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1 - The Crash
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I don’t really remember much about the crash.

One minute I was dozing in coach, head resting against the too-tiny pillow the stewardess gave me, and the next we were going down. A shudder ran through the plane, startling me out of sleep with a confused groan. By the time I looked out the window, the sky and the sea had already changed places. For a second, I thought whole world had decided to flip upside-down while I was out - then the emergency air mask dropped into my lap.

After that, everything mostly goes blank. There was a lot of panic and screaming - most of it from me, I’m not too proud to admit. I know I should have hugged my girlfriend close as we went down over the Pacific, spent my last moments telling her everything was going to be okay, but in those terrified moments all I could think was ‘this is it. This is the end.’

But as it turned out, the crash wasn’t the end. It was the beginning - the start of a life I never dreamed I could have...



2 - The Survivor
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The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes was a plume of black smoke, impossibly dark against the tropical blue sky. For a moment I couldn’t remember where I was; I wondered why I was laying in the surf, my head half-buried in the sand.

Then it all came back to me. That smoke was from the plane...!

In an instant I was on my feet, surveying the scene. There were scattered pieces of wreckage all around the beach, some of it still glowing white-hot from whatever had brought us down. Out around a hundred feet from shore, the main body of the plane was slowly sinking beneath the waves, the fuel burning as it went.

Panic filled me. Where was Chloe? My girlfriend had been sitting right next to me on the plane, but she was nowhere on the beach. If she was still on the plane, I was going to have to swim out to her. Fear filled me at the thought, but there was no way I’d let her drown-

Suddenly I was on my back again. A rippling wave of heat passed over me, and when I looked up, the plane had exploded. What was left of its fuel tank must have gone up.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “This can’t be real,” I muttered, looking up and down the beach. “No, no, no...”

Was I the only survivor? Had I been thrown clear of the plane somehow while everyone else died? My mind swam as I pictured the full cabin of the aircraft, the way it looked just before I’d dozed off. There must have been a hundred people on that plane, I thought, tears coming to my eyes. What the hell was I going to do...?

Just over the sound of the waves, I heard a moan.

I snapped into action, my legs protesting as I rose shakily to my feet. To my surprise, there was barely a scratch on me: just a few cuts and bruises. I prayed that whoever that was had been so lucky.

Walking was harder than I’d expected. Smoke stung my eyes as I made my way from flaming piece of rubble to flaming piece of plane, trying to pinpoint the source of the sound. Finally I saw her: a woman half-buried under a chunk of the aircraft’s fuselage. The flames were getting closer to her with every passing moment.

My heart stopped for a moment when I realized who it was. I’d recognize that dyed punk hairdo and tattoos anywhere. It was my girlfriend, Chloe. And if I didn’t do something quick, she was going to end up burned alive!



3 - The Girlfriend
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“Hang on, babe! I’m coming!”

I grabbed the side of the fuselage, crying out as the hot metal scorched my hand. But there was no time to worry about that - I had to get her out of there. Putting all my strength into it, I managed to roll the hunk of metal to the side, freeing Chloe’s body. I grabbed her and pulled her across the sand, moments before the place she’d been laying was engulfed in flames.

“Chloe! It’s me! Are you okay, babe? Answer me!” Every piece of first aid training I’d ever heard filled my head at once - but in my panicked state, it was completely useless. I didn’t know the first thing to do with someone who’d just survived a plane crash.

Chloe’s eyes opened, her glassy look leaving them by degrees. “Jason?”

“Holy shit, you’re alive!” Warmth spread through my chest as I looked her over. She was hurt, obviously, but it looked like she’d be okay. “We’ve got to get out of here, babe. This whole side of the beach is burning!”

Her brows knit together in confusion. “What...what’s going on? Shouldn’t we be in Seoul by now?”

Despite everything, a crazed little laugh broke from my throat. “I don’t think we’re going to make that trade conference,” I told her. “Come on - alley oop...”

Grabbing her like a caveman, I lifted Chloe over my shoulder and brought her across the beach in a fireman’s carry. I didn’t stop until the heat of the flames were far behind me, and I was pretty sure we were safe. Then I set her down and checked her thoroughly for injuries. Miraculously, she didn’t look any more banged up than me. I did a double-take, rubbing her arms and legs to make absolutely sure nothing was broken, but it was true.

Chloe was okay. Even if the rest of the passengers and crew were dead, my girlfriend and I had survived. That was a bright beam of light in the darkness.

“Jason?” Chloe looked around the sandy beach as if she were seeing it for the first time. Her eyes filled with horror. “Oh God, what’s going on? Jason, where is everybody?”

They’re all dead, a little voice whispered in the back of my head. There were over a hundred people on that plane...

I slammed the door on that thought. If Chloe and I had survived, there had to be others. People trapped in that burning rubble, who might have only minutes to be saved before they succumbed to the fire or the smoke.

“Everything is okay, babe,” I assured Chloe, propping her up against a tree. “I’m going to go look through the wreck for more survivors, okay? I’ll be right back-”

“No!” Raw panic shown in Chloe’s eyes as she flailed out, grabbing my hand so tight it hurt. “Don’t leave me! Please, don’t go!”

“I will be right back,” I said firmly, letting go of her hand. “I promise. If there’s anybody else in that wreckage, I might be able to save them.”

“No, no!” She struggled to rise, but must have sprained something in the crash. She sagged back against the tree, staring up at me helplessly. “You’ll get hurt, Jason!”

“I won’t get too close,” I told her. I was already walking away. I loved my girlfriend, loved her more than anything - but I was wasting valuable time. Seconds could be the difference between whether I pulled anyone out of that plane crash alive or not.

“Okay,” she called after me, her eyes going half-closed as she relaxed into a stupor. “Be careful...”

I intended to be - but if there was anyone else left alive on this island, you could be damn sure I was going to save them.



4 - The Stewardess
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At first, I thought she was some kind of mirage.

As I made my way back up the beach, the heat from the flaming wreckage hit me like a punch in the face. It was already way hotter than it had been just a minute ago - if this kept up, I wouldn’t be able to get close enough to help soon. I had to move fast. But as it turned out, someone had already worked their way free and was headed towards me.

She weaved through the rubble like a drunk, staggering in whichever direction was less hot at the time. As I closed the distance between us, I could see that her stewardess outfit hung off her curves in tatters - it must have been torn up in the crash. To my shock, I realized that I recognized her - she’d been the stewardess in Chloe and I’d section of the plane.

“Hey,” I yelled, grabbing her by the shoulder as she passed. Her face was streaked with dirt and sweat, her long red hair all kinked up. “You got me my beer!”

It was the only thing I could think of to say, yet it snapped her out of her stupor. She turned to me, squinting like she was trying to see me from far away.

“A Heineken,” she whispered. “And a Jack and Coke for your girlfriend...”

“That’s right,” I said, laughing. “Come here, we’ve got to get you away from here!”

She let me put her arm over my shoulders and lead her away. One of her high heels had broken in the crash; she walked with a noticeable limp. Even as we made our way through the smoke, I couldn’t help but notice the swell of her breast against my side - I dimly remembered Chloe slapping my shoulder earlier for staring at the stewardess’ tits. She had some of the biggest breasts I’d ever seen on a woman, especially on such a petite frame.

Chloe can’t be mad at me for staring now, I thought with an ironic grin. After all, I’ve saved her fucking life...

I obviously wasn’t in my right mind if I was thinking such things in the middle of a crisis.

“Hey,” I said as the two of us reached a particularly difficult rise in the sand. “What’s your name?”

“Huh?” She looked over at me, her eyes heavy-lidded, and for a second I wondered if her drunk walk had been entirely from the crash. She looked a little wasted, to be honest. “I’m Lauren,” she said, just a hint of a southern accent in her voice. “You’re....Jason, right?”

“Right,” I said. “And my girlfriend Chloe is right over here. Let me reintroduce you...”

Chloe’s eyes lit up as she saw me crest the sand dune with another survivor. A few minutes of sitting down and rest had her already looking a lot better - she rose a hand and waved to us as we got closer.

“Holy shit, I’m so glad you found someone!” she yelled, cupping a hand around her mouth. “Did you see anyone else?”

I shook my head. “Just her,” I said, setting Lauren down next to Chloe. Seeing them together made me notice for the first time how much older Lauren was than the two of us - she was still gorgeous and sexy, but I realized with a start that she was nearly old enough to be my mother.

Chloe sobbed gently as she rested her head against the tree. “Damn it,” she muttered. “Just the three of us?”

I took her hand. “It’s going to be okay,” I told her, stroking her palm gently. “We’re going to be alright. That’s what matters-”

Another explosion rocked the beach. The plume of smoke was suddenly a pillar of fire, streaking towards the sky. And as it rose up, I heard a sound that made me drop Chloe’s hand and run full-tilt back towards the remains of our plane.

It was a blood-curdling scream.



5 - The Co-Ed
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“Keep talking!” I yelled, heading deeper into the smoke. “Tell me if you hear me getting closer!”

I wasn’t thinking. The smoke was like a thick shroud, enveloping me as I made my way into the wreckage. It was bad here - really, really bad. Dimly, I was surprised there was even anyone still alive in here. Coughs wracked my body as I sucked in huge lungfuls of smoke, stinging my eyes in the same moment.

“Please! I’m over here! God, don’t let me die!”

I dropped to my knees. There was still smoke this far down, but it wasn’t as bad - most of it was rising up into the air. I started crawling, heedless to how insanely dangerous it was to stay in this flaming wreck any longer. The temperature crept upwards every moment, oven-hot. If I didn’t find this person soon, neither of us were going to make it out of here.

There was whimpering coming from my right. I scuttled like a crab in that direction, scorching my hand again when I accidentally brought it down on a small chunk of the plane’s wing. That hand was really starting to hurt. The pain shocked me to my senses, made me realize all at once how much trouble I’d put myself in.

“Please God, please don’t let me die! Fuck, anyone! Help me!”

The voice was very, very close. I reached out through the smoke - and felt someone’s arm. It grabbed at me desperately, helplessly.

“Pull me out!” the woman screamed. “This whole fucking thing is on fire!”

There wasn’t anything else I could do. With a desperate burst of strength I grabbed her by both arms and tugged as hard as I possibly could. It was no good. I felt my muscles hit their limits, but the woman didn’t so much as budge.

“Harder! I can feel it slipping!”

I did it again, with no more progress than the first time. “I...I don’t think I can get you!” I realized, terrified. “Can you wedge yourself out somehow?”

The woman screamed. It was so pitiful, so scared, so utterly feminine in its way that I felt something react deep down in my brain. I couldn’t explain it. But when I pulled again, I burst right past my limits as if they weren’t there, tugging the girl free as if she were lying between two pillows.

I heard her squeal a thanks, but I’d already tossed her over my shoulder and started to run. I had so much energy, that it wasn’t until I came racing out of the smoke and over the ridge to see the look on Lauren and Chloe’s faces that I realized what I’d done was not natural.

I looked back at the flaming wreck, which was now blazing like a bonfire. If there was anyone else trapped in there, they were long gone. Hell, I should have been long gone - I shouldn’t have survived that. A chill trickled down my spine as that strange, primal surge of energy drained out of me. What the hell was that?

Whatever it was, it didn’t matter. I set our third survivor down in the sand, laying her next to Lauren and Chloe. She coughed and sputtered for a long time, brushing away my attempts to help, then slowly sat up.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes filled with awe. “You saved my fucking life. God, I was about to get burned alive out there...”

“Ours too,” Chloe said, nodding at me. “He saved all three of us. What’s your name?”

The woman - now that we were clear I could see she was more like a girl, barely college-aged - brushed her hair out of her eyes as she looked over the rest of us. “Mona,” she finally said. “You?”

We all exchanged names and stories. As it turned out, Mona was on her way home to visit her family - she was half-Korean, on a scholarship to a university on the West Coast. Everything about her was pert and tight - it wouldn’t have shocked me to find out she was on her college’s track team. Everything about her looked athletic as hell.

Once we were done, I collapsed into the sand and just laid there for a while. Chloe came over and put her head against my shoulder, sobbing. 

“We’re okay,” she said, her lips warm against my ear. “Thanks to you, we’re all okay. I love you, Jason...”

The four of us were alive, at least. But we were trapped on this island in the middle of the Pacific, with no way of knowing how long it might be before rescuers found us.

Until then, we were on our own.



6 - The Shelter
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Before we knew it, the sun was hanging low on the horizon. Night was going to fall soon, and one thing I knew for damn sure was that I didn’t want to spend a night on some uncharted island exposed and helpless. So I decided we needed to build some kind of shelter.

“Just a little one,” I told the three women sitting around the tree. “In case it rains, or if any predators come along. It won’t take long with all four of us working together.”

“Predators?” Mona’s eyes went wide. “You don’t...you don’t think there’s anything big living on this island, do you?”

“I really have no idea,” I admitted. It was the wrong thing to say, and I knew it. But I was tired. “Let’s just get up into the jungle a bit and find somewhere safe. We can take turns keeping watch if you’re afraid.”

The jungle was much thinner than I’d expected from the way the foliage bunched together. Five minutes of trekking inland and we’d found a suitable pair of trees to base a very simple shelter off of.

“Alright,” I said, stopping the march. “This’ll be fine. What we need are a few big branches, a whole bunch of that bamboo over there, and some palm fronds. If you girls can collect the branches and the fronds, I’ll wrestle with that bamboo.”

When I turned around, Chloe was staring at me like I’d grown a second head. “When did you turn into a wilderness expert?”

I felt myself blushing. “I just, uh, watch a lot of survival shows,” I admitted. “Besides, we’re just putting together a basic lean-to. It’s not rocket science.”

“Lean-to,” Lauren said, shaking her head in amazement. “First you save our lives, then you build us a place to sleep. I’m so jealous of your boyfriend, Chloe.”

Now it was Chloe’s turn to blush. “Sure,” she said, a little embarrassed. “Let’s get to work?”

And work we did. Without the proper tools, collecting the bamboo was hard as hell - especially with a burned hand. But as the construction went on, I found myself sort of enjoying it. I even forgot for a while the horrible situation we were in. It was strange - back home, I wasn’t the sort of guy who normally enjoyed physical labor, but here I was reveling in it. And I damn sure wasn’t the sort of guy who could take charge and delegate tasks to subordinates - yet here I was, correcting the girls and making sure they were doing their parts of the job right. The strangest thing was none of them seemed to get angry at me for it - if anything, they appreciated being corrected. It gave me the same kind of weird feeling I’d gotten when I pulled Mona out of the flames - a deep, primitive sense of well-being and strength. Now that I’d gotten used to it, I kind of liked it.

Before long we had a shelter up and running. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it would serve our needs. Mona and Chloe had collected large sticks and branches into a makeshift wall, which Lauren weaved together with palm fronds. I’d propped the whole thing up with bamboo shoots as the foundation - and built a sort of riser out of the stuff for good measure. I couldn’t imagine any of us wanted to sleep on the ground. Lauren took the remaining palm fronds and covered the bamboo like a blanket, giving it a little bit of softness.

“It won’t be the most comfortable place to sleep,” I said with pride, testing the bed with both hands. “But it beats the hell out of laying on the ground.”

“Are you kidding? This is fucking dope!” Mona looked around the shelter with wide eyes, like she wished she could take a selfie for her Instagram. “We’re like real-life survivalists, Jason!”

“We are survivalists,” I told her. “At least, we have to be until someone comes for us.”

“You don’t think that’ll take long, will you?” Mona bit her lip as she glanced back towards the beach. “Will they be able to find us?”

Lauren took her by the hand. “Of course, sug,” she said. “The black box on the plane was transmitting right up until the crash. They’ve probably got the Navy on their way right now.”

Mona looked relieved - but I couldn’t help but notice that Lauren didn’t. Did she actually believe what she was saying?

“Well, there’s one last thing we need tonight,” I said, looking around. “A fire. Anyone have any experience making one?”

Mona and Chloe looked at each other, shaking their heads.

“I don’t have the faintest idea, honey,” Lauren said, reaching into her vest, “but I do have this.”

She pulled out a silver lighter, waggling her eyebrows.

“You bitch,” Chloe said with a laugh. “How the hell did you get a lighter onto an airplane?”

“I have my ways,” she said with a wink. “You gonna give me something to burn, sug?”

That definitely made things a lot easier. By the time the sun had set over the horizon, I’d gathered up some stones and arranged them into a circle next to the lean to. While I was gone, the girls broke up the remaining sticks into kindling, then added handfuls of palm fronds as quick-burning fuel. Before long I had a roaring fire going, with enough thick branches laid by to keep it going until morning.

I had to admit, it felt good to take charge. Getting things done as a team felt amazing. And the way all three girls looked at me when I was leading things was a total ego boost. I actually wasn’t feeling all that bad about our time here. Sure, I was still all beat up and I could use a good meal, but for the first time since the crash I felt like those were problems the four of us could solve. Together.

“We should try and get some rest,” I said, settling back on the bamboo bed. “It’s been a long day.”

“Great idea,” Lauren said, curling up on the other side of the riser. “I feel like I could sleep for a week!”

“Tomorrow we’ll start exploring the island,” I told them. “We need to find a source of fresh water we can boil, and food. It also wouldn’t hurt to have a general idea of where things are-”

A huge yawn erupted from my throat, making all three girls laugh.

“Okay, I guess I’m more beat than I thought,” I said, lying down. “Come here, Chloe.”

“And you come over here,” Lauren said, holding out her arms to Mona. “Don’t be shy, girl - we can keep each other warm. You leave those two lovebirds to their privacy.”

I had no idea what Lauren meant by privacy - they were literally four feet away from us. But my thoughts slipped away as Chloe climbed into my arms, her face against my chest. Everything about her was amazing - from the feel of her body against mine to the way she smelled. Holding her in my arms felt like the best fucking thing in the world.

In seconds, I was out like a light.



7- The First Night
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“Jason, wake up.”

Chloe’s voice snapped me out of my slumber. The fire was still burning in its pit, although the flames had died down somewhat. The stars had come out above us, and in the still darkness the entire world looked beautiful. For a second I stared up, trying to remember when Chloe and I had decided on this island vacation - then I remembered the crash and stiffened.

“Is everything okay?” I said, starting to sit up. “Did you hear something?”

“Shh,” she hissed, pressing me back down. “Everything’s fine, silly. I just wanted to talk to you.”

Oh. That was alright, then. On the other side of the riser, Lauren and Mona were out cold, tangled in each others’ arms. They looked so peaceful you could almost forget that they’d both just survived a plane crash.

“What’s up? You doing okay?” I gave her lower back a squeeze.

“Yeah.” Now that I could focus on her, there was a look in Chloe’s eyes that was...weird. It reminded me of the way she’d looked at me when I’d finished building the shelter - only magnified. It took a second for it to click: she was staring at me like I was some kind of celebrity. Like she couldn’t believe how lucky she was just to be in my presence.

I wasn’t used to that kind of attention, even from my girlfriend. I kind of liked it.

“You did sooo good today,” Chloe whispered. Her hands slid under my shirt, raking my chest with her nails. Woah. When did I get muscles like that? “You saved my fucking life, Jason. And Lauren’s life, and Mona’s. We’d all be dead without you.”

“You’re, um, welcome,” I grunted. I loved the way Chloe’s hands felt - maybe a little too much. My cock stiffened up, pressing against Chloe’s thigh, and there was no way she couldn’t feel it.

Oh. She did feel it. And she liked it.

“You’re such a man,” she purred, her hands going to my belt. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you act the way you did today, Jason. I just want you to know - I really, really appreciate it.”

I gasped as she undid my belt and slid her hand into my boxers. My cock was thick, dripping with precum, and as she wrapped her fingers around it I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out and waking everyone.

“Jesus, babe, what are you doing,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure. “You’re being crazy right now.”

“So what?” Chloe’s eyes shined in the moonlight. “I want to fuck, Jason. I’m horny as hell right now. Are you really going to turn me down?”

My head knew that was probably the better idea. But my cock...

I groaned as Chloe unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down, freeing my cock. She slid down my body, planting kisses across my chest as worked her way down towards it.

“I know you’re frustrated that I don’t do this enough,” she said with a giggle. Her tongue nibbled at my navel as she worked her way oh-so-slowly down to my thighs. “I promise I’ll do it a lot more from now on. Fuck, all I can think about is how hot it’ll be to have your cock in my mouth...”

Hell. What red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that? I spread my legs a bit, giving Chloe access as I leaned back and looked up at the stars. After a day like this, I deserved a little rest and relaxation. I could be quiet - I’d make sure I didn’t wake up either of the other people sleeping nearby.

That resolution was put to the test hard as Chloe wrapped her lips around the head of my shaft. She wasn’t lying when she said oral was a bone of contention in our relationship - in general, she received it way, way more than she gave. Even when she did suck me off, there was always the impression of someone doing it out of duty, to placate me - not because they liked it.

Chloe couldn’t have been more different tonight. I felt her tongue swirl around my cock, fucking savoring it as she took it balls-deep into her mouth. She let the fat, swollen head ram against the back of her throat as she took hold of my balls, giggling around my dick as she felt me swell even bigger.

Holy shit, I thought, gasping. When did my girlfriend become such a cock sucking whore?

I didn’t think about it too much - all my mind could focus on were the amazing things Chloe was doing with her lips, her tongue, and her throat. The stars lengthened and contracted as I watched them, exploding like fireworks against the back of my eyelids as Chloe skillfully brought me right to the peak of pleasure.

“Gonna come, babe,” I whispered, putting three fingers on the back of her head. “Gonna shoot...”

It was one of Chloe’s ironclad rules: she didn’t swallow. Normally this would have been my girlfriend’s cue to take me out of her mouth and stroke me over the edge, letting me shoot off into the sand. Instead, she went harder. Her own hand grabbed my own, so that I was forcing her harder onto my cock, making her take it all the way down her throat. It felt amazing and wrong, all at the same time.

“Chloe, I...oh fuck!”

