I want to make sure—”

“You want to make sure you’re not left out, darling.”

She says it like “dahlink.” My cunt gushes. Panties totally soaked.

“I understand totally,” she continues. “Master has room for all of us. I promise.” She lands a soft little kiss on my lips, and my pussy spasms uncontrollably, bringing me so close to orgasm that I nearly fall down right then and there. “Be a good girl
 , now, and stay right there. Watch me while I attend him...and finger your little good girl cunt.”

I have to obey. I have
 to. I have to do what she says. I kick off my pants and then my panties, finger slowly circling around my clit as Vlada climbs on the bed with Nolan. In moments, she has him naked, ripping his clothes off like they’re paper.

Then, winking at me one more time with those bright shining green eyes, she slides her mouth over his half-hard cock.

Immediately, I feel a hot, unexpected, outside twinge of arousal. It’s like Nolan’s pleasure is making me hotter, whether I want it or not. Vlada's mouth works beautifully up and down his thick, hardening cock. I can see rivulets of precum sliding out from beyond Vlada's mouth. In moments, he's perfectly hard—and he's huge
 .

Like, he's bigger than I ever
 could have imagined him being. Enormous. At least a foot of cock, and thick,
 so thick I don't think my virgin cunt could take
 him.

He's hung like a god.

Vlada continues to moan and worship, whispering soft phrases in a language I don't understand—a language that doesn't even sound Russian, or Scandinavian. It sounds old
 , full of tongues and harsh syllables.

Slowly, he begins to stir. His hand rises up and pushes into the thick dark mass of Vlada's hair. She moans girlishly—submissively, utterly pleased—as he groans in approval. His hips begin to buck upward, fucking her mouth even as she forcefully slides herself up and down. Her hand is quick and slick with his precum, jerking up and down the shaft of his immensity while her lips rotate around his enormous cockhead.

Janine stirs from her sleep. I see her out of the corner of my eye, so utterly unwilling to look away from the most perfect thing I’ve ever witnessed—even more perfect than my dream last night.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she asks me.

I know she only see me, naked from the waist down, my fingers buried up in my hot virgin cunt. Every part of me so sweaty and hot, my mouth cooing and mewling constant moans of delight. I don’t give a fuck. What’s she going to do about it? I’m witnessing history
 . I’m witnessing something important
 .

“Stop that,” says Janine. She sniffs, and I know she can smell him in the air. His majesty. His greatness. His masculinity
 , his virility. “Stop...stop touching yourself.”

I don’t, continuing to finger my beautiful young pussy as I watch Nolan push Vlada off his cock. She and I both let out a disappointed moan, but only for a moment. He grabs her by the throat and slams her hard
 against the wall—but Vlada just grins, moaning with lust and spreading out her legs wide. He pushes into her easily, like they're machine parts, made for one another, and her legs wrap around his thick muscular waist. He looks different
 than just moments ago. More toned. More muscular. So strong.
 He was holding Vlada against the wall with one hand
 like she weighed as much as a feather.

Quickly his cock slides right inside her dripping wet cunt. She moans, contorting, her face pained for a moment like...like...like somehow she's a fucking virgin
 all of a sudden.

Like something in that temple made her a virgin just so that would be all he fucked.


I'm losing my mind. He's pounding Vlada against the wall. His muscles are so thick
 , his back rippling like ropes on water. I want to whisper in his ear how much I’ll obey him until the end of time. I don’t want to leave a single doubt in his head about what a happy, perfect, pretty slave I’ll be for him.

Vlada is cumming constantly, moaning out sweet affirmatives, promising audibly like I am internally that she will worship Nolan forever.

“My God!” she moans again and again. “My God! You are my God! Fill me, my God! Make me pregnant! Breed me, my God, oh please! Please, yes, fill me!”

Janine is annoyed now, but also clearly turned on. I can hear it in her voice.

“I said, stop
 —”

She crosses the threshold of the door and sees the incredibly scene beyond.

The force with which Nolan is fucking Vlada makes it obvious that the entire cabin should be shaking—if not completely breaking apart. His muscles, huge and powerful, use all of their force to drive into Vlada's beautifully contorted body. She kisses him madly on the lips, on the neck, all over his face, dedicated her every last breath and heartbeat to him.

“Yes!” she moans. “I worship only You, my God! I Love Only You!”

“You are my slave.” His voice is deep and booming. Hardly recognizable as Nolan's at all—but I know it's him. “You belong to me. You worship me. You are the First. The First of my Followers, and so shall you ever be...” he huffs, groaning in pleasure. “...ever be blessed. Eternally. Beautiful and young. Forever.”

“Yes!” Vlada moans. I can see the power flooding into her from all his precum. I can see her eyes glowing and shining ever brighter, her limbs responding in kind to his forceful, endless thrusts. “Please! Cum in me! Breed me! Make me yours! Deliver me your power, my God!”

Roaring like an animal, Nolan unleashes, cumming hard inside Vlada—so much that it floods out from her tight Russian pussy, slipping down their bodies and pooling on the ground. She orgasms audibly, shaking and thrashing in his huge, impossibly strong grip. And as he empties in her, he's still growing, getting visibly stronger and taller, his body overflowing with masculine force.

And Janine and I cum too. Janine isn't even touching
 herself, but she cums, and I cum harder than her, bucking and moaning, leaning into her legs as she struggles to stand against the door frame, our bodies overwhelmed with the seemingly endless thrusts of belly-floating lust being powered outward by this amazing coupling.


Oh Daddy
 , I keep thinking, uncontrollably, as the pleasure coursing through me. Oh Mommy. Oh Daddy. Fuck Mommy so good, oh Daddy, oh fuck her please! Fuck her so right! Breed her, yes!


Nolan, finally finishing in Vlada to completion, lets her drop to the ground. Vlada futilely tries to stretch upward, her body totally exhausted by the God above her. I can see his new muscle definition, his growth in his height, the kind of God he’s become.

He's everything any woman could want in a man, and even though I've just cum, I'm soaking in need. Marinating. Every part of me wants him.

“Now then,” he says, smiling at Janine and I, both of us dripping wet with sweat and arousal. “Which one of you would like to be bred next?”

# # #



Obeying His Command



––––––––


I
 ’ve had a crush on Professor Nolan Slate for practically my whole life. When my Dad left my Mom, he became the new father figure in my life—but only in my head.

I went a thousand adventures with him—through the darkest parts of the Amazon, across the plains of Siberia, deep underground beneath Death Valley—everywhere you might think, all in my imagination. When I was old enough to start fantasizing sexually, he was the immediate object of my need to cum, a need that was prescient and immediate almost all the time. Every part of my education and personality was shaped to join him at the university where he worked so I could go on expeditions with him. So that I could somehow, some way, unload on him all the massive amounts of feelings I had for him, so that I could let him know that he was the most important man in the world to me.

Now, he’s standing in front of me in this isolated mountain-cabin-turned-fuck-festival, looking at least fifteen years younger than the age I know he is and around six inches taller than he was yesterday, his body rippling over with mouth-watering muscle. What I had loved about him was his sense of adventure, his ability to explain anything from the past with such simplicity and ease, his curiosity.

But I’m fucking human, and it’s not like I’m immune to the allure of a tall, insanely handsome, incredibly-muscled man with an enormous cum-dripping cock.

Oh, did I forget to mention that?

Yeah—love of my entire life, man I’m desperate to call Daddy until he whispers what a good girl I am (or punishes me for being a bad
 girl, moan
 )—he has a cock the size of a monster
 , and it’s dripping out hot precum and cum like a fucking mountain stream. His brook, it babbles.

I’m kneeling down in front of him in the cabin, staring with wide, worshipful eyes. All my dreams are about to come true. Drool is sliding down from my lips down to my breasts, flattening my shirt and pooling in my cleavage. I’m sweaty and hot—there’s some strange magical heat he’s exuding, filling this place with unstoppable sexual warmth.

I mean, none of this makes any fucking sense
 , all right? We have abandoned sense and logic. We abandoned it the second that Vlada, Janine, and I had a shared dream the night before worshiping a giant living stone cock and balls, right? So this—what’s happening now, with the crazy mad dark look in Nolan’s eyes or the way that Vlada is wrapping herself around his body like his supreme queen—none of this is, like, relegated to the world of rationality.


So—I’m in the mountains. There’s nowhere to run even if I wanted
 to, and if
 I wanted to, there’s a blizzard coming the size of the state of fucking Delaware
 , so it’s not a complete option. I’m about to get my face skullfucked by the most beautiful man in existence whether I like it or not, and I’m going to be forced to call him Daddy and Master and God until he makes me his breeding bitch for the rest of my life...


My cunt has never been this wet in my whole entire life. Not ever. Not once.

Vlada is not helping matters. Tall. Busty. Gorgeous. She’s wrapped her slender, educated hand around Nolan’s cock, sliding her naked body up against his and resting under his arm. They look like some erotic King and Queen. He takes her by the ass, gripping her fucking hard
 , so hard that my cunt twitches dumbly as I witness it, and she’s softly and urgently gyrating her dripping wet pussy against his hip.

Her face, immaculate and looking years younger, like a fresh fucking teenager
 —free of all wrinkles and blemishes, her skin shiny and shining
 , like there’s light
 coming out from it—stares up at Him with unadulterated worship.

When I met her two days ago at the base of the mountain we’re buried deep within now, she was basically the hottest woman I’d ever seen up close. Her accent—Russian, just like all
 of her—only makes her hotter.

She has bright, bright
 green emerald eyes and thick reddish-brown hair that stretches down in a tremendous blanket down past her ass.

That’s new. Yesterday, her hair was long, but it was like, mid-back length. Her musculature, which I am painfully and cunt-drippingly aware of, is utterly perfect, her abs toned and tight, her back muscles melding together like a road sign to her ass saying “insert fuckstick here!”

Nolan is momentarily distracted by Vlada, kissing her deeply while she strokes his cock and whispers sweet nothings about terribly she wants to see him fuck all of creation. I’m jealous instantly, but only because I want to be part
 of it, not because I want Vlada gone.

She’s fucking hot
 and I want Nolan to fuck hot women—I just want to be
 one of them.

“A-Alice,” says Professor Habermann. Janine. “Alice, we have to...”

She’s next to me, gulping and sweating, trying to make sense of all this. I've stopped trying. But even with her efforts, she's licking her lips, watching Nolan’s tremendous cock jet out huge globs of cum on the floor.

It’s only feet away. I can smell
 it; fuck that, I can fucking taste
 it, and I want to lick it up until it’s shampooing my hair and secreting back through my skin.

My hands are rubbing hard against my tits—a generous 36C cup that looks positively tiny compared to Vlada’s new and improved mega-melons, enlarged impossibly after receiving Nolan's hot load inside her tight little cunt, so sensationally buoyant, like she’s a warrior priestess in some fucking video game.

She’s so hot.

They’re so hot
 together, fuck!

They belong
 together. I need to belong with
 them.

“Alice,” Janine takes me by the shoulder, physically tearing my gaze away from this perfection. “We have to go. We can’t...we can’t stay here.”

She stuffs my discarded pants into my hands, and then stands up, her knees wobbling and weak, picking up a coat and hat.

“We just have to—have to...um...check the car!” says Janine.

Grabbing me still, urging me to slip my pants on over my slick-as-fuck thighs and knees (slick from exactly
 you-know-what), we stumble outside to the open mountain.

Professor Habermann is a rival of Professor Slate’s—once, long ago, they had been lovers, and she’s held resentments against him ever since. You get the feeling he broke it off with her, though it may have been the other way around—one of those regret sort of things. She’s very beautiful, in a cold, removed sort of way—a kind of museum
 beauty, “look but don’t touch.”

She’s blond and painfully skinny. Her skin smooth like marble, eyes like ice. I sort of want to lick her? The way you want to lick a glacier. You know it's stupid and dangerous, but you want to anyway, just for the fuck of it.

Outside, I expect cold, but instead, the heat follows us. There’s no snow anywhere around the cabin for a ten foot radius, like we’ve set up some fucking perimeter of space heaters or something equally ridiculous. The heat is wet
 without being humid somehow, or at least I don’t feel uncomfortable like I usually do when I’m humid.

