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    The Magic Pill: The Complete Series



   





 

    Ruling My Wife



   






 

    “Can I blow you? Please?” 

      

    My eyes widened in disbelief as my wife Anna sunk to her knees before me, locking eyes with me as she begged to suck my cock. Her hands trembled as she worked at my belt, her face naked with lust as she pulled my slacks down. 

      

    “I know, I know, I told you I don’t do that,” she said quickly, pulling down my zipper. “I just really feel like I need to – oh fuck that’s huge...” 

      

    Her eyes widened to the size of saucers as my cock sprang free. It throbbed with need, a fat drop of precum beading at the tip as it grazed her cheek. Not long ago, Anna would have recoiled at the feeling of my come on her face – would have told me that she wasn’t the kind of girl who did dirty things like that. Yet here she was. 

      

    “It is,” I said, taking it in my fist. I let it rest oh so gently against her lips and watched with pride as her eyes rolled back in her head. She inhaled deeply, drunk on my scent, trembling as she bit her lip and flashed her best fuck-me look. 

      

    “I want it. God help me, I want to put it in my mouth. All I can think about is how good your cock would feel between my lips, sliding down my throat. I want you to put your fingers in my hair and force me down on it, make me take it all like a good girl...” 

      

    I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d changed. Anna had gone from a demure prude to a cock-thirsty slut, and it was all because of me. Because of my special new pills. 

      

    My lips moved, and it felt like I was watching myself speak. Like this was some filthy porno I was watching. The words I was about to say didn’t belong to me – they were from someone more confident, more dominant, someone who used a woman the way he wanted, when he wanted. 

      

    “Beg me for it,” I growled. “Beg for my cock like a good little skank...” 

      

    In all of our years of marriage, Anna had never looked hotter to me than that moment. She looked up, her pretty face just beneath the throbbing mass of my cock as she spoke. 

      

    “Please let me blow you, Sir. Please let me take your big, hard cock into my mouth. I want to lick it, suck it, feel you thrust hard into my mouth as I drive you wild.” She gripped my cock and gave it a good, hard stroke, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her wedding ring contrasted with the sensitive skin. 

      

    “I want you to come in my mouth, Sir. I want to swallow it.” 

      

    I am the luckiest man in the world, I thought, guiding the head of my cock between Anna’s perfect lips. And to think, all of this had happened because of one ad… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I can’t really blame anyone but myself. 

      

    It’s not like Anna didn’t warn me. I don’t do that was what she’d told me on our third date when I’d casually brought up the idea of swapping oral sex. That’s dirty, she’d protested later once we moved in together and I’d started asking for blowjobs. And it wasn’t like she didn’t make up for it in other ways: she was a demon in the sack, enthusiastic and adventurous when it came to trying new things – as long as those things didn’t involve putting anything in her mouth. 

      

    Most of the time, things were pretty great and I was able to forget about it. But every now and then, there’s just nothing any red-blooded guy wants more than watching his girl crawling towards him on all fours, staring up at him with that special submissive look as she takes his cock all the way down her throat. The way her lips wrap around the shaft as she slides up and down with that incredible friction, letting him grab her hair and go deeper as he grunts and throbs and finally spurts burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down her throat. That feeling was something I longed for, needed to feel like a real man. I needed head, and Anna wasn’t providing it. 

      

    Well, okay, technically Anna made one exception to her no-blowjobs rule: my birthday. One day an entire year, she’d bend her own rule and put me in her mouth, giving me competent but unenthusiastic head. Somehow it was even worse than not getting it all: that little ray of light reminded me that Anna was perfectly capable of going down on me and could be totally amazing at if if she didn’t find it so disgusting. It was a huge blow to my manhood, and over time it just ate away at me more and more. 

      

    That was how I found myself a few weeks before said birthday, stroking myself off while Anna was out of the house. I was watching blowjob porn, of course: on the screen, two gorgeous women knelt on either side of a man’s huge, throbbing member, treating it like it was the most important thing in the world. 

      

    I wish Anna would do that, I thought, working my hand faster as the video approached the big finish. Fuck, that friend of hers would look so good sucking me off alongside her... 

      

    I closed my eyes, listening to the sound of women moaning and whimpering over a cock, pretending it was mine. My cock started to twitch and spurt in my hand and then I was coming, burst after burst of seed spraying from the tip into my open palm. I cried out at the pleasure, picturing my load splashing all over Anna’s gorgeous face – imagining her totally into it, lapping it up, worshiping my cock the way I deserved. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, I wiped up with a towel. The two girls winked at the camera, sharing the man’s thick load between their pouty lips. I was just about to close the window and forget my fantasy when a box to the left of the screen caught my eye. 

      

    I don’t know why I paid any attention to it. Like everyone, I’ve seen thousands of terrible pop-up ads when surfing the internet, and I could count the number of times I’d actually clicked on one with one hand. But there was something...I don’t know, compelling about this one. 

      

    Want her on her knees? It asked in a bold red font. Get AlphaBoost! 

      

    Underneath of it, a tiny cartoon looped. It showed a guy downing a pill with a ‘man’ symbol etched into it, then two women with huge breasts and asses sank to their knees on either side of him, treating him just like the girls in my video. As the scene looped back to the beginning, another line popped up, superimposed on the screen: 

      

    Your come will make her cum! 

      

    I don’t know why I clicked it. Knowing what I know now, I think maybe there was something guiding my hand, pushing me to fulfill my fantasy. It took me to an order page, and it turned out that a five-pill starter kit cost just a few dollars less than I had on an old gift card I’d gotten for Christmas. 

      

    I can order this without Anna finding out, I thought, entering my details. I’m sure it won’t work, but hell – what do I have to lose? 

      

    As soon as I clicked the “Order Now” button, it was like the spell was broken. I felt like a total idiot – if I had used an actual credit card to order, I know I would’ve canceled it. But the order had been placed, and all I could do was wait. 

      

    Fortunately for me, the pills showed up on my day off. A week later I came back from some errands to find a plain brown box waiting on the doorstep, the words AlphaBoost and my address written on the label. 

      

    Not very big, I thought, picking the box up and shaking it. Something rattled inside – the pills, probably. They’re probably poison, I told myself. Some kind of runoff from a Chinese factory – full of lead, asbestos and cyanide… 

      

    And yet once I was inside, I found myself tearing that box open. I can’t explain it, other than not getting a blowjob in a year can do crazy things to a man. Inside was a small bottle of pills, so similar to a normal prescription bottle I could hide it easily in the medicine cabinet behind the regular stuff. I scanned one of the pills through the tinted plastic – it looked just like the ad. Oblong, with one of those male zodiac symbols on the side. It seemed beyond belief that you could just buy drugs through the internet with no quality control or testing – who knew what these might do? 

      

    If the pills themselves left me feeling uneasy, the instructional pamphlet that had been stuffed in the box was ten times stranger. 

      

    Congratulations on your purchase of AlphaBoost, the revolutionary male supplement that turbocharges your seed! Soon you will experience the thrill of having women fighting for your attention, begging for you to ejaculate inside of their mouths, and worshiping you like the stud you were always meant to be! 

      

    “I cannot believe I paid actual money for this,” I murmured, scanning the page. No way this was for real. 

      

    INSTRUCTIONS: Take one (1) pill first thing in the morning. For the next twenty-four (24) hours, enjoy as Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AlphaBoost serum makes YOUR serum absolutely irresistible! Any woman who tastes even a drop of your masculine juices will become utterly addicted to them – no matter what! 

      

    NOTE: The ALPHABOOST effect will continue in any affected subjects after your dose wears off – but in order to attract NEW subjects, a re-dose will be required. Always use Dr. Memsertainment products responsibly! 

      

    It sounded insane. For one day, my come would be some kind of magical ambrosia that enslaved the opposite sex? And it would last forever? 

      

    “Nothing on Earth can do that,” I muttered, putting the pill bottle in the back of the medicine cabinet. I crumpled up the instructions and threw them away, angry at myself for wasting money I could have spent on a video game. 

      

    I had no idea how those five little pills were going to change my life forever. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    The morning of my birthday dawned just like any other. I was off work, Anna wasn’t, and after she got off we had plans to meet at our favorite restaurant. I went through my morning routine like normal, showering and shaving, until a thought occurred to me as I brushed my teeth… 

      

    I stared at the mirror. Slowly, I put down my toothbrush and opened the medicine cabinet. The little bottle of pills was still there – Anna hadn’t found them and tossed them out. 

      

    “I shouldn’t risk it,” I said, looking down at the bottle. And yet...the instructions said the effects lasted for twenty-four hours, and tonight was the one night a year I was certain that Anna would taste my come… 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, I’d twisted the bottle cap off and slid one of the pills into my mouth. It happened fast, like ripping off a band-aid: before I could think about it I’d swallowed, chasing it with a handful of water. 

      

    “Down the hatch,” I said, giggling at my own reflection. I stared at myself for a few moments, as if expecting my skin to change color or another eye to sprout out of the back of my head. Nothing happened. Just like I’m sure nothing’s going to happen to Anna, I thought. 

      

    After a moment, I studied my reflection more seriously. Did I really want that to happen? I tried to imagine what it would be like: to have a wife who was addicted to giving me oral sex, who loved nothing more than to drop to her knees and suck me off with a crook of my finger. Would that change any other part of her personality? Other than this one issue, I loved my wife – she was funny, smart, vivacious, everything I wanted. She was almost perfect. 

      

    “Hell, why settle for almost,” I said with a chuckle. “Isn’t the pursuit of perfection what life is all about?” 

      

    And in my boxers, my cock perked up at the thought of Anna’s lips around it. Yeah, an Anna who liked giving blowjobs sounded pretty fucking great. 

      

    Our dinner date was spectacular: romantic and intimate, like we were a pair of newlyweds instead a couple that had been married for four years. That had never been a problem for Anna and me. Afterwards we went dancing, and got home late. For a little bit I thought maybe I’d taken that pill for nothing, that my wife was just going to pass out after her long day, but right after I crawled into bed she excused herself to the bathroom and came back wearing a tight nightie, with nothing on underneath. Her every curve was visible through the thin, opaque fabric, putting her luscious body on display for me. 

      

    “You like it?” She did a little twirl, giggling at the way my eyes went wide at the sight of her. 

      

    “Love it,” I said, sitting up on my elbows. “You’re so beautiful, Anna. I’m lucky as hell to have married you.” 

      

    She smiled, crawling across the bed on all fours. “Happy birthday, baby,” she whispered, leaning over me and planting a kiss on my lips. “You, um...you want your present?” 

      

    Oh yes, I did. More than anything. “Please,” I whispered, gripping her ass and giving it a gentle squeeze. 

      

    “Alright,” she said with a lopsided smile. “Just because it’s your birthday – you know I don’t do this dirty stuff all the time.” 

      

    “I know,” I said, burning with need. “I’m...I’m happy you’re willing to do it for me...” 

      

    I wasn’t happy. I wanted more – I wanted this every night, not once a year. The anger burned in me as her lips moved down to my neck, planted a trail of kisses down my chest as she headed towards that place she only put her lips once a year. 

      

    I want her to WANT it, I thought, eyes closing for a moment in frustration. God, let those fucking pills work… 

      

    Then Anna pulled down my boxers, and all my other thoughts vanished. She ran a finger down the side of my shaft, making it throb, and frowned at the fat bead of precum that dribbled from the tip. 

      

    “Looks like you’re all wet,” she said flatly. I bit back angry words as she grabbed the waistband of my boxers and used them to clean off the head of my cock, until every trace of my seed was gone. I’d wanted her to lick it up, to tell me how good I taste as she teased me with her tongue… 

      

    Once her mouth got on me though, all was bliss. I think Anna could tell how much I’d been turned off by her cleaning, because the blowjob she gave me was a little bit better than usual. She locked eyes with me, keeping eye contact as she worked her mouth up and down the first few inches of my shaft, stroking the bottom in time with her lips. I wanted her to go deeper, wanted to grab the back of her head and force my cock in until I bottomed out inside her throat...but that would have ended everything, and made her mad at me for weeks. 

      

    “Are you enjoying it?” Anna’s mouth left my cock with a wet pop, her hand stroking my length. “You think you’re about to come?” 

      

    “I’m close,” I whispered. Fuck, I wanted it so bad… 

      

    “You’ll let me know when, right?” Her eyes narrowed. “Before you do it?” 

      

    God, how I hated that. I wanted to feel myself explode inside of her mouth, to feel that warm wet suction treating me perfectly as I blew my load inside of her. I nodded, eyes heavy with lust as she watched me. 

      

    “Uh huh, I’ll tell you,” I said. 

      

    With a nod, Anna returned to her task. Her lips closed around my cock as she suckled me, picking up the pace until she was bobbing up and down in my lap. I had to fight the urge to thrust my hips in time with her, to get the rest of my cock buried in her warm, wet mouth. Finally I couldn’t take any more: a wave of pleasure washed over me as my cock began to shudder and spurt between her lips. 

      

    “Coming...” I growled, bucking my hips gently as I reached the edge and tumbled over it. 

      

    The first burst of my hot, sticky seed filled Anna’s mouth, and for a moment all was right in the world. Then she pulled back with a gasp, coughing and wiping her mouth as the rest of my load pumped from the tip of my cock. It coated my balls, dribbling down my shaft and splashing my thighs. It still felt good, of course, but...it had felt so much better with her mouth still on me. 

      

    “Sorry, babe,” Anna whispered, spitting my load into a tissue. “Oh geez. Ack.” 

      

    “What’s wrong?” I asked, still riding the aftershocks of my pleasure – imagining how much better it would be if my cock was still nestled between her lips. 

      

    “I swallowed some of it.” Anna pulled a face, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Gross.” 

      

    Inside I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t want to start a fight. “Sorry.” I told her. I didn’t want to say sorry. I wanted to tell her she was a good girl, that she’d done a perfectly slutty job of sucking me off – then slid my cock between her lips and take her sweet little mouth again. I suppressed a sigh: my one blowjob for the year was already over. Three hundred and sixty-four days to go. 

      

    Unless the pill worked, came a little voice in the back of my head. Then it might happen sooner than you think… 

      

    I felt Anna press her body against mine; her curves made my cock swell with renewed vigor against her thigh. But my wife was already yawning, resting her head against my shoulder. 

      

    “Uh...do you want to do more?” I asked. 

      

    She shook her head, eyes heavy-lidded. “No, I just wanted to take care of you,” she said with a yawn. “I’m really beat. Happy birthday, Mark.” 

      

    A few moments later she was snoozing gently in my arms, blissfully unaware of the throbbing need in my cock. I stared at the ceiling, feeling stupid. It didn’t work, I thought, mouthing the words as I lay back against the pillow. Of course it didn’t work. It’s a fucking scam. 

