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A hot preview…

She bit her lip, looking to one side. "I...um..." She sucked in a deep breath and let out. "I left your father."

I looked at her in shock. "You...left Dad?"

"Yes. I just...I needed more, and you were the only one who could give it to me." She reached under the booth and rubbed my cock, which was already getting hard in my pants.

"Do you know what I mean?"

I looked at her in surprise.  "You mean...?"

She gazed deeply into my eyes.  "Yes, Evan.  I want you to fuck me.  I want you to make me your bitch."

Revenge: Owning the Queen 4

Evan did what he needed to do: made the deal with Sean, got things going on the perfume front. Now, he would soon have an empire where beautiful women would take one whiff, become submissive sex bimbos, and the world would be happy.

Men could take control again. Men like him: power-hungry, dark, deviant men who had twisted ideas about how society should be run.

But what if there was a way to make it so I didn't need the perfume anymore? he wondered. He looked in the mirror, seeing his reflection - he had changed, he thought. He looked...angrier, more sadistic. This perfume had given him power, and that power was corrupting him.

Instead of refusing, he was leaning into it.

It was all because of Charlotte, of course. Charlotte and her sexy, big tits, her pretty face, her attempt to ensnare him. Revenge was the best name for this perfume I could have thought of. He wouldn't just take revenge on her - he'd take revenge on everyone who had ever wronged him.

Starting with Queen Bridget.

She was nicknamed "the Queen" because in college,she had been the most beautiful girl in the school.  She was a gorgeous, petite blonde cheerleader with a smile that could kill.  

She had the kind of body that was as lean as a gymnast, and she walked with this confident, powerful strut.  Evan had never talked to her, ever.  She was one of those girls who you always saw on the sidelines, never at the center of things.  If a party was going wrong, she'd be there to fix it.  If some girl got drunk and needed help getting to her room, Bridget was there.  She was the kind of girl who was so good at her job that she had become a pro at it.  She knew how to fix things.  She was smart and she had this regal, commanding presence -  she would have made a great queen, if royalty was real.

But she had never even noticed him.

Then, as she had graduated and moved out into the world, Bridget had become head of a business empire that had crushed Evan's company into the dirt.

Charlotte was just a pawn; Bridget was the real prize. The real queen.

Evan would get his revenge on her... He would make her his chief pet. He wouldn't totally mindwipe her - it would be pointless. Her mind was her greatest asset.

No, instead he would dominate and control her first... then, he would keep her as his personal 'assistant'.

He found Bridget's estate easily enough. Evan parked his car a short distance away from Bridget's house.

When he first saw it, he felt a powerful twinge of envy. The house was half-castle, half-mansion. It was three stories high, and the two towers on the front of the house looked like something out of the renaissance.

He could see the lights on in the top floor of the house, so he moved closer to investigate. He found a window that was open, and he quietly crawled into the house.

The first thing he saw was Bridget's bedroom, which had been decorated in luxurious lilac fabrics and wallpaper with cherubs printed on it. He noticed that one of the doors led to a bathroom and his heart began to race - he knew what he wanted.

Evan stepped inside and peered into the bathroom, his eyes widening with surprise when he saw what awaited him - there, in the middle of a steaming bubblebath full of lavender oil, was Bridget herself. She was completely naked, her breasts barely covered by a layer of bubbles and foam. She wore a blindfold as she relaxed in blissful ignorance of Evan's presence. He felt his dick harden.

Her beautiful blonde hair was splayed out around the bathtub behind her. He snuck in closer, removing the perfume from his pocket, and spritzed some into the air.

The perfume immediately affected her, and she started to moan softly as she moved her hand down her body. She was already aroused, but as the scent began to drift around the room, it seemed to act like an aphrodisiac that enhanced her pleasure even further. She closed her eyes and lifted one of her legs out of the water, allowing the bubbles to trickle down onto her soft skin. Her breathing became heavier and more labored as she started to masturbate in the bathtub, gripping the sides of it tightly until she was trembling with pleasure. Evan watched from a distance, mesmerized by her beauty and desire. He knew that soon he would make Bridget his own.

He felt a surge of power racing through his veins as he watched her succumb to his desires. He took a few steps closer and began to stroke his cock, unable to take his eyes off of her and the pleasure she was experiencing. His dick swelled with desire as he watched her writhe in ecstasy.

Finally, he could take it no more. He went to her, gently holding her chin, as he placed his dick in her mouth and she began sucking of her own will. Her tongue swirled around the head of his penis as she sucked him deep into her throat. The sensations were overwhelming and Evan moaned out loud, gripping tightly on to the sides of the bathtub for support.

He started to thrust in and out from her mouth, harder now with each passing moment as he felt himself getting closer to orgasm.

Bridget's hands were now gripping onto the sides of his body as she continued to suck him off.

"That's a good girl," he said, grunting as he thrust into her mouth. "You like sucking dick?"