I feel ready
 , aching
 , like the sweat on my skin and the thick wet volume of my chestnut hair is just advertising how utterly slick my pussy is, how ready I am to be bred by Nolan.

Oh god, did I mention that? Yeah. I want his fucking babies. I have names picked out and everything. Nolan Junior for a boy, obviously (he’s so fucking great
 ), and Deborah for a girl.

Janine has to restrain me to keep from going back inside.

“W
 -want
 it...” I say, mouth still full of heavy saliva, so ready to slick-fuck his rod down my needy teenage throat.

“Alice,” she says, wrestling with me before finally turning me to face her. “Alice! Look at me!” She lowers her voice. “Listen to me. I am...very fond of Nolan in my own way. I have great respect for Vlada. But you have to know that those people in there...those things
 ...they aren’t them. You know that, right? They’ve been...possessed somehow.” She gulps, as if realizing what it is she’s saying as she says it.

My mind is able to—for the time being—snap attention on her. “I thought you didn’t believe in all that mystical stuff?”

“I don’t, but I just saw a man...a woman...” she gulps again. “They’re different
 , aren’t they? Changed somehow. And there’s no reasonable explanation. And they want to do it to us
 .”


I know,
 I want to groan. Let’s go back in and let them!


But outside of the cabin, away from the heat, I have to admit that Janine is making sense. There’s some dark fucking occult supernatural stuff at play here and it’s scary as shit. Maybe
 it will result in a lifetime of erotic pleasures, being a happy cockslurping breeding pet for the man of my dreams, but maybe I’ll fucking go to hell for all eternity. Maybe this mystical force will get its rocks off by tearing me apart with red hot hooks—what the fuck do I know about it?

Nothing. And that’s what’s scaring Janine, and that’s what should
 be scaring me. Logic slowly returns to my head.

It's stupid and I hate it. But it's probably right. Slowly, I start to pull my pants back up. My pussy made my legs so slick that it's really easy. I hope I don't chafe.

Fumbling with my clothes, my hand closes around the pendant around my neck. Almost immediately, the fog in my head clears.

It really is insane, what's happening in there. Is Nolan dead? Is Vlada? Are their true selves gone forever? What the fuck have I been witnessing?

Why the fuck aren't I terrified to my absolute core? Why does it all make me feel so...safe?

“I picked up the keys to the SUV,” she says. “We’ll ride like hell back to the mountain base, okay? We’ll call for help. Someone...someone will know what to do. We’ll help
 them, okay? We just have to leave. Now.”

She takes my hand, her palm somehow cold and sweaty, and half-leads, half-drags me to the SUV where it is still partially buried in snow.

“Start digging out the tires,” she says, tossing me a shovel from the trunk. “I’ll get it warmed up.”

I get to work, but right away I can hear her trying to turn the engine over. It’s just not going.

“Shit!” she cries. “Shit. Shit, shit, shit
 !”

I can see her freaking out, knowing I should help her somehow. I put a hand on her shoulder and she slaps me away.

“Hey, Professor—”

“I’m sorry,” she says immediately. “This is just...I’m really scared, all right? Terrified.”

I can see it in her eyes. They’re dull blue most of the time, but they seem shinier now, full of angst and uncertainty. Her nipples are tenting through her thick jacket—that’s some
 hardness. Mine are doing the same. I’m still turned on, it’s just not as present, somehow. The need to return to the cabin is lessening the farther I get away from it.

“Okay,” she says, putting a hand to her forehead. “Okay. There’s climbing gear in the trunk. Grab it and let’s start hiking.”

“Down the mountain?” I laugh. “Professor, that’s going to take...that’ll take the whole day, maybe two. And the blizzard...”

I pointed to the horizon. It was thick and black, like God had spilled coffee all over the sky. It was nearly right on top of us, maybe minutes away.

The blizzard was here. Even if the SUV worked, we never had a chance.

* * * * *


B
 ack inside the cabin, Vlada is beneath Nolan on the kitchen table, slender hands grasping at his hairy, muscular pecs as he plows into her cunt. I can only imagine that she’s tight as hell—one of those beautiful girls who spends so much time alone that her pussy grips like a virgin. Or that—even more likely—his Power, whatever it is, has transformed her so much that she's now constantly virgin-tight, forever.


I
 would grip Nolan like a virgin, too, because obviously I am
 one. I want to tell him, immediately. I want to beg him for it. I want to spill my heart out, and tell him that I don’t just have a crush
 on him, I have a fucking complex
 about him, and I need to worship him and be his good little fuckdoll babygirl for the rest of my life.

It's that overwhelming—right away. As soon as I'm back in the cabin, it's all I can think about.

Janine grabs me, pulling me back to the other end of the cabin near the fireplace. I didn't even notice that I had been drifting over toward them, mere inches away.

“Get a hold of yourself,” she growls. “This is serious, Alice. We...we have to establish some boundaries.”

She turns back to Nolan and Vlada. Nolan’s tight, muscled ass flexes beautifully as he pounds Vlada’s picture-perfect body. Her limbs are so long and toned. Her breasts crush against his chest like thick balloons...and was that...milk?

Fuck.

Milk, leaking out of her big hot titties. I moan internally and then audibly. Milk, like a Mommy. I could just...I could walk right over there and latch my mouth on her big Mommy tits and she would know
 what a Mommy she was to me with Nolan as my Daddy and we could be one big fuck-happy family for the rest of our lives, and wasn’t that the best idea in the world?

I could just suck on those big, fat, milk-leaking tits forever and Daddy would too while I stroked his big fat cock, milking him
 , and then they could cover me in their cum and milk forever...oh fuck
 I want that.

Janine puts a hand on my chest. Shivering, I take off my jacket, slowly, trying to trick her into feeling up my chest. I’m so fucking horny
 inside here.

She catches on and just steps in front of me. I stay perilously close. I'm fucking attracted
 to her and I want to fuck
 .

“You two,” Janine says, her voice querulous and breaking. She clears her throat and tries again. “You two! Stay over there! Stay in the...stay in that fucking kitchen until this blizzard is over and we can hike home!”

Nolan stands up, his immense strength taking Vlada with him up off the table. He’s not even trying. It's mostly his cock doing the work of the lifting. I can see how his glorious muscles are covered in sweat—Vlada’s too—but he doesn’t look like he’s exerting himself. It’s all just...wet and hot.

Hot flashes, quick and sensational, of his long perfect shaft, driving in and out of Vlada. She's whispering to him in some ancient tongue full of strange syllables and wicked nouns, like nothing I've ever heard.

He walks toward Janine, eyeing her deliberately and smiling. Vlada continues to moan in his ear, cooing praises, pushing herself up and down on his monumental mass with practiced ease. Her backside is wet and sexy. Then he drops Vlada roughly on the cabin floor, right at the edge of the wall marking the barrier of the kitchen.

“Come on, Janine,” he says. “You’re not making sense. What if you get hungry?”

His voice is rougher than the Nolan I remember. Deeper. More molten.

Sexier. I want to fuck his voice.

No. I want his voice to fuck me
 .

Janine apparently disagrees. “I’d rather fucking starve
 than come near you.”

“You don’t need to starve,” says Vlada. Her voice is raw sex. “We have so much to fill your belly. Master’s cum...my milk. We can sate your every need.”

I tremble, feeling my knees wobbling. I want to drop down and crawl over and beg them to give me all that. But Janine puts her hand back on me—re-positioned on my shoulder, the clever girl. I just want someone
 to feel up my tits, is that too much to ask?

Aren’t they pretty enough?

“You’re fucking insane,” says Janine. “You’re completely insane. Both of you. I don’t know what
 happened in that...in that cave, that temple, but it’s turned you both into maniacs, and—”

“Come on, Janine,” Nolan interrupts. He strokes his cock in front of her. I nearly have a heart attack. Fuck
 but the sight of him jerking off is hot. “You don’t want even a little taste? Just a little? How could it hurt?”

Yeah, Janine. How could it hurt? Drool spills down my lips again. I'm like a fucking leaky machine. I don't give a fuck
 .

Nolan sits down on top of Vlada’s chest, placing his massive, naked, wet cock between her milking tits, and began slowly to fuck her breasts.

His cum began shooting out almost immediately. Covering her gorgeous face, making it slick and wet and shiny and white and so so fucking hot.

It was like he had total and complete control of his orgasms—one hundred percent control. Such a man. Such a masculine beast
 . Such a...such a god.

And the cum...the cum is shooting over Janine's little “barrier.” Puddling enormously. Thick and white and sexy as fuck.

The pendant on my neck burns ice cold, and try as I might, I can’t rush toward the puddle of growing cum. I want to, so bad, but something is telling me that I’ll perish if I do.

Disaster! Disaster! Catastrophe! Alarms!

The mixture of these two impossibly strong emotions keeps me squarely in place. My calves are burning because I’m leaning forward so hard—it’s like I’m being kept upright in a hurricane, pushed by sixty-mile-per-hour winds. My drool slides down my chin, making my neck and cleavage wet and sticky. My cunt pulses without me touching it. I feel like if I start to finger myself, I'll be lost forever—I won't even exist
 anymore, the way that Vlada is almost surely gone, but I'm so turned on I don't fucking care
 .

Janine’s watching it too, this gathering puddle on the interior of the boundary she set up. She's tearing at her sweater, her tits so gorgeously presented, her hair falling down in a sweaty hot tumble around her face. She looks like she belongs on a movie poster. I want to slide my tongue all along her elegant endless jawline.

“St-stop it,” Janine says, her voice weakening.

“What?” says Nolan. “I’m
 not going over there.”

“But you’re...you’re...” she’s licking her lips. He just keeps fucking cumming! Cumming and cumming over the line. It piles up beautifully, getting larger and larger. “That’s not...not fair...”

Vlada, beneath Nolan, is licking his cock with gusto. It’s so big that it stretches right through the massive valley of her impossible tits and into her lusciously-crafted mouth. Every fifth or six stroke, she takes it deep down her throat and swallows deeply, suckling down hot shots of his seed. As a reward, he spills some on her face. It quickly is absorbed in her skin, and she looks even sexier than before.

I’m literally watching her skin grow even shinier and more youthful, her hair grow longer, her tits bigger. Her incredible figure—already an hourglass—is exaggerating even more wildly, her waist becoming tinier while her hips get ever wider and more baby-ready.

She's becoming a living Goddess.


His
 living Goddess.

Oh...oh, oh oh oh oh fuck
 that's so beautifully hot
 ...

Janine drops to her knees and starts crawling toward the puddle, her eyes wide. She's down to just her bra and jeans, now, her skin flushed and exposed to the heat in the air. All that sexual energy pouring straight into her.

“Janine...!”

I don’t know what else to say beyond that. I want to praise her, cheer her on—lick it all up, baby! Show him what a good cockslave you can be!

I want to tell her to stop, to listen to reason—it’s evil! It’s strange and controlling, and it’ll fuck up your life forever!

“Oh...oh shit, Janine...maybe...maybe...”

She whimpers. “Fuck...Nolan
 ...it's so...so much cum
 ...”

She drops her face in the goo, clearly unable to stop herself. The scent is so thick that I feel like it’s already rolling in my
 mouth, and she’s several feet closer than I am.

Janine licks up the cum with gusto—not even tasting a little
 first. She gives in totally, sliding her face right in it, covering it on her like it's paint and she's a wall in need of fixing up. Her lips push over the floor, tongue slurping up his seed, and she moans as she takes more and more in. Quickly her fingers push into her jeans and slide up against her hot, tight, wet cunt, pushing the button of her clit while she cums, and cums, and cums again and again.

Nolan gets up off Vlada, who resumes her place on her feet next to her Man, her God, nuzzling her gorgeous face against his bicep and kissing him gratefully for the tittyfuck she received. His cock is—insanely—just as hard as it was, still spurting out hot seed on top of Janine's back. Vlada strokes him off, spilling even more of his brilliant whiteness on top of her body.

Janine's clothes dissolve—evaporate?—in the sticky muck. My heart is racing fast and my fingers have finally unbuttoned my pants.

I'm just eighteen and I'm a virgin and I've never seen anything like this and holy fuck
 I have to cum.