The world exploded in a burst of pure ecstasy as I came. Chloe sucked greedily at my cock, milking it as burst after burst of hot cum shot from the tip like a geyser. I could hear her moaning with pleasure as she drank it down, squeezing my balls to get every drop of my load. It didn’t even feel like Chloe anymore down there, not really - I’d never seen her act like this before. It should have worried me, but I felt too damned amazing to care.

As I came down from my peak I lay back and looked up at the stars, stunned from the bliss still coursing through me. “Jesus, babe,” I moaned. “Thank you. God damn that was awesome...”

But as it turned out, Chloe was far from done.

I saw her head enter my view, framed by the night sky. She was grinning, licking her lips clean of the last few drops of my seed as she mounted me. I felt her thighs straddle mine, her face filling with need. Her cunt was warmer and wetter than I’d ever felt it before, and dimly I wondered if she’d been playing with herself while she blew me. It would’ve been totally unlike her - but then, so had everything else.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a whisper.

She giggled. “Didn’t you listen to me? I want to fuck you, Jason. I need it.”

My hands strayed to her thighs. I wasn’t sure if I was trying to push her off me, or get leverage to go deeper inside of her.

“We’re going to wake them up,” I said, nodding past her shoulder. “We should go a little ways out from camp first...”

She grinned wider and shook her head. “They’re just fine,” she purred, putting extra emphasis on the last word in a way that made me nervous. “Look...”

I did, and what I saw left me poleaxed. Both women were no longer tangled up in each other - they were on the mat, writhing. Lauren’s hand was buried in her panties, her fingers a blur as she did things to herself I shouldn’t be seeing. With a start, I realized her eyes were still shut tight.

So were Mona’s. Both women were...well, they were masturbating. In their sleep. And they looked like they were having the time of their lives.

What the hell was going on on this island?

“The fuck...” I whispered, my face screwing up in concern. Then Chloe brought her hips down on my cock, and all thoughts of anything but her sweet little body ceased. I sank hilt-deep into her, grunting as her tight walls wrapped around me, welcoming me into her. My hips rose up to meet hers and soon we were thrusting and grunting like animals. She did her best to break the bed I’d just made, fucking me wild and hard while she screamed my name. Mona and Lauren didn’t stir a bit - they kept rubbing themselves, kept climaxing, kept gasping and sobbing into the bamboo as they tranced out.

The oddest sensation stole over me as I looked up into Chloe’s eyes. It was like what I’d felt pulling Mona out of that wreck, or putting our shelter together: a feeling that I was in charge, that everything I was doing was natural, that I deserved all of this. Suddenly I had my hand in Chloe’s hair, my other groping her tits, and I was pumping myself into her tight little cunt just as hard as she could ride me.

“Fuck me harder,” Chloe begged. “Use me. Ah, I want to feel you come inside of me so bad, Jason! Doesn’t my cunt make you feel good, sir? Doesn’t it make you want to paint my insides with your seed?”

It did. Fuck yes it did.

Before I knew what I was doing I had my arms around Chloe’s waist and was lifting her right off the ground. She squealed as I took her effortlessly in my arms and flipped her over, slamming her back into the bed. Her legs shot up in the air and I parted them, ramming her full of my cock as I pinned her down with my strength.

“Oh yes, baby!” This apparently had been exactly what Chloe wanted. “Take control of me, sir! I’m all yours. I’m all yours!”

She is mine, I thought savagely, pounding away inside of her. I was going to explode any moment - her tight, wet walls felt like heaven as I thrust all the way inside her womb with a fury I didn’t know I possessed. Her and all the others. I should have Chloe and Lauren and Mona on their knees on their backs on all fours their pussies and mouths and asses this whole island belongs to me...!

It was too much - too good. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I gripped Chloe hips tight enough to bruise and rammed myself as deep as I could inside of her. I felt her walls clench around me, her mouth dropping open as the two of us came at the same moment. Explosions went off behind my eyes as I poured myself into her, pumping burst after burst of hot, sticky seed directly into her unprotected womb. Chloe screamed with pleasure, raking my chest with her nails as her tight, wet walls ground against me over and over again, milking my shaft dry of its creamy load.

When it was finally over, Chloe collapsed into my arms, purring like a kitten. The sounds of Lauren and Mona playing with themselves had ended, too. Everything was quiet and peaceful.

“Thank you, sir,” Chloe babbled against my chest. “Thank you for fucking me. I love you so fucking much, sir...”

All of a sudden each of my eyelids felt like they weighed a ton. The burst of energy I’d had while fucking Chloe drained out of me, replaced with complete exhaustion. I pulled her closer to me and dropped out like a light, burying my face in her gorgeous tits.

As I drifted off, I thought to myself that I was the luckiest son of a bitch on the Earth. What I didn’t know was that my life on the island was about to get a lot better - and those breasts I’d fallen asleep on were going to be bigger when I woke up.

A lot bigger...





Epilogue
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The camera lens watched Jason as he passed out, his woman snuggled up against his body like a warm blanket. It watched for a few moments until both of their forms settled into the rhythms of sleep, then turned its attention to the other two women in the camp.

They were both utterly drained, each having experienced over a dozen nocturnal orgasms. And the night was far from over. The camera whirred, zooming in as Mona’s fingers began to curl up. Her hand strayed to her panties as a low moan escaped her lips. In a few moments, both women would be furiously pleasuring themselves, completely entranced and helpless.

Tomorrow morning they were going to be exhausted. Their bodies were being denied the rest they normally took from sleep; they would be drained both physically and mentally. The person watching the camera knew that their physical weakness would let Jason take charge of the running of camp even more - and their mental weakness would make them grateful when he did. The person behind the camera also knew that these dozens of orgasms wouldn’t satiate them at all - instead, they’d just leave them wetter and hornier all day. Little by little, they’d give in, and eventually they’d do exactly as Chloe did - worship his manhood.

Ah, speaking of Chloe...

The camera turned away as Lauren and Mona began touching themselves - it was much more interested in Chloe. The girl cried out in her sleep, a whimper of pure pleasure as her body began to change. Her breasts and ass grew with every passing moment - even her already-youthful face dialing back the clock to her eighteen-year-old beauty. Her hair lengthened, going blonde, and if the physical changes were severe, the mental changes were even more so...!

The person behind the camera started to chuckle. They couldn’t wait to see how the camp reacted tomorrow...




        
            
                
            
        


Primal Island 2: A Bimbo Harem Adventure

Neil Bimbeau



1 - The Transformation
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A scream echoed across the beach.

I sat bolt upright, snapping out of sleep to the sight of a clear blue sky. For a few moments I wondered when I’d decided to take a tropical vacation - then the crash roared through my memory like an inferno. Sweat broke out on my forehead as I realized all over again how lucky I was to have survived.

The source of the scream was Lauren, the stewardess who’d been assigned to mine and my girlfriend’s section of the plane. She was currently staring at me like I’d grown a second head, her gorgeous face pale against her brilliant red hair. Her hand trembled as she pointed - wait, not at me. At the person next to me.

“Oh my God!” Lauren yelped. “Look at her!”

I did - and gasped. My girlfriend Chloe lay snoozing on the bamboo bed, in the same position she’d been after waking me up to have sex last night. Only the woman I was looking at barely resembled the Chloe I knew so well. A good decade of aging had faded from her body overnight, leaving her curves and skin flawless. She looked like the pictures of her I’d seen from her college days - only back then she’d been a punk girl with spiky hair and tats, not...this. Chloe didn’t go in for long blonde hair, plump lips and massive tits, but apparently there was a first time for everything.

This wasn’t the woman I’d gone to sleep next to. It wasn’t even the woman who’d woken me up in the middle of the night with her warm, wet mouth, giving me the sweetest blowjob of my life before mounting me and riding my cock into the stratosphere. What the fuck?

“What the hell!?” I scooted back on the bed, nearly falling on my ass in the sand. “Chloe!”

My girlfriend opened her eyes slowly, looking around the beach like she didn’t recognize it. Her eyes...they weren’t hers, either. When she’d gone to bed last night her eyes were a common green, now they were the piercing blue of a supermodel. My brain couldn’t come up with any excuse for that.

When Chloe saw me, she smiled - and giggled. “Good morning, baby,” she purred, arching her back as she stretched like a cat across the bed. “Oh God, I slept so well last night! Thank you for helping me get a good night’s rest, Jason.”

She winked at me. Lauren’s look of shock only deepened.

“Baby?” I took Chloe by the hands, looking her up and down. “Are you feeling okay?”

Chloe’s face screwed up in a cute little confused look. “Um, duh! Why wouldn’t I be?”

I opened my mouth...and closed it again. I couldn’t find the words. “I think it might be easier if I show you,” I said, standing up.

I led Chloe over to the shallows and invited her to bend over one of the small pools. “Look at yourself,” I said.

As Chloe bent down, I caught a glimpse of Mona running through the trees. She looked even more stressed than I felt.

“I heard the scream,” she said, panting as she came to a stop. “What happened?”

I gestured helplessly at Chloe. “She just...woke up like this,” I said.

Chloe stood up, still staring at her reflection in the water. She gripped a lock of her brilliant blonde hair, turning it this way and that like she didn’t believe it was real.

“Oh...my...gawd!” Chloe groaned with delight. “Holy shit I look so fucking good!”

Good? I mean, she did look like a total babe, there was no arguing with that. But there was no chance in hell the Chloe I knew yesterday would have considered her new look an improvement.

“Oh holy...f-fuck!” Mona took several steps backwards in the sand. She looked like she was afraid she might catch whatever Chloe was carrying. “Jesus! You look like a completely different person!”

“I know!” From the way Chloe said it, she made it sound like the sexiest thing in the world. “Ohmigod I’m so happy right now, Jason! First we survive a plane crash, now I get the ultimate makeover...what do you think of the new me?”

She twirled like a runway model, showing off her breasts and ass. And then, the funniest thing happened. That strange feeling that kept welling up inside me came back with a vengeance - the one that tickled the primitive, caveman side of my brain. Suddenly Chloe looking like a platinum blonde bimbo wasn’t scary, or surprising. It was right.

“You really do,” I admitted, admiring her. “I mean, it’s shocking, no doubt, but - damn, it’s an improvement.”

Chloe squeed like a co-ed and leaped into my arms, hugging me tight. “Oh thank you, Jason! That makes me sooooo hot!”

If someone hadn’t stopped us, I was pretty sure Chloe and I would have started fucking right then and there in the sand. Instead, the sound of a throat being cleared made me turn.

“Group meeting,” Lauren said firmly. Her face was set, hard as stone. “Now. We need to figure this shit out.”

With reluctance, I set Chloe back down on the ground. “Come on, babe,” I told her, leading her by the hand. “We need to talk.”

Hopefully we could reason out what was happening on this island - and then maybe Chloe and I could get some time to celebrate the new her...



2 - The Group Meeting
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“Okay.” Lauren settled onto the log I’d tugged to camp as a makeshift seat, one leg crossed over the other. “There is obviously something really weird going on around here.”

From the body language around the fire, it was clear that the divisions in camp had already been formed. Chloe and I sat together on the bamboo bed, her cute little ass practically in my lap. Meanwhile, Mona and Lauren sat near each other on the far end of the log, putting as much space between them and us as possible. It was pretty damn uncomfortable.

“Jason, honey?” Chloe whispered, her lips warm against my ear. “Why are they staring at me?”

Before I could answer, Mona spoke up.

“Chloe,” she said, leaning forward on the log. Even moreso than Lauren, she looked like she needed to know what was behind Chloe’s sudden transformation. It dawned on me that even though we’d woken up late, both women looked tired and crabby. Maybe if they’d gotten a good fucking like Chloe last night, things would be different, I thought with a smirk.

“Yes?” Chloe asked.

“Do you...do you remember this happening to you?” Mona asked. “Did you, like, wake up in the middle of the night and go somewhere else? Did someone do this to you? Please, tell us everything.”

“There’s nothing to tell,” Chloe said with a shrug - then a wicked little smile lit up her face. “Except for Jason fucking my brains out, I guess.”

Lauren’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head. She stared at me in total disbelief, turned her gaze to Chloe, then back to me. “You two made love last night?”

“Fucked,” Chloe said, rolling the word over her tongue like a fat cock. “There was nothing lovey-dovey about it. Oh, I guess first I actually sucked Jason off - I woke him up with a blowjob, then after he came in my mouth I got on top of him and...”

“I can’t be hearing this,” Lauren said, holding up a hand. “Jesus...”

I couldn’t help but notice Mona looked like she could stand to hear a little more.

“You wanted to know!” Chloe said with a grin, giving me a side-hug that pressed me against her boobs. “It’s not like you and Mona weren’t enjoying yourselves last night, too!”

Lauren froze, several steps away from camp. She turned slowly, both her and Mona wearing equal expressions of confusion.

“What did you say?” Lauren asked.

I decided to butt in. “Wait, you really don’t remember?” I asked. Images of the two of them flickered through my mind - Lauren and Mona with their fingers buried in their panties, their cheeks red with arousal as they came over and over again.

“Remember what?” Mona asked, leaning forward.

It felt a little awkward coming out and saying it - but then again, my girlfriend had transformed into a half-naked bimbo babe overnight, so clearly the normal rules of polite conversation no longer applied.

“The two of you were masturbating last night,” I said, looking from one girl to the other. “Both of you.”

“Bullshit,” Lauren snapped. “The last thing I wanted to do yesterday was take some ‘me’ time. I don’t do that unless I’ve got a bottle of wine and a bubble bath, sug. Sometimes not even then!”

“At first I thought you were watching us,” I admitted, pushing through Lauren’s objection. “You know - getting off to the two of us having sex. I thought it was kind of hot. Then I realized neither of you had your eyes open. It was like you were in some kind of trance.”

Lauren opened her mouth to retort, but Mona cut her off. “How many times?”

It wasn’t the question I’d expected. “Huh?”

“How many times did I do it?” There was a feverish look in Mona’s eyes, and suddenly I wondered if she didn’t remember at least part of what had happened last night. “Once, twice? Three times?”

“Honestly, I have no idea,” I said with a shrug. “You two were still going at it when I passed out.”

Lauren stamped her feet in the sand. “I cannot believe you’re taking this shit seriously,” she snapped.

“I know it sounds crazy. But look at her!” Mona gestured at Chloe helplessly. “Do you have a better explanation for what caused that to happen to Jason’s girlfriend overnight?”

Lauren stared at Chloe for a few moments. Her anger faded, and something like fear entered her eyes.

“No, I don’t,” she said, turning away. “But I’ll tell you this - that damn sure won’t be me, honey. I won’t be able to even think about sex until we’ve gotten off this island and had a shower.”

I held up a hand for silence, clearing my throat.

It was bizarre how quickly the three women fell quiet, turning to me as one. It couldn’t have been more clear that no matter what they said, subconsciously all three of them thought of me as the leader of this group. They might gripe about it, but they’d obey me without question.

I liked that. I really did.

“On that note,” I said, changing the subject, “we’ve got more important things to worry about than whatever effect this island might or might not be having on our sex lives. We need food, and water, and a better idea of where we are.”

“Well okay,” Lauren said instantly - all trace of her former anger gone. Damn, I thought. These girls really do submit to me without question.

It was something I was about to test with our assignments for the day. I was curious just how far I could push this newfound alpha male power of mine - and how far Lauren and Mona might go to obey me and keep me happy.



3 - The Plan
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“Alright,” I said, letting Chloe slide off my lap onto the bamboo bed. She went with a whimper of frustration - but she’d been grinding herself against my hardening cock as she straddled it with her thighs. Any more of that and I’d have had to rip her panties off and fuck her right then and there, and I didn’t think Lauren or Mona would appreciate that.

Yet.

“I say for today we split up,” I told the group. “There are three things in particular we need, and we have a better chance of finding each of them if we fan out. I was thinking two groups of two, using the buddy system - me with Chloe, Lauren with Mona - just to make sure no one gets lost.”

The girls were nodding around the fire. At that moment, I was pretty sure I could have told them my brilliant plan was to construct a bridge all the way from this island to the nearest landmass, and they would have agreed to it. I oozed leader, screamed alpha male, and even though Lauren seemed horrified by the changes happening to Chloe and I’s bodies, she totally submitted to me when it came to plans.

“One: we need some form of fresh water we can boil. Thirst will start fucking us up long before hunger does - and if Lauren is right, hopefully rescue will be here within a day or two. Second is some kind of food, just in case.”

Lauren nodded. “And third?”

I smiled. “Third: more information about this island. For all we know, this place is inhabited - there might be someone with a radio or a satellite phone we could use to call for help. We just don’t know. That’s why I think we should start gathering more information about our environment.”

“You’re so smart, baby!” Chloe rubbed my inner thigh, leaning over so that her tits practically spilled out of her top. “You make me so fucking wet when you take charge like this...!”

Lauren coughed. “Yeah, I don’t think the two of you together is going to work. No offense, Jason, but it’s going to be hard to find food and water if you’re dragging little miss bimbo behind a tree every ten steps to...make love to her.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Not only had I thought the same thing, but I’d expected them to object. I loved Chloe, of course, but she’d do anything I wanted - what I was really looking forward to was some alone time with one of the other girls.

“Of course,” I said breezily. “You and me?”

Lauren looked wary. “You and Mona,” she finally said. “I’ll take Chloe and search up that trail. I’m pretty sure I heard running water once or twice while we were harvesting bamboo - there might be a creek or something not too far from there.”

“Excellent. And Mona and I will head inland, looking for food and any signs of other people living on this island.” I turned my new smile on the gorgeous Asian co-ed, watching with pleasure as she blushed. “You okay with that, Mona?”

She swallowed hard. I could almost feel the sexual tension rolling off of her. “Yeah,” she whispered in a husky little voice. “That’s fine.”

“Don’t worry,” I assured her. “I’ll protect you. There’s nothing to worry about.”

I took her hand and helped her to her feet. Chloe insisted on leaping into my arms, covering my chest and face with kisses while grinding her sopping wet cunt against the front of my pants.

“I’ll be waiting for you when you get back,” she mewled into my ear. “On my knees.”

I could get with that.



4 - The Food
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Just like that, Mona and I were alone.

“Are you okay?” I asked once we were a few minutes out from camp. “You look...nervous.”

She looks more than that, I thought, watching Mona’s ass as she walked. The co-ed had been obviously uncomfortable with herself since we’d left the fire. Her fingers clenched and unclenched into fists as she led the way into the brush, going faster than me like she could walk away from the way she felt.

“I’m fine,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “I think I see something up this way!”

I didn’t believe that for a second, but I let her run off into the undergrowth. I still didn’t fully understand what was happening to us on this island, but it was strange - my concerns were rapidly fading away. My worries were a shadow of their former selves when I woke up this morning; now they were nearly gone. Just as a test, I broke into a quick sprint - the old me would have been winded way too fast, but I felt like I could run laps around the entire island. Whatever this place was doing to us, it was great.

“Jason!” Mona’s voice was filled with excitement. “Come over here! You’ve got to see this!”

I jogged over, coming out of a thicket to see Mona staring up into a tall tree. Several large pieces of fruit hung from the branches, swaying gently in the wind. I didn’t recognize them, but hell - food was food! A grumble from my belly reminded me of just how long it had been since I’d had a good meal.

“Hell yes!” I stopped at the base of the tree, craning my neck. “You have any idea what those things are?”

“Not a bit,” Mona said, hands on her hips. “Want me to shimmy up there?”

She looked eager to climb the trunk, but I had a better idea.

“Just sit back,” I said with a smirk. “Watch this.”

Without even stopping to think about it, I wrapped my arms around the slender trunk. They met easily, cords of muscle popping out along my biceps as I flexed. I had no idea where those muscles had come from - but I wasn’t complaining.

“Hrrrngh!” I grunted, rocking the whole fucking tree back and forth like it was nothing. The branches jerked once, twice, three times - then a fruit snapped off and fell. Mona scrambled to get under it and caught it just before it hit the ground.

“Good girl,” I said approvingly, beaming at her. I could practically feel Mona’s pussy gush at the compliment.

“Uh...thanks!” Her eyes shined with pride. “Keep at it! You tug, I’ll catch!”

Working together, we managed to shake every fruit free of the tree’s branches. All told there were nearly a dozen, fist-sized fruits laying in the sand when we were done. And that was just one tree - there were probably dozens of them just as fertile in this glen.

A faint sheen of sweat broke out on my forehead. I put one hand against the trunk and rested for a moment, watching Mona from the side of my eyes.

“We should take a quick break,” Mona said, eyeing the fruit. “Want to try a couple of these?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Sounds great. We’ll get re-energized, then strip two or three more of these trees and head back to camp. The girls will be thrilled to have something for lunch.”

“Hope it’s delicious,” Mona said, looking around for something to cut through the fruit’s shell. “Hey, you don’t think these things are poisonous, do you?”

I shook my head. It was possible, but something deep down inside me - the same thing that reared up whenever I was taking control of a situation - felt certain that the fruits were not only safe, but good. “Let’s chow down,” I told her.

Mona tossed me one and I looked it over. It had short spikes sticking from its rind, sort of like a pineapple - or a durian without the smell. It was as green as the leaves of the tree it had dropped from, so I hoped it was ripe. To my surprise, my fingers easily pried it open, revealing lots of delicious-looking gooey goodness inside.

I glanced up just as Mona stuck a finger inside hers, gathered a mouthful of the stuff, and brought it to her lips. She sucked the digit greedily, with the hunger of someone who hadn’t eaten in days.

Her eyes popped open.

“Oh wow,” she moaned, her voice filling with a pleasure that was almost sexual. “Fuck that’s good...!”

I tried a bite experimentally. She was right. This tasted...well, it tasted like nothing I’d ever eaten before. My stomach growled in response, and before we knew what we were doing we were eating the insides of the fruit, scooping it out like wild animals. I pressed my face into the hollow rind, using it as a bowl as I ate out the insides. It smelled wet and feral and amazing within - I could easily have eaten the entire haul we’d pulled from that tree.

Mona grinned uncertainly as she let her fruit fall from the ground. She swayed gently with the breeze, her pupils going all big. “Woah,” she whimpered. “I feel...wow, I feel high...”

She wasn’t the only one. All the hard edges in my vision had gone soft, like a camera with Vaseline on the lens. I chuckled as warmth radiated from my chest, filling me with euphoria.