      

    “Wonder if I can get my money back,” I whispered, sighing as I closed my eyes and relaxed against Anna’s side. Despite the fact that I could easily go again, it was moments before I was down for the count too – it really had been a long day. 

      

    As I drifted off, my last thought was that I would never get what I wanted. What a fucking shame. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    Fuck, that feels good, I thought. Yeah, fucking suck me… 

      

    I was dreaming. In my dream, Anna and the hot little co-worker she went to the gym with were taking turns sucking my cock, passing it between their eager mouths. They searched my face for approval as they made out hot and heavy with the head of my dick between them, lapping at it with their tongues. It felt so good… 

      

    My eyes snapped open. It was morning; I was awake. But the pleasure didn’t stop. If anything, it was increasing. It was like I could feel a hot, wet mouth wrapped around my dick, sucking it for dear life… 

      

    When I pulled back the covers, I got the shock of my life. There was a mouth on my cock – Anna’s! 

      

    She slid off of my shaft with incredible slowness, her lips forming a tight, perfect seal as she worked her way up to the tip and let go. As I watched, stunned, she planted long, dreamy kiss along the sensitive underside of the head, 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. She’d never looked so sexy. 

      

    “Good morning, baby,” Anna said with a naughty little wink. “Did I wake you?” 

      

    “Hey,” I whispered. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. “What...what are you doing?” 

      

    “Sucking your cock, duh.” She laughed and gave me a few hard strokes, making me groan and thrust my hips upward. “I got the impression that you weren’t completely happy with your birthday present last night. You seemed a little upset with me.” 

      

    “I did?” This was insane. I had to still be dreaming. “I, uh...I’m sorry.” Saying sorry had become a fucking habit at this point. “I thought I hid it better.” 

      

    “I can tell when you’re upset about our sex life,” she said with a pout. “I’m not stupid. I was really mad at you for not appreciating your blowjob – that’s why I went right to sleep after. But when I woke up this morning, I felt really bad about how I acted – and I just felt like I had to do this to make it up to you.” She swirled her tongue around the head of my cock, tasting my precum. “You don’t mind, do you?” 

      

    Mind? Jesus Christ this was awesome! I shook my head, still struggling to find the right words. 

      

    “I think you’re speechless,” she said with a little laugh. “That’s okay, baby, you don’t have to say anything. Just enjoy it.” 

      

    Last night, Anna had blown me for my birthday. It had been...nice. Slow, sweet, tender. It had been a way of her showing that she loved me, that she was willing to do something she didn’t like once a year just for me. 

      

    This blowjob was nothing like that. 

      

    With one smooth motion, Anna brought me all the way to the base inside of her, winking at me as her lips grazed my balls. I’d never seen her do anything like that before – the old Anna wasn’t able to take more than a couple of inches inside her mouth without gagging. At first she moved slowly, almost unsure of her own ability, but after a few more seconds she grew eager, until she was bobbing up and down in my lap. 

      

    She took me all the way in, hand grabbing my balls and gently rolling them across her plam as she milked me with her lips. I was already turned on and stimulated from what she’d been doing before – there was no way I was going to last long. 

      

    “Fuck, I’m getting close,” I grunted, thrusting between her lips. “I think I’m gonna come!” 

      

    A lifetime ago, that would have been the signal for Anna to stop sucking me – to pull off and stroke me to a finish that didn’t involve getting the come she found so gross in or on her. Instead, she picked up the pace, sucking me hard as she bobbed in my lap like a pornstar. It was too much, I couldn’t stop, and I found myself thrusting in time, fucking her sweet little mouth as I reached the edge and crested over. 

      

    “Oh shit!” Emboldened, I grabbed the back of Anna’s head and held her there as I came. There was no way I was going to let a repeat of last night happen – and Anna showed no sign of fighting me. She continued sucking me gently, drinking my seed as sweet release pumped burst after burst of it into her mouth. Her body gave a shiver of delight as the first drops of my seed hit her tongue, and I knew she’d be mine forever. 

      

    When it was over I lay back against the pillow, delirious. The thought came to me over and over again, bouncing around my head like a pinball: it worked! Whatever had been inside of that pill I took, it had some kind of effect on Anna. It had to – there was no way my wife would have acted like this of her own volition. 

      

    “Was that better than last night?” 

      

    Anna’s voice made me lift my head. My wife was curled up at the foot of the bed like a cat, licking her lips. Her eyes sought my approval, like she wanted it more than anything in the world. Like she needed it. 

      

    The words from the advertisement flashed behind my eyes: Addiction. Submission. Your come will make her cum… 

      

    “That was wonderful, Anna,” I said with a grin. “You’re such a good wife – I love the way you take care of me. You’re such a...” 

      

    Fuck, am I really going to say this and ruin it? But the words were already leaving my lips, independent of my brain. 

      

    “You’re a good little girl,” I blurted. 

      

    I’d tried to experiment early in our relationship with dirty little pet names like that. Calling Anna a ‘whore’ or a ‘slut’ in bed, making me call her ‘Daddy’ and referring to her as my ‘good girl’, that kind of thing. Back then, I’d never seen Anna go so icy: it shut down our sex instantly, and she barely spoke to me for a week. But now, my words made her cheeks redden with arousal. 

      

    “Th...thank you, Mark,” she whispered, grinding her thighs together. “I’m...I’m so happy that I can be good for you...” 

      

    Wow, I thought, amazed. Just saying something nice about her makes her look like she’s about to come. I wonder how far I could push this… 

      

    The revelation blazed in my chest like a fire. I had power now, power over my wife that that pill had given to me. And I was going to use it. 

      

    “I want more,” I growled, sitting up and putting my back against the headboard. “I want you.” 

      

    Anna’s mouth opened wide, her face contorting with pleasure like I’d just put my tongue on her clit. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “Are you ready for round two, baby? I haven’t gotten mine, after all...” 

      

    “Hell yeah,” I said, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her to me. We’d never had any problems in that department, after all. But even as she slid her curves against me, it was obvious there was something different about Anna. She was practically writhing with need, desperate to have me inside of her. I’d could feel the warmth rolling off her thighs, like an open oven – I don’t think she’d been this wet for me since our wedding night. She was primed and ready, dripping at the thought of riding my cock. 

      

    Within moments I was hard again, and we were fucking like mad on top of the bed. Anna straddled my hips, slamming my meat deep into her tight, wet channel as she rode me like she was possessed. I lost track of how long we were there, me grabbing the back of her neck and forcing her down on me hard, harder, hardest as she ground her perfect walls around my dick. 

      

    I couldn’t tell you how many times she came – I’d never seen anything like it before. 

      

    “Come in me, Mark,” she finally begged, her eyes rolling back in her head with only the whites showing. “Please fucking shoot in me, coat my insides with your load, baby. Show me I’m a good fucking girl for you...” 

      

    I couldn’t believe how things had worked out. I’m the luckiest fucking guy in the universe, I thought, grabbing her hips with both hands and pounding upwards as hard as I could. With a final, savage thrust, I rammed as deep into her as I could and let go. The strongest climax I’d ever felt in my life tore through me, like bombs going off behind my eyes as I shot again and again inside of my perfect, submissive wife. She kept riding me, matching her stride to me perfectly, milking me with her cunt muscles as they clenched around my shaft tight enough to throw sparks. 

      

    “Holy fuck,” I finally whispered, pulling out of her and collapsing against the bed. Laughing, Anna curled up next to me and ran her hands down my chest, giving me as much skin-to-skin contact as I could want as I came down from my peak. “That was amazing – you were totally unhinged!” 

      

    “Yeah, I guess so,” Anna said dreamily. A slow, vapid smile spread across her face, and slowwwly her gaze traveled down my body to my half-erect cock, coated in a mix of our juices. At the sight of it she licked her lips, a hungry flicker in her eyes. 

      

    No way. No fucking way. 

      

    “You’re so...sloppy,” Anna whispered, testing the side of my cock with a fingertip. It sprang to life at her touch, throbbing as it went to full hardness. “Oh wow. I used to think your cock looked so gross after sex, but now...now it looks good...” 

      

    I was in control from now on. And I could do anything I wanted. 

      

    “Suck it clean,” I commanded, grabbing her roughly by the back of the head and forcing her between my thighs. She groaned with protest for a moment, then her resistance collapsed as the head of my cock slipped between her lips. I lay back against the bed, arms beneath my head as she worked hard at cleaning every drop of our juices – and making some more. 

      

    It worked, I thought. It really fucking worked. Anna loves sucking me off now. My wife is perfect. 

      

    And yet, as I lay there receiving the best blowjob of my life, my brain already started to think of more. There was so much Anna had never done with me, had never even wanted to try – anal, bondage, threesomes… 

      

    I have four more pills, I realized. They’ll turn anyone into another Anna – someone who’ll do anything to please me. 

      

    But I couldn’t do that, could I? I mean, I already had no idea what kind of permanent effects this treatment could have on Anna – would she be the same woman underneath her new cock-thirsty persona, or was she a bimbo forever? And if so, could I do that to some other woman? 

      

    As I felt my balls tingling with the third orgasm of the morning, I sat up a bit and watched Anna suck. She was a vision, a fucking bimbo Goddess with my dick buried between her lips – and she was doing it all for me. For my happiness. 

      

    She glanced up at me with a giggle, and I nodded in response. She had no idea why I was nodding, but just the encouragment made her blush and shiver with a wave of pleasure. 

      

    It’s gonna be so great, I told myself. This is just the beginning...



   





 

    Ruling My Wife’s BFF



   






 

    It’s finally the weekend, I thought, pulling into my driveway. And not a moment too soon. 

      

    It had been a long week at work and I was looking forward to some hardcore rest and relaxation. I whistled the hook from the last tune I’d heard on the radio (it always gets stuck in your head, doesn’t it?) as I walked up to the door, put my key in, and got ready to celebrate. 

      

    Just inside the door, my wife Anna waited on her knees. Her long blonde hair had been teased into flowing curls, her makeup looked like she’d spent hours getting it just right for me, and other than stockings and her hottest pair of fuck-me heels, she was totally naked. She stared up at me as I opened the door, a big friendly grin on her gorgeous face. 

      

    I didn’t need to say a word. Ever since I took one of the strange AlphaBoost pills I ordered off the internet, Anna had become addicted to my seed. She used to tell me that blowjobs were “dirty” and that “good girls” didn’t give them – now she’d drop to her knees and blow me whenever I asked. And one of the first things I’d thought to do was command her to be ready for me first thing from work, waiting to greet me in the most intimate way a girl can. 

      

    “Welcome home, Mark,” she purred, reaching for my belt. “TGIF, right?” 

      

    In a flash, she had my cock out of my pants. She didn’t hesitate a second before she opened her lips and took it into her mouth, relaxing the muscles of her throat as she worked me to the base. I groaned with relief as I felt her lips make a tight seal around my shaft, sliding up and down it with enthusiasm as she sucked me. 

      

    “God, that’s the fucking best,” I groaned, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage as I thrust against her lips. “You’re such a good little cocksucker, Anna.” 

      

    My wife’s eyes rolled back in her head as she shivered with pleasure, bobbing on my cock even faster. I still hadn’t discovered every effect that the AlphaBoost had had on Anna, but one of them was that any praise of her physical appearance or sexual ability was like a vibrator right on her clit. I’d always loved making my wife smile with a compliment about how pretty she looked; now I made her come by telling her what a good whore she was. I had to say, I liked the second even better than the first. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, she pulled my cock out of her mouth with a wet little pop and stroked it hard. She stared me right in the eyes, licking her lips like she was imagining how my load would feel all over her face. An instant later she opened her mouth and removed all doubt: 

      

    “Come for me, Mark,” she whimpered, her face still flushed and gorgeous from her climax. “Shoot that fucking come all over my face baby, paint me like a good little slut. Make me pretty for you, Master, please...” 

      

    “Oh fuck,” I growled, thrusting against her hand. Hearing her call me Master tripped switches in the primal part of my brain I hadn’t even known I had. I liked it a lot; and I liked the way my balls tingled and drew up against her hand as I felt myself sliding over the peak… 

      

    “Give it to me,” Anna panted deliriously. “Give it to me give it to me give it to me...oh fuck, baby, yes come for me!” 

      

    With a final, hard growl, I grabbed Anna’s hair and held her in place as I sprayed all over her face. Come erupted from my balls, shooting from the tip of my cock like a geyser as I coated her face and chin. Long streaks of my seed painted her lips, shot up into her hair, filled the hollow between her breasts and left them glazed. A long, sweet wave of pure release filled me as the pleasure left me dizzy. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, Anna took care of me the way she always did. Without a thought for the full load drying on her face and tits, she spent a good minute cleaning every inch of my cock. Once she was done lapping up the seed, groaning with delight as she drank it down, she planted a long, slow kiss on the head of my cock and stared up at me. 

      

    I always used to think Anna was beautiful, way out of my league. But seeing her on her knees in lingerie, coated in my come where she’d been waiting at the door to blow me...it took everything to a whole new level. 

      

    “Thank you, husband,” Anna whispered in a meek little voice, her eyes never leaving mine. That was another ‘suggestion’ I’d made once I realized how thoroughly I’d addicted my wife. I’d spent years of our marriage having to thank her for the rare, meager blowjobs she’d given me: having her thank me instead for the privilege of getting to blow me was something I didn’t think I was ever going to get used to. 

      

    “Happy fucking weekend,” I said, helping her to her feet. “It’s good to be home.” 

      

    “It was so hard to wait,” she admitted. As she spoke, she scooped up thick gobs of the come on her tits and swirled it on her tongue. “It made me so wet to just kneel there, knowing I was making absolutely sure you’d be able to use my mouth the second you got home...it was such a temptation to call you and ask you to come home early.” 

      

    “Well, I’ve got some PTO saved up,” I said, sitting down on the couch and flipping on the TV. “I know you wanted to take that trip to your mother-in-law’s...” Fuck, what a disaster that would be, I thought, “...but maybe I could use an hour here or there next week instead to show up early? Maybe not tell you which days, so it’s a surprise...” 

      

    A delighted smile lit up Anna’s face. “That sounds wonderful,” she giggled, cleaning up the last of my seed. There were still some drying streaks across her hair and forehead, but I wasn’t about to tell her – it made me hard knowing she was walking around with the evidence on her face. “Can I get you a beer, babe?” 

      

    “Hell yeah,” I said, putting up the recliner. “Get yourself one, too. Then come cuddle.” 

      

    Anna came out of the kitchen a few minutes later, holding two open beers. She’d changed out of her heels and stockings, and was now wearing nothing but one of my old t-shirts. It came down to her hips, just barely covering her pussy, and it was abundantly clear that she didn’t put on anything underneath it. 

      

    Well, why would she? I thought. She knows what she’s doing. Getting me going, so she can get another load in that pretty mouth of hers… 

      

    She poured the first swig of beer into my mouth, then handed me the bottle, curling up next to me like a friendly cat. She put her head on my shoulder and sighed happily. 