I need to cum. No matter what happens—no matter if I resist forever or give in like the good little fucking girl I so ache to become—I need to cum right now
 .

Soon I'm naked except for the haphazardly placed bra over my tits, moved every which way from my grasping, fondling motions at my tits to deliver extra pleasure to myself. In all the mess, my pendant moves behind my neck, resting on the upper part of my back. It's blistering cold but it's the only thing that is in this entire place.

Moaning, gyrating, softly humping the air, I slide my fingers down across my clit and earnestly begin stroking and circling the little nub with all my ability.

Janine leans back on her knees, covered in Nolan’s thick, omnipresent seed. He continues to cum on her, way past fucking marking
 her; he is bathing
 her. Vlada strokes him all the way, urging him in that thick accented voice to cum more, more, MORE
 ...

And just like Vlada, Janine starts to change.

I watch her tits grow right before my eyes, doubling and then doubling in size again
 , growing from a barely-there A cup to at least an E cup in less than ten seconds. Her hair, always short and platinum, now becomes even more
 white somehow, stretching down to the floor from her head in a thick voluminous mass, like the cloud of an angel. I watch as her legs grow longer, her waist narrower, her hips wider and oh-so-ready to be pumped full of babies. Her skin becomes sensationally pale, pale like purest snow—the most color on her body is the pink of her pussy lips and mouth, and the bright shining sapphires of her eyes.

“Holy...” I lick my lips, fingering myself still, not knowing what else to say. “...Holy...”

What I want to say, obviously, is Holy Shit
 ! But Vlada chooses to interpret this differently. Still stroking her God, she nods at me and smiles.

“Yes,” she says. “He is
 Holy. The Holiest Being on Earth. The God of Masculinity. The Alpha God of this world.” Her green eyes flash at Janine. “And she will only be the first of many to serve his glory with me.” She looks up at her Master, her pleading clear on that hot, haughty face. “Please, Sire? Take her. Take her now
 . Take her and make her yours
 , please?”

Nolan nods, smiling, and delivering a hot, brutal kiss to Vlada, grinding his hand into the back of her skull as he grips her tight—but she's built to withstand his brutality now.

I can tell—I truly can—that Nolan’s not there anymore. Or if he is, he’s so far buried down that it hardly makes a difference. What this seems like now is more something like some being wearing a Nolan suit—only one that he (He? It?) has made even better.

Is Nolan truly in there, driving all this newfound power with his ego unrestricted by the bounds of reality? Is he a prisoner in his own mind, locked in by the constant state of orgasm from the mystical presence haunting him?

I have no idea.

What I can tell you is that it’s all just supremely fucking hot. It may not
 be Nolan, but it also may
 be, and anyway you look at it, having the crush of your life studified and then cumming everywhere constantly with a hard-on the size of fucking California
 is not like, an image that it easy to calm down to.

He bends over and takes Janine by the hair, gripping her near the roots. With one arm, he lifts her up and pushes her against his body. Vlada moves in from behind, helping to position her; Janine herself is conscious, but dazed, her eyes glazed over even though their brightness has increased to the point where they could probably double as blue smartphone back lights. Seriously, if the room wasn't lit up by the fireplace and the generator-powered lights, she would be illuminating the area.

Still standing and holding Janine by the head, Nolan slowly guides her sopping wet pussy down on top of his cock. He’s enormous, but she fits all of him, taking him to the hilt with ease. Her thick tits start leaking milk all over their joined bodies, and he erupts in a low, steady laugh that sends trembles up and down my spine.

“M-M-My God!” Her voice is adulatory. “My God!”

She moans in sudden, quaking orgasm, clearly tugging herself against his body. In a matter of minutes, she went from frigid ice queen to desperately needing this God’s cock.

How have I not done the same?

All I want to do is stay. All I want to do is lick up that puddle of cum. To join Vlada and beg to be bimbofied or changed or possessed or whatever
 , anything just so long as I can be fucked by Nolan too.

Anything so I can be his slave.

Anything so I can call him Daddy like I’ve needed to my whole life.

But this is—a strong and getting stronger impulse—this is so wrong
 , and I know I have to flee.

...right?

Nolan's fucking Janine so hard, though. It's so wonderful to watch. Vlada is purring up against his body, cheering him on, begging him to fuck her even harder. With her hands on Janine's waist, Vlada is thrusting Janine's feather-light weight furiously up and down his shaft, almost like she's masturbating her God with Janine's pussy.

Biting Janine's shoulder hard, Nolan cums inside of the angelic blonde, and I can see her massive orgasm from feet away, practically feeling it myself. Her brain cells must be popping like tiny little soap bubbles, her mind soaking in a flood of infinite bliss. She’s crying out Nolan’s name, calling him Master, calling him her God.

He drops her to the ground, his cock finally not sticking out like a crowbar from his body. It’s still half-hard though, easily eight inches long and probably harder than most men’s cocks could ever dream of being. I twist my shirt around my tits, feeling the slosh of my own drool and sweat there. Fuck, I want him so
 bad, and all I want is for him to ruin my virgin cunt. Is it possible to hyperventilate for like half an hour and live?

I feel like that’s what I’ve been doing.

Janine, on the ground, coos and moans, giggling madly and licking her lips up at the cock above her.

“Oh, my God,” she says. “You fucked me so good
 . I Love You, Master.”

There’s practically none of her left that’s recognizable as the old, stolid Professor Habermann. Maybe a little in the face, but even that has been beautified and transformed. She looks more like a pin-up girl than anything.

God. What would all that cum do to me
 ?

I can't help but be horrified and aroused at the notion of finding out.

With Janine so utterly changed—so utterly bred
 —there’s only one woman left in the cabin for Nolan to fuck. Strangely, even though it’s all I want, it takes me the longest of any of them to figure it out. Vlada’s eyes are flashing on me, Janine’s fingers move to her cum-filled cunt, stroking and fingering herself while she blows little kisses my way, and Nolan triangulates between the other two, blocking any exits I might have.

As if I’d want one.

“Now,” he says. “Let’s talk about what to do with you, little girl.”

Uh, gulp.

* * * * *


“T
 alk?” I ask, surprised. “I...you want to talk?”

My fingers are still slick against my clit, one hand on my hefty tit. He’s right in front of me
 , after all, and he’s naked, too. Of course I’m fingering myself, are you kidding me?

Fucking look
 at him. Holy shit, what a stud. Oh god.

Oh god, I’m losing my fucking mind and I don’t give a fuck,
 oh god.

“I am the God of this world and every other,” says Nolan. Vlada moans and nods, grinding harder against him, gasping in pleasure to hear him say it. “But I have been here only for...an hour? Two? I need to gain my strength. The more followers I convert, the less I will require rest.”

It’s true. I can look down to his cock and see that—while it’s not soft by any means—the river of cum flowing out from it has slowed significantly.

“Vlada,” says Nolan. “Sit down with Alice. Help her cum. For Me.”

Vlada smiles at me, complete predator. “Yes
 , Master. Anything you say.”

It may be an order from her God, but I can tell that Vlada would love to do this even if she didn’t have to obey. She pushes me back until we're both sat down together in the small blue loveseat, sliding me in her lap. She’s so tall
 now, and she was tall before. She’s like another species. Her legs are long, her torso elongated, her tits so huge they’re like pillows against my shoulder, but she’s still so fucking sexy
 . Holding me tight, holding me like I’m her little girl, she slides her fingers up into my cunt and softly begins whispering in my ear.

“Mistress has you, sweetling. Don’t worry. Mistress is right here...”

I whimper horribly, feeling her fingers fill up my cunt, my world, my every sensation. I don't whether to look at her unearthly beauty or Nolan's sensational body, still streaming all the precum down on top of Janine's body.

He moves across the cabin—like fucking watching a Greek statue move—and sits down across from us in the thick-cushioned brown couch. It groans under his massive weight of muscle. His huge new mass takes up roughly half of the room there.

Janine crawls across the floor and begins sucking at his toes. A trail of cum, pussy juice, and lactation follows her. This house is decidedly unclean, decidedly dirty
 .

And it's hot
 .

“You see,” Nolan says, “I’m going to take my place as I deserve as the ruler of this world. Of every
 world. And you’re going to help me, Alice. You want that, don’t you? You want to help Master, don’t you sweetie?”

I whimper, nodding. Vlada’s lips are so hot on my neck, my chin, my cheek. I can feel my pendant still burning on my back, but I don't care—she's so beautiful oh my god
 .

“Yes, you do,” says Vlada. “You need to help him sooo bad...”

She continues to slide her fingers against my cunt as she says this. I'm insane for her. Hot, heavy, fast breaths leaving my body. I feel like I'm hearing gospel for the first time.

“That’s a good girl,” says Nolan. “I knew you were a good girl from the second I met you. What’s going to happen is I’m going to fuck and rule my way through this entire country. Then this continent. Then the world. I’m going to build an army of my followers. Some will be like Janine here...” he pushes his foot against her face, playfully forceful. She doesn’t mind, staring up at him with mindless, eager hunger for more attention, even if it is abusive. Her tongue wraps around his heel, suckling and moaning. “...little fuckdolls for breeding. I want a new race born from my seed. A better
 race, one suited to my purposes for domination. And perhaps I’ll grant Janine some of her intelligence back. Use her for infiltration. You could imagine that, couldn’t you? I bet you could. Smart, good little girl like you.”

I moan, gasping. He keeps saying
 that. Good little girl.
 Vlada’s fingers are magic. She’s bringing me so, so close...

And yes
 , I could imagine that. A hot fuckforce of spies and infiltrators. Dressed in tight fucking hot clothes to seduce all the men. Fuck their minds over, corrupt their wives...

“Yes,” Nolan continues. “Send someone like Janine in, let’s say, into a village. Distract the men. They’re altered and changed from fucking her. Turned into the ruthless studs that men are supposed to be. These men in turn fuck the women—unlocking their true potential. Maybe they’re all bimbo fuckdolls like Janine here. Maybe they’re good enough to be priestesses under Vlada here.”

“Pr-priestesses?”

“That’s right. I’m thinking that’s what you’ll
 be, Alice. A priestess, working in tandem with my First Worshiper, my High Priestess Vlada. Wouldn’t you like that? To have her finger you whenever you like? To be at her side whenever she’s fucked by me? To cheer us on while we rut and breed like the Male and Female we are?”

I nod, clenching my teeth, needing that so
 so bad. That sounds so good—so perfect, oh god!

But.

But it's all so...

...So strange
 . I need to have answers.

“Wh-what happened? In that t-temple down there?”

“The Temple?” He smiles. “You know what happened. I realized my potential, that’s all. I was imbued with a power greater and more ancient than anything I could have possibly imagined. My mission on this earth has always been to spread the truth, Alice. To share knowledge with those less fortunate than myself. That’s why I became an archaeologist. Now, I know more. The Truth is clear to me. It is my
 Truth. My
 Knowledge that people need.”

Vlada softly fingers my cunt. “The knowledge of His Seed
 ,” she whispers in my ear. “Don't you need His Seed
 in you, darling? Filling you up. Making you so warm. Giving you babies...”

I whimper helplessly. “And...and Vlada?”

“A God needs a High Priestess,” he explains. “A protector of sorts. A confidant. Someone in who to confide. A bride. Isn’t Vlada perfect for that role?”

I can’t imagine anyone more perfect. I feel so honored to be in their presence. I hold myself tighter against Vlada, wanting so badly to be part of this family. Her thumb pushes hard against my clit while her fingers slide deeper up into my hot willing teenage virgin cunny. A moan escapes my mouth.

To imagine the two of them teaching me, letting me learn from them, my new Mommy and Daddy, taking me in their bed, letting their good little girl suckle and lick and kiss her way into their good graces...

If I’m bad, they’ll have to spank me together. They’ll have
 to. They’ll have to take turns. Maybe Vlada spanking me with her hand from behind while Daddy spanks my face with his own hands...or his cock. I can’t decide which turns me on more. My horny thoughts are escalating more and more, stuff I would normally never consider seems so right
 now, and it’s all because of Vlada’s beautiful fingers buried so hot in my cunt.