“Me too,” I said. “I mean, I know some fruits are naturally alcoholic, but that doesn’t feel like what this is! Woof.”

“I want another one!” Mona’s eyes shined as she stared at the bounty at her feet. “You think one more’s cool, right?”

“Go for it,” I told her, smirking. Why not?

I watched as Mona grabbed another fruit and tore it open, burying her face in the dripping flesh. She moaned with pleasure as she devoured it, her tongue lapping at the delicious inner pulp. Her nipples hardened against the thin fabric of her shirt as she ate. I could see her grinding her thighs together as she got every last bit of the fruit in her mouth, her lips and chin glistening with juice.

When she was done, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and tossed the shell to the ground. She looked well and truly stoned now: she let out a giggle as her gaze refocused on me.

“You’ve got some juice right there,” she purred, rubbing my chin. “Fuck, it tastes so good...”

Before I could stop her she slid two fingers into her mouth, sucking them hard. Her whole body screamed fuck me now, yet there was a niggling little voice in the back of my head screaming at me. Saying what was happening to us wasn’t natural - that it wasn’t right.

I didn’t listen to it.

As Mona’s eyes rolled back in her head, I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her off the ground. My strength surprised even me. It was the easiest thing in the world to pick her up, to carry her over to the nearest tree and hook her legs over my shoulders.

“Oh fuck,” Mona groaned as her ass hit the tree. “What are you doing, Jason?”

“There’s something else I need to eat,” I grunted, tearing off her yoga pants. “You going to stop me?”

Mona’s fingers dug into the back of my head, pressing me to the warmth between her thighs. “Jason?” she called out, sounding suddenly worried. “Was I really touching myself all last night?”

An image of her face contorted in ecstacy flickered through my mind. “Hell yeah,” I said.

“It doesn’t feel like it at all,” she murmured, spreading her thighs. “I’m so fucking horny. I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on before, Jason...”

God, she looked so good. Her pussy was gushing with juice, hot as an oven. I wanted to make her cum. Wait - why did I want to make her cum?

To make her like Chloe, a little voice in the back of my head whispered. Once she cums, she’ll transform just like Chloe did. And then both of them will be begging to worship me...

I grabbed her by the thighs and made her spread all the way. She was practically doing the splits as I ran my tongue over her swollen pussy lips, drawing out her clit.

“Fuck, Jason!” Mona’s nails dug into my skull as she rode my face. Her back arched as her world shrank to that single, electric point of contact between us. “You shouldn’t be doing this. What would Chloe say?”

I glanced up at her from between her thighs. “Chloe would say you need to fucking cum,” I growled. “Now be a good girl and spread for me.”

At the words good girl, she fucking melted. Mona welcomed me into her warm, wet womanhood as I ran my tongue in swirls over her clit, driving her insane with pleasure. It was just like eating the fruit - I devoured her, burying my face between her thighs with reckless abandon. My tongue, lips and nose were all put to use spiking her pleasure, and when I felt her thighs quivering around my head I knew she was about to blow.

“Jason!” She screamed at the top of her lungs, so loud that I wondered if Chloe and Lauren might here. “Oh fuck, Jason, I’m gonna come I’m gonna come all over your face...!”

Her words turned into a primal shriek of passion as she came, her cunt clenching over and over again in waves of pure pleasure. A flood of wetness met my tongue as she gushed, her thighs tightening around my head like a vise. I milked her clit with hard little stabs, drawing out every last drop of pleasure from her exhausted, overstimulated body. She came for what felt like an entire day - when I finally pulled back from her womanhood, I half-expected the sun to have set.

Instead, what greeted me was a brand-new woman.

Mona smiled down at me, blissed out of her mind. Her hair hadn’t gone platinum like Chloe’s - that might have been a bit much - but it lengthened, transforming into long shimmering raven-black locks that set off the olive in her skin. Her firm, athletic body was still in tip-top shape - but now she had curves. And what curves! Her breasts were almost too big on her petite frame, her ass a perfect round hourglass booty that any Instagram model would kill for. Before she came she’d been gorgeous - but now, she was a goddess.

Goddess of the island, I thought dazedly. Except I’m the one who’s going to get worshipped...

As I slid her back to her feet, Mona let out a little whimper of pleasure. “Thank you, sir,” she said with a giggle, rubbing my cock through my shorts. “I feel so much better now. I can’t believe how much pent-up frustration I had going on. Now I can really start enjoying this island!”

You and me both, I thought. I can’t wait to introduce you to Mona. “Let’s head back to camp,” I said, scooping up the rest of the fruits. “I bet the other girls are hungry.”

“Absolutely!” Mona grabbed a couple and scooted up next to me, bumping me with her ass. When did she get so short? She’d lost a good four or five inches since she came - maybe that’s where she got that ass and tits from. “Lead the way, daddy!”

Mona’s mouth dropped open. “Where did that come from!?” she asked, aghast.

“It’s alright,” I said, chuckling. “I like it.”

She grinned at me and bit her lip. “Well, okay...Daddy. Let’s head back and give the other girls their lunch!”

I couldn’t wait to see their reactions.



5 - The Argument
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I wasn’t entirely sure what I’d expected when Mona and I came back to camp. We carried a day’s worth of food along with us, which was good news - but Mona had transformed from an ordinary co-ed into some kind of walking fertility goddess. So that might have been a shock for Lauren and Chloe.

I don’t think I realized how much of a shock it was going to be.

As we approached camp, a plume of smoke rose over the trees. The girls had a fire going, some kind of pot balanced on sticks over top of it. That could only mean one thing: they’d found water and were boiling it. It was another piece of good news in a day full of them.

“Hey there!” I called out, waving and holding up one of the pieces of fruit. “Look what we found!”

Both girls looked ecstatic at the sight of food: then Lauren’s face fell as we got close enough to be seen. Chloe, on the other hand, gave me a look like Christmas morning.

“Oh mi gawd! Mona, you look awesome!” My girlfriend shot upright and came running across the sand, giving Mona a big hug. “Girl, you’re soooo sexy!”

Lauren was obviously not thrilled. “What happened?” she asked flatly, staring at Mona.

“She, uh, changed,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “It was pretty crazy.”

Lauren’s jaw wiggled from side to side. “Jason,” she said, her tone low and menacing. “Did you fuck Mona?”

Before I could say anything, Mona came running over.

“Lauren!” She held out one of the glistening fruits, its shell already stripped away. Over her shoulder, Chloe was already chowing down. “You’ve got to try one of these! They’re so yummy!”

Lauren stared at the fruit like it might jump out and bite her. “No,” she said. “No, I don’t think I’m that hungry.”

Mona either didn’t realize how upset Lauren was or didn’t care. “Suit yourself,” she said with a shrug, biting into the delicious fruit. “Mmmmh!”

We watched them eat for a few moments. My cock bulged in my pants, while Lauren looked disgusted.

“They sound like they’re having sex,” Lauren said, her eyes wide. “Jesus what is going on in this place...?”

Mona and Chloe finished their snack, then my girlfriend leaned in close and whispered something in Mona’s ear. They huddled together like conspirators for a few moments, then stood up.

“Um, baby?” Chloe struck a pose like an underwear model, somehow shoving her tits and ass forward at the same time. “Mona and I are super thankful you managed to find us food. But we’re all sticky now - so we’re going for a swim. Do you want to join us?”

That was no doubt in my mind what they really meant. Both girls’ faces looked hungry for something that had nothing to do with food. Fuck, what did I ever do without this island?

“I’d love to,” I said with a smirk. Both girls squealed and jumped in the air, brimming with excitement.

“Come on!” Chloe said, grabbing my arm.

“You too, Lauren,” Mona said, reaching out for her friend. “You’ll feel so much better-”

“Let go of me!” Lauren yelled, pulling away. “Don’t touch me! I don’t want what you’ve got!”

Mona looked confused for a moment - then her face filled with sympathy. “Lauren, seriously,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. “I know you feel absolutely rotten right now. I did too - I was so cranky and horny and full of all these worries and fears and awful stuff!”

“I like that awful stuff,” Lauren said, taking a step back.

“I thought so, too,” Mona replied with a nod. “But I feel soooo much better right now, Lauren. Like, a million times better. If you’d just eat a little, and maybe have some fun with us, I know you’d be so much happier-”

“I don’t want your kind of happiness!” Until that moment, I had had no idea just how freaked out Lauren had become. “I don’t know what the fuck is going on with this crazy island, but there’s no way I’m turning into some - some little bimbo like you!”

At the word bimbo, both girls moaned. Their cheeks went red, like the insult had gone straight to their clits.

“Thank you,” Mona whimpered. “I love being a bimbo...”

Lauren shook her head, her eyes filled with horror. “They don’t know what they’re doing,” she muttered, her gaze traveling to me, “but I expected better from you, Jason. What the fuck?”

What? She couldn’t seriously be blaming me - could she? “You’re crazy,” I said.

“You’re a prick,” Lauren shot back. “Turning these girls into your...your sex objects!”

“Sex objects?” I said with a laugh. “Lauren, I haven’t done a thing to these two that they haven’t begged me for. I haven’t even fucked Mona - I ate her out. I pleasured her. And trust me, she loved it.”

“I did!” Mona said, nodding eagerly.

“Oh my gawd,” Chloe groaned. “He hasn’t fucked you yet? Oh fuck, I can’t wait to see his face the first time he sinks into that tight Asian pussy...”

“You’re all...you’re all crazy,” Lauren said, backing further away. “This island has driven you all insane! I’m not going to let it do that to me!”

“Lauren, don’t be a buzzkill!” Mona rolled her eyes. “Just come hang out with Jason and us!”

But Lauren was already on her way into the woods. Without a word, she disappeared into the treeline and vanished.

Both girls watched her go, identical expressions of sadness on their faces. “What do we do now?” Mona asked. “Should we go after her?”

I shook my head. “She’ll come around,” I told the girls. “She’s more turned on than she wants to admit. She’ll give in eventually - just like you did, Mona.”

Mona giggled at that. “Let’s go for a swim,” she purred. “I bet prudie old Lauren will be here by the time we get back, begging to kiss and make up.”

“Sounds great,” I grunted, slapping both girls on their pert little asses. “Let’s go get you cleaned up.”



6 - The Swim
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The waves felt incredible.

The water was warmer than I expected. Walking into the surf felt almost like stepping into a warm bath. It was so clear, so fresh, so natural - in an instant I decided I loved it here. I waded in waist-deep before a little cough from the shore stopped me.

“Hang on,” Chloe giggled. “We’ve got to strip down.”

I turned around just in time to see Chloe and Mona pulling off their clothes. Their sweat-and-sand stained tops were tossed to the ground like rags - then came Chloe’s skirt and Mona’s yoga pants. Finally they discarded their panties and the bras that no longer fit, standing gloriously naked ankle-deep in the surf.

Chloe stretched like a cat, arching her back and thrusting her tits in my direction. “I’m so glad to be out of those disgusting clothes,” she said with a smiling. “You wouldn’t mind if we didn’t put those back on for a while, right, baby?”

Holy shit, I thought, my mouth dropping open.

“As far as I’m concerned,” I said, devouring them both with my gaze, “you two can go naked from now on. God damn you are knockouts...”

Both girls blushed and grinned at each other.

“Well,” Mona said with a shrug, “it is just the three of us. No reason to be shy...”

“And we kind of, like, love the way you stare at us,” Chloe added.

“Totally hot,” Mona agreed.

“In fact,” Chloe said as the two girls came into the water up to their taut little bellies, “we both think you should do a lot more than stare.”

I looked over my girlfriend, appraising her. Then I did the same to Mona.

“So just to be clear,” I said, wanting to be absolutely sure, “you two are okay with this? With sharing?”

Both girls shared a look, smiling like sisters with a secret.

Chloe came up next to me and put her lips to my ear. “Are you kidding? I love the idea of you having other girls. Lots of girls. Unf, you’re the King of this island, right? Doesn’t a King deserve a harem?”

I couldn’t argue with her logic. Even if I wanted to, I was hard as hell, and there was only about a playing card’s worth of space between Mona’s hot body and mine now. From the way the busty Asian was staring at me, she wanted to feel a lot more than just my mouth between her thighs.

Chloe kissed my earlobe and dropped her voice to a whisper. “I want to watch you fuck her,” she mewled, her voice full of desperation. “I want to be right here when you slide your big cock inside her tight little pussy and cheat on me for the first time!”

“It’s not cheating,” I said with a smirk. “You’re both mine.”

It was like I’d put a vibrator right against their g-spots. Both girls came apart, their faces reddening as they pressed themselves against me.

“Yes, Daddy,” Mona whimpered. “I’m yours. Please, please fuck me!”

“Ohmigawd, you call him Daddy? That is so hawt!”

“It is,” I agreed, taking Mona by the hips. “Daddy needs this pussy, Mona. Are you going to give it to me?”

“Take it,” she begged. “Take me! Fuck my hot little pussy, Daddy - fuck, it feels like I’m going to fucking melt if you don’t fuck me right now-!”

I’d heard more than enough. While Chloe held onto me tight, whispering naughty words in my ear, I grabbed twin handfuls of Mona’s ass and rammed myself into her. She was so wet and hot that it was nothing to go hilt-deep into her with a single stroke, hammering her g-spot with the head of my cock. That was all it took to send Mona over the edge.

“Oh fuck, Daddy, I’m cumiiiing!” Mona’s nails dug into my back as she pressed every square inch of her skin against mine. Her cunt clenched around my cock, drawing even tighter than she already was, and she tossed her head back and screamed with pleasure as climax overtook her. I pumped my cock into her over and over again, hitting that special spot without mercy as she shuddered and sobbed my name.

“One stroke,” I growled, turning to look at Chloe. “That’s all it took to make this little slut cum.”

Chloe looked like there was nothing on Earth I could have done that would’ve impressed her more. Her eyes were filled with awe, shining with love and devotion.

“Oh fuck, baby,” she purred, draping her body off my shoulder. “You’re so fucking manly, Jason - you’re the fucking King the fucking man our fucking GOD please keep fucking us as hard as you want...”

I certainly did. With both hands still on Mona’s ass, I lifted her halfway out of the water and used her like a living fuckdoll, filling her with my cock. I felt her come again, then again, her pussy wrapped around my cock so tight it felt like my cock was throwing sparks with every thrust. Chloe kept clinging to me, squeezing my balls between thrusts and whimpering every kind of worship she could think of as I claimed Mona as my own.

“It makes me so wet to watch you fuck her,” she whimpered, sounding like she was on the verge of coming herself. “I’m so jealous of that little slut. I want to be filled with your cock, too, sir. Please tell me you’ll fuck me when you’re done with her, please...Master?”

Master. Fuck, that word got me going even more than Daddy.

Apparently Mona felt it too - the way I swelled even larger and harder inside of her. “Are you going to come?” she babbled, rocking her hips back on me as hard as she could. “Are you going to shoot right inside my tight little cunt, Daddy?”

“Yes,” I grunted. I was right at the peak, every one of my nerve endings singing with pleasure. In that moment, I didn’t even want to be rescued from the island. How could you be rescued from absolute Heaven? “Daddy’s going to come inside his little girl. Daddy’s going to breed you the way you deserve...”

The words just slipped out - I’d never even thought about breeding before I said them - but for Mona it was like I’d just hit her with a taser.

“Yes, Daddy!” she screamed, pressing herself oh-so-tight against me. “Come inside me! Fill my pussy up with your cum and give me your heirs! Make me pregnant with your babies!”

“Breed her,” Chloe begged. “Please, please come inside her, Master...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. With one hard thrust I buried myself as deeply as I could inside of Mona, the head of my cock pressing right against the entrance of her womb. And exploded.

I don’t know if it was the waves, or Chloe clinging to me, or Mona’s abso-fucking-lutely amazing pussy all over me, but the orgasm that crashed through my body was so much more powerful than anything I’d ever experienced that I nearly passed out. For a while I lost myself in the feeling as her cunt milked me dry - as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed sprayed down her inner walls. I could hear her babbling against my chest, thanking me for filling her up with my cream - both of them were. God, it felt good.

After I came down from my peak I started to pull out, but Mona squealed and ground her hips back down on me. “No, keep it in a little bit longer,” she begged. “Make sure you keep that load all the way inside of me, Daddy. Right where it belongs.”

Right where it belongs, I thought, still coming my brains out with two gorgeous babes hanging off me. This is right where I belong.



7 - The Fallout
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By the time we got back to camp, the sun was disappearing over the horizon. It was a warm, mild night, and any lingering chill was dispelled by the blazing fire. Both girls went to prepare some of the fruit we’d harvested for dinner, while I looked around for Lauren. Surely she’d come back by now.

And she had - but not in the way I’d expected. A few feet away from our lean-to, I found a note stuck into a tree with a shard of glass from the plane. I had no idea where Lauren had found paper and a pen:

Jason,

Something is wrong with this island. It’s already taken control of the rest of you, and I feel it inside of me, too. It’s growing - every moment I spend near you, I feel the pull - but I can’t let it win. If we all give in, we’ll never get off this island. We won’t even WANT to leave. We’ll just stay here eating fruit and fucking each other stupid until we die, and no one will ever know what happened to us.

I’m not going to let that happen. I’m heading inland. The longer I stay in this place, the more sure I am that we’re NOT alone - that there’s someone on this island who can help us. I hope whatever’s got its claws into you has turned you into such a Neanderthal that you feel compelled to come follow me. I won’t let you knock me over the head and drag me to your lair like some kind of caveman.

Tell Mona I’m sorry.

~L

I read it twice, stopping only when I heard Chloe come up behind me. She peered over my shoulder, scanning the page. “Did Lauren write that?”

“Yeah,” I said, crumpling up the paper. Into the fire it went. “Did you read it?”

She cocked her head and shot me a confused look. “Well, it’s the funniest thing. When I looked at it, I just...I couldn’t figure it out. Like, I think I might have forgotten how to read?”

“Oh my Gawd,” Mona called from the other side of the fire. “That is so hot!”

It was hot. And deep down, something inside of me realized I shouldn’t find it hot. But it was the damndest thing - with two gorgeous, nubile babes willing to do anything I wanted, I was finding it difficult to care.

“She says she’s gone,” I growled, sliding my hand between Chloe’s thighs. “She says she’s not coming back.”

“Oh, baby,” Chloe mewled. “I’m so sorry! Let Mona and me make you feel so much better...”

As the two girls crawled to me on their knees, desperate to worship my cock, I stared into the woods. I swore I could almost feel Lauren out there, desperately running away from the thing inside of her. From the power of this island.

A cruel smile spread across my face as one of the girls slid my cock into her mouth and started to suck. It wouldn’t work.

I’ll see you soon, I thought, sending the thought to Lauren, wherever she was. You’ll be back. And when I see you again, you’ll beg to make it up to me...





Epilogue


[image: image]





How interesting. They had a runner.

Well, she wouldn’t get far. After all, there were cameras all over the island.

This particular camera was in the boughs of a tree, not terribly far from where Jason and Mona had harvested the first batch of the island’s special fruit. The lens moved slowly, tracking the redheaded woman as she picked her way over roots and through the thickening jungle. She stopped to lean against a tree, stared back in the direction of camp with a look of naked longing on her face, then her expression hardened. She made her way resolutely out of the camera’s range, like someone determined to finish a jog.

The person behind the cameras switched to another, then another. Where was that damned woman? Ah, there - just entering a clearing, a flash of her hair as she made her way between two trees. Why had she run? The person frowned. The woman was older than the rest of the survivors - for a moment, the person entertained the idea that the island had less of an effect on her. But then again, the redhead had been just as eager to pleasure herself last night as the other woman...

“Mistress.” The voice crackled in her earpiece. She swore.

“What?”

“The woman is heading south.” Said as if she couldn’t see that, as plain as the nose on her face. “She’s going to be getting dangerously close to the Mansion. Should I redirect her?”

The person - the woman - behind the cameras put a finger to her chin, thinking. She hummed a snippet of a boring little pop tune twenty years distant, then a flicker of a smile ghosted across her face.

“No,” she said. “Let her find us. I’m interested to see where this goes.”

“Yes, Mistress.” A crackle let her know she was alone.

The woman behind the cameras steepled her fingers as she watched the redhead make her way through the jungle. She chuckled low in her belly as she pictured the woman, the runner, plunging through the underbrush to see her hiding place. She’d probably think it was her salvation: that she was finally going to get off the island.

Nothing could be further from the truth.

The woman behind the cameras leaned back to watch the show. She couldn’t wait to see the look on her face.




        
            
                
            
        


Primal Island 3: A Bimbo Harem Adventure

Neil Bimbeau



1 - The Harem
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After Lauren left our tribe, life settled into a predictable rhythm.

I woke up with the sun, brought to consciousness by the glorious feeling of my girlfriend Chloe’s lips wrapped around the head of my cock. Or Mona’s lips, depending on which of them managed to get to me first. I wasn’t choosy.

I lay back on the bamboo mat for a few moments, savoring the feeling of the warm, wet mouth working its way down my shaft, trying to guess who it was. The girls had been giving each other pointers, so their techniques had gotten tough to distinguish - they were both amazing at it, no gag reflexes and constant attention.

Chloe, maybe, I thought, grinning. No, Mona, definitely. Chloe never gives that much attention to my balls...

Just then a shadow fell over my eyes. Mona stood next to the mat, a plate of freshly prepared fruit on a makeshift plate. She smiled down at me like the world’s best waitress, naked and glistening from her morning swim.

“Good morning, Master,” she purred. Ah, so it was Chloe down there. What a surprise.

I raised myself to a sitting position on my elbows and saw Chloe between my legs, making eye contact as she teased my cock with slow, toe-curling strokes from her tongue. She gave the underside of my cockhead a kiss and winked at me.

“Hey, baby!” she purred, a blissful expression settling on her face as she pressed herself hard against my cock. “How’d you sleep?”

“Wonderful,” I grunted, giving Mona’s body the once-over. “I’m hungry as a fucking horse.”