"Mhm," she moaned, continuing to suck him off.  He knew she could feel his cock twitching inside of her mouth.

He grunted and held her head, feeling his load boiling up inside his balls. He knew he was gonna blow... and soon.

Watching Bridget take his semen into her throat was intensely erotic. He shot and shoot, thick loads of cream filling her sexy mouth, and her lips were wrapped around his dick so tightly that she was milking every drop of his cum out of him.  She kept sucking him after he came, and he watched with satisfaction as she swallowed his load.

She pulled away, gasping for breath.  She looked at him, a mixture of uncertainty and lust in her eyes.

"Do you know who I am?" Evan asked her.

"You're my master," Bridget said.  "I've...wanted you for a long time."

Evan smirked.

"And what do you want me to do to you?"

"Anything you want," she said, purring her words out in a sultry, sexy voice.

"Good girl," he said, pulling her out of the bathtub.  They got out and he threw her onto the bed, holding her down on the lilac sheets as he leaned down over her.  "You know, I've dreamed about making you my property for a long time, Bridget."

She gazed up at him with pure love, desire, admiration, worship.

He bent down and kissed her, and she put her arms around him, welcoming him into her body.

He took his hard cock and pressed it between her thighs, spreading her tight, wet walls. She gasped as he stretched her open, moaning with pleasure as he slid his dick up into her pussy and began to thrust.

He gripped her ass in his hands and slapped it hard, then got on top of her and started to plow her tight, young pussy with his hard cock.  She screamed out in pleasure as he started to fuck her, and she wrapped her arms around around his neck as she held him in a passionate kiss.

Evan gripped her hard and fucked her harder, and he felt her whimper in pleasure as he fucked her. Her moans grew louder and louder, and she screamed as she tumbled over the edge of the orgasm, shaking and quivering in pleasure and lust and he could feel her pussy squeezing his dick as her sweet juices flowed around his thrusting penis.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and he fucked her faster, his balls slapping against her ass.  He could feel her tighten up against his dick as she started to come again.

"Oh, yes! Master! Fuck me hard, make me cum on your hard dick!"

Evan pumped his load into her, his dick twitching as she moaned and trembled beneath him.  He groaned loudly as he came.  He was panting as he shot his load deep into her tight, wet pussy.  His body shook, and he fell on top of her, holding her in a deep, passionate kiss as he lay there for a long moment, catching his breath.  

He felt a surge of lust and passion as he tasted her, and he couldn't stop kissing her.  He finally pulled away and lay beside her on the bed, gazing at her with adoration.  He caressed her soft skin.  She reached up to his face and stroked his cheek with her soft hand, looking at him with the same kind of affection.

Evan felt his cock tingling again and he started to get hard.  She could feel his dick growing inside of her.  Her eyes widened and she smiled up at him.

"You ready, baby? You ready for more?"

"Please fuck me, master!"

"You're gonna get all you can take, baby. I'm gonna fuck your pussy so hard you're gonna forget your name."

He started to thrust in and out of her, his cock getting harder and harder with each passing moment.  She started to moan louder and louder as he thrust into her, a look of intense pleasure on her face.  He could feel her pussy tightening around his cock.  She was gonna cum again, and soon.  He felt himself getting closer and closer to orgasm, and before he knew it, he was about to blow.  He gripped her tight and began to thrust into her pussy faster and faster as she moaned and shook beneath him.

"Master! I'm cumming! Your cock is making me cum again...ohhh, it's so good!"

He reached up and held her big breasts, sucking them passionately, and he felt her pussy twitching against his throbbing cock.  He gripped her tight as he began to shoot his load.  He groaned and moaned with pleasure as he came, his balls tightening up against his body, and then he finally let out a deep groan of satisfaction as he filled her up a second time.  Wave after wave of pleasure washed over his body as he felt his cock throbbing inside of her.

"Mmmm..." she moaned, slowly coming down from the orgasm.  He was still inside of her and he could feel his dick twitching, shooting his cum deep inside of her pussy.  She gripped him tightly and held him, caressing his chest.

Evan slowly pulled out and looked at her.  He could see the glistening cream oozing out of her pussy.  She was beautiful.  There was a look of serenity on her face, and even...happiness. Fulfillment.

"Tell me, my sweet Bridget...is this what you wanted?"

"Yes," she sighed, gazing at him with adoration. "This is what I always wanted, Sir. A strong, powerful, dominant man to control me... to make everything so easy..."

"Of course it is."

He grinned at her.  He knew that he could keep on fucking her all night.  He'd fuck her as many times as she could take. He leaned in and gave her a long kiss.  She took his face in her hands and kissed him back, their tongues twirling around each other.

****

When Even woke up a couple hours later, Bridget was still soundly asleep. He looked down her body, seeing his creampie dripping out of her used pussy. He smiled and ran his hands up and down her body.  Bridget was a good fuck.  She was certainly his, and that made him feel good.  He leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

Evan stood up and walked over to the closet, where he'd hung his clothes.  He grabbed a towel and cleaned himself up.  He had given her everything she'd wanted.  He'd made her cum twice, and he'd filled her up with his hot seed.