“My power is only going to grow and grow, Alice. I’m going to become more than I am. More powerful. More everything
 . And the first of my followers will always be more blessed than any others. Do you want that, Alice? Do you want to submit to me? Do you want to give me all
 that you are?”

Vlada’s fingers are moving so fast I can barely think. Barely speak. I need to say yes. I want to. It’s just...

The pendant burns on my back, delivering still some sanity to me.

“Are yo-you...are you still Nolan? Still Professor Slate? Who am I speaking with? Is she even Vlada?”

Vlada moans and kisses in my ear. “Don’t worry about such things, darling girl. Just submit. Submit to Him and give Him everything you are. It will be so much better that way...”

It starts to click. Her insistence.

They need me to submit, for some reason.

Need me to verbally acquiesce. Why? Why do I have to say it but Janine didn’t? Is it because she had already slept with Nolan in the past?

Is it because I’m a virgin and she isn’t?

Why am I special?

“Am I Nolan? The Nolan you knew?” He rolls his neck one way and then the other, his thick bones crackling like thunder. “An interesting question. I...do not identify as him any longer, though I was once him. The way that you no longer view yourself as a toddler or an adolescent. The way you might have been consumed with studying for a test or a project, perhaps, for two entire weeks, until it was all your life was...and then after the day it was due, that which had consumed you was no longer important. That is what Nolan is to Me. An identity I remember clearly and yet all the same, one which I have outgrown. What I stumbled upon in the Temple has evolved with Me, grown with Me, aged My mind thousands of years. The things
 I know, Alice...they would astound you.” He smiles. His cock is growing again. “Though all you really need to know is I know your secrets, good girl. I know what you need from Me. What you’ve always needed from Me. I can smell
 it on you.”

He stands up, approaching me slowly. His footsteps are heavy and dense with tissue. His cock is dripping so much fucking precum. I'm salivating and Vlada is keeping me right
 at the edge of orgasm and I love them both so much
 ...

“Cum for me, Alice. Cum for Master, and I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted.”

Staring up at him, I cannot help myself. My hands slides around his cock—it’s right there, so thick and hard and heavy, throbbing with life—and I stroke it and look up into his handsome face with Vlada finger-fucking me so hard and I cum as hard as I ever have in my life.

“Oh god!” I moan. “Oh fuck! God! God! My God! Oh God, it feels so good!”

Vlada continues to fuck me with her nimble fingers, my body thrashing against hers, her milk dripping all over my body and covering me in her warm juices. I'm so sheltered, so safe, so complete.

Thoughts blink in and out, mapping my pleasure to holding and stroking Nolan's beautiful huge cock and feeling Vlada's incredible body. My mind slowly returns to me, but I’m just as turned on as I was before, if not more so. It’s like that orgasm was just releasing the floodgates, breaking down the dam—now the water is free and the water is fucking sex
 .

Because despite cumming I feel wetter and hotter than ever. I'm holding the cock of a Living Fucking God.


The pendant sliding on my back, covered by my thick hair, is fucking screaming
 at me, but I shut it out. I don't care anymore. About answers, about knowledge, about anything. All I want is this.

I stare up at him—this Nolan-who-isn’t-Nolan—and I know I barely have a choice at all. I have to submit to him. It’s all I was born to do.

* * * * *


A
 fter the monumental orgasm from Vlada, she slides me down to the floor and attends to Janine, who is still brainlessly slurping and licking up the many juices on the floor.

I watch as Vlada effortless picks Janine up in one hand—like, grabs Janine at the hip, and with that grip on her skin
 just picks her up straight from the floor—and tosses her down like a sack of bimbofied potatoes on the kitchen table.

So strong.

Goddamn, she was strong before
 . She was like, mountain-climber queen. Now she’s just some fucking superheroine Kryptonian fresh from the Negative Zone.

And I just had her fingers
 in my pussy, oh fuck. She must have been so gentle with me not to hurt me. Gentle like a Mommy with her favorite daughter, oh fuck, oh god, oh fuck
 . I’m so turned on. Her ass is like all the wet thoughts and dreams I’ve ever had about ass combined.

But my gaze can’t focus on her forever. Nolan is above me, his cock sliding against my forehead and hair. I can feel his precum, warm and sticky, drenching my backside and streaming down my face. I love it—love the taste of it, the scent of it. I love how it makes me feel like such a whore, such a slut for Daddy to be covered in his seed like this.

He tastes incredible. The thickness moves down my move like hot, salty syrup—delicious and savory, the aroma of Heaven filling me up. My eyes are full of worship. I love him so much.

I stare up at him, gulping and cooing.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” I say, lips smacking with his precum. “I’ve needed it. Dreamed about it. Ached for it.”

He nods down at me, smiling with that handsome smile. “I know, sweetheart.”


That
 fucking makes my cunt twist with need. Calling me “sweetheart.” Not just slave. Not just his slut. It’s the kind of thing you say to someone you love; the sort of thing a Daddy calls his good little girl.

His cock is right there and I can’t stop myself, I’m sliding my mouth over the head and taking it deep
 , I mean as deep as I can go. I urge my lips forward, farther and farther up, wanting all of him inside me. I don’t care if I have eight inches down my throat.

I’ve...practiced, you see. At home. Before this.

I didn’t want a gag reflex. I knew that I wanted to be a virgin for Professor Slate, but I didn’t want to suck
 at sex. What if he didn’t like fucking me? What if he thought I would suck at it forever, that I couldn’t be taught? What if he didn’t want to be the one to teach me?

So, I’ve got the internet, I figured some stuff out. One of the ones I figured out was that a big, properly stiff cucumber was a decent facsimile for a cock, at least in terms of learning to suck. I started small and worked my way up—and thank god I did, because that means now?

Right now as I’m taking Nolan’s fucking godcock down my throat?

I’m sucking as well as anyone has ever sucked. My lips are straining forward, but making progress, going closer and closer to that holy land of letting my hot lips push against the thick hair of his crotch like he deserves. I can feel his shaft and cockhead bulging
 in my esophagus, stretching out my throat. Every time I swallow, I just suck him harder. I wish I could fucking breathe
 him into me.

I want to submit. I want
 to submit. I want him to own me mind, body, and soul just like he does with Vlada and Janine. I don’t care if I’m a bimbofied mess for the rest of my life like Janine is so long as I’m able to be fucked
 by his greatness once in a while.

But there's...there's something in me that tells me I haven't. Not really. Not the way Nolan wants. And I don't know why.

He pulls his cock out from the soft burrito wrap he’s made of my throat. “How are you feeling, slave?”

“Just perfect, Master,” I say, giggling slightly at the sound of it.

He raises an eyebrow. Discriminatory.

“With the amount of my essence you’ve swallowed and felt...you should be...different by now.”

“Different?”

He looks over at Vlada. She’s waving her hands over Janine’s body, great crackles of purple energy floating from her eyes and fingertips.

Holy fuck. Like a...like a fucking sorceress. I'm amazed, but really, my level of amazement has been steady for hours now. It's hard to become more
 amazed, or even surprised by anything.

Vlada has powers because of her close connection to Nolan, her status as his First GodFuck?

Sure, why not?

Fucking hot
 , is what that is.

Beneath Vlada, Janine is slowly perfected and regalized—her gorgeous bimbo body that had been so out-of-control with sexy curves slowly normalizes, becoming something more manageable and understandable. Her tits decrease in size but increase in buoyancy and firmness, slipping together and creating a natural development of perfect cleavage. From looking like a pin-up girl, Vlada has delivered her into something more akin to an incredibly busty supermodel—utterly regal, but still purely sexual.

“I don’t understand,” says Nolan, looking at me closely, holding my jaw. His grip is so fucking sexy on my comparatively tiny head. He could crush my face without even trying.. “You should have been perfected by now. Transcended. You should have been mine
 , none of those...thoughts
 left in your head.” I can see the distaste in his face; I hate myself for helping to cause it. I want to please him so badly. “Unless...”

He reaches down into my hair, tracing the chain that my pendant is on, and I moan at his touch—his hands are so strong and calloused. But he’s not reaching to touch me
 , he’s grabbed my pendant.

“I...is that—?”

Nolan recoils from me.

Vlada, from across the room, hisses like a goddamn vampire and floats to the ceiling, flying across the room and pulling her Master away from me.  They retreat back into kitchen. Janine, a dreamy look on her face, stands up off the table and then kneels before them, worshiping silently.

“Vile witch!” Vlada snaps, her eyes full of fury. “Put it away! Put it away!”

The fuck is happening?

* * * * *


T
 here’s madness for about a minute. Janine is shivering on the floor, her hips popping up and down involuntarily, her shimmering body spasming and twitching from the leftovers of Vlada’s hot attentions. Even so, she remains utterly quiet—just orgasming at an almost constant rate.

Nolan moves Vlada away from him, pushing her to one side, and they float down from the ceiling, both staring at me. Glaring at me with horrible intensity—I’ve made him angry
 , oh fuck! What did I do? What can
 I do to stop it? And Vlada takes a hold of Nolan, possessive and intense, her thick dark red hair stretching around his leg like an extra limb, like they’re some fucking power couple in an erotic fantasy painting.

Ugh. The thought of him as a barbarian warlord and her as some sorceress really
 does it for me. I could be their innocent little princess...the one they kidnap and keep in a tower, defiling and corrupting until one day I have to go back to the kingdom and kill all the other rulers and turn it over to their dark power...

It doesn't matter what kind of fantasy I have. It all loops back to Her,
 to Him
 , to Them
 .

“Put the pendant away, Alice.”

I whimper at Nolan's command. Automatically, I cover the pendant up under my hair, behind my back again. I push my tits out, wanting him to see the easy smooth lines of my tight hot eighteen-year old cleavage, so thick and covered with his precum goodness.

“No,” he shakes his head. “More than that. Take off the pendant, Alice. Throw it to Vlada.”

More than anything, I want to comply. But something in me won’t let
 me do just that. As soon as I touch it to do as he says, I have to question him; I have to know more.

“I...why?”

“Just take it off.”

Gulping, I try to protest still.“My mother gave it to me. It’s special to me. It’s...I don’t want to.”

“Do you want this dick, Alice?” Vlada asks. “This holiness?”

She drops to her knees before Nolan. Janine trails behind her, sliding her angelic face up against her hot ass. His balls are like thick, ripe grapefruits, resting against Vlada's beautifully elegant cheek. They’re pulsing and thrumming, producing constantly like big babyfactory pumps. I drool just looking at them. My cunt drools too. Every part of me wants him. Thick cum streams down his shaft, the cockhead pointing straight up.

Janine moves off from Vlada and over to the other side of Nolan, resting her head against his balls opposite Vlada. Both of them are shimmering and gorgeous, staring at me with wide, expectant eyes.

In fact, it looks a lot like...

Like my dream
 ?

Energy crackles around Vlada, and she’s wearing a shimmering, sheer white robe. It’s held up entirely by the pointy, hard ends of her nipples. Her lips move up and down against the balls, and she’s looking at me, urging me over with her eyes.

Janine moans, slurping up against Nolan's balls, her hand joining Vlada's on his shaft. She is similarly covered in a shimmering, sheer white robe. The only difference between their outfits is that Vlada’s has beautiful gold trim on it, showing her off just that little bit more.

I’m trembling on my knees, my naked pelvis and crotch soaking in cum, in my own juices, in sweat. I can feel how smooth and tight and soft my thighs are; I want to join them against Vlada’s and Janine’s—I want to join them in worship!

But something stops me.

No, not something
 —the pendant stops me. Again. Still. Denying me. Denying all my desire with its cold, endless reason.

“Don’t you want to serve with us, Alice?” Janine asks.

She sounds twenty years younger, if twenty years ago she was a bimbo songstress. Her voice is a soft, lilting coo, like velvet condensed into sound waves. I want to slide my cunt on her voice until I don’t know what words mean anymore.

“Yes, Alice,” says Vlada. “Don’t you want to come and adore Him with us? Wouldn’t you love
 that? Don’t you want to show Him how much you need Him? How much you love
 your Master?”

I do—oh fuck, I do so much!