Both girls giggled. Ever since their transformations, they giggled a lot. Not that I minded. Both girls had been intelligent, independent women before the plane crash that stranded us here - in particular, Chloe had been even smarter than me - now they were both dumb, horny bimbos who didn’t have too many thoughts in their head besides fuck and suck and make Master happy.

That wasn’t fair: sometimes it was make Daddy happy, too.

As Chloe blew me, I reached out and slid two fingers between Mona’s thighs, entering her cunt like it was the most natural thing in the world. I treated the girls like property - something the old me would have been disgusted to even think of doing. Now it just felt right. Everything felt right on this island; using the girls as my own personal fuckdolls was just part of that. It was the natural order of things.

“You’re nice and wet,” I grunted, staring up into Mona’s eyes. She looked like she’d gladly mount me right then and there - so I decided that’s just what I wanted her to do.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, arching her back as my fingers found her clit. “I’m ready for however you want to use me...”

“Get on top of me,” I commanded. “This morning you’re going to feed me while you ride my cock.”

Mona blushed. “Yes, Daddy, but...Chloe’s not done...”

I grinned. Oh yeah. I leaned back and relaxed for a moment, concentrating my energy. Then I came.

The orgasm hit me like a thunderclap out of a clear sky, a bolt that left me groaning with pleasure as I shot. Chloe’s eyes rolled back in her head as my seed coated her tongue. Just the feeling of my load was enough to get the girls off now; it was like they were psychologically conditioned to climax from giving me pleasure. Being able to come whenever I wanted was just another one of the strange, primal powers I’d started manifesting since I’d crash landed on this island. If I wanted, I could fuck the girls for hours straight without shooting my load once, or I could explode right into their wombs with a single stroke. They didn’t care - after all, it wasn’t like my cock ever stopped being hard anymore.

Her prize won, Chloe rolled to the side of the bed to watch and lick her fingers clean. Mona replaced her, straddling me with her soft, dripping thighs. She was as warm as an oven as she slid my hard cock into her, gasping with delight as I parted her folds.

“Fuck yes, Daddy!” She gasped, bouncing up and down on my shaft. “Mmh, I love the way you feel inside me!”

“Damn right,” I grunted, sitting up. With my free hand I grabbed a firm handful of Mona’s ass, then spanked her as hard as I could. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she screamed with pleasure, getting off on being abused.

“Whose pussy is that?” I asked mockingly, thrusting upwards and ramming her g-spot with the head of my cock. “Huh?”

“Your pussy, Daddy!” Mona’s voice was wild with pleasure. “It’s all yours!”

That was exactly what I wanted to hear. “Feed me, slut,” I groaned, my eyes drilling holes into her will.

She reached over to the plate and grabbed one of the dripping fruits, placing it deep in her massive cleavage. “It’s right here, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice thick with pleasure. “Breakfast is all ready...”

With a savage growl, I sat up and buried my face in her tits. The fruit was cool against the warmth of her breasts, juice dripping onto her taut belly as I feasted. Fuck that tasted amazing.

“Oh wow,” Mona mewled. “Does Daddy want some milk with that?”

Chuckling darkly, I grabbed hold of one of her tits and brought the hard, aching nipple to my lips. At the slightest pressure Mona erupted like a geyser. Warm milk flooded my tongue, my cock twitching inside of her cunt as my head went all dizzy. I couldn’t remember exactly when Mona had started to lactate - sometime after her transformation was as close as I could figure - but the first time I tasted her milk, I felt like I never needed anything else to quench my thirst. Mona’s breasts were ambrosia, filling me with a surge of vitality that left my blood pounding in my ears. That strange primal power inside of me took control completely in these moments, leaving me little more than a horny, dominating animal. Both girls loved it.

“Oh fuck, you’re fucking me so hard, Daddy! You’re really beating my pussy up this morning! It feels so fucking great! Use me harder, Daddy!”

My thick cock pumped in and out of her cunt like a furnace, stretching her around me as I sucked at her leaking tits. I drank deeper and deeper, the world around me fading as the drugs in Mona’s milk took hold of me. If we’d been normal people, each thrust deep into her womb would have been enough to bruise her, leave her whimpering in pain - but Mona loved it. She rode me like she was custom-built to take my cock, bouncing up and down as she clenched around me over and over again. I’d lost track of how many orgasms she’d had - the girls just seemed to be constantly climaxing when I was inside of them.

I could feel myself getting close to the edge. I stared upwards into Mona’s tits for a few more thrusts, then took action.

My hands closed around her waist, lifting her off the ground as I sprang from the bed. I bent her over like she was nothing more than a doll, positioning her so that she was bent over with her big ass presented like an animal in the sand. With a grunt I rammed my cock home, fucking her doggy-style at that perfect angle to drive the head of my cock all the way into her womb with each thrust.

“That’s better,” I grunted, swatting her ass. Droplets of milk fell from her nipples as her breasts bounced back and forth, landing in the sand as I fucked her mercilessly. I shoved two fingers in her mouth and made a hook, forcing her to look back at me with that desperate need in her eyes.

“Cum in me, Daddy,” she groaned, her voice muffled around my fingers. “Please...”

One more hard, perfect thrust and I let go. I howled into the morning as I came, erupting like a fucking volcano between Mona’s hot, perfect walls. They gripped me as snugly as a glove as I shot into her core, grinding against my shaft and pulling my load deep into her welcoming womb. That was another thing I was pretty sure ordinary women couldn’t do; but Mona’s cunt was a thing of wonders.

When I was finished, I shoved her to the side and sent her splaying in the sand. She giggled as she rolled over onto her back, then pulled one of her swollen breasts into her mouth and started sucking. That turned me on all over again.

“Thank you, Daddy!” She whimpered, sliding two fingers into her cunt to keep my load right where it belonged. “I love you sooo much...”

A voice from behind caught my attention. It was Chloe, lounging on the bed. “What would you like to do today, Master?”

Just like that, my thoughts shifted to the day ahead. The problem was that once you got over your fear of this place, there wasn’t a lot to do on the island. I could go for a swim, fuck both my bimbo sluts, gather a few fruit...

My stomach rumbled, even though I’d just eaten. Hmm, that was interesting. I was craving something more than just the special fruit that grew everywhere on this beach. It had been a long time since I’d eaten anything else.

I wanted some meat.

Picking up a big branch with a grin, I gestured towards the jungle. “Let’s go hunting,” I grunted. “There’s got to be something on this island I can kill. Then you two can barbeque it for me.”

Both girls’ faces lit up. “That sounds sooo hot, Daddy!” Mona whimpered.

“Yeah, we’d love to see you do that! It sounds so manly!”

“Then it’s settled,” I said with a grin, glancing at the jungle. “Let’s go.”

And, I thought, hefting the branch, if Lauren is still out there, we might find her.

Playing with that dirty little bitch was a kind of fun I was definitely looking forward to.



2 - The Hunt
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I didn’t realize how difficult it would be to focus on hunting with two naked, constantly horny babes following your every move.

As we made our way deeper into the jungle, it was clear that even the little bit of shame Chloe and Mona usually had was gone for good. More than once as I scanned the horizon I caught them straddling a tree, or bending over a log with their ass in the air like an open invitation. Normally I would have been on them in an instant, eager to fuck them stupid, but right now I wanted to flex my muscles and hunt something.

“Ooh, look at that tree, Daddy,” Mona purred as we passed a particularly large specimen of palm. “Wouldn’t Chloe look so sexy getting fucked hard up against that tree?”

Before I could say anything, my girlfriend sprang forward and wrapped her arms around it, frantically humping the trunk and moaning like a whore. “Yeah I would! Oh Master, fuck me deeper, Master - I belong to you!”

“Not now,” I growled, grabbing Chloe off the tree one-handed and pulling her off. Both girls looked shocked by my strength - and frustrated that I wouldn’t fuck them.

We hadn’t gone five more minutes before Mona slid around me as I stepped over a root, then dropped to her knees.

“I’m hungry, Daddy,” she whimpered, clinging to my hips. “Let me taste you, please?”

“Me too!” In a flash Chloe was down among the branches and leaves, tongue out and panting like a bitch in heat. “Can we please have some of your delicious, heavenly cum, Master?”

The corners of my vision went red. God damn, this island really was having an effect on me.

“I don’t want to fuck,” I growled in a voice that was barely my own. “I want to kill!”

The girls looked up into my eyes, seeing the rage reflected there - and in an instant, I saw understanding enter their faces.

“I know, Master,” Chloe said, clinging to my leg and dropping her voice to a pitiful whine. “We’re sooooo bad! We’re, like, totally ruining your hunt and everything!”

“We’re bitches,” Mona whimpered, clinging to my other leg. “We’re needy little cunts. We ruin everything!”

“If you want to hurt anything, it should be us!” Chloe’s eyes flashed with excitement at the prospect. “We’re always wrecking everything for you - we’re such stupid little whores! You should discipline us, Master - you really should!”

Discipline. Now that was a word that slaked that need deep inside of me. I could go for that.

“Get up, you little cunt,” I growled, forcing Chloe to her feet. Cunt was a word that usually never left my mouth outside of its use to describe a part of the body - the thought of using it as a derogatory term for a woman outside of that was the kind of thing that disgusted me before I came to this island. But how else was I supposed to refer to a woman like Chloe, or what Mona had become? Like so much else I’d fallen into here, it just felt right.

I hauled Chloe up and pinned her against a tree, just the way she’d been begging me to do earlier. Only she wasn’t going to enjoy this in the way she’d anticipated.

“Are you my girlfriend?” I whispered menacingly, getting close to her face. She shivered with delight, her ass wiggling against the trunk of the tree.

“Yes, Master,” she purred, biting her lip. “I’m the best girlfriend ever. I’ll do anything you want-”

She was cut off by three of my fingers entering her mouth, sliding down her throat. Her eyes widened in surprise and discomfort as I forced them down, making her gag.

“No, you’re not,” I said with a cruel smirk. “How could a dumb, horny little bitch like you be anyone’s girlfriend? You really think a weak little animal who lets her cunt rule over her could be the equal of a man like me?”

“N-no, Master,” she gagged around my fingers. “Never!”

“So what does that make you?” I hissed, watching her eyes widen.

She shook her head back and forth, wriggling in my grip. “I...I don’t know...”

“My slave,” I told her, grabbing her around the throat. “And right now, you’re being a disobedient little slave. So you’re going to get punished for it.”

Slowly, oh-so-decadently slowly, I tightened my grip around my girlfriend’s neck. I could see the panic in her eyes, the hopes that I wouldn’t really go all the way, wouldn’t be so cruel as to cut her air off completely - then the shock as I did just that. Her legs kicked helplessly beneath her as I pinned her harder to the tree, my cock grinding against her thigh as I rose back to full hardness.

“Look at you,” I said disdainfully. My free hand slid between her thighs and rubbed her clit. Chloe’s eyes rolled back in her head, even as her face started to turn dark red from lack of oxygen. “You’re nothing but a stupid little animal. I’m fucking killing you, you dumb whore, but all you can do is grind against my fingers and beg for more...”

Just as Chloe started to slip away, my fingers relaxed. She gasped and sputtered both hands on my single massive hand as she struggled to get more breathing room.

“Please Master, I’m sorry,” she mewled, her voice scratchy. “Please I’ll be a good girl. I won’t get in your way ever again...”

“That’s right,” I said, cutting her off again. “You won’t.” My hand tightened, sending her back spinning towards the darkness. A pained look entered her face, her eyes pleading with me for mercy. I made two fingers with my other hand and stabbed them inside of her cunt, frigging her g-spot with hard, cruel strokes. I could feel her walls clenching around me, her body right on the edge of both climax and death at the same time.

The more civilized person I used to be would never have admitted it, but this was a total turn-on. To be so completely in control of Chloe: to literally have the power to decide whether she lived or died. Her entire life was in my hands, and deep down I knew that I could strangle her to death, toss her body to the sand and piss on it and Mona would still follow me around like a horny puppy for the rest of her life. I was just that fucking powerful.

As I felt Chloe cum I let out a roar and thrust inside of her, filling her to the brim with my cock. I came in a single thrust, spurting into her womb as the pleasure forced my fingers open. Chloe screamed in pure, animal relief as the pleasure of breathing again and the pleasure of orgasm hit her simultaneously, like a reprieve from the gods themselves.

But the only God on this island was me.

As she came down from her peak, I slapped Chloe across the face. She let out a whimper, her body still coursing with so much pleasure that the pain felt kind of good in her fucked-up mind.

“Never disobey me again,” I told her, slapping one of her tits. “You are not my equal. You are not my girlfriend. You’re just a worthless set of holes I like to fuck.”

Chloe’s eyes swam. She still wasn’t all there, yet. “Y...yes, Master.”

“Say it,” I commanded.

“I...I’m a worthless set of holes to fuck,” she whimpered, tears streaming down her face. 

It was interesting how quickly my cruelty turned to tenderness. In an instant I was holding Chloe in my arms, stroking the side of her face like a pet while she sobbed in my arms.

“Good girl,” I said, letting her cry it out. “You’re such a good little bimbo, Chloe...”

I glanced over my shoulder to see Mona on her knees. She’d watched the whole thing with a look of utter, religious awe. “What did you think of that?” I asked.

“That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen, Daddy,” she said, swallowing hard. “Thank you for teaching us how to please you...”

God damn, I’m a monster. The thought rose from the bottom of my brain, but by the time it made its way to the front it was diluted by the pure, alpha testosterone swimming in my brain. I was barely able to recognize that what I’d done was wrong at all.

“Come on,” I said, putting Chloe down. “Let’s go find something to kill.”



3 - The Cave
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It was Mona who found it first.

The sun was high in the sky, just past noon or so when the land started to change. The ground sloped upward, the sand replaced with rocky grassland; every step took a little bit more effort than the one before. I hardly noticed, I was so busy looking for signs of animals - so much so that Mona’s voice shocked me back to my senses.

“Daddy! Look over there!”

I followed her finger. At first, I didn’t see anything - then the dappled shadows she was pointing towards resolved into the entrance of a cave. It was half-hidden by a clutch of trees, the kind of thing I probably would have never even seen if I was out here by myself. Turns out having two bimbo sluts with you on a hunt has benefits beyond the physical.

“Nice work.” Mona groaned with pleasure at the compliment. She shot Chloe a little Daddy likes me better than you look of triumph, then gestured at the cave front.

“I bet there’s something big and scary that lives in there,” Mona mused, elbowing Chloe. “Something that’ll be fucking delicious once we cook it over an open flame!”

Chloe shivered. “I don’t know. That looks really scary. Maybe we should just leave it alone...”

Scary? Hah. Nothing on this island frightened me - as far as I was concerned, I was King here. I strode forward, peering into the cave’s opening as if daring something to leap out and strike me. Of course there was nothing there.

The dirt at the entrance crumbled beneath my feet as I took a few steps into the cave. Any thoughts that I might find a nice, juicy animal to kill and eat inside vanished from my head - it was clear that no one had been in or out of this place in a very long time. Frustration welled up in my chest, and I nearly walked right back out into the sun - when the strangest thing happened.

Everything went clear.

I staggered, slipping forward right into the darkness. Mona and Chloe cried out somewhere behind me, but it was too late to slow me down. My feet went out from under me as I dropped into a roll, something sharp digging into my shoulder. I barely felt it.

I could think again. It was like I’d had blinders on; or someone had stuffed earplugs in both my ears and left them in so long I’d forgotten what the world actually sounded like. In an instant a tidal wave of pure, alpha-male fury reared up in the back of my mind - and vanished. As soon as I passed the lip of the cave I felt more like me than I had since I’d crash-landed on the island.

So even as I splayed out in the darkness, my mind was on a completely different track. There was something wrong with this island - the way I was acting was anything but natural.

“Daddy? Oh God, Daddy, are you alright?”

I heard footsteps behind me. Looking up, I saw Mona and Chloe’s silhouettes framed against the cave entrance, their faces bathed in shadow.

“I’m fine,” I said, rising up to a sitting position. “Just, um...do you two feel any different all of a sudden?”

Their outlines turned to face each other and shrugged. “No, Master,” Chloe said. “Should we be?”

“We’re just worried about you,” Mona added. From the worry in her voice, it was clear she meant that.

So neither of them seemed to be affected. That was even stranger.

“Run back to camp,” I said, nodding at them in the dark. “Grab a couple big sticks and put them in the fire - we’re going to need a couple torches to explore this place.”

One of them - I couldn’t see who - leaned down and started massaging my shoulders. “Are you sure, Daddy?” the voice purred. “Maybe we should leave this place alone. Let’s go back to camp!”

“No,” I said firmly. “Do as I say.”

To my surprise, she didn’t jump to attention the way I was used to. There was a pause, then I heard her giggle.

“Well, alright,” she mewled. “But lately, Daddy, I’ve been thinking. I think I really want to give you my ass. I’ve never let any boy take me back there before, but you own it...want to go back to camp and take my anal virginity?”

What the hell? Why was Mona - it had to be Mona from the ‘Daddy’s - trying to keep me out of this cave?

“I thought you were going to be a good girl for me from now on,” I growled, putting every inch of command I could muster into the words. Instantly, both girls snapped to attention. That’s more like it, I thought.

As they rushed out of the cave, I crawled over to a wall and rest my back against it. The stone was cool next to my skin - it felt refreshing. Unfortunately, the inside of my head wasn’t nearly as chill.

Oh my God, I thought, flashing back through the events of the last few days. I’ve...I’ve ENSLAVED Chloe and Mona. And I drove Lauren away from camp. Fuck, I nearly killed Mona today, just to show her how much power I have over her...

My cock swelled in the darkness, even as my stomach did a flip. Whatever power this cave had to deaden the island’s influence, it was clear that my new alpha-male self both attracted and repulsed me. I was still trying to work out my feelings when Chloe and Mona came back, torches in their hands. The twin flames cast eerie shadows on the cave walls.

“We’re here, Daddy,” Mona said. Her eyebrows knit together as she saw me sitting there. “Are you okay...?”

“Yeah,” I grunted, getting to my feet. Reaching forward, I snatched the torch out of Mona’s hands, grinning as she jerked reflexively.

Serves you right, I thought. For talking back earlier, she’d have to be the one who ended up in the dark.

I turned away, and both girls started.

“Master?” Chloe asked. There was a slight tremble in her voice. “Where are you going?”

I glanced back at her, studying her gaze. Maybe I was just deluding myself, but I thought I could see a flicker of the Chloe I used to know buried somewhere in her eyes. Somewhere in that concerned look.

“I’m going alone,” I said, harsher than I’d intended. “Both of you stay here at the entrance.”

They didn’t want to, but they obeyed. And I stalked off deeper into the cave, to find out who or what was hiding at its core. One thing was for certain: if there was any way to reverse whatever was being done to us, it was in this cave.

I just had to go far enough inside to find it.



4 - The Idol
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As it turned out, the cave was a lot bigger than I’d expected.

I walked briskly but carefully, scanning the ground with my torch for any drop-offs or jagged rocks in the path. When a few minutes had passed and I still hadn’t found some sort of wall, I raised the torch above my head and waved it, trying to see the ceiling.

I couldn’t see a thing. Whatever chamber I’d stumbled into, it was huge.

Yet there was still a path. It was clear, with a chilling sort of realization, that whoever or whatever had used this cave had left directions behind. The ground under my feet was packed down, carefully cleared of rubble like a well-trod forest path. There was no way something like that was natural.

My heart started to pound faster. Did that mean we weren’t alone on the island? It certainly seemed like clear evidence that someone else had been here. Maybe they were still here: just waiting for us to find them.

It was tough to tell time inside the cave, but it was maybe another five minutes before I threaded my way to the back of the chamber. The path twisted and turned through the dirt, so that I had no idea if I was walking in circles or in something resembling a straight line. Finally my torch illuminated something that made my blood run cold.

It was a door, carved right into the stone. So much for believing we were alone here.

I brought my torch close and surveyed the slab. There were markings all over it, but none of them made sense to me. They didn’t resemble any alphabet I’d ever seen - and I’d taken a couple years of Russian in college.

When I was done looking, I squared my shoulders and pushed the slab from the right. It didn’t budge, so I tried the same thing from the left. There was a horrible grinding sound and the slab rolled to the side, revealing a slim passageway leading down.

I thrust my torch into the darkness. There were stairs leading into the black. Stairs.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I picked my way down. Whoever had been here before us had stayed long enough to carve a staircase out of the rock. This was getting stranger by the minute.

The temperature dropped as I sank into the earth. Despite the evidence of my senses, I swore the passageway started to narrow as I descended. It felt like I was being smothered by earth, buried alive in it. How deep was I now, anyway? I couldn’t hear Mona or Chloe - couldn’t even detect the faint sounds of the wind and waves. As far as I knew, my entire island adventure had been a dream and I’d been trapped inside this cave the entire time.

I was certainly thinking clearer, at any rate. The further I got into the cave, the less that strange power had its hold on my mind. All those primal, carnal thoughts that ruled me had faded until they were just white noise in the back of my head. For the first time since I’d crash landed on the island, I felt like me again.

I thought I heard a noise far off in the distance. I started, then a horrible thought occurred to me: what if this was Lauren? Maybe she’d used this cave to take shelter - and stayed after discovering it had the same effect on her as me. My feet picked up the pace, taking the stairs two at a time as I headed closer to the sound.

“Lauren! Lauren it’s me, it’s Jason!” I yelled into the darkness, hoping I was close enough for her to hear. “I’m okay now, I promise - something really weird is happening-”

Suddenly there was light. I hit the bottom of the stairs and found myself standing in a large chamber, lit from above by tiny holes in the ceiling. Somewhere between here and the slab, the walls of the cave had become as black as obsidian.

And in the center of the room, on an ornate pedestal, was the idol.
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One thing was for damn sure - it wasn’t human.

Human beings didn’t have four arms, for one thing. They weren’t covered in scales, either. And with very few exceptions, they didn’t have a cock longer and thicker than their fucking arm.

The idol did. It sat there in the center of the room, staring at me. Watching me like it knew this entire chamber, this cave - this island - had been built just to hold it. Like it was the only thing in the world that mattered.