      

    “I love you, Mark,” she said, glancing up at me from where she lay against my shoulder. “I am so glad we worked through our sex issues.” 

      

    “Me too, babe,” I said with a grin, slapping her thigh. Once I touched it, my hand didn’t go back – in fact, a second later I slid my palm between her thighs. Anna let out a throaty moan and spread her legs, giving me access to her pussy. I noted with pleasure that my blowjob had left her warm and dripping. My fingers found her clit and began to stroke, and it was like she melted against me: all biology and need. 

      

    “Fuck yes,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against me as I fingered her. “That’s how I like to start the weekend...” 

      

    Wait for it, I thought, grinning. Give it a few more seconds… 

      

    Almost as I thought it, the thing I was waiting for occurred. Anna started to paw at my jeans, fingers working at my belt as if they moved completely apart from her conscious mind. 

      

    “What are you doing?” I asked innocently. 

      

    “I...” She looked hungrily at the swollen bulge in my pants. “I wanted to taste it again,” she whispered naughtily. “While you made me come on your fingers.” 

      

    This was the moment I’d been waiting for. “I don’t know,” I said, leaning back. “I don’t think I’m feeling it right now.” 

      

    A few days ago, the thought of turning down oral sex from my wife wasn’t just unthinkable – it was literally insane, a way to make sure I’d never get it again. But ever since I used AlphaBoost to make my come irresistible and addictive, I’d learned this was the easiest way to get Anna to agree to anything I wanted. She might try to fight, but her body was crying out for the sheer submissive bliss that only a mouthful of my spunk could give her. She’d do anything to get it, to receive her reward for being my good girl. 

      

    “You...you don’t want another blowjob?” Hurt and disappointment filled her eyes, along with a darker need. “But you liked the first one so much...” 

      

    “Yeah, I dunno,” I said, teasing her clit. “I’m just not feeling the whole head thing at the moment, babe.” 

      

    “No!” Anna responded instantly; she knew how the game went. “Please, baby, please let me blow you? I’ll make it so good – even better than the first one. I’ll even let you fuck my throat the way you like when you’re being really rough with me...” 

      

    I felt a smirk cross my face. She was so predictable. I’d already used this a couple of times to broaden Anna’s sexual horizons: it was amazing how limitless she was. No one had ever taken my wife’s anal virginity – and she’d intended to go to her grave with her backdoor completely unspoiled. But it had only taken an hour of withholding oral to get to her to spread her legs, lube up and let me pound her most intimate, forbidden entrance in exchange for a thick mouthful of come. After that, I’d tried a few things: I was surprised how quickly she took to some of them. She’d agreed to bondage with an eagerness that shocked me, and took to being tied up so well I wondered if I could have been having awesome dominant sex with Anna for years if I’d had the balls. Either way, I was making up for lost time. 

      

    This, however, was something new. Something that involved more people than just me and Anna. I had no idea how she was going to react. 

      

    “Eh, I dunno,” I told her, feigning reluctance. “Even fucking a face as beautiful as yours gets old eventually. I’m just not in the mood.” 

      

    “Well, what can I do to get you in the mood?” Anna’s tone was insistent, even more so for the fact that my fingers were still working inside of her. “You want to tie me up again? I liked that a lot. You can get me all helpless then feed me that dick...” 

      

    “Mmmh, there is something I’m thinking of. It would totally get me in the mood – so much that I might never stop!” 

      

    Anna’s eyes lit up. Thank God for AlphaBoost, I thought, not for the first time. 

      

    “Tell me,” she whispered, her lips warm against my ear. “Tell me what I can do to get my husband nice and hard for me...” 

      

    Here we go, I thought, looking her over. Time to see just how far I can push you. 

      

    I smiled. “Tiffany.” 

      

    Anna’s eyebrows drew together in confusion. “My friend Tiffany? From work?” 

      

    “She’s your BFF,” I explained, sliding two fingers into her folds. “You two are always hitting the gym together, getting all sweaty in those tight little yoga pants and tops. Then you come over and split a bottle of wine. You know how many times I’ve wished the two of you would just start making out already?” 

      

    Anna blinked several times, her mouth moving soundlessly as she processed my words. It was like something inside her was struggling to rise to the surface – she looked like she wanted to be angry with me, but was too turned on. 

      

    “That’s...I’m your wife, Mark,” she moaned, her thighs tensing against my hand. “We’re married...” 

      

    “Oh I know, baby, but I just can’t stop thinking about it.” I painted a picture, knowing she wouldn’t be able to get the images out of her head. “Me standing there with your on your knees on one side of me...and your best friend on the other, sharing my cock. Passing it from your mouth to hers, making out with it between you...both of you competing to see which one of you is going to get to taste that big load first...” 

      

    Suddenly she was thrusting against my hand insistently, with real need. “Oh shit,” she grunted, biting her lip. “Oh fuck that’s so hot...” 

      

    “That’s how it’s going to happen,” I told her, pulling her next to me by the pussy. “The next time I get a blowjob, I want it to be from both of you. Otherwise, I’m just not going to be in the mood.” My fingers picked up speed, responding to her body. I could tell she was right on the edge, getting ready to go over. 

      

    “You’re going to do this for me,” I said, my voice low and menacing. “Because you’re my good girl, aren’t you Anna? Say it, tell me what you are.” 

      

    Every muscle in her body tensed up, right on the edge. “I’m your good girl, Mark,” she panted, eyes shut tight as my fingers worked inside her. “I’m a good little girl for your cock, I’m a good little cocksucking slut...oh fuck baby I’m coming!” 

      

    She let out a cry, her eyes rolling back in her head as the pressure inside her core finally released. Her muscles clenched down on my fingers, milking them like they were a cock as I thrust inside her, sending shocks of pleasure through her body. She rode my hand, face flushed with bliss as whimpered my name again and again, mindlessly. Anna was never less of a person and more of a plaything than when she climaxed: I loved watching all of her pretensions fall away, until her submissive core was all that remained. 

      

    I held her close to me as she came down from her peak. My cock throbbed against her thigh, but I wasn’t about to give it to her – not until I had her word. She was incapable of breaking a promise to me. 

      

    Slowly she relaxed, her eyes heavy-lidded as she lay against my shoulder. “Thank you, Mark,” she whispered, voice still husky from pleasure. 

      

    “You’re welcome. You’ll do it, won’t you?” 

      

    A look of concern spread across her face. “What if...what if she’s not interested? What if she won’t do it?” 

      

    I laughed. “Have you seen the way she looks at you? Tiff has a major crush on you. She’ll probably jump at the chance.” 

      

    Anna looked like she’d never considered the possibility. “Really? You...you think so?” 

      

    “Baby, you could turn any woman into a raging lesbian, no matter how straight,” I said, giving her ass a squeeze. Pressing her against me made her acutely aware of my erection, and a moment later she was staring at it like she wanted to gobble it up. 

      

    “Well?” 

      

    There was a long pause. “Okay,” she finally said, the word bringing a flood of relief to her features. There was something inside of her still resisting, I realized. I’m going to have to be careful with that. I wish I knew exactly what limits the AlphaBoost really had. 

      

    “That’s it? Just ‘okay’?” 

      

    “I’ll fuck her,” Anna finally said, shifting onto all fours. “And I’ll let you fuck her, too. On one condition.” 

      

    I had a pretty good idea what that condition was – the way she’d moved put her mouth about six inches away from my cock – but I wanted to hear her beg. 

      

    “Oh yeah? What?” 

      

    She grabbed my cock by the base, giving it a squeeze. “You let me suck you off one more time before then. Right now.” 

      

    “God, you’re insatiable,” I said, making her giggle. “Alright, just this once. Suck me off, slut.” 

      

    As she bent down and took me in her mouth, I lay back against the couch, thinking of this weekend. I did it, I thought, beaming with pride. It wasn’t even hard. She agreed so easily… 

      

    I hoped that I could get Anna to agree that readily when the main event happened – and that I could do the same to her friend. If my pills had the same effect on her as they did to my wife, I was going to have one hell of a good time… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Cody! Tiff is going to be here any minute!” 

      

    I examined my reflection in the bathroom mirror, checking my shave and my clothes. I looked good – not quite fancy enough for a night out, but with two gorgeous women under the same roof I wasn’t planning on going out. I shot myself a grin – then opened the medicine cabinet and felt in the back for the bottle of AlphaBoost. Once I found it, I popped it open and downed the second pill, washing it down with some water from the tap. 

      

    And that’s all she wrote, I thought. Despite everything that had happened, I couldn’t help but feel a little bit of nervousness as the pill worked its way down my throat. What was really in this stuff? Would it hurt me, have any effects I didn’t expect? And even though it had apparently turned my wife into a perfect little bimbo, how did I know it would do the same thing to somebody else? Maybe it didn’t work that way. Maybe it was a fluke, some kind of weird coincidence. 

      

    My reflection was frowning. I laughed, then shut the medicine cabinet. “You worry too much,” I told myself. “Let’s just focus on having fun tonight.” 

      

    “Mark, who are you talking to? Tiff is here!” 

      

    I made haste to the living room, where my wife was showing Tiffany in. She’d agreed without hesitation to come over and ‘hang out’ tonight – even though we hadn’t made the whole threesome thing explicit, the way Anna had offered made it completely obvious. It was clear she’d dressed for the occasion – casually but well, a tight little sweater and a tighter pair of yoga pants. Tiffany was a few years younger than my wife, thin and athletic next to Anna’s ample curves. 

      

    “Hey Mark, how’s it going?” She pulled me into a hug that lasted just a beat or two too long. “Anna has told me so much about the two of you. Apparently things have been really good lately?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, looking her up and down. “So good we thought we should, uh...share the wealth.” 

      

    She flashed Anna a naughty grin. “I’ve been thinking the same thing for months. You should see the way this girl moves on an elliptical, Mark. Everything’s just in motion all the time...it’s so dirty she’s got half the guys in the gym sporting wood...” 

      

    “Tiff!” Anna’s lips opened in a little ‘o’ of shock. “He doesn’t need to know about that!” 

      

    “Hey, maybe you could tell me more,” I said, walking into the kitchen. “Over drinks?” 

      

    And so it went. I popped a couple bottles of wine, we put some of the brainless pop music Tiffany likes on the stereo, and got snuggled in. It didn’t take long until both girls were giggling and drunk, curled up together on the couch in a way that was far more intimate than two friends normally would. I was a little tipsy myself: watching them chat, I felt my cock tugging at my boxers as it stretched the fabric. 

      

    Tiffany saw, and it was like that was the signal to take things to the next level. “I think your husband likes what he sees,” she whispered, her lips grazing Anna’s ear. 

      

    “Oh yeah?” She glanced at me, as if taking the measure of just how turned on I was, and apparently found it more than enough. “Let’s give him something fun to watch.” 

      

    Before Tiffany could protest, my wife’s lips covered hers. In moments the two of them were making out hot and heavy, writhing in each others’ arms as Anna explored Tiffany’s tight body and she did the same. Tiffany reached back and gave Anna’s ass a squeeze, so tight that she bit down on her lip and squealed. 

      

    This is so hot, I thought. Everything felt warm and fuzzy – I didn’t know if it was the wine, the AlphaBoost, or some combination of the two. But in the back of my head, something even more important flashed like a police siren: 

      

    She needs your come. Your come will make her cum… 

      

    Over on the couch, Anna and Tiffany broke the kiss. “Mmh, you taste so good,” Tiffany purred, stroking the side of my wife’s face. Then a little giggle left her lips as she asked: “What’s gotten into you lately, Anna? You used to be such a prude – the last two weeks its like you’ve been on fire...” 

      

    “New diet,” I said with a smirk, grabbing hold of my wife’s arm. 

      

    Anna looked skeptical. “Seriously? Wow. What is it: Paleo? Whole30?” 

      

    I was about to say something witty when the words broke free from Anna, tumbling out like they were torn from her. 

      

    “His come,” she whimpered. 

      

    “His...what?” Tiffany glanced at the two of us like she wasn’t sure what to make of this. “You told me you didn’t give blowjobs, Ann.” She turned to me. “Honestly, I felt really bad for you when she told me the only time she sucks you off is on your birthday...” 

      

    “Oh, we’re way past that,” I said, lying back against the couch. “Anna baby, show your BFF what your new favorite thing to do is.” 

      

    With a low little moan of relief, like she’d just been waiting for me to give her permission, Anna sank to the floor on her knees. She spread my legs to either side of her, working at my belt like she was drowning and her last oxygen tank was inside. As soon as it was free she ripped the whole thing off and tossed it across the room, yanking down my slacks as Tiffany’s eyes widened. 

      

    “Holy shit,” the younger girl whispered, her voice husky with lust. “Damn girl, you are...eager.” 

      

    “Gimme that cock,” Anna mewled, a girlish little squeal of delight leaving her lips as my cock spilled out of my boxers. She wasted no time in teasing me; in one smooth motion she wrapped her lips around my shaft and took me all the way to the base, filling her mouth with my hard, throbbing meat. Her throat was warm and wet and perfect, pleasure shooting up my spine as she bobbed in my lap like she was born to do it. 

      

    “Wow she can suck a dick.” Tiffany stared nakedly at Anna, her face a mixture of envy and concern. “I take back the whole feeling sorry for you thing, Mark. That must feel amazing...” 

      

    “Fuck yes it does,” I panted, thrusting against my wife’s lips. And soon you’ll know exactly how amazing. I didn’t waste time holding back; I wanted to come hard and fast now. I had twenty-three hours of my seed as a delivery method for my alpha-male glory, and I needed to get as much of it into Tiffany as possible. 

      

    It might have seemed like blowing a load in Anna’s mouth was not the best way to go about that, but I had a plan. All I had to do was keep control of the situation, and come… 

      

    Anna shivered as my cock bottomed out inside of her, spurts of precum splashing along the back of her throat and making her eyes roll back in her head. I could feel my balls tightening against her lips, readying to shoot my load. Normally this would’ve been the moment to pull back, to let her stroke me and say something dirty, but I wasn’t interested in that. I wanted to come, to show the girl watching how thoroughly I owned Anna’s body, how utterly hot our relationship had become… 

      

    “Fuck, yeah,” I grunted, grabbing Anna’s hair for leverage and going deep. “Fuck yeah, here it comes…!” 

      

    With a final, savage thrust, I filled Anna’s mouth and let go. Pleasure washed over me as my cock erupted, thick jets of come spurting like a geyser into my wife’s mouth. She gagged gently around me, relaxing her throat as my balls drained into her, filling her to the brim. 

      

    “Don’t swallow it,” I growled, rocking gently against her face. She made a low moan of assent, her eyes brimming with tears. 