But if I can’t
 —if I can’t change just from his hot beautiful cum like they did, doesn’t that mean I ought to not? Doesn’t that mean I was selected somehow—chosen to be the vanguard of good sense, to protect others from what he could do?

Because as hot as I find it to be bimbofied and enslaved myself, that doesn’t mean every
 woman would. I mean, I can hardly imagine such an outcome—he’s so fucking perfect
 and handsome
 —but there are plenty of women, I’m sure, somehow, who don’t want to be cocksucking kneeling fuckslaves forever and ever for the rest of time.

For some positively stupid
 reason.

But even if it’s stupid, I have to respect that reason.

“Alice,” says Nolan, holding out his hand. “I know you want me. I wanted you. I wanted you to come into that Temple with me. It should have been you.” Vlada nods, sliding her mouth up and down Nolan’s cock, her cheek slippery with his cum. “You should have been the one to change with me, first. You should have been my High Priestess. You still can be. Vlada will do as I say in this matter as she will in all
 matters.” She nods at his behest, utterly obedient. Completely his creature. “But you have to submit. You have to trust me. And you must
 give us that amulet.”

I don’t see a choice for myself.

Eeping, gasping, grunting—I grab every bit of clothing I can and power out through the door before any of them can stop me, into the cold and the snow and the blizzard. One last chance for freedom—one last chance to stop all of this madness for good.

# # #



Obeying His Member



––––––––


I
 t’s freezing outside.

I mean, of course it’s freezing outside, am I an idiot? I must be an idiot. I’ve run outside into a raging blizzard away from a beautifully warm cabin where every last one of my sexual fantasies could have come true if only I would have submitted totally to the perfect fate of surrendering my soul to a nascent God of Masculinity.

Huff.

It’s been a weird day.

I’m not too far from the cabin. I can’t make quick headway with the heavy winds and the thick snow. Looking back, I can see the structure still through all the precipitation, like a bubble of warmth protects it. There’s no snow for twenty feet around the cabin, as if it’s inside some magical dome.

Nolan, or what was Nolan, is creating that dome.

Nolan, Professor Slate, is an archaeologist. I followed him up here to the mountains, did everything I could in life to make sure that I was his student assistant at the university where he works and I attend. I’ve had a crush on him ever since my Father left my Mother and I; he’s been a father figure to me my whole life, he just hasn’t known it.

I wanted to let him know. That’s why I came to work with him; that’s why I begged and pleaded with him to let me come on this trip. I wanted to show him how much I cared for him; how much I adored him; how much I would suck his cock all day long and beg to call him Sir or Master or...Daddy.

Whatever he liked.

Hopefully Daddy. Mmph.

Only now...he’s changed. I don’t have a sane way to explain it as there is not a sane explanation. When exploring through this Scandinavian mountain range, searching for the hidden Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, something happened. We found the temple—I had always believed we would, I believe in Nolan so much
 —but when we did, Nolan and our guide, the crazy-gorgeous mercenary Vlada Voladina, had something happen to them.

My best guess?

The spirits of the Temple were awakened somehow. There really was
 an Ancient Male, some uber-masculine God who was obsessed with fucking, breeding, and dominating. Maybe not an actual god in the sense of, you know—God
 . Not an omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent force. Somewhere more between like, Hercules and Zeus—powerful but constrained in mortal flesh.

Flesh that looked hot as fuck. He has a fucking twelve
 -pack now, and he’s like easily three hundred pounds, and he just keeps growing
 , and his cock is enormous
 ...

I’ve stopped in the snow, my cunt burning. I can feel
 him calling out to me. I hear his voice booming across the storm. I can’t make the words out, really, aside from my name, but I get the gist.

I want so badly to turn back and drop to my knees and crawl through the snow just to apologize to him and promise my body and soul to Him forever and ever. To be his perfect worshiping fuckpet and beg him to pretty please let me call Him Daddy.

He wants to breed me. Fuck me. Own me. Wants me to call him Master, wants me to suck on his cock all through this storm like a good little girl, and milk his cock dry all over my face. Wants to bimbofy me like he did to Professor Habermann, to make me into some superslut hellbent on moaning in his ear while he conquers town after town after city after city after country
 and establishes the new worship of His Truth throughout the land.

I set my jaw, ignoring very deliberately how much my subconscious is doing to turn me on, and keep trudging through the snow. My pants are soaking wet, and it's not just from the melted ice.

Very quickly it is apparent to me that I’m going to die out here. I don’t know where I’m going. I’m just going.

There are any number of ways for my life to very suddenly and painfully end. If hypothermia doesn’t do it, then probably I’ll get frostbite in my brain, or fall off some ledge, or get buried in a snowdrift and be unable to pull myself out.

But none of that happens. I keep trudging forward. Every step I take, it’s like the snow is melting a little to make the path easier. To show my way.

I experiment a little—deliberately moving against
 the path I feel myself on. I can barely shove my foot into the snow in front of me. It’s frozen solid, slick and hard. I turn back to the path—and it melts again, clearing away easily.

Someone is guiding me—but who?

Before too long—though even ten seconds out in this subatomic cold is enough to feel like ten years—I start to get my answer. Deep inside of a crop of snow-covered evergreens, there’s a cave with a lantern above it, hanging suspiciously still in the blistering winds. I approach with caution, but determination. I mean, I’ve come this far, and it’s not like I have a choice anymore, do I?

I have no idea how far I’ve come. This blizzard is essentially a white-out, and visibility is close to maybe thirty feet. I could have walked ten miles or a hundred feet in a circle, I don’t really know.

The cave smells like warm spices and aromatic flowers. I enter slowly, the wind still ripping at my thin layer of clothes. I don’t even realize how cold I am until I’m inside the cave further, its warmth spiking across my frigid, cold, bluish skin. There is a thick bath bubbling and ready in a brass tub, surrounded by shelves and shelves of ingredients, fruits, vegetables, hanging roots and flowers, feathers, bone totems, and animal skulls.

It’s obvious this is the lair of someone who makes this mountain their home, who is as familiar with the wildlife here as I am with the appendices to all of Professor Slate’s books (those are where he keeps all his pictures; in several, he’s shirtless or just wearing a tank top. Fuck. I'm so fucking in love
 with him).

“Get in the tub,” says a voice.

I cannot see where it comes from, and turn to look for the source.

“Get in the tub,” says the voice again, “unless you would care to suffer through a bout of hypothermia and frostbite. The water is laced with sun lady flowers and the fruit of the kovell tree, to attend to the frostbite forming in your fingers and toes and ears and nose. If you value that pretty face of yours, your youthful looks, get in the tub. And quickly.”

I’m only ever going to be with Nolan—and how the fuck is that
 on my mind? A one-way train on a decade-long track is pretty hard to stop I guess—if I’m pretty like I am now. He can have whoever he wants, after all.

I gulp and strip down, painfully aware that someone is watching me, and slip myself into the tub. My body is toned and slender, but shivering painfully. My nipples are hard from the cold—the first time they’ve been hard for a reason that’s not sexual delight for what feels like ages—and the water rushes over my skin, soaking me right down to my bones.

Almost immediately, I feel how exhausted I am. Sexually, emotionally, mentally. I see a shape moving from the corner of my eyes—something coming out from the wall, someone who I thought was part
 of the wall...but I forget to be scared, drowsiness overpowering me, and I sleep.

* * * * *


I
 wake in a small cot, covered only a tiny dress made from animal skins. There’s food cooking—meat, salty and layered with spices—and I remember my body being in the pot and the shadowy shape I saw and I’m terrified that I’m
 the one whose cooking.

I sit upright in a hurry, checking the parts of my body. Both legs, both arms. Everything attached. My head starts to swim, and I have to lie back down. The cave rotates for a moment, twisting this way and that.

It takes me a moment to realize I'm actually in a cot and not the tub anymore. The tub in the center of the room is gone—moved? Teleported somewhere? Maybe an illusion the whole time? Anything is game now; I don’t know what to believe anymore.

Instead, now in the middle of the room is that same old crone who came to Nolan and I and interrupted our perfect moment together when he was about to tell me that he
 was into me like I
 was into him. Immediately, my temper flashes; irrational though it is to want her to apologize, I do.

She’s ugly and gross and old
 and she’s just fucking jealous that I
 was wanted by Nolan and she has to be alone forever.

I stop the train of thought, taking a breath.

Basically none of that is true. I mean it feels
 a little true, but it’s just my emotions getting the best of me. I just want Nolan to fuck me and breed me so bad! It’s fucking with my head.

I get out of the bed and approach the woman, still unsteady on my feet, trying to gain my bearings. I slowly shake my head this way and that, pushing fingers through the thickness of my hair.

“My name is Nataline,” says the woman, her voice significantly younger-sounding than it was yesterday. Her back is to me but I know it’s the same woman—her hair is the same long gray, her body is the same from behind, all covered over in animal skins and feathers. “There is much happening here. Many questions you must have. I will try to answer them. You have been through an ordeal.”

“I guess I have,” I say. “Are you like...”

I want to say witch
 but it seems rude. It seems sexist
 . But it’s the only word I know.

“Am I what?” she asks.

“You know.” I have to say it. “Like a witch? A sorceress? A...something magic?”

I can feel in this place, very strongly, the same kind of tugging and sparkling energy that was in the cabin when Nolan’s powers were going crazy. I know that something
 is here.

“These are all terms that have been used to describe me, yes. The truth is somewhat different. But it is a reasonable approximation.”

“And you’re...you’re doing some spell now?”

She continued to stir over her pot, not facing me. She tossed in a few spare herbs, great plumes of smoke rising from the boiling surface, and let the smoke wash over her skin.

Instead of answering me, she says, “The Beast has been awakened. Hasn’t he?”

“Do you mean...you mean the god? From the Temple?”

“God?” she spits. It’s a thick, phlegm-y mess on the dirt floor. “He is as much a god as I am a shoe. But yes. We speak of the same being. How many has he taken?”

“There’s...only three of us and Professor Slate. That’s his name. There’s Vlada and Janine and me.”

“Which did he make his Priestess?”

I’m a little stunned she already has guessed so much.

“Vlada.” I gulp. “Our guide. How do you know all this?”

“It is my duty to know. To protect the Temple. I did not think that its sanctity would be violated by you lot. I thought perhaps you would have the dreams, like the others. Driven mad. Rut each other into starvation, until you forgot to eat from fucking so much. This is what usually happens.”

“You would have...you would have let that happen?”

She turns to me, finally, and smiles. “I warned you, did I not?”

There’s something happening—her face is different. Younger. Much
 younger. And prettier too. Yesterday, her mouth was toothless—now she’s got a full two rows of sparkling pearly whites. She continues to sip and inhale from the pot she’s stirring, and her appearance continues to grow younger.

...Sexier.

I gulp. Why is everyone so goddamn attractive? Is it just me? Am I doomed to be turned on by everyone I see because I can’t get my fucking V-Card turned in? Or is just all this weird goddamn sex magic on this mountain?

Anyway, her hair is slowly oozing from dry and gray to thick, wet, and blond. Her face smooths out, every wrinkle disappearing, her lips becoming full and pink, her cheeks rosy and full of life. She looks like she belongs in some phone commercial, smiling and laughing about how great it is to buy stuff. I can see the lines of her neck—which were so gross before, like the innards of this cave—smoothing out too, becoming elegant and soft.

I can only imagine the rest of her body did the same. She looks sensational now, lush and regal, and my pussy wets with arousal at the sudden sight of her spilling cleavage forward in her tight outfit, enormous breasts filling out the tight animal skins she wears. Hips fantastically wide, stretching beautifully. Her hourglass frame is phenomenal, ludicrously feminine—like she’s drawing on powers of some Ancient Female to combat the Ancient Male.

“We must combat him, this beast,” she says, her voice singularly erotic. “He cannot be allowed to taint this world with his poisonous seed.”

“What will happen?”

“He won’t stop. Always, he will want more. To fuck more women. To breed them. Enslave them. Change them. He won’t tolerate the challenges of other men. Either they will be placated with his leftovers, or they will be eliminated.”

I try to hide how much the thought of that arouses me. I know that it’s wrong
 , good god of course I do—I’m hiding my arousal, after all. But it’s still there.