I glanced around the room, looking for some other kind of exit. When I realized there wasn’t one, I nearly burst out laughing. This was it? This is what this whole series of underground tunnels had been built to hold?

The chamber dimmed as I turned around, letting the torch illuminate the way back up. It was going to be a hell of a climb back to Chloe and Mona. But how far did I really want to go, if every step away from the cave was going to turn me back into some kind of horny, primal beast-

Come to me.

I froze. The torch fell to the ground, sputtered, and went out. That voice...it came from the idol.

As I turned, I realized I was wrong. It came from inside my fucking head. But that smug look was still on the idol, all the same.

Take me, the voice whispered. I belong to you. And you belong to me...

I shivered. The voice wasn’t recognizably male or female, or even human. It was the sound of a thermal vent breaking open at the bottom of the sea, of tectonic plates grinding together. It was the sound of something very old, and very powerful, clearing its throat for the first time in eons.

I wanted to be terrified. And yet, I was intrigued.

“Who are you?” I asked into the empty, dim chamber. “What are you?”

I am the Master of this island, the voice rasped. I am Kulili.

Even as I listened, the thought reared in the back of my head: no, I am the Master of this island.

A sudden thought occurred to me. “Are you the reason the girls and I have started acting this way?”

The idol didn’t respond with words. Instead, there was a dry leaves sort of sound I interpreted as a laugh.

“What way?”

I swallowed hard. “We’ve become...obsessed,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “Their every waking moment is spent thinking of ways to worship me, and I...I enslaved them...”

“Ah,” the idol whispered, it’s tone almost mirthful. “Come forward and take my hand. Then all will be revealed.”

Almost of their own accord, my feet moved across the floor. With a start I recognized divots in the floor, worn through the stone in a circular pattern. A long, long time ago people had moved around this thing like they were in a trance - like acolytes at worship. My mind screamed out that this was dangerous, that I could run, but it was like I couldn’t stop myself from reaching out and seizing the idol...

My fingers touched its surface. It was as cold as ice. I had only an instant of shock before the images started.

They filled my mind, ripping away the ordinary world. I saw, like a man having visions: saw Kulili in all his splendor. He was a God, or something like it - something to be worshipped and feared. I saw women, endless women, impossibly gorgeous and dripping with juice, writhing in pleasure beyond multiple orgasms right in the middle of the room in which I stood.

They sealed me away, Kulili hissed, directing his anger at something to the west of our chamber. The enemy. They keep me from my kingdom...

In a series of images, unfolding in my head like a film reel, I saw exactly what Kulili’s “kingdom” would look like. One man - his face as hard as stone, his eyes as cold as ice - ruling an endless field, surrounded by women. Every woman. Every single one of them transformed, just the way Chloe and Mona were. Their minds broken so that they could only think of pleasing Him. Their very souls his playthings.

The Master. The King. The God...

And I saw in a flash - that man was me.

You will bring my kingdom, Kulili told me. The words were pure dominance, pure pleasure. You will be my vessel. My will.

I could see it all. Every woman would kneel, just like Chloe and Mona. I wouldn’t just be King of the island, but the entire world.

But first, a price. The voice went almost silky. You must perform a ritual.

I froze. “What kind of ritual?”

In an instant, my consciousness was wrenched to the side - back up the stairs and to the cave entrance. I could actually see Mona and Chloe, pacing in tiny, nervous circles as they waited for me to return.

You must breed them, the voice told me. Them - and the one who ELUDES me...

I felt that strange tug into the distance a second time. That’s when it hit me - the woman who eluded Kulili. Lauren. It had to be Lauren.

This thing wanted me to track her down. To drag her sobbing back to my camp, to ram my cock all the way into her cunt and fuck her until there wasn’t even a Lauren left, just an empty vessel to mindlessly worship me.

And I wanted it. Dear God, I wanted it so bad I could taste it.

Agree, and I will grant you my power. MORE power. The voice snickered. Do you accept...?

I was rock hard. My cock pulsed against my thigh, my brain swimming with images of filthy, no-limits sex. Of forcing women, spreading their pussies and asses and mouths for my entertainment. Of forcing Lauren to serve me...

When I spoke, my voice sounded like someone else.

“Yes.”
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I didn’t have a torch to light my way back to the cave entrance. That didn’t matter - I no longer needed one. I could see perfectly fine.

More than that, I could sense Chloe and Mona. It was like a second sight, the way a shark can track blood from over a mile away. I could feel the tension in their bodies, and could tell you without looking exactly how aroused both of them were. And they were about to get a lot more so.

Both of them nearly jumped out of their skin as I stepped from the shadows. “Good news, girls,” I said, grinning. “I just met God. And he wants me to knock both of you up.”

Mona was surprised for a moment - then a slow, ditzy smile spread across her face.

“That’s silly, Daddy,” she purred, sinking to her knees at the cave entrance. “You’re God.”

A moment later, I felt her warm mouth wrap around my shaft. I groaned with pleasure, my hand going to the back of her head and helping my cock all the way down her throat. My balls slapped against her chin as she started deepthroating me, swallowing hard like an expert whore.

“Don’t drain him yet,” Chloe whined, dropping next to Mona. “He needs to come inside of us, remember?”

“There’s plenty for all,” I muttered, leaning back and enjoying the sensations. I meant it, too. The way I felt, I could’ve easily shot a half-dozen times down Mona’s tight little throat and still had enough jizz to impregnate every girl in a medium-sized city. They were indefatigable, an endless furnace of virile power I couldn’t wait to spread across the world.

The cave was no longer holding me back. Nothing was holding me back.

I jerked my hips in time with Mona’s mouth as she sucked me - gently at first, then harder and harder. She didn’t stop or slow - not even when I was straight-up fucking her throat, pummelling her with hard strokes that would have paralyzed a normal woman. There was nothing normal about Mona anymore. She was a creature built for pleasure, born to be bred by my superior god-cock. Just like Chloe. Just like Lauren.

Just like the world.

As if some secret signal passed between them, Mona pulled off of my cock just as Chloe went down on all fours, sticking her big ass in the air. She knelt down in the dirt, mewling with need. I couldn’t see, but I could smell the feral tang of her dripping cunt - and I could feel the warmth rolling off of her like a fucking oven. She was more than ready.

I slid to my own knees and grabbed her hips, pointing the head of my cock in her wet, welcoming folds. She whimpered and arched her back, her words going practically unintelligible as she felt my perfect, massive cock starting to split her open.

“Breed me, Lord,” she begged, wiggling her big ass in an attempt to get me all the way inside of her. “I need you. I love you. I worship you...!”

A primal scream of passion erupted from her as I drove myself hilt-deep in her cunt, spearing her with one hard stroke. Her cunt clenched around me in an instant orgasm as she got off just from having me enter her - from the feeling of my cock slamming into her cervix and positioning itself at the entrance of her throbbing, waiting womb.

“Unngh, thank you!” Chloe’s nails dug into my palms as she rode me, pulling me in deeper. “Thank you for breeding me, Master! I can’t wait to be swollen with your heirs!”

“We both can’t wait,” Mona purred, wrapping herself around me like a cat. “Thank you, God. Thank you for putting your holy seed inside of us. Our bodies and souls belong only to you...”

Only to me. The words were even hotter than Chloe’s cunt. My mouth dropped open as a bolt of pure pleasure shot through me; my cock twitched and spurted inside of Chloe’s tight walls. She felt me go and lost it again, cumming helplessly on my cock as it flexed inside of her, erupting. I felt the warmth of her cunt get replaced with the even warmer sensation of my seed filling her, coating her insides as I pumped myself right into her waiting womb.

“Oh shit you’re doing it, oh fuck I can feel it....” Chloe’s face was against the floor of the cave as she moaned, rocking her hips back and forth to help my load penetrate all the way into her womb. Her walls clenched around me in a rhythm as old as the cosmos, pulling my seed deeper into her like a vacuum. There was no doubt in my mind - I had just knocked up my girlfriend. Only she wasn’t my girlfriend anymore. She was barely a human being - she was just a vessel, an empty-headed bimbo good for nothing but fucking, sucking and breeding.

She was the first. And as she finally pulled off my cock, trails of wetness still connecting the throbbing purple head and her inner walls as she rolled onto the ground, Mona quickly took up her position as the second.

It became clear in an instant that she was even more excited than Chloe. Mona slammed her hips on me, hard, and fucked herself senseless on my cock without me even having to do anything but sit there and smirk. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she fucked the last of her smarts out, coming like a shameless little whore as she begged me for my cum.

“I...I looove you, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice going high and breathy as she came shuddering all over my dick. “God, thank you for Daddy’s cock! Thank you for your god cock, Daddy! Your cock is so good!”

Grinning, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her body against mine. “Tell me again,” I commanded her. “Tell me who I am.”

“You’re my God,” Mona mewled, riding me for all she was worth. “You’re God! You’re God, Daddy! You’re God...!!!”

She came again with a scream, and this time I was right there with her. My cock rammed home, sinking balls-deep into her womb, and Chloe got a perfect pornographic view of the base of my cock as it flexed and pulsed, sending burst after burst of hot sticky seed right into Mona’s cunt. If my girlfriend had a problem with me impregnating another woman right in front of her, she certainly didn’t show it - instead she rubbed herself stupid as she watched, two fingers pumping into her cunt as she forced my load even deeper inside of her.

Mona’s heart pounded like a hummingbird’s as she came down from her climax. She sobbed and shuddered in my arms, writhing so hard I was half-convinced she’d had some kind of seizure. But it was a different kind of ecstacy that filled Mona now.

“Daddy is God,” she purred, still only the whites of her eyes showing. “Thank you, God. Thank you, Daddy, for pumping your little girl’s cunt full of your seed. Thank you God...”

“You’re welcome,” I growled, letting her go. I left them to clean themselves up as I strode out of the cave. Now that I’d finished using my bimbo sluts, there was only one thing on my mind.

It was time to find Lauren - and do to her exactly what I’d done to them.
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I didn’t find Lauren. She found me.

When I made it back to camp, our fire had become a blazing inferno. Someone had taken our lean-to, the fruit, everything, and fed it into the flames. You could see the smoke halfway across the fucking island. Everything the girls and I had worked for since we’d landed on this island, gone in an instant. I was mad as hell. Pure testosterone flooded my veins, filling me with the urge to fuck something up.

“God damn it,” I growled, making my way out of the jungle. Sand slid between my toes as I strode across the beach, wet and clumpy from the receding tide. I looked down at it for a second - and stopped.

There was another trail of footprints in the sand, leading straight down the beach and into camp. And, pointedly, there wasn’t a trail leading back out.

So the little bitch is still here, I thought, grinning savagely. Caught you at the scene of the crime. I wasn’t going to waste any time. Once I had that redheaded MILF in my hands, I was going to make her scream.

I walked right through the smoke, barely paying note to the stinging sensation in my eyes. When I got through, I could see our campfire. It had overblown the circle of rocks we’d set down, engulfing the whole camp. And standing right next to it, watching intently, was a solitary figure.

“Lauren!” My voice was a bellow, the kind of thing that would make hardened soldiers snap to attention. “Nice work!”

She turned around. Something’s wrong, I thought. It took a second to realize what it was - the way Lauren was dressed. After the crash, she’d had nothing but her torn up stewardess outfit to wear. She’d clung to it stubbornly, even after Chloe and Mona stripped down to rags and then nothing at all. She should have still been wearing it.

Instead, she looked like she’d just stepped out of a department store. Where the fuck had she gotten new clothes?

She turned slowly, glaring at me over the flames. “I didn’t want to come back,” she said flatly.

I smirked, thinking of my special power and the idol’s amplifying of it. “I know,” I said, spreading my arms. “You just had to. You couldn’t control yourself.”

To my surprise, she shook her head. “No. She asked me to.”

She?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said smoothly, stepping forward. “Both Chloe and Mona are on their way. We found the most amazing cave, Lauren - I think you should go there. I think you’d really like it...”

She shuddered. “I know all about it,” she said, her eyes twin chunks of ice. “Now come the fuck on.”

Before I could say another thing, she gestured at the other side of the jungle and started in that direction. Dumbfounded, I watched her go for a few moments then started to follow. She didn’t seem affected by me at all - or by the island itself.

Something’s happened, I thought, a needle of dread working its way through my guts. But what?

It weighed heavy on my mind the entire walk through the jungle. Even when Chloe and Mona caught up to us, panting heavily as they stumbled over roots, I paid them no mind. We were all following Lauren, standing behind her like she might turn around and strike us, trying to figure out where the hell she was leading us.

Finally she stopped. “Here,” she said, pointing. “She’s waiting.”

I stared through the trees. There was a clearing cut right out of the jungle, a claustrophobic little divot in the thick brush. I looked up, and up, and up, realizing too late that the shadow over all of us wasn’t from the trees. It was from this house.

Sitting in the middle of the jungle like it had been picked up and transported from halfway around the world was a gigantic, luxurious mansion.
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I knew the mansion was going to be trouble the second I saw it.

Coming out of the woods, I saw it sitting there in the center of the clearing. It was three stories tall, with a wraparound balcony on three sides like something out of a Victorian romance. Tall windows peered down from the upper floors like watchful eyes. The whole thing sent a chill down my spine as Lauren led us towards the house.

“What the hell is this place?” I asked, hoping for some kind of explanation. Lauren didn’t say a word.

From behind me, Mona giggled. “Wow - what a place! I guess our days of sleeping on the beach are over!” She elbowed me in the back, sliding one perfect thigh up my butt like an open invitation to bend her over right then and there.

“It’s so swanky!” That was my girlfriend Chloe, just coming out of the jungle. “It looks so...new!”

She was right. Despite the tropical sun and the salt air, the mansion looked like it had been built yesterday. There is something unnatural about this place, my mind screamed. But then again, next to nothing about this island was natural. 

A big iron gate with a call box waited for us at the end of the path. Lauren stabbed it with a finger, her mouth set into a tight little line. The speaker crackled with static.

“I’m back,” Lauren said. She didn’t sound terribly happy about it.

There was a pause, long enough that I started to wonder if there was anyone on the other side of the intercom. Then a high, female voice came over the line.

“Are they all with you?”

Lauren looked over her shoulder, her eyes traveling from the girls back to me. When her eyes met mine, she swallowed hard and sighed.

“Yes,” she said. “All three survivors.”

There was a click, and the gate swung open. “Excellent,” the voice said. “Proceed up the path.”

“Will do,” Lauren said, setting her shoulders like someone about to do a thankless, exhausting task. Without waiting for any of us, she proceeded up towards the mansion at a brisk walk. I had to hustle to catch up with her before she reached the front porch.

I reached out and grabbed her by the shoulder. “Would you mind,” I growled, “telling me what the fuck is going on here?”

Lauren didn’t even flinch. “She’ll explain everything,” she said, pointing upward.

For a moment, I didn’t understand what the hell she was talking about - then I followed her finger.

There was a woman standing on the balcony of the house, staring down at us. She watched us approach from behind dark sunglasses, her face dappled in shadow. I couldn’t get a very good look at her, but I got the impression she was closer to Lauren’s age than mine - middle-aged, I mean.

For a moment, our gazes locked. A chill shot down my spine. Looking into those eyes, I got the distinct impression that this woman knew everything that had happened to us since we’d come to this island. The transformations, the idol, my harem...all of it.

And that she’d been waiting for us to find her.

The woman turned away and was gone.
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Lauren rapped at the door, her red locks swaying in the wind. After a moment, the ornate door swung open with a creak. There was a woman standing there - but to my surprise, it wasn’t who we’d seen watching us on the balcony. She looked like she couldn’t have been much older than college age, but at a glance I could tell this wasn’t the kind of girl you’d see at a freshman mixer. Her skin was milk-pale, her wardrobe all-black and almost obscenely tight around her curves. Black lipstick, black eyeshadow and raven-black hair meant the girl matched her clothes. She was short, her head barely coming up to my chest, and everything about her was petite: except for the heavy, almost too large breasts straining against her top.

I wanted her the instant I saw her.

She shot Lauren an uncomfortable look and pulled the door open wider. “Hello,” she said in a smoky voice. “Please come into the parlor. The Mistress will see you shortly.”

“The Mistress?” I couldn’t help but laugh. “Lauren, what the hell is this?”

Lauren acted like she hadn’t heard me. She followed the girl into the vestibule, not waiting for me to catch up. I took my time, scoping out the place as I made my way to the parlor.

“The inside sure doesn’t match the outside,” I mused, glancing over my shoulder at Chloe. “This place might have been swanky and new sometime around 1975.”

“I like it,” Mona said with a giggle. “It’s retro. It makes me think of swingers parties, Daddy.”

I loved the sound of that. I was still picturing the way the place would look with a couple dozen horny party guests when the mystery woman nodded towards a couch and pointedly gestured for us to sit.

“So what’s your name?” I asked as ass met seat. I made no notion of hiding the fact that I was into this girl - I looked her up and down as I got more comfortable, sizing her up like a wolf getting ready to devour a lamb. I was strong, I was alpha, and I was blessed by some kind of elder god obsessed with breeding. This goth girl didn’t stand a chance.

But I was surprised again.

The girl started, halfway out of the room. “Huh? Oh, I’m Lark,” she said, sounding like she wasn’t sure why I asked. “That’s not important, though,” she added with a shake of her head. “The Mistress will be along shortly.”

“Again with this Mistress,” I said, watching Lark’s fabulous ass as she walked away. “Starting to think I ought to be worried...”

In the chair next to the couch, Lauren sat still as a statue. Meanwhile Chloe and Mona splayed all over me, making no secret of the fact they were totally into me. The three of us were about five seconds away from a makeout session when the sound of footsteps on the stairs reached my ears.

“Stop,” I commanded, slapping Chloe’s hand away from my bulge. “Be good for a minute.”

They pouted, but I was no longer paying attention. Because as soon as the sound reached my ears, the inside of my head started to vibrate like a fat guy in a massage chair. I heard a wordless, raspy cry of pure rage that only I could hear - because it was happening inside of me.

It was Kulili. Apparently, he really did not like what was coming.

With a start, I remembered something I’d heard when I’d touched the idol. Kulili wanted me to breed the survivors of the plane crash - and the woman who eluded him. At the time, I’d thought he meant Lauren: the only girl on the island who resisted my power, as far as I knew. Now, I knew I was wrong.

This woman was who Kulili meant. I was going to need to be very, very careful as she and I got to know each other better.



3 - The Mistress
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“Greetings,” she said, taking the steps like a Queen. “My name is Dr. Holland Argo. Welcome to the Mansion.”

I had about a hundred questions by the time she got to the bottom of the stairs. From the way she said mansion like it had a capital-M, I knew this place was more than just a beachfront vacation spot. Which begged the question: what was going on here, and why did it require a doctor?

I stood up - not all of my more gentlemanly impulses were gone - and extended a hand. “Nice to meet you, Doctor,” I said with the biggest, fakest smile I could make. “Hell, we’re glad to meet anyone, aren’t we, girls? We’ve been all alone on this island for some time now.”

Dr. Holland Argo looked at my two harem girls like they were the most loathsome things she’d ever seen. Something reared up inside me at seeing her expression: it might have been Kulili, but it lacked that otherworldliness I associated with the god. No, this was all me. 

I wanted to see Dr. Argo break. I wanted her on her knees, whimpering apologies as she stroked my cock, begging helplessly for me to fuck and breed her. One look at her and I realized I’d never be truly the Master of this island until I hollowed her out and turned her into one of my submissive, sex-crazed bimbos.

Problem was, I didn’t seem to be having the slightest effect on her. What was going on with that?

She wasn’t a bad-looking woman. A little bookish for my tastes, maybe, but I was sure the island’s magic could take care of that. Replace that short brown bun with some long platinum-blonde locks and that haughty look with a bubbly, airheaded personality and she’d be just as hot as her assistant. Maybe even as fuckable as Mona and Chloe.

“Lauren here has told us all about you,” Dr. Argo said, gesturing with a hand. “I’m afraid we don’t have much contact with the outside world here on this island - otherwise I would have had Lark combing the beach to look for survivors. We didn’t even realize there had been a plane crash.”

She’s lying, I realized. She wouldn’t have lifted a finger for us.

“I’m just glad to be back in something like civilization,” I said, patting my thighs. “Speaking of which - do you have a way off this island? Or least a phone we could use to contact our families? Everyone probably thinks Chloe and I are dead.”

Dr. Argo smiled. “We have no phones or Internet access here - but we do have a connection to the outside world. A boat arrives on the North Dock every two weeks, bringing food and supplies to our expedition. You’re very lucky - you won’t have to wait long for it. It’s scheduled to arrive in three days - and obviously, all of you will be on it.”

Somehow, I got the impression she was lying again. But I was interrupted by the sound of both Chloe and Mona squeeing with delight on the couch.

“Oh my gawd, we’re going to get to go home!” Chloe cried, tossing her arms in the air.

“I can’t wait, Daddy,” Mona purred. “Once we’re back, I’m going to get so dressed up for you! Do you think I can move in with you and Chloe?”

Dr. Argo arched an eyebrow. A wry smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “Daddy?”

“You know how it is,” I said with a smirk. “Sometimes people regress a bit when they’re in a stressful situation. It happens.”

“Quite,” Dr. Argo replied. “The four of you are more than welcome to stay at the Mansion until rescue arrives. “There is more than enough space, although you might find the food a little bland. But then again, I suppose you’ve been living on nuts and berries, yes?”

“That’s...actually something I wanted to ask you about,” I said, leaning forward. “This island...it’s like nothing I’ve ever seen before. The plants, the animals, they’re like something from another world.”

Dr. Argo looked pleased. “Yes, this island is quite the unique location,” she said, her smile growing a touch more genuine. “That’s why this research station was created in the first place: to study the flora and fauna of the ecosystem. As well as some of the effects it seems to have on those who visit.”

I had plenty of idea what kind of effects she was talking about. But I didn’t want to tip my hand, even though it was the most obvious thing in the world that the girls and I were affected.

“Who created this place, exactly?” I asked instead. “Is some government funding this, or...?”