      

    A moment later, I took my cock out of her mouth and ran it over her cheek. “Good girl,” I whispered, my eyes sliding over to Tiffany. “Go share with your new friend.” 

      

    This was the moment of truth – would it work? For a moment, Tiffany looked taken aback, but when Anna crawled over to her and locked lips, all of her reserve dissolved. The two kissed hard, sharing my load between them, and a feeling of pride swelled in my chest. 

      

    I watched Tiffany intently as she broke off the kiss, looking for any change. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, giggling. 

      

    “You taste even better now,” she purred, biting her lip. “Are you ready for round two, Mark?” 

      

    I glanced down at my cock. It was still half-hard, but shooting such a big load inside Anna’s mouth had taken it out of me for a few minutes. 

      

    “I could use a second,” I said, lying back against the couch. “Besides, you two look so good together...” 

      

    “Let’s see if we can get my husband back in the mood,” Anna growled. She pushed Tiffany down against the couch, stripping off her top. 

      

    Oh wow, I thought. Underneath that tight but bland sweater, Tiffany had put on her sexiest, laciest lingerie. Her cups were just barely restrained by the tight top, and when Anna tugged down her yoga pants it was clear her panties matched. God, she looked good. I was starting to swell back to full hardness, but I wanted to watch this a bit more. 

      

    No sooner had Anna tossed Tiffany’s pants across the room than she was between her thighs, sliding her panties against her leg and teasing her slit with her come-soaked tongue. Her eyes rolled back in her head as biology took over, her hand grabbing my wife’s hair as she ground her cunt against her face. 

      

    “Oh yeah,” she panted, licking her lips. “That’s so good. That’s so fucking good...” 

      

    My cock felt like an iron rod as I watched the two of them go. Without any hesitation, I started to stroke it, groaning with pleasure as I got myself ready for them. 

      

    I closed my eyes for a second, and when I opened them Tiffany was staring at me. Well, staring at my cock. She had a hungry look in her eyes as she watched my shaft pulse, and as a fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip she looked like she could barely resist crawling over and lapping it up. 

      

    It’s working, I thought, giving the base of my dick a squeeze. The AlphaBoost is making her want it more. Making her addicted… 

      

    While Anna continued to work between her friend’s thighs, I got up and stood over Tiffany, my cock inches away from her face. She stared up at me, a submissive look in her eyes. 

      

    “You want it,” I said. 

      

    She nodded. “I...it was so good. I, I feel like I need it in my mouth, Mark. Please?” 

      

    A cold smirk stretched my lips. “Please what?” 

      

    She bit her lip and smiled. “Please, sir, may I suck you off?” 

      

    With a grunt I took a handful of her hair and guided her mouth onto my shaft. In moments we were all moving in time with each other – Tiffany bobbed on my dick with every stroke of Anna’s tongue on her swollen clit. When she swirled her tongue, Tiffany worked hers just the same on the head of my cock. It was strange and fun, getting this second-hand technique from my wife – like a ghost blowjob. 

      

    I couldn’t last long. Not with the two beauties beneath me; not with the sweet wet sensation of having my cock in a new person’s mouth for the first time in years. Before I knew what I was doing, I was thrusting against Tiffany’s lips, groaning with primal need as I built up to climax. She took me to the base, eager little moans escaping her lips as she realized I was about to give her her reward. 

      

    The second orgasm was even better than the first. Everything happened slower, so the wave that crashed into me when I was inside Anna’s mouth instead moved over me with agonizing slowness, a thick and pleasurable climax that left more come than I knew I had inside of Tiffany’s mouth. As the first hit of seed filled her mouth, she writhed against Anna’s mouth and flushed crimson, reaching her own orgasm with brutal, primal swiftness. 

      

    “Holy shit,” she gasped as she pulled off of my cock. “Mmmmmmh!” 

      

    Anna left her spot between Tiffany’s thighs and brought her mouth to her, until the two girls were sharing a mix of hers and my juices. I watched the scene, sighing with pleasure, filled with an almost religious peace. 

      

    As Anna pulled away, she flashed me a naughty smile and licked her lips. “I like her,” she said. 

      

    “Of course you do,” I said with a laugh. “She’s your best friend.” 

      

    “Well,” she said, thinking for a moment. “I like this. Thank you so much for the idea, baby. You’re the best husband ever.” 

      

    “He really is,” Tiffany whispered. Her eyes were glazed and far away, the AlphaBoost taking control. “He tastes so good...” 

      

    “There’s plenty more where that came from,” my wife assured my newest girl. “We’ll have plenty of opportunities to show my husband how much we appreciate him. Maybe you could stay the weekend, Tiff?” 

      

    “I...” Her eyes cleared for a moment, then went foggy again. “Yeah,” she said dreamily. “That sounds so right...” 

      

    As Anna began to strip off her clothes for the hottest threesome of our lives, two thoughts hit me at the same time. The first was that there was no way I was ever going to be able to stop myself – the rush of commanding a new girl, of watching her resistance crumble, was better than anything thing I’d ever experienced. 

      

    And the second was that I needed to order another bottle of those pills.



   





 

    Ruling My Ex



   






 

    She knelt before me, perfectly submissive. Her body ached to please me, her mind thinking of nothing but my pleasure. 

      

    “Please, Sir,” Mallory whispered, her eyes shining with need as she stared up at me. “Please let me suck your cock? I’ll make it so good for you – I’ll make up for everything bad I ever did...” 

      

    Grabbing a fistful of her hair, I ran the head of my cock across her lips, savoring the way it made her shudder. Thanks to AlphaBoost, the powerful supplement that made my come hypnotically addicting, she’d do anything to get another taste of it. 

      

    “That’s right you’ll make it up to me,” I growled, pulling back just before her lips could touch my throbbing cock. “You’re sorry for ruining our relationship. Say it.” 

      

    She whimpered with lust, thighs grinding together as she spoke the words. “I’m sorry I ruined our relationship, Mark. I was a bad girlfriend. So bad...” 

      

    “You’re sorry for cheating on me.” 

      

    “I’m sorry for cheating on you.” Her mouth contorted in pleasure. “Please let me show you how sorry I am...” 

      

    “You don’t even know why you ever thought of leaving me,” I said evenly, still holding myself just out of reach of her mouth. “I’m the best boyfriend you ever had.” 

      

    Her pupils dilated as she smiled up at me. Her face slowly filled with pure love. 

      

    “You’re the best boyfriend I ever had,” my ex-girlfriend Mallory whispered, reaching out to stroke me. “I don’t know why I ever left you. I loved fucking you. Please let me fuck you again?” 

      

    With a grin, I looked past Mallory to the couch. “What do you think, honey?” 

      

    Sitting on our sofa with her legs spread wide, my wife Anna mindlessly frigged her cunt as she watched Mallory submit. Her fingers were a blur at her clit, her eyes glassy as she stared at my cock with almost as much hunger as my ex. She squeezed her breasts together with her free hand, stroking her hard nipples as she panted and moaned. The conditioning I’d been putting my wife through had her halfway to being an empty-headed bimbo, and her body was starting to match. 

      

    “She’s so hot,” Anna giggled. Her voice was nearly an octave higher than it had been a few weeks ago. “I never knew she was so much younger than me. Her breasts are bigger than mine, too: I know how much you love big, sexy knockers.” She tossed her head back for a moment, groaning with passion. Her legs quivered as juices dripped from her slit. “I bet her pussy is even tighter and wetter than mine!” 

      

    “Not to say you’re any kind of slouch,” I said with a grin, “but Mallory here is definitely the best fuck I’ve ever had.” I glanced down at my latest conquest, watching her cheeks flush with pleasure from the rough compliment. “You want to prove to me that you’ve still got it?” 

      

    “Yes,” she mewled, her muscles tensing up against me. Holding her back from my cock took nearly all of my strength. “I only want to serve you, Sir. I want to be your girl again, your slut, your fucktoy, your...s-s-slave.” 

      

    Pulling her hair to force her to look up at me, I asked: “What do you say?” 

      

    “Please,” she panted. “Please let me fuck you...Master.” 

      

    Master, I thought, groaning with relief as her perfect lips enveloped my cock. Yeah, I can get used to that… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    If you’d asked me to make a list of the people I most wanted to use AlphaBoost on to turn into my personal sex kittens, you might think my knee-jerk reaction would have been to aim high. Supermodels, actresses, even my favorite porn stars: these are the girls every guy naturally thinks of when the idea of having any woman as their slave comes to mind. After all, I’d used the strange, almost magical pills to turn my frigid wife into a kinky bimbo freak and her gym partner BFF into our barely-legal threesome partner – so now I was completely convinced that they worked. For twenty-four hours, they made my seed irresistible, putting any woman who came into contact with it into a hypnotic trance that made her agree to anything I said. I had three of the little pills left, and I was damned sure I was going to make the most of their power. And after I’d given it some thought, there was one name that kept occurring to me over and over again. 

      

    Models, actresses...but at the top of that list was Mallory. 

      

    There had been a time when I’d thought Mallory was going to be the girl I was going to marry. We’d dated in college, and things had been pretty serious. I’d even bought a ring with some of my left over student loan money and had been preparing to propose to her. She had always been kind of a wild girl, but I had no idea how wild until a good Samaritan sent me an anonymous message a few days before I’d been planning to pop the question. It was full of pictures of Mallory on a “student scholarship trip,” getting hot and heavy with one of her co-chairs. 

      

    The fact that she cheated on me was bad enough. But seeing that the person she was running around behind my back with was another girl...it broke something inside me. 

      

    There were the usual excuses, of course. “I never meant to hurt you” and “I was hiding it from myself” and all that. In the end, Mallory came out of the closet and ended up dating that girl (whose name I would later learn was Yael) while I got to hear our mutual friends talk about how brave and courageous she was. I cut off contact with them (and her) on social media and tried to pick up the pieces. Until I started dating Anna, I had stopped trusting women completely because of it. 

      

    Even though years had passed since it had happened, there was always still a tiny wound inside of me that had never closed. Turning Anna into the wild girl I’d always wanted in the bedroom had certainly closed it, and by the time I was having threesomes with her BFF Tiffany I’d almost completely forgotten Mallory existed. 

      

    As it turned out, I didn’t need to come to her. She came to me. 

      

    I had the pills on my mind as I woke up in the morning, swathed in blankets still-warm from Anna and Tiffany’s bodies. A few moments after I woke up, the door opened and my wife walked in, greeting me in the way I’d conditioned her to since I’d changed her with AlphaBoost: wearing a pair of fuck-me heels and nothing else. 

      

    “Good morning, husband,” she said with a giggle. Her hips swayed seductively from side-to-side as she made her way across the bedroom. “Tiffany’s fixing us all some breakfast. Would you like me to pleasure you?” 

      

    I grinned at the sight of my gorgeous bimbo wife. I’d been steadily changing Anna, convincing her that her outward appearance should meet her bimbo brain, and she was processing nicely. She’d lightened her hair into a bright, platinum blonde, doubled her gym regimen so that her body was tight and athletic for me, and started tanning her body so that she had a rich, mocha tan. I had her watching makeup tutorials on Youtube, and her modest makeup had been replaced with bright colors that made her look like a vapid bimbo. She was sleek, she was gorgeous, and she was all mine. 

      

    I pulled back the covers: I was naked beneath them, and my cock stood at attention, throbbing gently. 

      

    “Come suck me off,” I said, leaning against the headboard. 

      

    “Of course, husband,” Anna purred, crawling onto the bed. She made her way over to me on all fours, her tits swaying as she pressed them together with her free hand. She put her face near my cock and inhaled deeply, shivering with delight as her tongue grazed the shaft. 

      

    “God, I love your cock,” she whimpered. “You woke up so big and hard for me – were you dreaming about me, baby?” 

      

    “I was dreaming about your friend,” I growled, tangling my fingers in her hair and helping her mouth onto my cock. She took it all the way to the base, moaning gently around my length as I bottomed out inside her throat. “I should fuck lots of girls, right?” 

      

    She pulled off me with a wet pop, stroking me hard and smiling. “Of course, Mark. It makes me so wet watching you fuck other girls. You should get to fuck every girl you want. I love watching you sink into younger, tighter pussies than mine...” 

      

    “Mmmh hmm,” I grunted, thrusting against her mouth. My ass lifted off the bed as I fucked her face, using her roughly to make myself feel good. She sucked me greedily, relaxing her throat without a hint of a gag reflex as she took my entire length between her lips. 

      

    After a few, hard thrusts, I pulled her off me with a growl. “I want your pussy,” I told her, grabbing her hips. “Turn around. Ride me from behind.” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she whispered. Her eyes were glazed over with hypnotic bliss, her body moving on autopilot in response to my commands. “I will make myself available for you however you want...” 

      

    She turned around, sticking her big ass in the air, and spread her legs to straddle me from behind. My hands gripped her hips and guided my cock inside of her, parting her slick folds with the thick, throbbing head. She gasped in surprise as I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, stretching her walls as she lowered her pussy on my cock. 

      

    “That’s right,” I said, watching her bounce in my lap. I could see my cock entering her on every thrust. Thanks to her new fitness regime, her body was tight and athletic enough to ride me reverse cowgirl: something she’d never been able to do. “Show me how much you love that fucking dick.” 

      

    “I love it! I love riding you, Master! I love being here to made you feel so good first thing in the morning – my only purpose in life is to make this big cock come!” 

      

    I wasn’t far off. Whatever dirty dreams I’d been having before I awoke had put me halfway to the top already, and the amazing view of my wife’s ass bouncing up and down in my lap had me most of the way there. 

      

    I brought my hand down on one cheek hard, the slap echoing across the bedroom. “Harder,” I commanded. 

      

    “Yes, sir,” Anna panted, picking up the pace. Her breathing became ragged as she increased her speed, bringing her tight cunt all the way down my shaft and slamming it down over and over again. “Yes, sir, yes, sir...” 

      

    “That’s right,” I growled. “Fuck I’m gonna come...” 

      

    Anna didn’t stop: instead she went even harder, milking my cock with her inner muscles. I thrust upwards hard, surrendering to pure instinct as I fucked her back, and a few thrusts later I felt myself explode inside of her. Pleasure infiltrated my body in waves as spurt after spurt of white-hot come left my cock, spraying down her tight walls. 

      

    Anna let out a cry of triumph as I came, arching her back like a cat until my cock grazed the entrance of her womb. She clenched her thighs, milking me dry as I slowly came down from my peak. 

      

    “Wow,” I finally said, leaning back against the bed. “How many times did you come while you were doing that?” 

      

    “I lost count,” Anna said with a giggle. She sounded exhausted, sweat dripping from her forehead as she fed my aftershocks with a few slow, loving strokes. “I love you so much, Mark. You’re so wonderful...” 