“How did I...” I gulp, not sure how to phrase the question. “How did I get out? How did I resist? Janine, she was so strong. She knew
 him. And yet she submitted almost right away. And Vlada? God. She’s like...she’s probably killed
 people before. How did she—”

Nataline slowly drops her clothing down to the floor. Her body is exceptional and pale, like a Greek statue of fertility. I stop thinking, staring at her bright, strawberry-sized nipples.

“The normal mortal woman is not a match for him, no matter how strong or powerful. Now would you be, I expect, except for the talisman you bear.”

“Talisman?” I laugh. “I don’t have any...”

I remember my pendant now. The way it tugged at me, pushed on my body, kept me from dropping to my knees and worshiping. The way Nolan and Vlada recoiled from it.

“This thing?” I raise it up, pulling it out from the dress she put me in. “But this is...I mean, this is my Mom's. We're from...from the fucking...the fucking Midwest
 . How would some mystical talisman end up—”

She shushes me, placing a finger on my lips. I quiver—she feels so
 soft. “We try to pretend that we control events. Occurrences. We see things wildly out of control in this world. Earthquakes. Tornadoes. Famine. We pretend that the way those things are out of our control are somehow different than the minor events in our everyday life. Dropping a book in a street. Meeting a stranger. They are not. There is no control. You are an agent of fate, Alice. Fate targeted you, and delivered the talisman to you, because you were the one to be close to this Professor Slate when he discovered the Temple.”

This doesn’t make any
 fucking sense to me. But there is a kind of logic to it, I guess? I mean, my massive crush on him led me to him, right?

Was that
 fate too? My entire attraction for the love of my life? What if my Mom had dropped a bunch of Sports Illustrated
 instead of National Geographic
 in my room after my father left? Would I have created some infatuation with some baseball stud instead?

Am I that simple a creature?

I don’t want to think so.

And yet even as I don’t want
 to think that I’m simple, Nataline’s body is calling to me, and I’m feeling vulnerable and very turned on. The cloth of the dress she’s put me in is not enough to hide how erect my nipples are. I deduce very suddenly that she’s already seen me naked—to have taken me out of the tub and clothed me, she must have had he hands all over my body. She could have touched me however she wanted...

There’s a very obvious trail of arousal leaking down one of my legs. I try to hide it as best I can, sliding my knees together, but that only makes me look more turned on.

“The spell is almost complete,” says Nataline. “The powers of the Ancient Female thrum inside of me, as the powers of the Ancient Male thrum inside of your Professor Slate. But I require one final step for completion.”

She pulls a thick, heavy fur off the wall and drapes it over her shoulders, turning at me with those old, gorgeous blue-green eyes. I shudder at her look—she is emanating desire and lust. Sitting down on the bed in the corner where I slept, she slides against the wall so that her upper body is upright and her legs are spread wide. For some reason, her wearing that fur like that makes her look even more erotic than it would be if she were completely naked.

“What’s the step?” I ask, gulping, knowing already.

She spreads her legs wider, her pussy wet and pink. A small tuft of exquisite blond hair forms a line straight to it.

“What do you think, little girl?”

I whimper. Why the fuck does everyone
 know how to turn me on? I feel like I’ve been cast adrift in a sea of predators, only...only, well, that’s like one of my biggest fantasies come to life, isn’t it?

Slowly, my body edges toward the bed. She’s put something in the air, some scent—like what Nolan did—only this one is gentler. Calmer. Encouraging, not coercing. They’re both hot.

“You must do this with me,” she says, sliding an elegant, youthful finger down to her clit. She spreads the folds and begins to circle around her hot button. I moan slightly, watching her. There’s saliva forming rapidly in my mouth, readying myself already. “You must assist me. It’s the only way to stop him. Once I use this power on him directly, it will all be over. The balance will be restored. The Ancient Male’s power will be imprisoned again. But you must help me first.”

“What about your power?”

“I shall relinquish it. I must. The spell is temporary. For performing this service, I will be blessed, for a time, with an extended life. I have already lived for many centuries. I will likely live for another. Long enough to finally train an apprentice in these ancient ways.” She raises an eyebrow, staring me up and down. “You, perhaps, if you want such a path.”

Living with this beauty...for years and years, licking her pussy, adoring her. Is that the life I want? I don’t even know anymore.

I’m filled with this sense that anything
 can happen, that life is not quite so set in its ways, that fate is some kind of myth, but all the same I am crawling forward onto the bed, pushing my face between Nataline’s legs, moaning softly as my lips touch down on her wet folds.

I can't stop myself. I'm so fucking horny. I need release. I need to cum
 , I need to please
 , it's just how I'm fucking wired. I'll do anything if it means I can just make someone cum
 .

My tongue slides gently into her pussy, and I feel her body respond instantly—growing wetter, her thighs wrapping around my head. They’re so smooth and hairless, so silky soft. My hands push up underneath her, grabbing her toned, pale ass, pulling her pussy even harder against my face.

My tongue trails upward, past her entrance and up to that special nub, pushing her fingers aside with my nose. I want to lick her there, want to feel
 her respond.

I can feel power gathering around us. Crackling in the air, energy making everything sudden and in the moment. It sparkles across my skin, brilliantly cascading through the air as her fingers slide through my hair and down my back.

“Yes, that's right, little one,” she moans, her voice breathy. “Lick me. Lick me just like that.”

I keep licking, doing just as she says, cooing and moaning myself. My fingers slide up into my pussy, already scorching hot, and I feel my orgasm rushing towards me unavoidably—like it had been waiting just for the slightest touch to set it off.

I start to tremble and buck, but something keeps the orgasm just at bay, this power gathering all around us, preventing me from feeling that sweet perfect pleasure.

It's her, I realize, licking still, unable to stop myself. It's Nataline, keeping me from cumming until she cums herself. Maybe it's part of the ceremony, or maybe it's just because she's selfish, but either way I'm trapped in that sick hot moment right before cumming, my hips powering up and down, needing it so bad but unable to break through.

As a result, I lick her even more rapidly, my tongue tireless, my jaw aching with effort, both of our bodies slick with sweat and arousal in this warm, warm cave.

“Oh...goddess...” Nataline's voice is layered in lust. “Goddess...yes! Yes! Give me the power! Give me the power!
 The p-power
 ...”

I can feel her start to release, her thighs wrapping around my face even harder, so silky and soft. And even more than my intuition tells me her orgasm is near is that that block
 I feel around my own starts to slip away, and the tidal wave of pleasure I need crushes my body. I fold
 into her body, burying my face into her pussy as she and I both cum together. Power surges in the air, filling her completely, the orgasm I feel rushing through
 me and into her, all channeling for her new power from her Goddess.

I collapse on top of her pussy totally, still licking and moaning, our slick bodies mingling together totally, needing her to feel good, as she trembles and moans from the overwhelming pleasure filling the air.

And I hope—distantly, dimly, the need to rest and sleep pushing down hard on my brain—that somehow this means that this craziness is close to ending.

* * * * *


W
 e stay inside for the night and wait until morning, wrapped in each other's bodies. Outside, the storm passes. Morning comes, and Nataline and I dress for the journey. She treats me coldly, distantly—as if she didn’t like
 the way I made her cum so furiously, as if she wasn’t positively screaming
 in lust.

Who knows. People are weird about sex, even centuries-old witches, I guess? You explain it.

She orders me around all morning—telling me to grab this, pack that, put on this—and all of it coldly and clinically, like I mean nothing to her.

Say what you will about Nolan’s weird-and-hot plan to enslave and bimbofy every cunt he comes across, but he really seems to adore Vlada and Janine.

And me. He really seemed to want me.

Mmph. Fuck. Sometimes I want to fuck him so much I can’t think.

Nataline and I trek down the mountain and make our way toward a small town. We wear slender gowns made from animal leather and thick, thick furs to keep us warm. She burned my clothes, telling me they were tainted. The gown has a long slit down one side, making it easier to walk, but it still feels heavily sexual. I can't help but think of what Nolan would think of me in this outfit—my cleavage bared from its low scooping neckline, the way it clings to my hips and waist.

She tells me the town we're approaching has a population of about two hundred, earning most of its trade from logging and some tourism. Nolan would be able to smell the virgins there, she explains, and so it would be the first place he would go. I must have traveled much farther in the blizzard somehow than I thought I did—the closet village I knew of was thirty miles away.

Walking through the snow, the path continues to clear for us as it did for me the night of the blizzard. Nataline's magic at work. Snow melts before us, making it easier to walk, probably cutting the travel time in half. The air is chill, but still, so at least we don't have to deal with the wind.

After several hours of this, into the afternoon, the village is below us—a rustic sort of place that Nolan, Vlada, Janine, and I stopped in only briefly on our way in up to the mountain a few days ago. We picked up meat and bread and jugs of water from a small grocery that reminded me of something out of the old west. It’s not that the place or the country is backwards, it’s just remote—stuff is harder to get, even with the internet. They have electricity and running water and a small hot springs inn where travelers sometimes come to soak in the supposedly “healing waters” of the mountain.

I used to look at such hot springs—and such travelers—with open disdain, but after the last few days, I’m beginning to think that maybe they weren’t so dumb. If my fifty year-old professor can transform into a twenty-something alpha god with the body of Hercules in a matter of hours, why can’t a hot spring cure the flu?

“Wait,” says Nataline, holding me by the shoulder. We're near a large series of boulders, roughly a mile from the town. I can see people milling about in the distance, even with the sun starting to set. Days are shorter here.

I do as she says, feeling an immediate warmth at her touch. I can’t help but be attracted to her. I feel like she’s done something to me without telling me what it is; a spell or something. I almost don’t mind. God knows I have a fucking kink for control.

But, I don’t like being deceived. Nolan wasn’t subtle or deceptive; he just presented what I wanted, and I knew I had to serve.

I wish I wasn’t so turned on all the time.

Or, no. I wish I wasn’t so torn
 about being turned on all the time. I would be happy as fuck to serve and lick and adore any old Mistress or Master if only there wasn’t so much confusion
 about it all. I’d be so delighted to have any of them eliminate all this will I have, all these choices, these questions, even if it meant that I was some mindless, brainless bimbo for the rest of my life.

I can feel my cunt getting wet again, thinking about that.

“What is it?” I ask her.

“He is there already. In the town. Look.”

I follow her pointed finger down to the town, seeing the dark, crackling cloud of energy over one of the houses. I thought it was just smoke at first, but it’s too static, even without any wind. It’s him
 , him and Janine and Vlada, having their way with some woman. Some family, maybe.

“They came from the West,” Nataline says, pointing again. I can see the trail she’s pointing out—a great green trail of lush, vibrant forest life popping up through the snow. Like the trail of milk, pussy juice, and cum that he leaked all the way down compelled the earth to create paradise underneath his feet. Fuck, he’s so powerful. How are we supposed to win? How am I supposed to resist
 ?

Am I supposed to?

“I hoped to meet him before he came here,” says Nataline. “Before he gained any more followers. We must be quick. You must be ready with the talisman. You must hold it up when I say. This should not take very long, but it will be draining. Are you ready?”

“What are you going to do?”

“That is no concern of yours.” She looks at me imperiously. “Are you ready to obey when I tell you to?”

I summon all the will I have; a valiant mining effort. “Please. What is going to happen?”

She straightens her jaw, clearly annoyed, shifting her furs this way and that. “I must battle with the Beast. It will not be a battle in the sense that you know. A test of our Wills, with the victor establishing their version of normalcy upon the world. You know what mine is.”

“Yes. The way things were.”

She nods. “Yes. And your Professor will want to ruin this world for the sake of his hedonistic pleasure.”

“Will he live?”

“What?”

“If you win. Will he live? Will you return him to how he was?”

A shadow falls over her face. “There are many possibilities in a contest such as the one we shall have.”

Now I'm worried. “And one of them is that Nolan will die?”

“One may
 die so that billions
 shall live free. Is that not a worthy price?”

“I...I suppose so, yes.”

I mean, I guess
 . Except for how my cunt is positively drooling
 with the thought of him ruling over billions
 . Fuck
 that's hot.