Abruptly, Dr. Argo stood up. “I’m not at liberty to say. Terribly sorry, but we don’t have visitors to the Mansion very often - at all, in fact. The sooner the four of you return to civilization and Lark and I can continue our research, the better. I’ll have her show you to your rooms now. Lark?”

She clapped her hands, but before the assistant could arrive I wanted to ask a couple more questions. I bolted out of my seat, suddenly aware that I was more or less naked. And Dr. Argo was staring.

“Hey, one thing,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. Dr. Argo’s eyes went wider, but she didn’t stop me. “You and your girl don’t seem like you’re very affected by this island at all. How’s that work?”

Her lips formed a tight little line. “We’re still not entirely sure what causes the island to have such an invigorating effect on its inhabitants, but long-term exposure lessens it considerably. I’ve learned to live with it, Jason.”

You liar, I thought. The primal urge doesn’t fade - it only gets stronger. And I can tell you’re still feeling it...

“Once you leave,” she continued in a whisper, “it will fade. Although I suspect the relationship between you, your girlfriend, and her...um, friend, may be quite a bit more intimate than it was previously. And now I really must get back to work.”

She sashayed out of the room at the same moment Lark came back in. The dark-eyed girl’s arms were filled with fabrics - after a second, I realized they were clothes. I’d gone so long without them I barely recognized them.

“Please follow me upstairs,” Lark said in a voice barely above a whisper. “Once we get you cleaned and dressed, I’ll show you to your rooms.”



4 - The Bath
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I may have been having the time of my life since crash-landing on the island, but one thing was for sure - I’d missed the hell out of a nice, hot bath.

The chamber Lark led us to was a massive bathroom with tiled floors and cold, cement walls. Three immense basins sat in the middle of the room, steam billowing from the hot water inside like it had been poured in only moments ago. It looked decadent, like something out of a sultan’s bathhouse, and sinking into my tub was pure heaven.

“I didn’t even realize I had so many fucking aches,” I sighed happily, leaning back and closing my eyes. What a treat.

Lark left us, but Lauren did not. Instead she took a seat by the wall, parking her cute ass on a bench as she watched us bathe. I wasn’t sure why she was still playing security guard, but for the moment I didn’t care. I scrubbed myself until my arms and legs were pink from the water, nearly hot enough to scald. It felt almost as good as sex.

Once I was done, I settled back and watched the other tubs. Chloe and Mona both had one to themselves, and from the looks on their faces they were in just as much rapture as I was at the prospect of a long, hot soak. As I watched, Chloe dunked her head beneath the water and came up squealing, her long hair flying back over her shoulders and spraying water all over the floor.

“I feel so pampered, Daddy,” Mona giggled, one perfect leg stretched out over the surface of the water. “I haven’t been this clean since the plane!”

“Yeah, this is nice,” Chloe agreed, wringing out her long blonde hair. “But it’s awful lonely...”

I put my arms behind my head and grinned. The tubs were huge, nearly the size of a hot tub each, and if the girls wanted to share...? Why the hell not?

“Get over here,” I suggested, sending a wave of water over the lid of my tub with my elbow. “I’ll wash your back - and anything else that needs cleaning.”

Chloe was halfway out of the tub when a curt voice stopped her. “Don’t do that.”

I jerked my head. It was Lauren, staring at us. She had one leg crossed over the other and a mean look on her face. “You heard me,” she added.

“Who asked you?” I said, leaning over the side of the tub. “Get your sweet little ass over here, babe.”

Chloe climbed out of the basin, soap suds covering her tanned thighs as her feet hit the ground. She screamed from the cold, leaving a trail of soapy footprints from her tub to mine as she hustled over so fast I worried she’d tip right over. She climbed in head-first, the water sloshing over the tub as she disappeared and popped up in front of me.

“Much better,” Chloe said with a grin. Suddenly she was everywhere - her hands were on my chest, under the water, sliding up my thighs. “God, it feels so good to just lay here with you, Master. You want to cuddle me?”

The sound of a splash hitting the concrete made both of us look up. Mona had just leapt out of her tub and was on her way over.

“I told you to stop,” Lauren hissed. Her arms were crossed beneath her breasts, and for the first time I wondered how uncomfortable she had to be fully-dressed in this steamy bathing chamber.

“Or you’ll do what, exactly?” I shot back, taking Mona’s hand to help her in. “We’re all adults here, Lauren - you don’t have any right to tell us what to do.”

I watched as she sat up a little straighter. “She told me to keep an eye on you,” she blurted - leaving no doubt as to who she was. “She doesn’t want the three of you indulging your ‘unnatural urges’ until you leave the island.”

Unnatural? Chloe had her hand around my cock, stroking it beneath the soapy water, and from where I stood there was nothing more natural in the whole fucking world.

“Then she can come down here and stop me,” I growled, that primal power rearing up inside of me. “These two are mine, and if I want to fuck them, I’m going to fuck their brains out. Do either of you girls have a problem with that?”

The wide-eyed looks of innocence they shot Lauren were enough to make any man laugh.

“Of course, Daddy,” Mona mewled, her hand joining Chloe’s beneath the water. “I need a good, hard fucking. And I can tell Chloe does, too!”

“The three of us are so good together,” my girlfriend added. “Lauren just doesn’t get it.”

“Or maybe she’s a little perv who gets off on watching,” Mona added with a giggle.

Lauren stood up. “You three are sick,” she said, her posture held as rigid as an iron girder.

It was hard for any of her insults to sting much when I had two gorgeous babes giving me a handjob right in front of her. “You know, maybe if you loosened up a little, you could get that stick out of your ass,” I told Lauren. “The Doctor said this ‘power’ or whatever it is is going to go away after we leave the island - so why not enjoy it while it lasts?”

She did want to join us - of that, I was suddenly sure. But she held herself back.

“That’s what she told you,” Lauren said with a jerk of her head. “But that’s not what she believes.”

It wasn’t what I believed, either. But I was rapidly losing the power to argue. Mona and Chloe shared a look, and a moment later Mona sank beneath the water, submerged completely. I didn’t understand what she was doing until I felt the warm water around my dick replaced with something even warmer. I groaned as Mona’s lips formed a tight seal around my shaft, her head bobbing like a cork under the water as she blew me. She did that for about thirty seconds until the lack of air got to her, surfaced, then winked at Chloe. As if some secret signal passed between them, Chloe dipped beneath the water and took over where she’d left off.

“I’m really busy,” I finally groaned, wrapping my fingers in Chloe’s hair as she deepthroated me. “Can we maybe argue about this shit later?”

Lauren scoffed, shaking her head. God, she looked so fucking hot. I wanted to rip those clothes off her with my teeth. I wanted to see if there was a natural redhead pussy inside those tight little jeans.

“I’m telling Dr. Argo,” she announced, walking towards the door.

I started to laugh. “You go on ahead and tell her,” I said, my voice husky with pleasure. “‘Doctor Argo! That guy you rescued has two girls going down on him! What should I dooooo?’”

I heard the door slam. The sound echoed through the chamber, but by then I’d already dismissed Lauren from my mind. She’d come around soon enough, and if she didn’t? I still had two gorgeous babes at my beck and call.

They took turns five or six times, dipping beneath the water to give me the best submerged blowjobs any guy could ask for. I could tell by the way they shot each other challenging little looks as they came back up that this was a competition - they were trying to be the one to make me shoot, to be the first one to come up with a mouth full of my load. I held back as best as I could, wanting to make it last, but eventually they had me right on the edge. When Chloe slipped a naughty hand around my balls and squeezed as she blew me, I couldn’t take anymore: suddenly I was grunting like a bull as waves of pleasure coursed through me, my cock throbbing in time with my heartbeat as I pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky seed into my girlfriend’s mouth.

Chloe came up with it dripping from her lips, a look of triumph plastered across her face. “I win!” she said, throwing both hands up in the air like she’d just won a marathon. “Come here and taste second place, bitch...”

In a flash the two girls were making out. Mona’s tongue shot into Chloe’s mouth, hungry to share my load. I was already back to full-mast just from watching them. As they broke the kiss, I grabbed Mona and spread her thighs, lowering her tight wet cunt onto the head of my dick.

“Chloe won the BJ, so you get to be first to get fucked,” I grunted, driving myself deep into her with one hard stroke.

The girls took turns bouncing up and down in my lap, riding me like there was no tomorrow. But as amazing as it all felt, the strangest thing started to happen as the three of us fucked: the room felt more and more distant. It was like I was watching myself from a long way off, viewing a movie from a theater shrouded in dark, dark mist...

She will betray you, a voice hissed in the back of my head. Ah. I had almost forgotten my elder god pal.

Who will? I asked, flexing mental muscles as I pumped my cock in and out of Mona’s cunt.

The woman! Kulili screeched. Evidently all women were alike to him - from the thoughts he put in my head about control and domination, I could understand where he got it from. She will not let you leave. And you MUST leave.

Relax, pal, I thought, yearning to go back into my own head. The expressions passing over Mona’s face as she came shuddering all over my dick were sexy as hell, but I couldn’t appreciate them properly from this weird, eldritch bubble. There’s a boat coming in three days to bring us home. We’re getting off of this rock.

No, Kulili insisted. She will betray you. She will not let my vessel consume the world.

Wait a sec. The world? I mean, that was kind of the tenor of the visions he’d filled my head with in that cave, but I kind of figured they were just a metaphor for ‘building a harem of lots of girls’.

You can’t seriously want me to conquer the whole world? I asked.

The response was a bolt of pleasure so perfect and sweet, I shot the biggest load of my life into Mona’s waiting womb. Nothing had ever felt so good - not anal, not a double blowjob, not my first sexual experience with Jodi Grace in the backseat of my parents’ shitty SUV. I cried out, tears running down my face as the impossible pleasure soared through me.

All will serve you, Kulili whispered, and I saw it. Every nation on Earth subjugated to my will. Every woman my whore. The whole human race with no higher purpose than the pleasure of their God. Me.

And standing behind me, Kulili. It sent a chill down my spine - but not the ‘I’m so afraid’ kind.

My explosion was apparently more than Chloe and Mona had anticipated. When I came back to myself, they were curled up next to me in the bath, babbling about how I was their Master and their Daddy and they were so happy they’d made me feel so good. The water had lost some of its heat, but their curves still felt amazing.

“Wow, Daddy, that was incredible,” Mona panted, her eyes shining.

“Yeah,” Chloe agreed. “I’ve never seen you so...unhinged like that before!”

I looked up at the ceiling and wondered what the hell I was doing on this island. I wanted what Kulili offered so badly. I wanted to be King. But part of me knew it was wrong. Was Lauren really right?

Either way, the questions could wait. I was as hungry as a fucking horse - and I couldn’t wait to eat something that wasn’t fruit for a change.



5 - The Dinner
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I’d had some pretty great meals in my life - but this had to be one of the best.

When Dr. Argo said she got “supplies” in from the mainland, I had no idea she meant that a four-star restaurant was part of the deal. A roast of prime rib with dipping sauces dominated the center of the table, along with freshly baked bread. Tiny slivers of tuna and salmon lay fanned out in a circle pattern, fastened to rice balls with seaweed strips. There was juice, and wine, and a smorgasbord of fresh fruits unlike anything we’d been able to find on the island.

If this was what the good doctor termed ‘simple’ fare, I wanted to see what she considered a fancy night out.

My mouth was watering as I sat down, and the three of us tucked in to our meals with abandon. Even Lauren ate, though not with the gusto or straight-up pleasure of Chloe or Mona. I swear, those girls could make anything look like oral sex.

At some point during our meal, I glanced up to see that Lark had arrived and taken a chair across from mine. She’d fixed a plate with a few tiny morsels and picked at them without much enthusiasm. Now that I didn’t look quite so much like a barbarian, I could engage her in a little conversation - and find out if my special powers might succeed with her where they’d failed with Dr. Argo.

“So,” I said after my third plate, refilling my goblet of wine. “How did you end up working for Dr. Argo?”

Lark looked up from her plate as if she hadn’t noticed the rest of us. “Hmm?”

“I mean, it’s kind of out of the way,” I said with a chuckle. “This place. And how did a big mansion like this end up in the middle of the jungle, anyway?”

“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” she said coyly, glancing around the table. “But I’m here for college credit.”

I nearly choked on my sashimi. “College credit?”

Lark nodded. “I’m working on a degree in anthropology,” she explained, as if taking classes on a mysterious island was the most natural thing in the world. “Assisting Dr. Argo provides me with over half the credits I need to earn my degree - at no extra cost to me.”

“Anything to pay for college, huh?” I asked, leaning back. It was plain as the nose on Lark’s face that she wasn’t telling me the whole story. And if I were still the same person I’d been when I crash landed onto this island, I might have cared about little things like that.

Instead, I was just biding time until I could rip Lark’s clothes off.

“Something like that,” she said with a smirk, returning to her meal. I watched her eat for a second, then decided to drop a bomb.

“So when did Dr. Argo tell you about Kulili?”

It had the effect I’d hoped for. Lark put down her spoon, her pale skin going even paler, and stared at me with her big, soft eyes. “Excuse me?”

“Lauren was with you for a while before she came and got us,” I said briskly, gesturing at my girls. “I’m assuming she told you that this is not how we looked when we got here. But even if you believed her crazy-ass story, you showed absolutely no surprise when a rugged alpha male bodybuilder and two big-breasted bimbos showed up on your doorstep. No offense, girls.”

Chloe giggled. “None taken, Master. I’m totally a dumb whore!”

“Me too!” Mona agreed.

“You weren’t surprised at all to see what the island did to us - which means you were expecting it.” I pushed my plate forward, leaning onto my elbows. “So why don’t you stop bullshitting me and explain what this Mansion is really for, Lark?”

Her mouth worked soundlessly for a few moments. Then she stood up, pushed her chair back underneath the table, and cleared her throat.

“Your rooms are right upstairs,” she informed us curtly. “You may retire there once you’re done with your meal.”

I was no longer hungry - I wanted answers. “Why is it that everyone in this damn place starts walking away when I ask questions?” I said sharply. With a stab of guilty pride, I watched Lark jump at my tone.

She looked down at her feet. For a moment, I was sure she wasn’t going to say anything; that she was just waiting for a good moment to bolt. Then she said in a voice just above a whisper:

“I don’t have the answers, Jason. Dr. Argo might. Now I really have to go...”

I watched her leave the room, my eyes glued to her fabulous ass. I was watching a lot of gorgeous female asses walk away lately - I hated it.

I stood up from the table angrily, not waiting for Chloe or Mona to follow me. “I’m going upstairs,” I announced to no one. “Maybe Dr. Argo will actually explain something to us tomorrow.”

Little did I know that I was going to get the answers I needed that very night. And that they were going to be so much more than I bargained for.



6 - The Guest Room
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I was pissed off. Maybe that’s why I was sleeping alone.

I lay in the middle of the king-sized bed in one of the Mansion’s guest chambers, staring up at the ceiling. The room was sparse but nicely apportioned, with a big couch on the opposite wall. Mona and Chloe were curled up together on that couch, snoozing quietly. For a time I watched them, silently fuming.

My erection tented the covers, throbbing for relief. For the first time in what felt like forever, I’d gone to bed without using either of the girls to satisfy my needs. It felt like torture; but I wanted it to hurt. I was angry, and frustrated, and somehow it felt right to make my body suffer the same fate as my mind.

It was obvious I wasn’t getting the whole story. Dr. Argo and Lark were terrible liars - probably because they hadn’t interacted with anyone from the outside world in months. They knew what was going on with this island, and they’d discovered some way to resist it’s transformative power. Maybe they were stationed here as a kind of safeguard - a pair of guardians to make sure the secret of this island never got out. Only then, why were they so eager to get us out of here?

Normally, my response to this kind of frustration would’ve been to toss Chloe over my lap, spank her ass raw then fuck her until she screamed. But fucking wasn’t the answer to all of my problems - only most of them. Something about this Mansion was keeping Dr. Argo and Lark safe. It kept them from dropping to their knees and serving me, worshipping me the same way my girlfriend and Mona did. And whatever they were doing, they’d gifted it to Lauren as well.

I needed to find out what was holding them back from me - and destroy it. Kulili demanded it.

Oh yeah. That weird, eldritch fucker never shut up. Just holding myself back with two sexy, fertile babes in the room was kind of a challenge. He kept rasping in the back of my mind, ranting about Dr. Argo and the island and how they’d never let ‘his vessel’ leave. By that, he meant me. I was getting tired of it. Having an alien god with a backchannel into my head was pretty cool when it filled me with thoughts of dominating and breeding thousands of young, absurdly attractive women all at once. It was less fun when I was trying to get some rest.

Just then, a tug at the covers caught my attention. I sat up, expecting Chloe or Mona to be there, but instead found myself looking into the dark eyes of Lark.

She was naked.

“What are you doing?” I whispered, shock showing on my face. Lark scrambled up onto the foot of the bed, crawling like a dog as she licked her lips.

“I had to see you,” she whimpered. She was wide-eyed with need, practically humming with erotic energy. It was like someone had thrown a switch inside of this girl. What the hell?

I glanced over her shoulder at where Chloe and Mona lay sleeping. “They’re right there,” I said, unable to think of anything else.

“So?”

Her breasts swayed back and forth as she crawled to me. God damn she had a nice set of tits. The rest of her wasn’t bad, either. In the dim light her pale skin looked even paler, and there was some tattoo in script running down one of her thighs. Some part of me disconnected from events wondered what it said, even as my balls deposited a fat burst of seed on the inside of my comforter.

“You didn’t seem very interested in this earlier,” I protested. But it was a weak protest. At the sight of Lark disrobed, all those primal urges I’d been repressing took control. I felt like a beast. Here was a woman I’d never fucked before, never pumped full of my cum - not virgin territory, certainly, but new to me. And she was offering herself to me - that was the most obvious thing in the world.

I couldn’t resist.

“I’ve been fighting so hard,” she babbled, pulling down the cover and sliding underneath. Her curves were cold against my flank, but warming rapidly. “I have no idea how Dr. Argo does it. Just the fucking sight of you makes me want to rip off my panties and drop right to my knees...”

The image of Lark on her knees flashed through my mind. Oh yeah. Fuck yeah I wanted to see that.

“Don’t send me away,” she begged. “Maybe...m-maybe if I fuck you, just once, I’ll be able to handle it better. Since I know what it’s like. Please?”

She gripped the covers tightly, wringing them like an addict going through withdrawal. Her thighs were soft and curvy, her ass perched in the air like an open invitation.

I wanted to break down Lark’s walls. I wanted her to worship me, the way Chloe and Mona did. The way I would make Lauren and Dr. Argo worship me. The way every woman would serve...

The trickle of primal energy became a flood. Suddenly I had no control of myself - it was like I was watching what came next on a screen. I grabbed Lark by the scruff of her neck and forced her between my thighs, tugging down the covers to reveal my mammoth cock standing straight up. She fought me for a second, then pressed her face against it, inhaling deeply. She shivered, and then a moan escaped her lips that I’d heard so many times since I came to this island, although never from her. Lark’s pretty cheeks went red as she buried herself against my balls, her naughty mouth licking and sucking.

She was cumming. I’d made her come just from being in the presence of my cock.

I leaned back and grabbed my cock by the base, forcing the swollen purple head between her lips. She took it greedily, taking me all the way to the hilt without a hint of resistance. I had no idea if Lark was a born cocksucker or it was something the island had done to her, but I didn’t really care. All that mattered was the tight seal of her lips around my throbbing shaft, the wetness of her inner throat and the impossibly sweet suction she produced as she gagged around my manhood. I’d had so many blowjobs since coming here, but something about the furtive pleasure of Lark worshipping me right in front of my sleeping harem really did it for me.

“That’s right, you little bitch. You have to earn your fuck.” My rough voice made her shiver as she sucked me. Her hand slid between her thighs, getting her freshly-shaved slit nice and ready for me whenever I decided I had to be inside of her. She stared up at me, keeping eye contact as she bobbed up and down on my cock with hard, needy sucks. It was a performance that put porn stars to shame.

Briefly I entertained the notion of nutting right down Lark’s throat, but the primal urge inside me wouldn’t have been satisfied with that. Breed her, the dark voice inside me insisted. Mark her soul. Make her yours...

As if someone else were controlling me, I tugged Lark off of my cock, grabbed her around the hips and slammed her down into the bed. I no longer gave a shit about who I woke up. Let Chloe and Mona watch. Let Lauren and Doctor Argo come running in - it would do them good to see how a real man fucked a wet, horny little bimbo.

With a savage grunt, I parted Lark’s thighs and entered her with one rough stroke. She came apart around me, as if she’d been waiting for this exact moment. The head of my cock hammered home, like an anvil on the forge, and it reverberated through her body as she came screaming all over my cock.

I could hear my girls stirring, but I was too far gone to stop. I pounded Lark into the bed, squeezing her big ass and her firm tits as I pumped my cock in and out of her. I wanted to know every inch of her - to own her body completely by the time I filled her with my seed. I didn’t have much time, either; holding myself back all night had left me on a hair-trigger, filled with a dark, primal need to erupt.

Then there were hands on my back, and my chest, and my girls were there.

To their credit, Chloe and Mona didn’t miss a beat. Mona bent down and started making out with Lark hot and heavy as I rammed her cunt, while Chloe pulled herself to close to me and started unleashing her dirty talk. I listened to both girls’ words of worship as I claimed Lark as my own, letting them tell me I was their God as I added another woman to my growing harem. Before long, they were begging me to bust inside of her soft, fertile cunt.

“Seed her, Daddy,” Mona whimpered, giving Lark’s ass a slap as she rose up and pressed her lips to my ear. “I want to see her face when you put your load inside of her and make her a mommy. Fuck, it’s going to be the sexiest thing in the entire fucking world...!”

I looked down at Lark as I brought myself to the peak. I wanted to see it in her eyes - the need. The love, the devotion.

It was all there. She was mine now, she belonged to me, and she begged me with her eyes to do exactly what I wanted inside of her.

I reached the peak and sailed right over. My scream echoed through the entire fucking Mansion as I came, as I filled every inch of Lark’s soft pink walls with my hot white cream. I used her like a whore, bred her like a broodmare, and in the instant of understanding that passed between us as I lost control I knew that she belonged to me.