      

    I was about to tell her what a good little slave she was when I felt something vibrating beneath my ass. For a moment I thought it was one of the sex toys Tiffany had used on my wife last night, then I realized it was my cell phone. For an instant I was tempted to let it go to voicemail – it wasn’t one of my contacts – then I realized where I’d seen that number before. A cold chill ran down my spine, and anxiety settled in the pit of my stomach. 

      

    Wait, I realized. What the fuck am I worried about? 

      

    I put a finger to my lips and held up the phone. “Be quiet a sec,” I told my wife. Holding it to my ear, I answered the call and asked, “Hello?” 

      

    There was silence on the line for a moment. “Is this Mark?” 

      

    It was like a rush of nostalgia hitting me all at once. Her voice sounded exactly like it had all those years ago. She sounded nervous, which made me smile a bit. 

      

    “Hi Mallory,” I said, watching Anna’s eyes widen in surprise. “It’s been a long time.” 

      

    “It has,” she said. “Years. I hope you’re, um, doing well.” 

      

    “Oh, I’m great,” I said, grinning at Anna. I pointed down to my still-hard cock and made the universal symbol for ‘blowjob’. 

      

    “How are things between you and Anna?” 

      

    “They’re, uh...amazing,” I said, struggling to keep from groaning as Anna wrapped her lips around my dick. “Fantastic, actually. It’s a little bit weird to hear from you again.” 

      

    “Well, I have kind of a weird request.” Again there was a long pause, like Mallory wasn’t quite expecting me to sound so chill. “Am I interrupting something?” 

      

    “Anna and I are kind of busy,” I admitted. Anna worked her mouth up and down my shaft, forming a tight little ‘o’ with her lips as she sucked my cock clean. “If you’ve got something to say you’d probably better come out and say it.” 

      

    “This is really awkward,” she said. I could practically hear her hemming and hawing through the phone. The fact that she was so off-balance was starting to turn me on – along with the knowledge that I was getting my cock sucked while I spoke to her. 

      

    “Yeah?” 

      

    “Can I...can I come over? I really need to speak with you.” 

      

    Now I was intrigued. “Speak to me about what, exactly?” Anna stopped what she was doing for a moment, raised an eyebrow, then continued sucking me. 

      

    “It’s...complicated.” I heard her sigh over the phone. “I’m going through this program, and you have to contact people you’ve wronged in the past and sort of give voice to the things you did to them...” 

      

    “Hold up.” I jerked upright so quickly that my wife nearly lost hold of my cock. “Are you talking about twelve-step? The thing alcoholics do?” 

      

    “Narcotics, actually.” A hollow little laugh left her throat. “I’ve had a problem with pills for a long time. Just another thing you didn’t know about me, I guess. I’m making amends now, and...well, you’re pretty much at the top of my list of people I need to get right with.” 

      

    A plan was starting to form in my head. Stop sucking me, I mouthed to Anna. She looked confused, but took my cock out of her mouth. “What...about the cheating?” 

      

    “Part of it.” She sounded like she really did not want to discuss this over the phone. “I have...stuff I need to confess. I’m never going to complete the program if I don’t. I know that doesn’t mean anything to you, you probably don’t ever want to see me again, but...” 

      

    “No, I think that would be good,” I said quickly. “Get some closure. When would you be available?” 

      

    “Uh...tonight?” She sounded surprised, like she hadn’t expected me to agree so easily. “Yael is on a business trip, so I’m free anytime.” 

      

    “Sounds great.” I gave her my address and agreed on a time – eight. “I’m looking forward to seeing you again, Mallory.” 

      

    “You know, I am too.” Now that we were approaching the end of the conversation, she sounded absurdly relieved. “I was afraid you were going to curse me out, or hang up on me at the least. I’m...I’m glad we’ve both grown up, Mark.” 

      

    Oh, you bitch. You’re going to pay for that little remark, I thought. “Me too,” I said through clenched teeth. 

      

    We said our goodbyes and I put the phone down, laughing when I saw the look on Anna’s face. “That was...weird,” I said. 

      

    “Master, was that who I think it was?” 

      

    “Yes it was,” I told her. I gave Anna a quick rundown on our call. 

      

    She understood immediately. A wide grin spread across her face. “Are you going to make her one of us?” Anna asked. “That would be so hot – making your ex worship at your feet!” 

      

    “Maybe I’ll have her worship you,” I mused. “Since she likes girls now.” 

      

    “Oh, she’ll like cock soon enough, Master. If that’s what you want to do...” 

      

    Was that what I wanted? Unlike Tiffany, Mallory was in a long-term relationship. By making her my slave, I’d be ruining that. Or would I… 

      

    Maybe I can get her, too, I thought, summoning the mental image of those pictures to my mind. Yael had been hot as hell, after all. 

      

    “I’m going to go take my pill,” I told Anna, rising from the bed. “Inform Tiffany that we’re going to have a guest tonight.” 

      

    “She’s staying? Yes, sir.” Anna instantly fell in line, eager to please. “Breakfast is ready when you are.” 

      

    “Wonderful,” I told her. “You’re both very good girls.” 

      

    I watched with amusement as my compliment sent Anna into a mind-melting orgasm, her back arching with pleasure as she rode it out. Soon I’ll be watching Mallory act just like this, I told myself. This would be fun. 

      

    But first, I’d have to prepare. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Master!” I could hear Tiffany’s voice from the living room. “She’s here!” 

      

    “Don’t call me Master,” I reminded both of my slaves. “Not yet, at least. You don’t want to scare her off.” 

      

    Not more than I have planned, I added mentally. If that phone call had shaken her, what Mallory was about to witness was going to shock her to her core. I was going to tease her before I made her mine, show her what an amazing life I had thanks to AlphaBoost. Speaking of which, the third pill was in my stomach as I walked into the living room, dissolving into my bloodstream and making my seed completely irresistible for twenty-four hours. All I had to do was get a little bit of it into Mallory, and she’d be my slave. 

      

    I had a couple ideas of how to make that happen, but I was going to play it by ear. 

      

    Tiffany was already at the door; she pulled it open and smiled. “Hi there,” she said, sounding like the hostess at an expensive private club. “Welcome to Mark’s place.” 

      

    “Um...hi.” Mallory looked almost exactly as I remembered her. The years since we broke up had treated her well: she still had a firm, athletic body with the curvy ass and big tits that had driven me crazy all through college. She was obviously dressed well, too: whatever Yael did, she must have been raking in the big bucks. “You’re not Anna, are you?” 

      

    Tiffany giggled. “No, of course not. Just her BFF. Mark and Anna are letting me stay here for a while.” 

      

    “Oh, how nice of them.” Mallory sounded completely insincere, and more than a little taken aback, but Tiffany just smiled knowingly. 

      

    “Mallory.” I strode forward, Anna on my arm. I’d had my wife dress to the nines for the occasion. Too. “It’s good to see you again.” 

      

    Her face lit up at the sight of me – with relief, and as she looked Anna up and down, a little bit of jealousy. 

      

    “Hi! Wow, you look great! Anna, it is so nice to finally meet you.” 

      

    “The pleasure’s all mine,” Anna tittered, extending a hand. “Mark has told me so much about you.” 

      

    Mallory swallowed heavily. “Um. Well. Yeah, can we maybe sit down and talk for a few minutes, Mark? Maybe somewhere with just the two of us?” 

      

    “Oh, but you’ll have to have some coffee first!” Anna smiled like the woman standing before her was any ordinary guest. “I make a mean cup – and the way Mark is about coffee, he’s a very discerning judge!” 

      

    “Yeah, that would be good, thanks.” Mallory had always been a caffeine addict, and even if she hadn’t I think she would have accepted a cup just to be polite. “I’d be delighted.” 

      

    “Wonderful!” Anna grabbed me by the shoulder. “Come help me in the kitchen a minute?” she asked. 

      

    I shot an apologetic look at Mallory, as if to say duty calls. “Uh, sure. You and Tiffany hang out on the couch for a sec, and we’ll be right back, okay?” 

      

    Mallory didn’t look the least bit happy about that, but politeness kept her from voicing it if nothing else. “Sure,” she said, a little wary. “Um, how did you meet Anna, Tiffany?” 

      

    I’d already stopped listening. Anna led me into the kitchen, and the instant we were out of sight she dropped to her knees. She undid my belt and slid my cock out of my pants, then brought the pulsing rod between her soft, pillowy lips. In moments she’d enveloped me completely, sucking like there was nothing in the world more important than getting me to come. 

      

    Which, at the moment, there wasn’t. 

      

    While she worked, I was also busy. I thumbed on the coffee maker, the sound of it roaring to life masking any sounds Anna’s blowjob might have broadcast to the living room. Then my job was to come; to that end I grabbed both sides of Anna’s head and started fucking her throat, pounding her hard while she relaxed around me. 

      

    “Yeah, that’s fucking great,” I grunted, trying not to hold back. “Fuck, I need it so bad...” 

      

    The coffee was almost done. It was a race, the Mr. Coffee vs. Anna, and just when things seemed lost I felt a sudden rush travel up my shaft. I grunted, losing my rhythm, then erupted inside of Anna’s sweet, hot little mouth. Burst after burst of sticky cream filled her throat as my balls drained inside of her. 

      

    Anna held it there for a long moment, savoring my cock. Then, without warning, she stood up, poured a cup of coffee from the pot and let a dribble of my come drip from her mouth. It splashed into the coffee, sinking beneath the rich, dark liquid and disappearing. 

      

    She looked at me for approval, and I nodded. “I think that’s enough,” I said. Now to hope that the coffee doesn’t fuck up whatever’s in those pills… 

      

    Anna swallowed the rest of my load and licked her lips as she poured the other cups. Mine was black (of course), while hers and Mallory’s was filled with cream and sugar. After she was done, Anna shot me a guilty little look and bent over her own mug, dropping a huge gob of my seed I didn’t know she’d saved into it. 

      

    I watched shocked as she took a big sip from her own mug and sighed happily. “Oh that is just the tits,” she whispered. “Master, I think your come is the secret ingredient to the perfect cup of coffee!” 

      

    “Let’s hope Mallory sees it that way,” I said, taking my mug into the living room. My ex was engaged in what looked like a very awkward conversation with Tiffany: our live-in fucktoy was grinning like a cat who’d eaten an entire bowl of cream, while Mallory looked like she was about to squirm right out of her chair. 

      

    “Back,” I said, settling into a chair. “Here’s your drink. Tiffany, why don’t you go into the other room while Mallory and I talk?” 

      

    She nodded and left the room. Anna took her seat, smiling at Mallory’s drink. 

      

    “Anna is going to be here?” Mallory looked skeptically at my wife as she blew onto the top of her coffee to cool it. 

      

    “Just for emotional support,” I assured her. “You understand.” 

      

    Anna perked up in her chair. “I won’t say a word,” she told Mallory, sipping her own coffee. “I’ll just listen. Promise.” 

      

    Mallory looked pensive...and raised the coffee cup to her lips. A little noise of derision escaped her lips as she slipped the rim into her mouth. 

      

    Anna and I leaned forward in our chairs. If Mallory noticed anything, it was too late for her to stop. 

      

    She took a small, almost dainty sip from the mug...and froze. For a moment I was sure she was going to spit it out, that we’d given the entire game away. Then her expression relaxed, and without any hesitation she tipped it back and chugged the whole thing, right in front of both of us. 

      

    Anna looked surprised – and pleased. “Wow,” she said with a smirk. “You really liked that.” 

      

    “You were right,” she said, her voice edged with wonder. There was already a glassy, feverish look in her eyes. “You really do make the best coffee in the city...” 

      

    “That’s nice,” I said, a smirk forming on my face. “I’m sure Anna appreciates it. Now, you were going to tell me about cheating on me. Yes?” 

      

    Mallory’s eyebrows drew together. It was like she was trying very hard to think, and couldn’t quite figure out why she wasn’t able to. Like having something right on the tip of your tongue. 

      

    “I...” She looked confusedly between Anna and I. “I...” 

      

    “Only you can’t,” I said, leaning forward and adopting a soothing tone. “Because you can’t think of anything right now except that wonderful drug that was in your coffee.” 

      

    Mallory looked like she wanted to be scared, but was way too turned on. “Huh?” 

      

    “It’s in you right now. Making you feel so good.” 

      

    She smiled, her face filled with relief. “I do. I...God, I feel so good, Mark. Can I get some more of that coffee?” 

      

    I slowly shook my head. 

      

    Her pout was so theatrically over-the-top it was almost comical. “Why not?” 

      

    To my surprise, it was Anna who took the lead. “Honey, that’s not what this is about,” she said, putting her hand on Mallory’s knee and giving it a squeeze. She leaned over her, thrusting out her big tits until they nearly spilled out of her top. It would have been a tall order for anything to pull Mallory’s attention away from me, but that did it. 

      

    “We don’t give a fuck what you did,” my wife told my newest slave. “We only care what you’re going to do.” 

      

    Then she kissed her. 

      

    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My cock throbbed in my pants as I watched my gorgeous bimbo wife make out with my hated ex, the two of them melting against each other. Mallory’s hands explored Anna’s body eagerly, hungrily, but just as she started to hit pay dirt Anna pulled away. 

      

    “Look at him,” she commanded, cupping Mallory’s chin and turning her to face me. “He’s wonderful, isn’t he?” 

      

    “I...I guess so,” Mallory whispered. She was still trying to resist – struggling to take back control. “I’m sure he’s a good husband. He was a pretty great guy-” 

      

    “Do you want to know what’s making you feel so good?” There was a nasty edge in Anna’s voice that made me even harder. I loved the way she was getting into it, treating Mallory the way she really deserved. 

      

    She nodded, whimpering a bit in her chair. From how turned on she obviously was, she was probably leaving a wet spot – maybe I’d make her lap it up later. 

      

    “Show her,” Anna said with a husky laugh. “Show her what her entire world is now, Master.” 

      

    I saw Mallory go stiff for a moment at the word Master, but it was already too late for her to do much about it. I stared at her with savage, primal need as I unhooked my belt and pulled down my pants. I pulled the waistband of my boxers down beneath my balls to show off my cock, standing straight and throbbing oh-so-gently in the cool air of the living room. As she watched, a thin streak of precum shot from the tip, running down the side of my shaft. 

      

    Mallory’s eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned. “Oh my gawd,” she mewled, shivering with delight. “Oh fuck I can smell it. It’s so good...” 

      

    ‘That’s Master’s cock,” Anna purred, holding her in place. “Why don’t you show my husband how it deserves to be treated?” 

      

    Eager, Mallory started to rise to her feet – but my wife grabbed her shoulder and forced her back down. “Not like that,” she hissed. “On your knees, like the little whore you are. Crawl to Master, then beg him for the privilege of tasting his cock.” 

      

    Oh, man. Did I mention I fucking love this woman? 

      

    Mallory sunk to the floor on her knees, then started to crawl forward. As she passed, Anna grabbed a handful of her ass then gave it a hard slap, making it jiggle. Mallory yelped, lowering her face as it burned with mingled shame and arousal, and continued crawling to me. 