“I am so glad for your supposing. I am keeled over with glee.” She's obviously being sarcastic. “I am brimming with excitement. Are you ready to go now? Will you be ready to obey when I give you the word?”

I nod, compelled to do so. “Yes, Nataline.”

This seems to please her. We begin walking again and very shortly enter the town. Nolan has already very clearly been at work. Most of the townspeople are heading toward the center of the town, where there are long, enthusiastic, orgasmic chants being raised.

The town is completely under his control. That's evident now. From building to building, every woman is utterly in his command. They gravitate toward the center of the town where has stationed himself, out in the town center. That bubble of warmth surrounds him and has only grown since I've seen him last. I can almost see
 its invisible edges, melting snow, creating dripping hot arousal, melting wills and minds.

The women, as they walk forward into the bubble, have their hair growing longer and their breasts ballooning outward. Several rip their shirts off as they move, unable to contain themselves inside their clothes. There is a heavy, dense scent in the air—an aura of fuck—and it is only through Nataline’s magic working on me (and I am certain it is working on me now) that I am able to resist it myself. My pussy, though moist, does not drip and sop and drench like it would normally. I am merely essentially
 turned on, not exuberantly
 so.

The town is grouped close together, several small stone houses built right next to one another, often on top of or directly next to shops. There are all manner of stores—antiques, mostly, though there are some basic goods like groceries and a barber and a dentist and the like. I have to make out what they are from intuition, looking through their windows; I don’t know the language well enough and they have no compulsion here like they do in the larger cities to mark their signs with English.

The streets are mostly cobblestone, though the one road leading through the town back to the freeway is paved over with pitch black asphalt. In all, the town is no more than a few square miles around.

I can't see exactly where all the women are going—I can't see Nolan—but I know where they're headed.

Each woman is becoming fabulously sexy. I see no men, no evidence of them anywhere. Did he kill them? Transplant them? Disappear them?

The women don't seem to care. They have ecstatic smiles on their faces. Their legs run wet with pussy juices. Their breasts grow and grow, engorged with milk dropping down their bodies.

And now, if Nolan has his way, they’ll all fuck everyone.

Or him.

Does he want worshipers on his cock, or worshipers having a massive orgy in celebration of him? Are Vlada and Janine enough for him? I mean, that’s three holes each, and a town full of women...that kind of multiplication adds up quickly...

Nataline takes me by the shoulder firmly, staring me into the eyes. I forget the smell of all the sex, the aura of fuck that surrounds us. I am filled with an inner-calm, a need to do as she says.

“Focus, child,” says Nataline. “The battle begins now.”

* * * * *


I
 n the very middle of town there was once a grand fountain depicting a man riding a small donkey. Now, though, it has been toppled over and shattered, cleared away, and on top of it stands Nolan with Vlada hanging tightly from one arm.

He's enormous, of course. Massive. Beyond seven feet tall now. Probably closer to four hundred pounds of solid, immense muscle. I can't believe what I'm seeing. He would put every Renaissance statue to shame. Every statue ever
 to shame. He's a living God, and it's absolutely undeniable. Even with Nataline's protection, I feel incredible flustering heat from seeing him—the natural
 kind of heat that's unstoppable from looking at a Man like him when you're a fucking submissive-as-fuck woman like me.

Janine is next to him, on her hands and knees, kissing and adoring his feet, her heavy, milking tits leaking all over the ground, covering his feet in her cream.

Vlada looks just as gorgeous as before. Her heels are deep dark red and cling to her legs perfectly, just as she clings to his arm, docked against him with her huge tits leaking milk down his form. Her hair floats down in immense volume down past her calves. It wraps around her body and his like it's alive, tendrils of it stroking him like her body. She's like a nest of snakes, wrapping and grinding against him, her cunt tight onto his hip and thigh. She can't stop rubbing herself on him, adoring his massive muscles, cooing against his granite chest. They're so fucking hot together, the Ultimate Power Couple.

I Love Them Both. So Much. It's So Fucking Hard to see them and not want to utterly belong to them.

And that's WITH Nataline's protection.

So it's no surprise to me that the rest of the women in the town—rapidly transforming from merely being in their presence, their growing power, the ever-gushing puddle of Vlada and Janine's milk and Nolan's endless precum and cum, pouring out from them with so much incredible volume and consistency—worship them with so much open fervor. Every women visible is perfect—incredibly proportioned, their faces clear of all blemishes, their skin shining, their hair so long and luscious, their bodies clearly fertile.

But where are the men?

I can't wonder for long. Nataline takes it upon herself to call him out—rising up in the air with crackling electricity, a bubble of energy surrounding her. 

“Beast!” Nataline cries. Her voice thunders across the town, making the windows tremble, the stones shake. “I call you Beast! Defiler! I command you to return to your prison where you belong!”

Nolan’s lip curls up into a grim smile. He and Vlada turn as one, both sneering together at Nataline's presence. Vlada continues to stroke him, utterly confident, showing off how she gets to touch him at any
 time.

“I was wondering when you would show up, witch,” he says. Absolutely full of confidence. No fear at all. “It will be different this time. I am prepared for your tricks now.”

He must be referring to the fight before—centuries before, when the God was imprisoned the first time.

“There is no preparing for destiny,” says Nataline, drawing in more power, doubling the size of her electric bubble. I gasp, utterly astonished at the power on display. “There is only acceptance of it, and the Will to carry it out.”

He floats up into the air as well, taking Vlada with him. She continues to stroke him and in fact drops to her knees on an invisible platform, taking his enormity into her luscious, hot mouth. But, I can tell she's gathering power as well, adding to his, the two of them adoring each other completely and working totally in tandem.

The two giant balls of mystical, sparkling energy—Vlada and Nolan's and Nataline's—begin to circle each other over the buildings of the village. Like force fields, lightning crackling across the surface of their orbs. The orbs spin fast, but they are motionless inside of them—except for Vlada, madly slurping up and down on Nolan’s cock.  Nataline flashes me a quick look, but immediately goes back to focusing on Nolan, unable to be distracted for long.

The women beneath them moan and gather together, melding into each other, sliding onto the ground and pushing their fingers hard up into their cunts. Their sexual energy powering Nolan and Vlada—and it's obvious he gains strength from their lust.

I cannot help but feel that I should be there, with one of the opposing forces. I wonder if I’m supposed to be licking Nataline’s cunt, if somehow she made a mistake by not forcing me onto her pussy. If she had, there would have been no way for me to look at Nolan, to think about anything else. Her pussy is so so so fucking delicious.

Should I have volunteered? Was that what she was requesting me to do with that look she gave after we watched Vlada kneel down and suck Nolan off?

Do I have enough free will left to refuse her? To make my own fate?

Is it really destiny after all?

The crowd around me is all down on their backs, thrusting their hips upward, fucking themselves silly with their fingers, their heads scraping the ground. I'm the only one standing, but my pussy is still dripping wet. They don’t dare to look  away. Nolan channeling their energy, keeping them worshiping, keeping them in place.

Through the crowd, Janine sees me and approaches. Her beautiful body shimmers with the shine of his cum having been emptied repeatedly all over her. Her hair floats down past her thighs, thick and luxurious and golden.

Above us, the orbs crackle and burst, electricity filling the sky. Lightning strikes down, sending sparks everywhere. It is far too intense to look at for long—the effects feeling blinding.

Janine takes my hand, and I can't deny her. She's so soft, so warm, so comforting. I moan softly at her beauty, remembering how close we had come over the events of the last few days.

“I thought you loved Him, Alice,” Janine says, true confusion in her eyes. Her voice is a beautiful song. “I thought you loved Daddy like I do. Didn’t you love Him? Don't you want Him to win? Don't you want Daddy to be worshiped as the God he is?”

I moan, unable to answer. So fucking turned on, immediately. I feel my cunt take a grip of my brain—iron-tight and unwilling to ever let go. There's a large stone wall next to me. I put a hand on it to steady myself. My knees feel weak, my entire body out of my control. Again.

She called him Daddy
 .

Janine only does what Nolan wants.

That meant that he wants
 to be called Daddy.

“Alice?” she asks again. “Don't you love Daddy? Aren't you Daddy's Good Little Girl?”

I don't know how to answer her. I can't form a coherent thought. I need what she's saying. I need it so fucking bad.

Overhead, circling and bursting, the fight continues. Nataline's orb grows and grows, nearly crossing the breadth of the entire town. It glows hot white with energy, terrifying in its brightness and intensity. I can see Nolan struggling—actually struggling—
 to compete with the power she possesses.

“Now, Alice!” Nataline cries, a triumphant look on her face. “Now! Display the Talisman! I need it, now!”

I hold the talisman up toward Nataline, and feel her power stretching out toward it. All that crackling energy, all that pulsing electric lust. She wraps her power around it, wraps her power in
 it to draw from it. It thrums and pulses in my hand like an organ, like a living thing.

Nolan is above us, looking down at me, a shocked look of betrayal and horror on his face. He knows this will be the end of him.

And I can’t do it.

“I’m sorry, Nataline,” I whisper softly, not entirely sure that I mean it, and slam the talisman down onto the stone wall next to me, smashing it to bits. The power explodes out of it, knocking me backward and utterly pulverizing the rock, grinding it down into dust in seconds. I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck.

Above me, I see Nataline’s orb of power slowly dissipate, shorting in and out like a malfunctioning television. There is suddenly nothing left to suspend her, and she whams hard into the ground, the air flying out of her body.

Above her, Nolan laughs triumphantly—and I can see him cumming hard, fucking hard
 , into Vlada's mouth.

And there's no more power from Nataline to shield me from his lust.

No more power from the talisman. The pendant. Whatever.

I drop to the ground, kneeling and gasping, staring up at his glorious visage with complete and total worship.

I belong
 to Him. I belong to Him
 . Only to Him.

I've only ever been His. It was so fucking stupid, so fucking miserably pathetic for me to ever think anything else. He deserves me. He deserves my hot virgin cunt belonging only to Him. He deserves everything in this entire world. Every cunt. Every fertile hot fucking breeding cunt belongs only only only
 to Him. Forever.

Oh fuck yes. Yes. Yes, oh my god
 , Yes!


“Stupid, silly little witch,” says Nolan, floating down effortlessly to the ground, smirking at Nataline's broken form. Vlada disengages from His cock, staring up at her God with total satisfaction and triumph. She sends me a hot wink, her green eyes flashing, and I feel myself tremble with a swift and sudden orgasm. Like staring into the Eyes of a Goddess.

She’s going to thank me very
 personally later on—when Nolan is done with me, when I’m bred and fucked thoroughly, when I’m an enslaved, milking hot lactating pet for him, Vlada is going to sink between my legs and lick me stupid. That's what that wink promises. I know it.

I bite my lip, looking back at her, hoping beyond hope that she knows I know.

Which, of course, she does.

I don’t want to think anymore. I don’t want to imagine or dream or plan. I just want to obey.

I just want to be Daddy’s good little girl.


Just like Janine said. Just like Nolan must have commanded
 Janine to say.

Nolan towers over Nataline, and His cum drips all over Nataline’s body. I see her writhing—first in shock and surprise, and then in sudden, expected pleasure. She likes
 it. Her fertile, nubile, hourglass body, her fertile-feminine presence; she's completely taken with Nolan in mere seconds
 .

All her power means nothing.

All her abilities mean nothing.

All her age, her experience, her centuries.

They mean nothing
 because he's the Man, the Alpha, the All-Conquering Phallic FuckGod
 , and he's going to rule her shit forever
 .

The resistance drains rapidly from her face as his cum drips on her crotch, her belly, her breasts, her neck, and finally when it hits her face there’s only delight left.

She is a worshiper of his now. A follower. Insane with that same mad love for him that Vlada and Janine have, that I so desperately want.

He shoves a foot onto her chest, and with eagerness, she wraps her tits around it, licking his toes and feet, prostrating herself completely. I can hear her apologizing for offending him, for fighting, for resisting at all.

They are in the middle of the crowd of the entire village—all the women on their hands and knees, kneeling and worshiping him as he knees down at pushes his immense cock down onto Nataline's mouth. Gleefully, she urges him down, taking in his massive cum-wet shaft into her throat.

Submitting to him totally.