Burst after burst of hot, sticky come erupted from my cock. Lark came again, helplessly, arching her back and whimpering my name as pleasure beyond anything she’d ever experienced burned her brain cells down to bimbo level. She would never be the same after my cock - literally. The thought made me smile.

I leaned back to savor my victory - and something tightened around my neck.

There were gasps of shock. I tried to turn, but something held me fast. Chloe and Mona fell to the side of the bed, unable to act. The thing around my neck tightened, then tightened again, the whole world going white. My hips jerked involuntarily and a final burst of come shot from me into Lark’s womb.

Lark. I looked down into her face, expecting to see the same ditzy, airheaded worship that Chloe and Mona gave me. Instead, there was something entirely different.

Triumph.

With a grunt, I forced myself backwards. I landed on the floor, on top of my assailant, but the cord around my throat didn’t slacken for an instant. I struggled and writhed with all of my strength - but strength was no good. I didn’t have the leverage - I’d been caught completely by surprise.

As I sank into the black, my last thought was that Kulili had been right. Dr. Argo had never intended for me to leave this island.
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I’m in serious trouble, I thought.

I woke up groggy, my whole body one big ache. For a few seconds I stared at the concrete floor I was laying on and wondered where I was - then the memory of a rope around my neck and my cock inside of Lark made cold sweat break out on my brow. Suddenly I was completely alert.

And trapped. That was painfully clear, too.

The room was bathed in fluorescent lights, as white and sterile as a laboratory. There was some kind of shielding all over the walls, crinkled up and spread everywhere like tinfoil. Other than a couple of computers on the far wall, the only furniture was my cage - a heavy box with iron bars on a riser in one corner. I had enough space to sit up, but not enough to stand or walk around. I was like a dog in a fucking kennel. My vision went red as I understood that this was intended to humiliate me, to bring me low.

With a start, I realized something else: the constant babble in the back of my head had stopped. I couldn’t hear Kulili - and that scared the hell out of me. Not that I liked having a half-mad elder god commanding me to fuck and breed every woman I saw, but suddenly not having access to that wellspring of power made me doubt all kinds of things. Like my ability to get the hell out of here.

“Ah, you’re awake. Good.”

A door on the opposite side of the room opened and I was looking into the face of Dr. Holland Argo, mistress of the Mansion. She looked suitably smug. She’d changed out of the simple outfit she’d been wearing when my harem and I arrived at her home; now she looked the part of a doctor. But even the white coat, pale slacks and thin gloves couldn’t hide the fact that she was a woman - that she had curves, had a pussy between her legs, and was capable of resisting it when it took control about as well as any other woman.

I had to hold onto that. In a snap of alpha-male judgement, I made that my goal: to bend Dr. Argo to my will. It was my only chance to get out of here.

“Sorry about the rough treatment,” Dr. Argo said breezily, taking a seat at her desk. “It was balanced with some pleasure, though, so I’m sure it all worked out. Did you enjoy Lark?”

Thoughts of Dr. Argo’s gorgeous, gothic assistant flashed through my mind. She’d been so willing, so pliable, so utterly fucking turned on by my powers that I’d been convinced she belonged to me. It had all been a trap - some kind of ruse the two of them had agreed on ahead of time. I might have gotten to own and use Lark’s body as a dominant, powerful alpha male, but the whole time it was me who was getting played.

I cleared my throat. My neck still hurt; I massaged it with a hand until I felt ready to speak.

“Where are the girls?” I asked. “I can’t imagine they just let you knock me out and throw me in this cage.”

Dr. Argo smirked. I wanted to slap that smug little look right off her face - but I was powerless to do so. “No, of course not,” she said, fingers working at the keyboard. She was trying to humiliate me even further by working while talking to me - I was determined to not let it get to me. “Your girls are being restrained as well, although their accommodations are a bit less confining than yours.” She grinned at me over her shoulder. “I locked them in their rooms.”

Good to know. “So what is this?” I grunted. “You get jealous of your assistant? Decide you wanted me all to yourself?”

Dr. Argo laughed. “Hardly. You may find this difficult to believe, but even a beast like you has no power to make my pussy wet. Only women have that privilege.” She rose from her chair, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “Doesn’t Lark have just the most amazing little mouth?”

Pieces clicked together in my head. “That’s why she’s here. She’s not your assistant - she’s your whore.”

“Slave, actually.” Dr. Argo shrugged, like admitting to owning a slave was the most natural thing in the world. Although, on this island, maybe that wasn’t so crazy.

“Slave,” I corrected, the word practically a grunt. “Still a whore.”

Dr. Argo took a step closer, leaning down so that I could see the cleavage poking out of her top. That’s right, I thought. Come a little closer.

Then she smirked. “Did you think you were the only one with access to Kulili’s power?”

That brought me up short. My shock must have shown on my face, because she started to laugh.

“That’s right,” she purred. “I’m well acquainted with our...mutual friend. He’s quite the chatterbox, isn’t he?” She glanced around the room, taking in the paneling on the walls. “Fortunately he can’t reach us in here. I built this room to shut him up every now and then - I had no idea it would be so useful in storing corrupted prisoners.”

“Corrupted?”

Dr. Argo made a pained expression. “Yes. I’m not surprised he jumped to you. He greatly prefers male vessels.” She snorted and rolled her eyes. “What a chauvinist. All-powerful elder god wants to control the world, but can’t stand to take a few cocks along the way.”

I shook my head. My vision started to blur. “I don’t understand any of this,” I said. “What...what the fuck?”

For a few seconds, Dr. Argo just looked at me. Then something inside of her seemed to give just a tiny bit. She turned away, grabbed her chair and dragged it over to the cage. I couldn’t help but notice that she sat down just out of reach.

“You poor thing,” she said in a patronizing tone. “You’re so confused. Don’t worry, I’ll explain everything.”

Then she did.
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“I first came to this island nearly ten years ago,” Dr. Argo told me. Her eyes grew cloudy, and though she was still looking in my direction I could tell she was staring right through me, watching something inside her own head that had happened long ago. “It feels like a fucking lifetime.”

She brushed an imaginary piece of dust off her shoulder and continued.

“I was traveling with a survey team,” she explained. “At the time it was thought that this island might be a good candidate for offshore drilling platforms - a ‘home base’ for a Pacific mining operation, something like that. They wanted us to map the interior, see if there was anything valuable there. I was the operation’s medical doctor. And there was something valuable on this island, but not in any way they’d anticipated.”

“Kulili,” I said through gritted teeth. “You found him.”

Dr. Argo glanced up at me as if she didn’t appreciate the interruption. “The meteorite that brought Kulili to our planet, yes. I assume what happened next wasn’t much different than what happened with you and your survivor group - we stopped thinking, we all got horny, and the expedition turned into a fuck-fest. There was only one difference between my group and yours, Jason. I’m sure you can guess what it was.”

I could. “Women,” I growled. “You were all women.”

“Not a penis in the bunch,” Dr. Argo said, her voice thick with irony. “Poor Kulili. When he discovered we were the females of our species he flew into a rage. When he was done having his extraterrestrial tantrum, I was the only member of the expedition left alive.”

The words hit me like a punch in the gut. “Jesus,” I said, feeling sorry for her. “That’s awful.”

She shrugged, as if it were an old wound and she didn’t want to risk reopening it. “I’ve often wondered why Kulili spared me. It took me the longest time to realize - it was because he’s lonely. Without me, he’d be the only presence left on the island, for god only knows how long.”

Stranded alone on this island with Kulili in your brain. I tried to imagine what the aftermath of the plane crash would have been like with me the only survivor and shuddered. It was a horrible fate.

“So after that, Kulili realized I was his only hope to get off this island and conquer the world,” Dr. Argo said briskly. “He decided to grant me his power - as much as it pained him. I turned around and used his power to draw people here, to control and command them. They built me this Mansion-”

“Wait, wait a second,” I said, holding up a hand. “You’re saying you could reach people outside the island? That’s impossible - I can’t do that.”

“You don’t have Kulili’s power,” she whispered, her eyes darkening. “Believe me, if he ever handed you the keys to his full glory, you’d know. May I continue now, or do you have more interruptions?”

I bit my tongue and listened.

“Unfortunately, all this did was enrage Kulili further. You see, I only brought women to the island. Women builders, women surveyors - women to build the Mansion and its security system. It strained our relationship to the breaking point. Until one day, someone arrived who snapped it completely. Because, you see, I’d finally met someone who didn’t want to leave.”

“Lark,” I said, my eyes widening.

“Yes, Lark. I...”

Dr. Argo looked down at her hands, suddenly guilty.

“I changed her,” she admitted. “I didn’t even mean to do it. I was just so lonely. I hadn’t had a woman in months at this point, and I’d been watching them come and go. All those gorgeous beauties, and me with the power to make them do anything I wanted with just a command...”

I nodded. “Between you and me,” I said, leaning forward, “I don’t blame you one bit. It’s too much temptation. And there’s no way I could have made it a week on this island alone.”

“Thank you,” she said, sniffing. “I appreciate that.”

I gave her a moment to regain her composure, then she continued her story.

“I made Lark into the perfect woman for me,” she said. “Before I knew it, I was madly in love with her.”

Perfect woman...? “Wait a sec,” I said with a smirk, rattling the bars. “You mean she wasn’t always a goth girl?”

To my surprise, Dr. Argo actually laughed. “Oh, heavens no,” she said, slapping her thigh. “She was the bubbliest little co-ed you’d ever seen. Rather like your girlfriend, in fact.”

I wanted to tell her that Chloe had been nothing like that before the crash, but thought better of it.

“Anyway, that was the straw that broke Kulili’s back. He doesn’t have a back, but you know what I mean. After that he withdrew nearly all of his power, leaving me with only a few tricks up my sleeve. I stayed here with Lark, had the island wiped off of maps, and vowed to become the custodian of the island - to ensure that Kulili never rode a man’s body out of here and used it to conquer the world. Everything was going perfectly until you and you friends showed up.”

I sat there for a long minute, digesting all of this. If I hadn’t seen the cave with my own eyes, hadn’t touched Kulili’s idol and invited him into my head, I would have thought the whole thing was crazy. But I had proof. Hell, I was the proof.

“Is...” I swallowed hard. “Is there any way to reverse it? To make it so that I’m no longer Kulili’s ‘vessel’?”

Dr. Argo shook her head. “I’m sorry. There isn’t. Now you understand, Jason, why you can’t leave. Yes?”

As much as I hated to admit it...she was right. The things I’d done with Kulili’s influence inside of me, they had been fun - and felt amazing. But if he got free of this island, I would totally lose control. I’d become a tyrant, a monster from space enslaving all of humanity. Dr. Argo and I might not have seen eye-to-eye on much, but we agreed on that.

“Yeah,” I said, muttering. “Yeah. Well hell, this island is pretty much paradise, right? Sun, food, the beach - I’ve got everything I fucking need. Why ever leave?”

Dr. Argo watched me evenly. I could see there was something she wasn’t telling me. “What?”

“The boat is coming,” she said, changing the subject so drastically that I didn’t understand. “In two days.”

I shrugged. “I thought you made the boat up.”

“No, I didn’t. A very attractive young boat captain makes her way to the island once a month, bringing food and supplies. You can’t be on that boat when it comes, Jason.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

There was a long pause. “Your friends can’t be on it, either.”

I cocked my head. “Huh?”

“No one can leave this island, Jason. No one can even know it exists. That’s why I have to do this. I’m very, very sorry.”

“Wait, what are you talking about?” I slid away from the bars, half-expecting her to pull out a gun or something crazy. “I already told you, I agree with you! There’s no way I’m leaving this island-”

But she wasn’t pulling anything out. Instead, she pushed a little button on the side of the chair, opening her intercom.

“Alright,” she told Lark. “I’m ready. Bring in the prisoner.”



3 - The Cellmate
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I don’t know what I expected. Chloe or Mona, maybe - a gift from Dr. Argo to keep me company.

Instead the door opened a crack and a woman was shoved into the room. Lauren.

“Let me go!” The fiery redheaded was struggling in Lark’s grip, but it was evidently clear which of the two was stronger. “You can’t do this to me, you...you bitch! You fucking cunt!”

“Put her in the cage with the vessel,” Dr. Argo said blandly. My blood ran cold when she called me the vessel - as if she could sever all thought of my humanity by erasing my name. It told me bad things were about to happen.

“No! No, please, not him! I fought so hard against him! You promised...”

The cage was opened for a brief moment. By the time I had the thought to try anything, it was closed and locked. With Lauren inside, the cramped confines got even tighter. She pressed her curvy body against the opposite side of the cage, trying to put as much distance between the two of us as possible. A high, animal whine left her throat as she writhed against the bars.

“Argo, what the hell is this? I thought Lauren was on your side!”

Apparently that was no longer the case. Dr. Argo clucked her tongue as she watched Lauren writhe, shaking her head. “Calm down, you ninny. This room is psychically locked.”

“Fuck you!” Lauren sprang at her, hitting the bars so hard it nearly shook the cage from its riser. Why hadn’t I thought of that? “You betrayed me, you fucking asshole!”

Dr. Argo sighed and turned away. “I never lied to you, Lauren. You were just so afraid that Jason would turn you into a bimbo that you never looked closely at the deal I was offering. No one leaves this island.”

Lauren sagged against the bars. All the strength seemed to leave her body. “I...I thought we were friends,” she whispered.

Dr. Argo shook her head - and something very old and sad entered her eyes.

“Ask Jason if it’s possible to have ‘friends’ with a power like this,” she said in a voice barely above a whisper. “The two of you should have plenty of time to bury the hatchet now. I’ll have Lark bring you dinner soon.”

“No, wait!” A sob tore its way from Lauren’s throat. “Come back here, you bitch-!”

But Dr. Argo was already gone.

“Dammit!” Lauren placed her head in the space between the bars and began to cry. I sat and watched her, wishing there was some way I could give her the privacy she clearly needed. For a few minutes, it was like she’d forgotten I was there - then she turned around, her face a mask of rage.

“Calm down,” I commanded, raising both my hands to show I meant no harm. “She’s telling the truth - Kulili can’t get to me here. I’m...I’m me again.”

Lauren looked up at the ceiling as she wrung her hands. “Kulili. Fuck, I thought Dr. Argo was bullshitting me with all that. You sure you’re not evil?”

“Well, if I was, I sure as hell wouldn’t tell you.”

She sighed. “Guess not.” Her angry expression collapsed. “We’re so fucked, Jason. To think I actually trusted Holland. Kulili’s not the only monster on this fucking island...”

I shook the bars a bit, testing their strength. From the way they held, there was no chance of using my strength to get free. Damn it.

“Why’d she turn on you?” I asked. “I thought you and her and Lark were all working together or something.”

She blew a lock of her hair upward. “As if. Lark’s just her fucking...puppet or something. She strung me along, telling me I could get out of here if I just brought her you. ‘Bring me the vessel and get a one-way ticket on my boat’, she said.”

“It was all bullshit?”

“All bullshit.” She crossed her arms over her belly. “I spent so much time running away from you, Jason. The pull...the urge to go back to camp and throw myself at your feet, to worship you...it was so fucking strong. And after all that, it turned out that was exactly what Dr. Argo wanted to do to me. Fucking brilliant, Lauren.”

Something clicked in the back of my mind. “Wait. She wanted to do what to you?”

Lauren pulled a face. “Brainwash me. Duh. Turn me into a bimbo, just like Chloe and Mona. Why do you look like you’re about to burst a vein in your head, Jason?”

My vision went red. That fucking cunt.

“She’s not letting them go, is she?” Suddenly I understood. “Chloe, and Mona - she’s taking them. Changing them into her little thick goth girlfriends just like Lark. She’s not letting them leave the island - she’s never going to let me see them again! She only threw you in here because you can fucking resist her somehow...!”

Somehow, Lauren actually looked sympathetic. “Her power isn’t as strong as yours,” she said. “It...it wasn’t as hard to keep from giving in. I should have known not to trust anyone on this island.” She paused for a moment, watching me with those eyes. “I really thought she told you all this before throwing me in here, Jason. For what it’s worth - I’m sorry you’re losing Chloe.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re sorry?”

Amazingly, she nodded. “Those two didn’t deserve to be transformed into your fuck puppets. That was wrong. But Chloe is your girlfriend. She...she should have been brought back to normal. Both of you should. We all ought to be on that boat tomorrow, agreeing never to talk about any of this again.”

There wasn’t anything I could say to that. I lay back against the bars for a while, stewing things over. I could hardly see straight from the frustration. I could just picture Dr. Argo using her powers on my harem, on my girls, bending them to her will while I sat in here.

Finally, I sighed and looked down at my hands. “You’re right.”

Lauren sat up a little straighter. “I am?”

“What I did was...wrong,” I admitted. It felt like I had to drag the words out of myself, kicking and screaming, but I made the effort. “I shouldn’t have given into Kulili. I should have fought, the way you did. Maybe...maybe Chloe would have been alright, if she agreed to it - but I should have stopped there. Been happy with what I had. I’m the reason we’re trapped here, Lauren. It’s my fault.”

She watched me evenly for a long moment, the wheels turning inside her head. “You mean that?”

Huh? “Yeah, of course I do,” I protested. “I-”

“Shut up,” she snapped. Her tone grew more excited as she spoke, like she was coming to a decision. “If you got out of here, you wouldn’t use your power to transform me? You’d want all of us to leave, to forget this ever happened?”

It was a test. And just like that, I realized the implications. She has a way out of here, I thought.

I had to be very careful how I answered.

“Yes,” I agreed, trying to sound eager, but not too eager. “You and Mona, definitely, at least. I might hold onto Chloe until we were back in civilization, but...yeah. I’d be good.”

“You’d stop Dr. Argo? You’d get us to that fucking boat, no matter what?”

“Of course!”

“Promise me,” she hissed, leaning forward. “Promise me on your fucking life, Jason, that you’ll get all of us onto that boat.”

With all the sincerity I could muster, I looked into her eyes. “I promise.”

She held my gaze for a moment, then groaned and looked away. “Shit,” she whimpered. “This is so fucked. But you’re my only hope, Jason...”

She’d chosen ‘yes’. I knew it. Hope flared in my chest.

“Your only hope of what?”

A flicker of a smile flashed across Lauren’s face. She reached into her jacket and brought something out of it, holding it in her fist. Slowly, she opened it as I watched.

“Of getting out of here,” she said excitedly.

Clutched in her hand was her trusty silver lighter.



4 - The Escape
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“You bitch,” I said, my eyes widening. “You managed to keep it?”

Now that she’d apparently decided to trust me, Lauren’s grin widened. “Of course. I have my ways, honey.”

My head felt light. We had a chance. It was slim, to be sure, but I was certain that if I could get out of this chamber and get back my powers, I could overcome Dr. Argo. She was weaker than me - she wasn’t favored by Kulili the way I was. I was his vessel, and he’d probably cackle from the bottom of whatever eldritch cave he waited in as he watched me break that haughty, bitch of a doctor.

Unless Kulili decided he no longer liked the new me.

Lauren crawled over to the front of the cage, her miniskirt hugging her upper thighs and sliding up the tanned skin. There was a simple padlock on the door, rusty with disuse. She grinned as she tested the lighter against it, as if already imagining the flame heating the iron until it could be twisted free.

She looked over her shoulder, doubt clouding her features. “You’re not going to screw me, are you, Jason?”

“No ma’am,” I told her. In that moment, I meant it. “Literally or figuratively.”

She snorted. “Fuck, I hope not. I’m really sticking my neck out for you. Okay, here’s the plan. We get this cage open, you get your powers back, then you follow me. I know where Dr. Argo’s bedchambers are - that’s where she’ll have taken Chloe, Mona and Lark. No doubt she’s already in the middle of brainwashing them, so there’s no time to waste. We grab them, fry Dr. Argo’s brain to a pile of much with Kulili’s powers, then head to the docks to wait for the boat. You got all that?”

“Basically just follow you and do whatever you say,” I responded with a snicker. “Yeah, I can do that.”

“Good rule of thumb,” she murmured, flicking the lighter on. The flame wrapped around both sides of the padlock, lapping at it like a pair of tongues. Slowly the metal grew pink, then red with heat. My heart thudded in my chest as I watched. Would it weaken the padlock enough to break?

“Come over here,” she said, scooting to the side. “On three, grab the lock and tug it down with everything you’ve got. One, two...”

Three, I thought, grabbing the metal in both hands. I jerked sharply downward, praying the lock would break.

It didn’t - but it bent.

“Yes!” Lauren’s cry of triumph was barely above a whisper. “Do it again!”

I grabbed it again, then again. On the third tug, the lock broke entirely and landed on the ground with a clang. The door swung open, and we were free.

“Fuck yes! That was some smooth work.” Lauren rose to her full height as she raced for the door. It wasn’t locked, and the knob turned easily. “The bedchambers are this way - we just need to...”

She trailed off. The door was open about a foot as she froze, looking over her shoulder at me. An expression of pure terror filled her face.

She could feel Kulili entering me. And I could feel it, too.
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Holy shit, I thought, groaning with pleasure. That feels so fucking good...

The Mansion, Lauren, the escape - all of it faded away. Kulili was back: he was inside me, filling me with primal, masculine power. I bathed in his presence.

Domination. Control. Ownership. All of it flooded my veins like the purest drug on Earth. And in an instant, I knew - I couldn’t hold onto control. To tell the truth, I didn’t really want to. What I did want in that moment was simple: there was a gorgeous, busty MILF sitting in front of me with an unfucked pussy and an unbred womb. Those were two mistakes I wanted very, very badly to correct.

Lauren’s mouth opened wide in surprise and shock. “Oh no,” she gasped. “No, fuck, Jason - you’ve got to fight it...”

I grabbed her. I could feel her arousal - it was a tangible, physical thing, like a fire inside of her chest. My cock swelled in my boxers, tenting my pants as I ground it between her thighs. With one swift movement - I was so strong now, primally strong - I tore off her shirt, manhandling the soft flesh of her tits.