      

    When she reached me I was throbbing with need, my cock framed perfectly above her pillowy-soft lips. She inhaled deeply, closing her eyes and shivering with pleasure – getting high just off being near my hot, pent-up seed. 

      

    “Please,” she begged, biting her lip. “Let me taste it, Master.” 

      

    I cupped her chin with my thumb and angled it up so that she faced me. Then I slapped her across the face, once, hard. 

      

    Her mouth dropped open in shock as she reeled. Her eyes went blank for a moment as the dominant gesture made her pussy boil over, even as her cheeks flared with anger. She looked up at me like she wanted to fight, and like she wanted more than anything for me to do it again. 

      

    “That was for cheating on me,” I growled, squeezing her cheeks together. “And this-” 

      

    I slapped the other cheek. She cried out, both sides of her face red and stinging from my hand. 

      

    “Was for embarrassing me by doing it with a woman,” I finished. “But you’re not interested in that any more, are you? You want this cock.” 

      

    “Yes,” she panted. I could see the last faint traces of resistance fading in her face – the pain had driven them out of her, shown her what she truly was. “I want to worship it with all my holes. I want you to fill my mouth with your come, my tight wet pussy, even my ass if you want. I’ve never done anal for any guy, but I’ll do it for you, Master...” 

      

    “You want more of this,” I grunted. Giving the base of my cock a squeeze. Another fat jet of precum dribbled down the tip and I thought Mallory was going to pass out. 

      

    “Yes! Oh fuck, please let me lap that up,” she whimpered. “Please let me taste your jizz, Mark...” 

      

    “I’m going to let you,” I told her. Her face contorted in ecstasy at the words. “In fact, I’m going to make you. But there’s one thing I want first.” 

      

    “Of course, Master.” It was almost comical how easily this had all fallen into place. Why had I been worried about the pills? I was meant to use them – even Anna thought so. We were going to be the wildest couple ever, and Mallory was our newest prize. 

      

    I smirked. “I want an apology.” 

      

    Her hands were shaking, so great was her need to please me. “Sure,” she said. “Of course. I’m so, so sorry I ever left you, Mark. I was so fucking stupid-” 

      

    “You were,” I said, cutting her off, “but I’m not the one I want you to apologize to.” The confused look on her face was priceless. “What was her name again, Anna?” 

      

    “’Yael’,” Anna prompted, spreading her legs to watch the show. “What a pretty name.” 

      

    Mallory looked back at her and then to me, dread infusing her features. Her bottom lip trembled as she realized what I was planning. 

      

    “That’s right,” I said. “I think you need to apologize. You’re about to be a dirty fucking cheater again – only this time you’re going to belong to us.” I reached over onto the end table and grabbed my phone, then flipped on the video app. “She’s going to be so distraught when she sees this, but it’s better she know right off the bat. So you don’t have to drop by unannounced years later and apologize.” 

      

    “No.” Her eyes widened in horror. I could see the tiny bit of herself that was left trying to marshal itself. “No, please...” 

      

    “Why don’t you show her how you feel,” I prompted, starting the recording. “You have permission to suck me off, slave.” 

      

    For a moment, I wasn’t sure she was going to do it. She stared at the camera, knowing in her heart that every moment of this was going to be sent to her lesbian fiance – the girl who until a few minutes ago she cared about more than anyone in the world. She trembled, her cheeks still red from my attention, then lowered her head. 

      

    Her lips latched onto the head of my cock, and I couldn’t stop a groan from leaving my lips. It was so good. 

      

    Mallory practically inhaled me, she was so fucking eager to have my cock down her throat. I was sure whoever ended up watching this video could see that – could tell how utterly eager she was as she took me all the way to the base, gagging around my shaft and bobbing in my lap. 

      

    “I’m so sorry,” she gasped, removing me from her mouth with a wet pop and stroking me. “Yael, baby, I’m so fucking sorry. I love you so much, honey! But I...I need this...” 

      

    “You need my cock,” I told her commandingly. 

      

    “I need his cock,” she whispered, staring at the lens. “It’s so good...it’s everything. I need to worship it...” 

      

    “You’re not a lesbian anymore,” I grunted. 

      

    She pulled a face for a moment, but a quick glance back at my cock took her right back under my control. “I’m not into girls any more, baby,” she panted, stroking me harder. “Unless they’re...oh fuck, you’re dripping all over my fingers, Master – unless Mark commands me to fuck them.” Her face lit up as if an idea had just occurred to her. “Maybe he can take control of you, too! Then we can both worship his cock! Wouldn’t that be so hot, Master? To know you changed both of our sexual orientations with just this big, perfect cock?” 

      

    “That...might be arranged,” I said. “How is Yael in bed, anyway?” 

      

    Suddenly her cheeks flushed with more than pain. “Oh Master, she’s wonderful,” Mallory panted. “Until you, she was the best fuck I ever had. She can do things with her tongue that put me to shame, Master!” 

      

    “Fuck, I think that’s enough,” I said, tossing the phone away. Just thinking about having them both filled me with desire, and Mallory was eager to please. 

      

    “I want that pussy,” I growled, motioning for Mallory to get up. “Now.” 

      

    “Yes, Master.” Mallory straddled me on either side of the chair, parting her creamy thighs to let me see her dripping wet cunt. Whatever sex life she and her girl fiancee had, they kept their pussies perfectly shaved. I ran my thumb over her clit, watching as every muscle in her body tensed at my touch. 

      

    “You want me,” I said. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she said, delirious with pleasure. “I can’t wait to feel you inside of me. I could feel how much hot, perfect come you had in your balls while I was blowing you – I want you to pump every drop of it into my twat...” 

      

    With a grunt, I grabbed her by the hips and lowered her pussy onto my cock. She cried out, thighs clenching around me as I slid into her with one flawless stroke. Her walls stretched ever so gently around my shaft as I bottomed out inside her, balls-deep in her sweet tightness. 

      

    “Fuck that’s good,” I grunted, taking a fistful of her hair for leverage. “Don’t hold back, now. Fuck me hard, like you’re making up for all those lousy fucks you threw me when we were together. Show me how good you can be, slut.” 

      

    Mallory did not hold back. She writhed in my lap, her big ass bouncing as she ground on my cock. She was an expert at it, pulling me all the way back until the head of my cock was nestled in her folds and grinding the tip around her clit before slamming herself all the way down, filling her cunt to the brim. We bucked and thrashed as we fucked, all logical thought gone. This was pure biology; more than that, this was payback for all the shit she’d put me through. Every argument, every nasty word or emasculating insult that had ever left her lips got fucked away in a torrent of animalistic rutting. My hands found her cheeks, her tits, grabbed the flesh of her ass only to deliver stinging slaps that made her cry out. 

      

    I had never truly fucked Mallory the way I had wanted when we were together. Now, as my slave, she was truly focusing on my pleasure. 

      

    “What do you think?” I asked, glancing over her at my wife Anna. Anna was busy frigging her cunt as she watched us, her face flushed with lust. “Should we keep her?” 

      

    “She’s so fucking hot,” my wife panted. “It makes me s wet to watch you sink that cock in a tighter, wetter girl than me, Master. I know you like watching those big titties of hers bounce in your face – you like them better than mine?” 

      

    “Yeah, they’re fucking great,” I growled, taking a handful. “Fuck, I love abusing these tits. I’m going to be rough with you every time I fuck you, Mallory. You’ve got a body made for abuse. You like it, don’t you? I can tell.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she whimpered, sounding like she was on the edge of climax. “I’m sorry I’m such a worthless piece of shit. I’m so glad hurting me brings you pleasure, makes you feel better as you’re fucking me...” 

      

    I put a hand around Mallory’s throat as a wave of pleasure washed up my shaft, my balls drawing tight against her slit. My cock pumped inside of her like a piston in a furnace, spreading her honey-warm walls with every thrust. I was going to explode. 

      

    “Look at me,” I commanded, holding her tight. “Watch me while I come inside you. I want to see every little dirty move on your face while I fucking shoot...” 

      

    My hips jerked upwards, losing their rhythm, and I started to come. My whole body radiated pleasure as white-hot seed sprayed from my cock, spilling into Mallory’s fertile womb with hurricane force. I grabbed her ass with my free hand and pulled her hard against me, letting my cock go even deeper inside her as I pumped burst after burst of come into her womb. I hadn’t even thought of protection, but the idea of fucking her raw made my climax all the sweeter: what better way to show how thoroughly I owned her now than to make her belly swell with my heirs? 

      

    As I came down from my peak my hand relaxed at her throat. I gripped the back of her neck and pulled my face into her big, sweaty tits, lapping at them as the last few spasms of orgasm shuddered through me. When I came down fully I had her nipple in my mouth and was sucking hard, rolling my tongue across it at pleasant aftershocks rippled through my cock. 

      

    Mallory rubbed her throat – there was definitely going to be a bruise there – and bit her lip. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice a little husky from abuse. 

      

    “Go in the kitchen,” I growled against her neck, “and get my wife and I two beers. Then come back and serve us.” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she replied meekly, pulling off me. My cock was covered in a mix of our juices, and as soon as she was off I raised an eyebrow at Anna. 

      

    “Did you come?” I asked. 

      

    “Like three times,” she said happily, her face flushed with pleasure. 

      

    “Come clean me off,” I told her. 

      

    She came forward and lapped at my cock with her tongue, getting every drop of my seed and Mallory’s sweet juices until I was perfectly clean. She planted a kiss on the fat purple head and slipped my cock back into my boxers. 

      

    “Was it everything you hoped for?” she asked. “Are you over Mallory now?” 

      

    “I am,” I said, just in time to take my beer from her. She handed the other to Anna, then sank to her knees next to my chair. “In fact, I just figured out what we’re going to do with her.” 

      

    “Oh really?” A naughty smile curled the side of my wife’s mouth. “I’m looking forward to hearing this.” 

      

    “You’re always complaining about how much housework you have to do,” I told her, sipping my drink. The cold alcohol felt fucking perfect after a long, hard, fuck. “Especially the really dirty stuff: cleaning the toilets, wiping the mold from the shower, plus all the other stuff. And cooking besides!” 

      

    “What,” my wife said, her eyes shining with mischief, “you want her to be our maid?” 

      

    “Something like that. Only with less respect and no pay. Actually,” I said, grinning down at Mallory, “your pay will be the occasional privilege of getting to serve me on your knees. Sound fair to you?” 

      

    She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master,” my newest slave purred, looking up at me with love and devotion. “I live to serve.” 

      

    “Perfect! Then it’s settled.” I put down the beer and clapped my hands. “Now you come sit in my lap,” I commanded, grabbing Anna’s ass. “I suddenly want to spend time with a girl I actually care about.” 

      

    Anna snuggled in my lap, took a big sip of her beer and kissed me, letting it trickle into my mouth. God she was good. 

      

    I held my wife and watched my newest slave debase herself, already thinking of what I could do with those last two naughty little pills...



   





 

    Ruling The Strip Club



   






 

    They knelt in a line, their bodies eager and ready for me. Not a thought in their empty heads, their pussies boiling with need, each waiting to see which one of them would have the honor of fucking me first.  

      

    “Is this all of them?” I asked the girl on my arm. Yesterday she had been a strong, powerful businesswoman, but thanks to the hypnotic power of AlphaBoost she was a brainless bimbo, addicted to my seed and eager to help me dominate her former employees. I could feel the warmth rolling off her in waves as she surveyed her girls, could almost taste the need coiled in every inch of her perfect body. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she said, looking over the group of women. The employees of the Bitch’s Crystal looked like they’d just stopped mid-dance and gotten into a line for me: most of them were basically naked, with a few in a tight pair of thong panties or a short schoolgirl miniskirt with nothing underneath. They all wore strappy black fuck-me pumps, as if it was the club’s unofficial uniform. 

      

    “Very good.” They all looked so tight and fuckable, each one a perfect male fantasy object. I was looking forward to sinking deep inside them, splitting them off into twos and threes and having my way with them, exploding inside their cunts with my fertile seed… 

      

    “Master.” A voice pulled me from my reverie. “I just got the safe open – their combination worked perfectly. I think you’re going to be surprised just how much cash this place had on hand...” 

      

    A few weeks ago my wife Anna had been an ordinary, if pretty good-looking woman. Thanks to AlphaBoost she now looked like she’d fit in perfectly at the Crystal: her massive tits strained at the tight white t-shirt she was wearing, and her miniskirt wasn’t much longer than the ones the strippers were wearing. Like theirs, there was nothing underneath it. Her hair had been dyed platinum blonde, her ass was round and fuckable – every inch of her was now a proper bimbo. Just the way I’d always wanted it. 

      

    “Wonderful.” I shoved the club’s owner aside like a discarded object and embraced her. “Thank you. You’re such a good little girl, Anna. Good wife.” 

      

    “Oh...oh thank you, sir...” Anna’s face flushed crimson, her tits heaving against my chest as my compliment made her pussy boil over. “Oh fuck, Mark, I love serving you so much…!” 

      

    I held my wife tight as she came, her hips writhing against my rock-hard bulge as she rode out the throes of her climax. God, I never got tired of that. 

      

    “Help me out,” I said with a smirk, giving her ass a smack. The array of girls before me was like a smorgasbord of sex: bimbo blondes, Asian cuties with perky teenage tits, mocha-skinned Latinas with long dark hair that cried out to be tugged. I wanted them all – and with a start, I realized that I could have them all. This was my club now, but it was more than a club: it was a harem, a court, a kingdom. Where I was the boss, the King – the God. 

      

    I looked over my Kingdom and slid my hand beneath my wife’s skirt. This was going to be so much fun. 

      

    “Which one of these little sluts do you want to see me fuck first,” I growled, fingering her. “Or did you want to put on a show for me first and take the first taste?” 

      

    It still made my head spin how quickly this place had become mine. Coming here was the best idea my wife had ever had… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I wasn’t the first guy lucky enough to visit a strip club with his wife – but I was the first one to do it with the intention of taking the place over. 

      

    I’d been to the Crystal one time before: a few years ago, for the bachelor party of a friend I wasn’t particularly close to. My impressions of the place had been that it was the most absurdly hot, top-of-the-line strip club I’d ever seen, along with that peculiar frustration common to guys who are confronted with a room full of gorgeous babes and no opportunity for release. That frustration had only deepened when I’d watched said friend be led upstairs by the hottest slut in the joint, and went nuclear when he came downstairs a few minutes later with the naughtiest, shit-eating grin on his face. 