He checked his phone messages, and saw that one was from his stepmother Vicki.

"Baby ...we need to talk... can you meet me at our favorite cafe downtown?" 

****

Evan's POV

After I got ready, I drove downtown to meet her. She was waiting for me, looking fucking sexy as hell, wearing a tight little white summer dress that showed off her amazing, supple tits, and a pair of heels that I knew drove men crazy.

We sat down in a private booth and ordered some coffee.  

"So what's up?" I asked her. "I saw that you'd called."

"I've been thinking...and I wanna talk about us."

"Oh?"

She bit her lip, looking to one side. "I...um..." She sucked in a deep breath and let out. "I left your father."

I looked at her in shock. "You...left Dad?"

"Yes. I just...I needed more, and you were the only one who could give it to me." She reached under the booth and rubbed my cock, which was already getting hard in my pants.

"Do you know what I mean?"

I looked at her in surprise.  "You mean...?"

She gazed deeply into my eyes.  "Yes, Evan.  I want you to fuck me.  I want you to make me your bitch."

"Are you sure?"

She nodded.  "Yes.  I'm sure. I want you to fuck me, and I want to suck your cock, and I want you to fuck my ass real hard. I want you to fill me up, make me pregnant.  I want you to teach me everything you know.  I want you to be my new Daddy.  I want to be your bitch, Master."

My jaw dropped.  This was the last thing I expected, but it was the best. Had the perfume done this?

"Of course, Mom. I'll do that, gladly."

We kissed, and I took her back to the house. Carrying her upstairs to the bed, I slowly undressed her, like I was unwrapping a prize. She was mine, finally - completely...

She lay there, panting, her big tits rising and falling.  My cock was already rock hard. It was time to fuck her.

"Please, Master.  Please, I need it!  I need your hard cock inside of me.  I want you to put a baby in me!"

I knelt over her, rubbing my cock to make sure it was hard.  Like magic, it began to get even harder.  I was so fucking turned on at the thought of owning my stepmother.  She was mine now.  I was going to fuck her senseless, to fill her up with my cum.  I'd put a baby in her, and she'd be mine forever.  

I began to rub my cock against her pussy. She groaned and grunted as I penetrated her, and reached out to grip the sheets.  I could tell that she was getting off on this - being fucked by her son - and that made my dick pulse.

I could feel her pussy pulsating around my hard shaft.

"Mmmm... ohhh, Master...ohhhh, fuck me...fuck me, Daddy."

I thrust in and out of her, and I felt her shudder and moan beneath me.  She was mine.  She would do whatever I told her to do.  I gripped her big tits and gave them a squeeze, and then I leaned down to suck on them.

I bit them, too, which made her groan.  I squeezed her nipples, and she moaned louder, her pussy twitching around my cock.  She was cumming, and I was thrusting in and out of her pussy like a madman.

I reached down to finger her clit.  She cried out as she came, her pussy clamped down on my cock.  I knew that she was going to cum again.

"Ooooohhh...ohhh, yes, baby...oh, your cock feels so good inside of me...your cock is so good to me...ohhhhh, Daddy!"

I groaned as I felt her cumming around me, and I could feel my cum beginning to boil inside of me.  I drew back and rammed myself in deep, and I held her tight as I began to cum, filling her pussy with my hot load.

"Yes, baby!" she said, gasping in pleasure, her wet, sloppy cunt squeezing me tight. "Fill mommy up, give me that thick, hot load! Get me pregnant, honey!"

She groaned and bucked against me, her second orgasm approaching.  I could feel her pussy tightening, clenching around my hard shaft.  I could tell that she was about to cum, and I thrust into her harder.  She gasped and moaned.  She was cumming.

We kept fucking, her body shuddering in pleasure, until I couldn't hold back any more.  I gripped her and thrust into her pussy one final time, filling her up with a second load. I could feel my semen bursting forth into her womb, filling her completely, impregnating her.

She moaned and cried out, and I could feel her pussy pulsating against my cock, sucking the cum out of my balls.

She gasped, coming down from the orgasm, and looked at me.  "Mmmm...that was wonderful, Master..."

We kissed passionately, my mother's lips meeting mine in a fervent lock. As I gazed into her eyes, I saw the same complete worship I had seen in Bridget's - something so total, so submissive...

I felt godlike.

I knew, now I could control every woman in the town...in the nation...on the planet...this perfume was so much more than just a sex drug.

It was the recipe to breeding my entire spawn. To impregnating every beautiful babe I pleased.

Vicki kissed me, worshipfully looking into my eyes. "My son...my master."

"That's right mom. I am your master."

I stood before her, and she kissed my throbbing dick, her lips lovingly trailing over my shaft.

This was power.
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