Surrendering all of herself to him in entirety. 

The Goddess's servant utterly defeated. Imbued with all the power of the Goddess—which means the Goddess herself is defeated. Femininity defeated—utterly subservient to the Power of the Male. The Power of the Masculine.

I'm on my knees with the rest of the crowd, Janine pushing up against me, crowding my head in her perfect hot milking tits, whispering how right
 it is that He's in Charge.

The Male In Charge of All That is Female.

This is the Way It's Supposed To Be.

“Do you like what He's done with the men?” Janine whispers to me.

I look at her in confusion.

“They don't matter,” she explains. “Not compared to Him. So...He took care of them.”

She points into distance, beyond the town square. I can see them now.

They are gathered up in a circle in a fenced-off clearing, some with hands covering their faces, all of them frozen. Entombed in stone, or perhaps just petrified completely.

I have to look twice because I can hardly believe it, but it's true.

All the men turned to stone by Nolan.

My new God is a jealous God. An Evil God.

He'll keep doing this. Again and again. All over the World.

He wants all of his new Women for Himself Alone. All Those Cunts Just For Him. Being Immortal, he'll have the time to fuck them all if he wants.

I find myself not caring at all.

I think it's really fucking hot
 , actually.

Because even if he's Evil? Totally and completely Bad?

I am one of His Chosen Pets.

He's my Daddy.

And I'm his good little girl.


Nolan continues to fuck Nataline's throat and mouth. But he's looking only at me. Fucking her completely, finally victorious...but looking only at me
 .

And he keeps looking at me when he empties all over her face and chest, his cum utterly morphing her into his servant. She's more beautiful than ever, transcendentally so, easily deserving of being a top servant of his...but he looks only at me.

I'm so fucking in love with him.

Slowly, breathing deep, Nolan stands up completely from Nataline, picking her up with one hand by the scruff of her neck. His worshipers gasp at his strength. I gasp. I’m his worshiper now.

His length is incredible and throbbing with power. Dripping wet. It’s everything I want. Everything about him is everything I could ever want.

He sees me and holds out a hand, beckoning me forward. Of course I obey; I want to anticipate his needs from now on.

“You betrayed her, Alice,” he says, tossing Nataline to one side. Janine catches her and the two tumble over each other, gorgeous blonds delighting each other in the dirt. Even though they roll in the muck of the street, none of it seems to touch them—or if it does, it slides immediately off.

Like the followers of His are not allowed to be unclean even for an instant. What if he arrived, after all, and needed service from them? They would have to be clean at all times.

They giggle and laugh, both of them utterly girlish and servile, kissing each other madly, knowing their lust for each other is all a form of praise for their New Master.

Both of them couldn't stand Nolan at one point. They both hated
 him. They both wanted his reign to end
 .

Now they're so fucking in love with him that they want to make out with and fuck other girls just to please Him.

I fucking Love Him So Much
 .

I nod slowly, eyes big. He’s only getting closer to me. “I did.”

“Why did you do that, little girl?”

“Because...” I gulp. I don’t know quite how to say it. My nipples are completely erect. My cunt gushing with lust. “Because I wanted you to win.”

“You know I’ll enslave all these people in this town. Many more. Millions more.” He smiles darkly. "Billions.”

I nod again. “I don’t care about any of that.”

“So long as I enslave you?”

I’m not able to speak. I nod again. He smiles, and I feel my entire body vibrate with need. I love him so much
 .

“And was there anything special you wanted from me?” he asks. “Anything that you were truly fantasizing about? Now is the time to tell me. I am in your debt.”

I mumble my answer, barely able to get it out. It’s not that it’s embarrassing. It’s that it’s so private
 . So fucking private
 , oh god. What if he doesn’t want it, even now?

“What was that? Speak up, Alice.”

“Daddy,” I say quickly. “I want you...I want to call you Daddy. I want you to want that. I want you to want me to call you that. I want you to want me as your good little girl. Your little sweet girlyfuck that you can do anything to, all day long.”

He smiles then, taking me by the cheek, and pulling me tight and close against him. His hands lifts up into my ass—gripping me there like a fucking handle, taking ownership of me totally, and pulls me up against his body. My breasts crush against his chest. Our lips are mere centimeters apart, and I can taste his masculine, perfect breath.

“Of course, my good little girl. I'm your Master. Your Daddy. I have been this whole time. You have
 to call me that. I command it. I need
 it from you, Alice darling.”

I tremble and melt into his mouth, kissing him finally, madly, unleashing all my lust against him. My pussy explodes with orgasm the instant our lips touch, and I'm grinding against him hopelessly, trembling with need, my entire universe of desire culminating at long last.

I taste him, finally—truly taste him, no resistance left—and it makes so much sense now. Their love for him. Their adoration
 . Their worship
 .

He’s not a god. He is
 God. He’s my reason for existing, my entire reason for there ever being any kind of existence ever
 .

My clothes are gone. I don't remember how or why or when. They don't need to exist anymore, so they don't. Maybe Vlada dissolved them, maybe Nolan did. It doesn't matter. All that matters is that I'm fucking naked and grinding on my God's hot body and kissing him like my life depends on it, my tongue absolutely melded to his.

“Time to breed
 you, Alice.” He grins, breaking our kiss. “Are you ready, my good little girl? Are you ready for Daddy's gifts?”

I nod slowly, silent, staring at Him with total awe. Vlada snakes her body around mine, becoming like a mattress for me on the ground. Her legs wrap around mine and spread them apart, my pussy wet and ready.

He does not waste time—already totally hard. Always hard. Always ready. Such a male. He kneels down and pushes His Godcock up against my totally virginal entrance, and very quickly pushes inside me completely.

There's a slight sensation of pain as He breaks through all virginal resistance. But after that, it is pure pleasure—orgasming, endlessly, tightening over and over on His cock as He fills me up. He thrusts slowly in and out, steadily gaining speed. So big.

So fucking big!

“You're being such a good little girl,” Vlada croons in my ear. “Such a good girl for Daddy. Mommy's
 good little girl. Daddy's
 good little girl.”

I moan unstoppably. Vlada's lips are so fucking hot and right against my ear, my cheek, my neck. She keeps kissing me and whispering. It's everything I ever wanted.

Nolan fucks me hard with his massive cock, gripping my shoulders, pushing me down. His hands clamp down on Vlada's, clamped down around my neck. They restrict my airflow, choking me, owning me together, the two of them such a perfect fucking couple. I love them so much.

Vlada's milk flows over my body. Nolan licks it up as he thrusts into me, sucking my tits too—which are growing as well as he fucks me. My body transforming to be more to his liking—the longer legs, the thicker hair, the bigger and brighter eyes, the body so toned and muscled for endless fucking. I'm becoming one of his Best Servants, and that makes me cum harder, all of me dripping wet on His Cock as he pistons inside of me. Milk building up inside my tits, mixing with Vlada's, so that as our love session continues, He licks my milky product up as well as Vlada's.

I can tell He's going to cum soon. He's pumping into me so furiously, losing all control. He looks so fucking Handsome above me.

“Good little girl,” He grunts again and again. “You're my good little girl
 , Alice. Daddy's good little girl
 ...”

“Cum for Him,” Vlada coos. “Cum for your God. Cum for your Daddy. Cum for your DaddyGod.”

As if I have a fucking choice
 . I haven't stopped
 cumming.

“Oh Mommy,” I moan, my body scorching with pleasure. “Oh Mommy...oh Daddy
 ...”

Cosmic energy crackles around us—an entire town of sexual lust culminating and orgasming all at once as His worshipers orgasm in tune with their God—as Nolan empties inside of me, His white hot seed spray-painting my womb with His fertilizing gift. I cum and cum and cum—over and over, wave after wave of immense lust blinding every part of me. For minutes and minutes, all I can see is white, and all I can feel is pleasure and warmth, his seed filling me up.

When I slowly come to, He is still inside me, and Vlada still holding me tight. I just know I’m pregnant and right away
 .

“You're going to have his fucking triplets
 ,” Vlada moans, pushing her hand against my tummy. I know she's right. A Good Mommy knows these sorts of things, and she's the best
 sort of Mommy there is. The only one I'll ever need.

The two of them push me in between their bodies—a Mommy and Daddy sandwich, making out with each other happily while my hands work on them, stroking Daddy's cock and fingering Mommy's pussy. They're sleepy and tired, all of us exhausted from the events of the day. The worshipers all around slowly nap on the open ground—but everyone remains warm and comfortable inside of Nolan's bubble of warmth and pleasure.

Between them, still working my hands, I drift and muse, so fucking content. So happy to be His worshiper. So happy to be a servant of His Holy Cock, so happy to belong to my Brand New Mommy and Daddy.

He's going to fuck all the cunts here. Every cunt that is worthy of him will serve. In this town. This region. This country.

It will take him a while, I expect.

But don’t worry. This country isn’t that large. There will be other countries after this. All of them, in fact.

He’ll be coming for you soon, too.

Prepare.

# # #


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

* * * * *


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

You can:

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

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


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


* * * * *


What's next?

––––––––


W
 hat other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––



T
 he Lust Days


It's the road trip from hell when he tries to take his Ice Queen girlfriend out for a good time and she brings her step-sister and friend along...then the Event happens, and the girls he was with transform into sexy nymphomaniac bimbos, eager for his cock!

––––––––



T
 he Lust Days 2


Scientists trapped in a secure compound look on with horror and arousal as the world transforms—men becoming super studs, and women becoming ultra-fertile nymphs. When they study a nymph to research a cure, events quickly spiral out of control—and hot breeding action ensues!

––––––––



T
 he Lust Days 3


A veritable king in the post-Event world, worshiped as a god by a harem of five inimitable beauties, is presented with a gorgeous young nymph who seems immune to his virile cock's seductive power. He has to find out why—and he has to break her of the notion that she can be anything but his.

––––––––


G
 et GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––



B
 abies for Bad Boys


NINE hot tales of ultra-virile mega-hunk studs who don't take “no” for an answer, no matter how much the girls they desire fight, and impregnate their young hot loves to show them how much they need them.

––––––––



B
 imbo Gaze Bundle


Ethan Prince just wants to be a normal, good guy...but whenever he looks in a girl's eyes, he turns her into his gorgeous, submissive bimbo fuckslave. With this destiny for badness, can he turn good after all...or will he give in to his basest desires?


Bimbo Servant Bundle


NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy.


The Bust Gun Bundle


Lucky young losers get a chance at sexual godhood when they obtain the Bust Gun—and can use its amazing powers to transform their lives and the women around them!

Lust Fever: The Bundle

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


Lust Party Bundle


Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction.


The Magic Tablet: The Complete Series


One day, Jacob finds the magic tablet, and is given the power of a god over himself and others. Of course, he uses it to establish his very own fertile fuckdoll harem...


Sexcretary Saga


Gorgeous, fertile models and actresses need to serve alpha males too, and nerdy Albert Stout has just the program on his computer to make them kneel to him and him alone...forever.

––––––––


L
 ove fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––



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

––––––––


H
 ope to hear from you soon!




Did you love Phallic Worship Bundle
 ? Then you should read The Quarterback Forced Me
 by Nadia Nightside!



[image: The Quarterback Forced Me]



I’ve crushed hard on Pace since I first saw him. Tall, vicious, built like an Adonis, and so hot he makes my panties melt—he’s the definition of bad news. Even though I’m practically his stalker, I’ve been careful to stay away.

Until tonight. He caught me accidentally running over his prize motorcycle. And he wants to be paid back through the twisted, depraved use of my fertile body.

My desires are so dark that I’ve never shared them with anyone—and that means I’ve never known the touch of a man before. But, Pace doesn’t care. And he doesn’t care if I want it or not. He knows what women really want—knows what makes me so wet I have to moan with lust. He wants me filled, and he wants to put his heirs inside me. It’s easy for a stud like him.

Because all Pace really cares about is owning me for his pleasure and making me another trophy…until I prove that I can please him better than any other woman he’s had.

Disclaimer: This book features some trigger points for certain readers, including dubious consent. The alpha quarterback doesn’t know how to turn off his lust, and he won’t stop until he gets what he wants…




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

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



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



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX


Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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