      

    I remember I’d come home that night wanting to take out all my pent-up sexual frustration on Anna, but she was having none of it. Even then, we’d had our problems in the bedroom. Maybe if I’d been able to pump her full of my seed, I’d have fucked away the memory of that place. As it was, it popped up at the weirdest times, filling me with a strange sort of shame. I’d wished I’d done more – let the sexy fucking redhead who climbed in my lap and offered me a lap dance go hog wild, spend the cash Anna hadn’t known I’d had on getting to run my hands all over the cute little brunette teen who whispered in my ear if I liked to party. And a few days after I’d used AlphaBoost to turn my wife, her BFF and my ex-girlfriend into my bimbo slaves, the place popped up in my memory again – only this time, I found myself thinking why not? 

      

    Anna was totally for it, of course. I proposed the idea after my morning threesome, her and her BFF Tiffany still gasping and moaning as they snuggled their freshly laid bodies up to either side of me. 

      

    Her eyes widened when I told her about the place. “I remember!” she said with a wicked little grin. “I remember thinking you’d gotten a BJ or something from a stripper during Ryan’s party – that’s why you were so keen to fuck me, to sort of make up for it. I remember thinking I’d let you stew in your guilt for a little while, see if you confessed to anything bad.” 

      

    “I didn’t,” I said, running my fingers between her thighs. Anna would never think to deny me anything now: I could touch her body however and whenever I wanted. If I so chose, I could have rolled her over, mounted her and pumped her full of a second load right then and she would have made it as hot as possible for me. “I was so fucking frustrated that night – I thought it was so mean that you wouldn’t fuck me.” 

      

    “I’m so sorry,” she panted, lifting her hips to give me better access to her core. “I did so many awful things to you before you opened my eyes, Mark. I was a bad little wife. I’m good now, though...right?” 

      

    The way her eyes shined up at me, thinking of nothing but my pleasure and approval, made me throb. 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said with a smirk. “You’re amazing. What would you do if I came home from that place now?” 

      

    “Mmmh.” She bit her lip, gasping as my fingers entered her. “I’d be waiting for you at the door, ready to show you can I be just as naughty as those paid little sluts. I’d beg you to tell me every dirty detail: have you describe how good it felt to have them fuck and suck you while I made you feel good. I’d let you degrade me however you want, play videos of them while you pounded my tight little cunt...whatever you want, Master!” 

      

    Fuck that made me so hard. Maybe I really was going to mount Anna for a second round. But instead, a different thought occurred to me. I still have two of those pills left in my medicine cabinet. So far, the attempt to get another bottle of AlphaBoost had been frustratingly fruitless; I’d had my ex Mallory and my wife’s best friend Tiffany scouring the internet for a week looking for any sign of the pills, but it was as if they didn’t exist. I felt like I was looking for one of those hot new retro game consoles that sold out in two seconds every year, but at least in that case I could have just brainwashed a supplier into giving me one. As far as I knew, those two little pills I had on me were the only two I was ever going to get. 

      

    I’d thought of saving them for a special occasion – but what could be more special than having my own strip club? I’d already turned our house into my own personal harem – what was another kingdom to rule? Images of the place flashed through my mind, making me throb in my pants – before I knew it, I was fingering Anna hard, making her pant and moan as she rode my hand. 

      

    “Why don’t we take a little trip down there?” I asked, sliding two fingers into Anna’s core and stabbing at her g-spot. “You and me, maybe Tiffany too. Paint the whole place red – make up for all that old frustration?” 

      

    I didn’t even really need to ask. Anna belonged to me now, she would have agreed to anything I commanded. On top of that, she was right on the edge, sweat dribbling down her tits as she approached climax, and I wasn’t sure if she could even really process what I was saying. 

      

    “Yes, Master!” She spread her legs wider, giving me an angle to go even deeper inside her walls. “Anything you want! I belong to you! I live to worship you...to worship you...oh fuck Mark I’m gonna fuckin’ cum…!” 

      

    At the last second, I pulled my fingers from Anna’s dripping cunt. She had a brief moment to whine in frustration – then I slammed into her with my cock, filling her to the brim in one smooth stroke. It sent her over the edge instantly, pushing her body into the stratosphere as her back arched in pure bliss. Her ankles gripped my hips, pulling me in deep as she rode out the throes of her orgasm. 

      

    The thought of dominating an entire club of gorgeous babes had me on a hair-trigger, and almost as soon as I’d replaced my fingers with my cock I felt myself rushing to my own climax. I thrust hard, using my wife’s tight little body like a human fleshlight – not caring about her own pleasure outside of the way it made her tight walls grip me oh so perfectly, not caring about anything but coming as hard as possible. In a few hard thrusts I was spurting, spilling my seed deep into Anna’s cunt in white-hot eruptions that made my knees shake and my world go white. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, Anna lowered my face to her breasts and held me there. She gripped my cock tight with her inner muscles and milked me dry, every inch of her body focused on maximizing my aftershocks. I sighed with contentment, a final burst of seed shooting from my cock into her womb. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” my wife panted, looking down at me with a smile. “I love making you feel so good, Sir. Thank you for letting me serve you.” 

      

    “You’re welcome,” I said with a grin, pulling out of her. “I want you to do something for me.” 

      

    Her eyes lit up. She loved nothing more than a chance to serve me. “Yes, Master?” 

      

    My fingers trailed down her curves. “I want you to get dressed up for me. In your best clubbing clothes – something tight and revealing that shows off your body. I want half the guys in that club staring at you instead of the strippers tonight.” 

      

    A naughty smile lit up her face. “I know just the outfit, Master. I want to look sexy and fuckable, just for you. I want everybody to know you have a sexy slut who’ll do anything you command her to, dripping wet for you all the time.” 

      

    “God damn I love you,” I growled, giving her a hard little spank on her ass. “You’re the queen of my harem, babe.” 

      

    “Always, Master. I’m looking forward to adding some more sluts to your harem tonight.” 

      

    I was, too. I needed to get ready – but first, I needed to take one of those pills. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Hi there. Anything I can do for you?”  

      

    The Bitch’s Crystal was packed. I was surprised; it was the middle of the week. I hadn’t expected this kind of crowd, but on reflection it pleased me. This place does good business, I thought approvingly. Not only would it make an excellent base of operations, I might never have to work again. 

      

    Undeterred, the girl who’d spoken sidled up next to Anna and I. She was a gorgeous Asian cutie wearing nothing but a pair of black panties and fuck-me heels. Her tits were huge on her tiny frame, probably fake but I didn’t give a fuck. She was sexy as hell, a tight little athletic appetizer before the main course, and I was starving. 

      

    “Well hello there.” I leered openly, sizing her up like a choice cut of meat. “What’s your name?” 

      

    “I’m Suzie,” she said, sweet as could be. Damn, she’s good, I thought. She actually sounded excited to meet me as she did a little turn, giving me a side view of her gorgeous tits and plump, heart-shaped ass. “You like what you see, baby? You maybe want to get alone with this?” 

      

    Grinning, I turned to Anna. “See, this is what I love about strippers,” I told her. “Direct and to the point. No fucking around.” 

      

    Suzie shot me a bemused look as she turned to Anna. “Is this your girl? Damn, honey, you look like you could be the one working tonight. You think your boyfriend would be into that?” 

      

    I had to hand it to her – she got what I was looking for instantly. A couple looking to mess around and have a little fun, I thought. Probably sees it all the time – but not quite like this. 

      

    “I’m here for him,” Anna said, her eyes sparkling as she turned her gaze to me. “I was a total bitch to my husband the last time he came to this place. Now I’m making it up to him. I want him to have as much fun as he wants, and I’m going to watch every minute of it – that is, unless you want me to participate, Master...” 

      

    A knowing look entered the girl’s eyes when Anna called me Master. She’s seen relationships like that, I thought, chuckling to myself, but she’s never encountered a couple like us before. 

      

    “So this is an apology trip?” Suzie looked even more amused than before. “I think we can handle helping you say ‘sorry’, love. How about we take this to a private VIP room?” 

      

    I was more than happy to do that. We followed Suzie through the crowd, my eyes trained on her ass the entire way. Up on stage, two blondes writhed seductively, catching bills from the crowd like an ATM in reverse, and scantily-clad waitresses moved through the crowd dispensing drinks and taking tips in their bikini tops. 

      

    As it turned out, the VIP lounge Suzie was talking about was upstairs. A big guy in a suit lounged against one wall, eyes lazily sliding over us as our host chose a door and led us inside. The room was small – more like a walk-in closet with a high ceiling – and other than a small riser with a pole the only furniture in the room was a large, leather love seat. Anna slid into one seat while I took the other, and Suzie took the stage. 

      

    “So let’s chat.” Instantly she was all business. “What are you two looking for?” 

      

    I opened my mouth, not sure what I could get away with saying, when Anna put her hand on my knee and took point. 

      

    “First, we want to see you dance,” she said, pulling a roll of bills from a pocket in her skirt. It was most of the money we’d been able to grab from Yael’s shared bank accounts before she’d been able to freeze Mallory out of them. But if things went well tonight, there’d be far more to replace it. 

      

    “Can do,” Suzie purred, thrusting her tits forward. Her eyes were locked on the bills, mentally counting our haul. “I’m sure that’s not all a couple like you were to experience tonight, though?” 

      

    Grinning, Anna leaned over, pressing her soft body against me. Her hand slid between my thighs, massaging the growing bulge in my pants. A little moan escaped my lips as she stoked it higher, practically whimpering with need herself. 

      

    “I want to watch you get him off,” my gorgeous wife said. “With your mouth.” 

      

    I half-expected Suzie to say no, but she nodded. Then she named two figures, the second one wildly higher than the other. “That’s BJ with a condom and without,” she explained.  

      

    “Of course he’s not wearing a condom.” Anna made it sound like the stupidest fucking idea in history. “I want to watch him explode in your pretty little mouth.” 

      

    “Alright.” She turned to me. “Couple rules. No hands on the back of my head, no trying to fuck my face. You come inside my mouth, not on my face, and I don’t swallow.” She glanced at the door. “Break any rules or get too rough, and that guy out there will kick your ass. Got it?” 

      

    “He gets it,” Anna said, swirling her fingers in a slow circle over the head of my cock. “Right, honey?” 

      

    Oh yeah. Only I knew once Suzie had a mouthful of my come, all those rules were going right out the window. AlphaBoost sang in my veins, filling me with alpha-male power, and any girl in here who tasted so much as a drop of my manly seed would be able to think of nothing but how to get more. Once I was done, Suzie would be another brainless little bimbo for my harem, a tight little dancer who’d gladly give me anything I wanted. 

      

    I couldn’t wait. 

      

    The next song started, and she began to dance. 

      

    I felt Anna stiffen next to me, her eyes widening. “Wow,” she whispered, grabbing my cock a little tighter. “She’s amazing, Master.” 

      

    My wife was right. Suzie moved like she’d been born to dance, like every inch of her tight, athletic body had been designed from the ground up to drive men insane with lust. Her panties disappeared somewhere during her routine, and she dove low on the pole, spreading her legs wide for Anna and I. She spread her lips with her fingers, showing us her swollen clit and her dripping folds, then straddled the pole like a cock and ground against it in time to the beat. 

      

    Fuck I was hard. Anna could feel it, too – she tugged at my zipper, releasing my cock from what felt like a prison of fabric. I groaned with relief as it sprang free, throbbing gently in air and so hard it hurt. Her fingers gripped it gently, stroking me off as I watched Suzie dance just for me. 

      

    “Isn’t she gorgeous?” Anna’s breath was hot against my ear. “Look at the way she moves, Master. Can you imagine the way she could treat your cock with that hot little ass?” 

      

    I very much could. My cock gave a jerk at her words, jumping in her fist. I could have come right then and there, coating her hand in my juices, but I held back. That would have been a waste – the objective was to get it in Suzie’s mouth, after all. 

      

    As if my thought was the signal, Suzie stepped off the stage. She dropped to the carpet, going down on all fours and crawling sinuously over to us, like a cat. As if to make the comparison even more obvious she licked her lips as she got close, eyes locked on the bead of precum dribbling down my shaft. 

      

    “That’s right,” Anna said as she closed the distance. “Taste him. Put my husband’s cock in your mouth.” 

      

    “Looks like somebody’s more than ready for me,” Suzie said, swaying with swagger as she lowered her mouth to my cock. “Are you even going to be able to hold back-” 

      

    She cut off, because her lips were on the head of my cock – and that bead of precum was on her tongue. I’m not sure what exactly had happened to me, whether it some effect from taking multiple AlphaBoost pills or just my alpha-male confidence altering things, but the instant my seed touched Suzie’s mouth her eyes rolled back in her head, a low groan of pure bliss escaping her lips. 

      

    A moment ago she’d felt like the one in complete control, paid to service a man and his wife. Now I could literally watch as that control slipped away, as the person she used to be struggled to pull that flawless cock out of her mouth. Slowly she sank down deeper onto it, letting it fill her throat inch by inch, until finally my balls rested against her bottom lip. I was all the way inside her mouth, and it felt amazing. 

      

    She started to suck, moving up and down as slowly and evenly as if she was in a trance. Only the whites of her eyes showed. 

      

    “That’s right,” I growled, putting my hand on the back of her head. She’d explicitly told me no, that this would end the whole thing, but she didn’t utter a peep of protest as I gently forced her down harder on my cock. “You get it now, don’t you?” 

      

    “Mmmh hmmm,” she muttered, slurping eagerly at my shaft. Being serviced by her felt incredible, but I wanted more. 

      

    “That’s right. Here, have some more.” I pulled back an inch or two and gave the base of my cock a squeeze. The shaft jerked in my fingers and another burst of sweet precum filled Suzie’s mouth. I’d grown so powerful that even this was enough to enslave her – she looked like she’d just been fed a hit of the most expensive designer drug ever conceived. 

      

    “You love this dick, don’t you?” She nodded, her lips forming a perfect ‘o’ around the head of my cock. “You have no idea why you thought of charging more to put a condom on it. Why you’d ever come up with rules on what a MAN can do to you.” 

      

    She nodded mindlessly, sucking me harder. She wanted that come, but I was going to make her work for it. 

      

    “You live for this prick,” I grunted, thrusting upwards into her mouth. I held her head hard against me, using her sweet little mouth as she gagged gently. “You were meant to serve men. One man. Your Master. You live to worship him, to please him with your body – to taste his seed. His seed is your reward, you’ll do anything for it, your whole body needs it so bad...” 

      

    She picked up the pace with every word I said, until she was bobbing in my lap like a wildcat. She sucked me like she needed my come, like she’d die without it. Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she took me deep, throating me with an eagerness so deep it bordered on begging. I couldn’t hold back much longer. 

      

    “Here it comes,” I told her, stroking the top of her head. “Be a good girl and drink every drop.” 

      

    “Once you taste it, you’ll never want anything else,” Anna assured her. “You’ll understand that your entire life belongs to Master.” She grinned and turned to me. “Oh I love to watch them fight, Sir! There’s nothing like that moment the last flicker of resistance leaves their eyes. It makes me so wet...” 