“Jason, no! You promised...uh...ahhh...”

Her protests didn’t stop, but now there was pleasure in them. It cut through her cries, turning her words into lies. Her nipples stiffened under my palms. I could smell her cunt as it boiled over, gushing with a flood of juice. In an instant she stopped fighting me, then her body moved of its own accord, rocking against mine as she gave over control. She looked like she couldn’t believe what was happening - like she was shocked at how quickly her mind had been betrayed by her body.

I dragged her back into the room, slamming the door behind me. “Mine,” I growled, pumping the word full of all of my power. She landed on the floor on her knees, looking up at me from a posture of pure, unabashed submission. Her mouth widened into a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as endorphins flooded her veins.

“No,” she groaned, sounding like an addict in the middle of a fix. “Got to...got to fight...”

It sounded like she needed a little more pushing to go over the edge. Good, I thought with a smirk. I could do that.

I leaned over her and tugged down her pants, treating her as roughly as a whore I’d bought and paid for. One hand slid between her thighs, even as she shook her head and tears sprang to her eyes. She let out a whimper as my fingers found her clit - then came apart completely when I slid inside of her.

“Much better,” I grunted. The walls of her cunt were everything I could have hoped for: oven-warm, dripping with honey and oh-so-tight. It would feel perfect to slide my massive godcock inside of her, to split her open until all those thoughts of rebellion and escape came swimming out. My thumb worked furiously at her clit as two fingers stabbed inside of her, milking every drop of her resistance away.

There was a tiny voice in the back of my head screaming that this was wrong - but that voice was fading, fast. In its place was the chant I knew so well, the constant babble of Kulili’s power. I wanted this - I wanted to fuck and own Lauren, just like I wanted to own every woman who dared resist the ultimate, masculine God.

I pulled my fingers from Lauren’s cunt, dripping with juice. Frustration clouded her features; she looked up at me with a whimper at being denied the sweet, sweet pleasure I could bring her. Then my hands went to my belt and she understood.

“Fuck, Jason,” she mewled, hanging onto the old Lauren by her fingertips. “It doesn’t have to be this way. Once we’re on the boat, I...I’ll do anything you want...”

“You’ll do what I want now,” I grunted, silencing her. I could tell she wanted to protest, but was too turned on to stop herself. She bit her lip and moaned, cowed by the sheer command in my words. Once I fucked her, she would belong to me - body and soul.

God, it was so easy to use her! It was nothing for me to pick her up by her hips, to part her thighs and reveal the sopping wet cunt between her legs. That’s all she’s good for, a dark voice whispered in the back of my head.

“You fought this so hard,” I said, barely aware of the words leaving my lips. The head of my cock nestled in Lauren’s folds, the tip grinding against her clit and driving her mad with desire. “You tried so hard to deny what you are - a woman. A weak, horny little woman controlled by her cunt.”

She shook her head. It was the only protest she was capable of. Her eyes were filled with mingled need and horror, as if she weren’t sure whether to beg me to stop or to fuck her hard.

“Say it,” I commanded. Both hands squeezed her hips for leverage - once she succumbed, I was going to fuck the shit out of this girl. “Tell me what you are.”

“I...I...no,” she whimpered. “No, no, it’s not true...”

I thrust an inch inside of her, her walls stretching around the tip of my cock. It was like I’d hit her with a bolt of lighting: she cried out with pure animal lust, arching her back to try and slam her hips down on my shaft. She was desperate to get me inside of her.

“Say it!” I commanded, sounding like a fucking caveman.

“I...I’m a weak little woman!” She covered her eyes with her forearm, blushing with embarrassment. “I’m controlled by my cunt - I need your cock so bad! I’ll do anything for it, anything-”

All she had to do was take it.

With one savage, primal thrust, I rammed myself as hard as I possibly could inside of her. Lauren’s psyche shattered like a plate-glass window as she felt my massive god-cock stretch her for the first time. It turned her inside out, ripping away every shred of the willful, independent woman she’d been. As she screamed my name, an instant climax tearing through her body, I knew it was more than just pleasure coursing through her mind - this was the new her, being born.

Her cunt clenched down on me hard as she came, growing even snugger. I couldn’t believe how fucking tight she was for an older woman - she could even give Chloe and Mona’s transformed bimbo cunts a run for their money. That made me think of how much better fucking Lauren would be after she transformed, and I grinned anew.

I went slow. Now that she was under my power, there was no need to rush.

I pummelled her cunt with long, slow strokes, savoring the tightness and wetness of her cunt. The head of my cock hammered her g-spot, sending her over the edge again and again as she helplessly came her brains out all over my dick. She shuddered and sobbed as I pounded her into the floor, my balls slapping against her opening as I drove into it hard enough to throw sparks.

“You were worth waiting for,” I groaned, my free hand traveling back up to her tits. She really was. How was I supposed to know that of the three women who’d survived the crash with me, it was actually the redheaded MILF who fucked the best?

It felt so good, it took me a while to realize what Lauren was saying. She’d started babbling as I fucked her, and as I listened to the torrent coming out of her mouth, I got even harder.

“Yes Master please fuck me harder please fuck me deeper God you’re my God keep fucking me...”

That was exactly what I wanted to hear. A surge of pure energy burned in my chest, powering me up as I pumped my cock in and out of Lauren’s cunt. She was mine, she belonged to me, and I was going to use every inch of her body to get myself off.

I grabbed her tit hard enough to bruise. “Bigger,” I commanded.

With a gasp of pleasure, Lauren arched her back - and started to change. Her already large breasts expanded in my palm, until I was staring down at a pair of mammoth bimbo mammaries perfect for sucking and fucking. I lowered my head into her chest, licking and sucking as I fucked her harder.

Lauren had lost control - but I had, too. I was hardly even a thinking being anymore - just an animal. Thoughts of domination and control consumed me, filling my mind as my cock started to swell and twitch inside of Lauren. They flashed through my mind in rapid succession as I neared climax - pictures of me, controlling an entire palace’s worth of naked, dripping wet beauties. Of owning the world, of turning every human being with a cunt and a pair of tits into my worshipper. Of bringing Kulili’s dominion to every corner of the Earth...!

Lauren pulled me in tight, welcoming me right into the entrance of her womb. “Breed me,” she begged. “Please, God - please give me the honor of taking your load...!”

I couldn’t have stopped that honor if I wanted to. One good, hard thrust between Lauren’s walls was all it took. An instant later I started to spurt, and a wave of pleasure ripped away my mind.

I could have been escaping. I could have been making my way to the docks, getting off of this fucking island. But there was no longer any need.

As I poured myself into Lauren, binding her as my bimbo servant forever, I realized I had already won. And this was my island now.



6 - The Showdown
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Lauren had been right that I’d find Dr. Argo in her bedchamber.

Searching the entire Mansion was an unappealing prospect, but almost as soon as I’d left the prison the sound of moaning carried through the walls. I followed it upstairs, making my way from hallway to hallway as it steadily grew louder. Finally, I reached what had to be her bedroom: a richly apportioned space off of one of the main wings of the Mansion. I peered into the doorway, standing in the shadows, content for the moment to see what Dr. Argo was doing. Had Lauren been right? Was Argo turning my girlfriend and Mona into her goth bimbo slaves, the same as she’d done to Lark?

It only took a second of watching to confirm the worst.

Dr. Argo lay at the head of the bed, her lab coat open to reveal her pale, firm breasts. There were two women at her sides, one at each tit - with a start, I realized that they were Chloe and Mona. My girls. She had my harem pleasuring her.

That meant that the pale, dark-haired woman between her legs could only be Lark. Dr. Argo’s assistant was on her stomach between her Mistress’ legs, her tongue lapping at her clit while she pumped two fingers in and out of her tight, throbbing cunt. I knew the look on Dr. Argo’s face well - it was the look I had when I was enjoying the thrill of new blood in my harem; of breaking in new girls.

This was her first time with them - I knew it instinctively. My vision went red as I watched her writhe and moan, getting off with my women.

As I watched, Dr. Argo turned and began stroking Chloe’s long blonde hair. “Good girl,” she purred, licking her lips. “Your old Master trained you well. But girls are just so much more fun, aren’t they?”

I watched with mounting anger as Chloe - my girlfriend - let go of Dr. Argo’s nipple with a wet pop and grinned up at her. “Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered, her tone making it crystal-clear how much pleasure she was taking just from being in Dr. Argo’s presence. “You’re so beautiful. You’re a Goddess. My Goddess.”

“Our Goddess!” Lark added, working her chin on Dr. Argo’s clit as she smiled up at her. “We live to serve you, Queen...”

This has gone far enough, I thought, slamming the door open. It smashed into the opposite wall as I entered the room, four pairs of eyes suddenly fixed on me.

“You,” Dr. Argo groaned, her thighs tightening around Lark’s head even as her eyes widened in shock. “Where’s Lauren?”

Lauren? I was kind of surprised she gave a damn about her, to be honest. “Lauren’s mine now,” I said, putting my hands on my hips and smirking. “And now, so are you.”

I reached out with my power, moving on pure instinct. I wanted Dr. Argo so bad I could taste her, couldn’t wait to feel her heels digging into my back as she begged for me to go deeper...

Zap!

It was like sticking my finger in a bug zapper. Only instead of a finger, my whole brain got electrified. I winced, losing my balance for a moment as I recovered. What the hell was that?

Dr. Argo sat up in bed, shooing Lark away. “Bad boy,” she growled, opening the bedside drawer. “You shouldn’t touch what doesn’t belong to you...”

She was right. So I decided to grab what did.

It was the easiest thing in the world to bring Chloe and Mona back under my control; I wasn’t even conscious of the process. One second they were clinging to Dr. Argo, frightened of this beast in their midst, and the next they were wondering which of them the beast would like to fuck first if they both offered their sweet, tight little pussies to him.

I don’t think Dr. Argo expected her own slaves to turn on her that fast.

“What are you doing? Let me go!” She writhed, struggling to get free as Chloe and Mona grabbed her arms tight. Between her legs, Lark looked up in confusion - a puppet with its strings momentarily cut.

“I might not be able to grab hold of your mind, but there’s nothing keeping your body safe,” I said, grinning down at the good doctor. “It’s three against two, and I don’t think any of you hold a candle to me...”

I crawled onto the foot of the bed, already savoring this. Dr. Argo was helpless, powerless to resist me as I worked my potent masculine magic on her brain. Soon enough, she’d be begging on her knees to be bred by my potent seed.

But suddenly, she wasn’t helpless at all.

“I said let me go!” she shrieked - something dark and deep entering her voice. It sounded like there was a second person speaking in time with her - someone who wasn’t human.

I was still processing this when a burst of pure energy sent us all sprawling to the floor. I ended up in a tangle of female bodies - the kind of situation I’d normally love to be in, but not here - and when I looked up, I beheld something beautiful and terrible.

Dr. Argo was floating. Her hair held forth in waves in front of her face, her arms outstretched like she was offering the universe a hug. A grin spread across her face that on any other person would have been horrible, but on her it was gorgeous. Because she was gorgeous.

There was something inside of her - just like there was something inside of me. And it was transforming her body, burning her from the inside out.

“Goddess...” Lark whimpered from the floor. She looked like she wanted to start bowing and scraping before the new, transformed Dr. Argo. The really scary thing was, there was a part of me that wanted to do the same.

Because it was true - she was a Goddess.

“You,” she said, pointing right at me. A chill shot down my spine, and for an instant, the Kulili voice in my head shut right the hell up. “Vessel.”

“Turns out we’re both vessels, I guess,” I said, getting to my feet. The last thing I wanted was for her to strike me while I was down. “What the hell have you done, Dr. Argo?”

“I didn’t tell you everything that happened on this island,” she purred, shooting me a look that was both regal and fuck-me-now all at once. Looking at her, I felt something I hadn’t experienced since the plane crash - weakness. It scared the hell out of me.

“After Kulili left me,” Dr. Argo said, laughing, “I did what any other spurned ex-lover would do: hunt for someone to hook up with who’d make the bastard good and jealous. And, as it turns out, he’s not the only bastard God on this island!”

Evil! Kulili shrieked.

“What are you?” I asked, aghast.

Dr. Argo’s feet touched the ground. For a second, she almost looked like a regular human being again.

“I’m the Goddess of this island,” she said, her voice sex and smoke. “And now I’m going to fuck Kulili right out of your body.”

Before I could move a muscle, she sprang at me.



7 - The Goddess
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She was on top of me. Holy shit, she was on top of me. Dr. Argo was on top of me and the Goddess was inside of her and she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life...

I tried, and failed, to get a grip. Rising was impossible; whatever primal sexual force inhabited Dr. Argo’s body made her thighs as strong as iron girders. She had me pinned, helpless beneath her. And the most Kulili reared up in me, the stronger she grew...

It was like she was perverting all my thoughts. The more primal I got, the more angry, the more she liked it. The more she reached into my mind and showed me how helpless I was - powerless before the ultimate feminine Goddess. In a flash my pants were gone, her dripping cunt running up and down my shaft to tease me mercilessly, and I was lost.

I could hear Kulili screaming in rage somewhere in my head. But he was drowned out by the need, the utter sheet-clawing slam-you-against-the-wall need to be inside Dr. Argo’s heavenly, blessed cunt.

“That’s such a good boy,” Argo taunted, letting me feel how warm and wet she was without allowing an inch of my cock inside her. “There can only be one ruler of this island. And this pussy is just too good to resist...”

She was right. I was grunting like an animal; unable to help myself. Despite all my efforts, I felt my lips starting to form words. “Please...”

“Please what, Jason? Not so big and bad anymore, are you? Not so ‘in control’ when the pussy decides to claw back, right?”

“Please fuck me,” I whispered, giving in. God damn it, I didn’t want this - but I had no choice. “Please put it in...”

“Ha ha ha!” Dr. Argo grinned down at me, laughing in my face. “‘Just the tip’? Is that really what you’re asking me, Jason?” She leaned down and started kissing my chest, adding so much pleasure to the motions of her hips that I nearly came apart. “I’ll give you better than that.”

She grabbed the base of my cock. I whimpered, shuddering with relief as she guided the swollen purple head into her dripping folds. “Not so fast,” she purred, rocking backwards on her heels. “You have to beg.”

Beg? I couldn’t beg. Everything inside of me screamed not to debase myself that way.

“Come onnnn,” Dr. Argo squealed, her voice rising into a bimbo falsetto. “Just give in. It’ll feel so much better that way...”

I grit my teeth. Instead of doing what she wanted, I reached deep down within. Towards the wellspring of primal male energy Kulili had given me. I touched everything that longed to penetrate, to dominate and control the feminine, gathered it up inside of me and sent it out in a wave of force right at Dr. Argo, attacking her with everything I had. I didn’t know how I did it.

It wasn’t enough.

Dr. Argo rocked back on her heels as our two powers clashed - but it was clear in moments which was stronger. I was fading, and she was triumphant.

“I guess you’re going to go down swinging,” she said, a touch of sadness in her voice. “Well then, swing away, I suppose...”

If I could just get inside of her, I could take back control. I focused everything on ramming my cock home, but her hand around the base was like a ten-ton slab of rock. I couldn’t budge an inch. Sweat beaded on my forehead as I thrust again and again, trying to break free of her control and substitute my own.

It was hopeless. I was finished.

Something red bloomed on the side of Dr. Argo’s head, and she staggered sideways.

Her face was replaced with Lark’s, standing behind her. She clutched something in her hand - after a moment, I recognized it as Lauren’s silver lighter. That god damn lighter.

“You...you took me,” Lark murmured, like someone half-asleep. “You fucking bitch...”

Having to direct all her powers at defeating me left Dr. Argo with nothing to control Lark. The slave snapped out of it, if only for a brief instant, and struck back against the Mistress who’d imprisoned her here.

In the instant before Dr. Argo regained control of her senses, I rammed my thick cock balls-deep inside of her and exploded.

She screamed as I came, thick jets of ropey semen coating her inner walls. It might not have been the most built-up or longest lasting orgasms I’d ever had, but considering the circumstances it was by far the most satisfying. Triumph coursed through my veins as I spurted over and over again, filling Dr. Argo with more than enough seed to transform her into my bimbo slave.

Argo scrambled off of me, landing on the floor on her ass. She stared down in horror at her freshly-fucked pussy as my load dripped out of her. Time seemed to slow down.

“Oh no,” she groaned. “No no no nononono...”

Her fingers slid into her snatch, trying desperately to scoop out my load. But it was far too late. Her eyes went glassy as the seed’s power hit her bloodstream, her fingers slowing.

“No,” she whimpered. Her fingers stopped scooping and started to rub. “Oh...oh...!”

A blissful look settled on Dr. Argo’s face. Her hand became a blur, and suddenly she was coming. Her cunt clenched down on my load, sucking it deeper inside of her as a flood of juice poured from her cunt.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh fuck yes, Master, your cum feels so amazing inside of me. I love having your load in my cunt...!”

It was done. I’d won. And it wasn’t just Dr. Argo laying there, slain - it was the Goddess herself. The most tempting, fuckable woman I’d ever seen.

I climbed on top of her, parting her thighs with my knee.

“I’m so sorry, Master,” she whimpered, tears streaming down her face. “I’m so sorry I tried to fight you. I can’t believe I ever thought I could fight you - imagine that, a silly girl like me! Please forgive me, Master, please - I’ll be such a good girl for you from now on...”

“I know you will,” I grunted, putting my cock right inside of her where it belonged. She melted against me as I plunged deep into her cunt, fucking my load all the way into her womb. “You’re going to make such a nice Mommy. Can you feel that load working its way inside you? Breeding you?”

“Yesssss,” she mewled, making it sound like a religious experience. “Thank you, Master. I want to be swollen with your babies all the time! I want you to dress me up and fuck me like a whore - I don’t ever want to make a single decision for myself ever again!”

“You won’t,” I grunted, losing myself for a second time inside of her. It was so thrilling to shoot inside of Dr. Argo’s cunt - like violating something holy. I couldn’t wait to fuck her in the ass once she was pregnant.

When I was finally done pumping three or four loads into Dr. Argo, I rolled over and looked at the rest of the room. What I saw made my heart skip a beat.

Chloe, Mona and Lark were all next to each other. On their knees. Waiting for me.

“We love you, Master,” Chloe said, clasping her hands beneath her chin and beaming at me.

“Tell us how we can serve you, Daddy,” Mona chimed in, licking her lips with pure lust.

“I belong to you now,” Lark whispered, pursing her pouty lips. “No more pretending - I want to be your possession. Your fucktoy. Your puppet. It makes me wetter than anything on Earth...”

I stood there and surveyed my kingdom. Every living person on this island served me utterly. My every desire, my every sexual fantasy - they lived to make them happen, just for me.

Inside my head, Kulili had gone silent. There was no need for him to talk anymore. No need at all.

Grinning, I looked out to the wider world. And wanted more.



Epilogue: The Rescue
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I heard the boat before I saw it.

The sound of a motor carried over the waves, barely perceptible at first but slowly rising. After several minutes of waiting, I could spy a dark silhouette on the horizon, coming closer. I raised my hand as it got within visual distance, my girls all doing the same without needing to be told.

We were all smiles.

The boat pulled up to the dock, and a middle-aged woman stepped out clutching a rope. She made a big show of tying the boat off to the dock, not even showing surprise that there were three new people waiting for her monthly shipment. She wasn’t much to look at, but that didn’t matter - I could change that in an instant.

I could change anything I wanted.

“Got some new friends?” The woman leaned forward to peer at me - her eyesight must have been crap - and squinted at Chloe and Mona. “Where’ve you been hiding them?”

It only took a moment. I lifted my hand, exercised my will, and the woman changed. Where a worn-down, middle-aged woman had been standing moments ago was a smiling, fresh-faced co-ed, her body just barely on the legal side of eighteen. Long blonde hair ran down her back, all the way to her ass in its tight thong bikini. Her clothes had fallen right off, no longer suited to her frame.

She looked down at the new her and gasped. Her cheeks reddened, her eyes shining with delight. She was tanned and covered in sweat and salt, like she’d been lounging on the island for months.

“Oh my gawd,” the girl groaned. “Th-thank you, Master! It’s so wonderful to meet you...”

She fell to her knees. “That’s not necessary,” I told her, stepping past her onto the deck of the boat. Of my boat. From now on, whenever I entered a car, a boat, or a house, it would just become mine - no matter who’s it had been. Everything I touched now, I owned.

“I hope I didn’t blast all your knowledge of sailing out of your head?” I asked, looking over the engine.

“Oh, no sir!” With that grin, she looked like a sexy little sailor babe ready to go travel the world in her craft - just the two of us. It was a sweet, romantic notion, and maybe the old me would have considered it. Instead, I motioned for the other girls to climb aboard.

“It’s going to be a tight squeeze,” I said, sitting down on deck with a grin, “but I’m sure you won’t mind.”

Chloe, and Mona, and Dr. Argo and Lark - all of them climbed into my lap, or snuggled next to me. They offered themselves without even thinking, bending low to show off their breasts or spreading their legs to present their pussies and asses - it was just the nature of things now.

“All aboard,” the girl said with a giggle, taking the wheel. “Although - I guess you’re the Captain now, Sir. Yeah, I think that would totally rock. Where to?”

I looked out at the ocean. There was a whole world out there, ready to conquer. No one could stop me now - not with the Goddess subdued. I was Kulili’s vessel, and his primal male power was going to cover the world before I was done.

But first, I wanted to cover this new girl with a couple loads. That would be fun, too.

I pointed at the horizon. “Take us home,” I said roughly, giving her ass a squeeze. “And once you get us on course, it’s time to show you your new God’s cock...”

She looked like she couldn’t wait - and neither could I.

Get ready, world. I’m coming.
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If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?






Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses

When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 

––––––––
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Return of The Magic Glasses

When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses

With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses

Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 






Cheat Code

Cheat Code: Volume One

Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 






Roommate Control

Roommate Control: A Novel

For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 






Roommate Corruption

Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella

Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 

––––––––
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Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 






The Demon Prince

Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One

Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 






Free Use Bimbos

Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series

The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 






The Corrupter

The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy

Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  






About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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