      

    I looked down, seeing what she saw. Suzie was desperate to tease a thick load out of my balls – but was trying just as hard to pull away. Her mind reeled, demanding she flee and call security, but her body was so hooked she just couldn’t stop herself. The knowledge sent me right up to the edge, my cock twitching and spurting as it prepared to deposit its load. 

      

    “Fuck,” I grunted, sliding in between Suzie’s perfect lips. “Fuck, here it comes! Taste Master’s come, you fucking slut!” 

      

    I gave a final thrust and let go, my cock erupting inside of Suzie’s wet little mouth. It was just like Anna said – it really was amazing to watch the resistance leave a slave. It was like a wave of pleasure washing over the Asian cutie, demolishing her mind as a twin wave of bliss traveled up my spine as I shot. Burst after burst of hot, sticky come drained from my balls, filling Suzie to the brim. A bit of it trickled from the corner of her mouth as she struggled to hold it all, her brain so high on my seed that it burned away every last trace of her former life. 

      

    “Hold it,” I growled, my fingers wrapped in her hair. “Hold that fucking load…!” 

      

    Suzie gagged once, twice, then held her lips around my base. Her cheeks puffed out like a squirrel’s, her mouth filled with my creamy load. Slowly she looked up at me, a single tear dribbling down her cheek and smearing her mascara. Where a few minutes ago there had been business and the desire to finish off a new client, there was now pure love and devotion. She was mine, now and forever, and she swirled my seed around her mouth like there was nothing she wanted more. 

      

    “Good girl,” I told her roughly. “Now swallow it.” 

      

    She pulled off my cock, opening her mouth to show Anna and I the thick load coating her tongue. Then she shut her mouth and swallowed, shooting us a game little look as my load tumbled down her throat. She opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue to show her Master she’d done exactly as he asked. 

      

    I was still so hard. The sight of a freshly mind-fucked slave on her knees was addictive, and I knew in that moment it was something I’d never be able to live without. I wanted more girls: dozens, hundreds. I wanted to make every woman kneel, embrace her true self and pleasure the men around her like a depraved whore. But for now, I’d settle with fucking this one’s brains out. 

      

    “It’s her turn,” I said, nodding in my wife’s direction. “Go at it, skank.” 

      

    Anna smiled and leaned back against the arm of the couch, hiking up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath the tight fabric, and her pussy was dripping from watching me pump my seed down Suzie’s throat. She spread her legs and crooked her finger at our newest slave. 

      

    “Come here,” she purred, bringing that finger to her cunt and spreading her folds. “Eat my pussy, Suzie. Show me how good you are at serving other girls.” 

      

    Suzie looked like there was nothing on Earth she wanted more. She crawled towards Anna, and as she passed me I grabbed her around the waist and hauled her ass onto the couch. She let out a squeal as she settled down, her body forming a sexy little curve as she pressed her face between Anna’s thighs. 

      

    From where I stood behind them I could see everything. Suzie’s ass was perched in the air as she brought her mouth down to my wife’s pussy, lapping at her folds. Anna’s breasts bobbed up and down as she ground against the stripper’s face, riding her for everything she was worth. It was the kind of erotic sight any man would be proud to be part of, and I felt my cock rising back to full hardness almost instantly. 

      

    Growling with need, I parted Suzie’s thighs. She put one foot on the floor, her other knee sinking into the leather couch as she struggled to make herself ready for me and eat out my wife at the same time. For her part, Anna looked like she was enthralled with the idea. 

      

    “Good girl,” I grunted, spanking the stripper’s ass. She gave a yelp and worked my wife’s cunt a little harder, eager to please. “Let’s see how good that tight little pussy feels...” 

      

    Suzie hadn’t even wanted to let me in her mouth without a condom, yet now she spread for me eagerly, desperate to feel my bare cock inside her walls. She was dripping wet as I nestled the fat purple head in her folds, running them up and down her clit in a way that made her cry out. 

      

    “Do it,” Anna begged. She was busy gripping Suzie’s hair and riding her face, but her eyes were locked on me. “Pound that fertile little bitch. Show her that you own her body now.” 

      

    I sank inside of her. God, she was tight! I’d never felt anything like it. Even as soaked as she was, my cock barely fit inside of her – her walls gripped me as tight as a glove as I bottomed out inside her cunt. From behind, I was able to go deep, the head of my dick pointing straight at her womb as I stared to thrust. Every movement was animalistic and perfect, her tight body responding to my needs perfectly. This was luxury, this was fucking in style. 

      

    I pounded away at her pussy, watching the scene beneath me. Suzie shuddered with every thrust, the pleasure inspiring her to get even dirtier between my wife’s legs. Anna moaned and thrashed, losing her composure as the stripper slipped two fingers inside her walls and brought her mouth directly onto her clit, swirling her tongue the way she’d done to my cock just a few short minutes ago. The three of us moved with primal need, each filling the other with pleasure as we fucked. 

      

    Anna came first – her face flushed a deep crimson as she cried out, back arching beautifully against Suzie’s face. A gush of juice dribbled from her cunt, coating the girl’s face as my wife rode out every pulse of her incredible climax. The sight set me off: I grabbed Suzie’s hips and pounded her like a piston, filling her to the brim with every hard stroke I could muster. Her walls clenched around me even tighter, spasming around my dick hard enough to throw sparks as I felt her approach the peak. I was going to beat her; I was already there, tumbling out into my second hard orgasm… 

      

    It hit me like a bomb exploding. Fireworks went off behind my eyes as I lost my rhythm and just poured into Suzie, my cock melting into her cunt as it sprayed burst after burst of seed into her womb. I cried out loud enough that the whole club could hear me as I conquered her, used her body to come, filled her with my manly essence and marked her as forever mine. My thrusting slowed, my cock getting super sensitive, every inch of her walls making me shiver with aftershocks. 

      

    When I came down from my peak, Anna was laughing delightedly. The stripper still had her face against her thigh, and was panting like she’d just run a marathon. Anna looked up at me like my partner in crime, grinning. 

      

    “If all the girls here are like her, we’re going to spend years in this place,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Did she make you feel good, Master?” 

      

    “Oh, fuck,” I grunted, pulling out of her. “Jesus, that was good. If I had known the girls here were like this, I really would have spent that bachelor party cheating on you.” 

      

    “I wouldn’t blame you, Master. You deserve all these girls. You deserve the tightest, most experienced cunts in the world taking care of your cock, Mark.” 

      

    Yeah. Yeah, I really did. 

      

    Suzie rolled over, her face filled with wonder. The person she’d once been had been washed away, replaced with a vessel for my cock and a body that yearned to obey. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, practically crying. “Thank you so much! Please, please let me do something else for you…?” 

      

    I looked at Anna, matching her mischievous grin. “Who’s in charge of this place?” I asked. 

      

    Suzie thought about it. “There’s, um, two managers,” she finally said. “Both of them are here tonight. They’re supervising the girls...” 

      

    “Bring them,” I commanded. “First one, then the other. Tell them you have a super-VIP client who wants them specifically for a special request. If they push, tell them it’s a quick dance and a BJ – but the guy and his wife are so fucked up they’re tossing out bills by the hundreds. That’ll get them motivated.” 

      

    “I...I think that would work, Master.” I know it will, I thought. Greedy girls. Even if it didn’t, Anna and I would find some other way. Once we had the leadership, they’d been signing this place over to me in no time – then I’d go through the girls one after the other. If all of them were as tight and eager as Suzie, I was going to have a hell of a time on my hands.  

      

    “Good. Get to it. Master commands you,” I said, swatting her ass. It was so gratifying to watch her snap-to, mindlessly obeying my every whim. 

      

    When she was gone, Anna pulled me onto the couch and embraced me. “I love you, Master,” she said, an unsure little look in her eyes. “Am...am I serving you well?” 

      

    Ah, I thought, leaning back against the couch. She wants a compliment. Well… 

      

    “Of course,” I told her, holding her close. “You’re the best wife ever. You’re such a good little girl, always doing what you’re told. You’re going to do such a good job running my harem...” 

      

    Then I broke off, because Anna was coming her brains out. I grinned and watched, waiting for our next slave-to-be to make their way to the VIP lounge. 

      

    Thank God for those pills, I thought, basking in pleasure. And to think, I’ve still got one more to use…



   





 

    Ruling My World



   






 

    “Are you ready, Master?” 

      

    Wind whipped through my hair as I stood on the precipice, looking down over an expanse of rippling water. The night was cold, and the concrete under my feet was even colder – but I barely felt it. My body was on fire, throbbing with need, and the two beauties at my feet were ready and eager to serve. 

      

    “How do you want us to do it, Sir?” That was Anna, the woman who’d been my utterly-ordinary wife until a few weeks ago. That was before AlphaBoost, before I’d become the alpha-male God I had always secretly dreamed of being. Now she was a perfect bimbo, on her knees next to her fellow slave, ready to help me take over the world. 

      

    “Do you want us to do it hard and fast?” As she spoke, she wrapped her fingers around my cock and stroked me rapidly. “You want to just come, right now?” 

      

    The girl next to her grinned, waving her perky tits side-to-side as she ran her tongue down the length of my shaft. She was a gorgeous Asian cutie with the tight athletic body of the stripper she’d been until my hypnotic seed had made her my possession. 

      

    “Or do you want us to go slow?” As if punctuating her words, she swirled her tongue around the fat purple head, teasing me until I could barely hold back from fucking her mouth. “Make it last – let you savor your victory. Tease you until you can’t take any more, until you pour yourself into this water and make everyone yours, Lord?” 

      

    Anna giggled. “Ohmigawd – I can’t wait!” As I watched, the two girls made out with my cock between them, passing it from one set of lips to the other as they kissed deeply. It was amazing – the kind of thing that the old Mark would never have even imagined could happen to a guy like me. Normally I would have been entranced by the view, but my gaze slowly turned to the water. 

      

    Waves formed on the surface, lapping at the concrete breaker. This area was normally forbidden to the public: after all, it was the water supply for the entire county. Tens of thousands of people drank this water, traveling through their pipes and into their sinks and bathtubs every day. 

      

    Just imagine what a little poison could do. And what I was packing in my balls was more potent than any poison – even a drop of my AlphaBoost enhanced seed could put any woman into a hypnotic trance. 

      

    I had no idea what my seed was going to do once it was unleashed into this flood. But, as I turned my attention back to the two gorgeous women sharing my cock, I knew one thing – there was no way I was going to be able to stop myself from shooting the biggest, thickest load of my life… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    Like so many things, it started with a stupid little thought: what if I took over the world? 

      

    It was the kind of thing lots of guys fantasize about at least once. Who hasn’t looked at the ass-backwards way the world is run and thought, “things would be so much easier if I were in charge?” Things would get done – and done right, without any fighting. People would be so much better off with a benevolent, perfect ruler – especially if that ruler happened to be yours truly. 

      

    But unlike most people, that little thought didn’t leave me. After all, I actually did have the ability to make my dreams a reality, thanks to AlphaBoost. 

      

    It had all started with my wife. Before I’d started taking AlphaBoost, she only deigned to take me in her mouth once a year. Then my hypnotic seed turned her into a blowjob addict, and molded her body into my perfect bimbo fantasy – the girl I’d always fantasized about her becoming. Over time, I’d turned her BFF, my awful ex-girlfriend and an entire strip club into my willing servants. I was barely in control of myself, biting off way more than I could chew, yet somehow everything seemed to work out in my favor. The Crystal was making more money than it had ever seen, and the girls were more than willing to spread for the customers – but they served me for free. 

      

    I’d used four of my five AlphaBoost pills. Life couldn’t possibly be better. And yet, there was still that nagging little voice in the back of my head asking: could it be better? 

      

    I was in the shower when I had the idea. I wasn’t alone, of course. 

      

    “That’s right,” I grunted, running shampoo-coated fingers through my hair as the girl at my knees blew me. “Suck it harder. Fuck...” 

      

    “Yes Master,” she panted, staring up at me as best as she could. She was one of the newer girls at the Crystal, a busty Latina with an ass you could bounce a quarter off her. She didn’t look a day over eighteen, but she cupped my balls and took me all the down her throat like she had a lifetime of experience sucking cock. I didn’t even know her name. 

      

    I leaned back into the water, thrusting my hips forward against my lips as I rinsed my hair. I was concentrating on the warm, wet mouth around my member when something bitter met my tongue. 

      

    I coughed, spitting. My mouth had been open, slack with pleasure as I received my morning blowjob – I’d gotten some of the shampoo in my mouth. 

      

    Weird how such a little bit can taste so fucking bitter, I thought, putting a hand on the back of the girl’s head. You wouldn’t think… 

      

    The idea blazed to life in my brain. It was so strong, so seductive that before I knew what I was doing I had her head in both of my hands and was fucking her throat. She gagged, struggling for air as a climax rushed over me, pleasure infiltrating my body as I shot a thick load between her lips. 

      

    “Ah! Ah fuck!” I let her go, watching as she curled up and put her face against the warm, soapy floor. A few moments later she looked up at me, the tears in her eyes both from choking and from devotion: 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she said sweetly. “Thank you for letting me blow you. I love the way you use my young throat...” 

      

    I wasn’t listening. I was thinking about the way Anna and I had turned my ex-fiancee Mallory into my slave: with a little bit of my seed in her coffee, direct from Anna’s mouth. It had only taken a few drops to make her into my bimbo slave – and my load seemed to get stronger every time I took one of my AlphaBoost pills. Just how powerful would the final dose make me? I had turned a cup of coffee into a delivery method for my hypnotic seed – what about a gallon jug? A swimming pool? An ocean? 

      

    The flame was lit. And after I bounced the idea off Anna, she was more than willing to try. 

      

    “Holy shit,” she whispered, her mouth dropping open. I watched as her face flushed a deep crimson, the idea of using my final pill in this way instantly making her pussy boil over with need. “Master – you could have every woman in the city bowing to you. That...that would be SO hot…!” 

      

    It was dizzying to think about. Would it really work? 

      

    Getting into the reservoir was easy. Places like that are rarely watched over by more than two or three security guards – and lonely dudes like that went to pieces when a bevy of half-naked strippers showed up. They were balls deep inside of some of my finest slaves as I stood on top of the storm wall, blissfully unaware of my master plan unfolding above them. 

      

    I ran my hand down Anna’s cheek, then gave one of her bimbo-enhanced tits a good squeeze. She groaned, biting her lip and arching her back to put more of her in my hand. 

      

    “No reason to rush,” I said. “No one is going to disturb us. I want to enjoy this moment.” 

      

    Both girls grinned at me, then at each other. “Yes, Master,” they said in unison. 

      

    Then their mouths were on me, and I was in heaven. 

      

    They moved like sisters, like two people who’d known each other intimately all their lives. They were able to gauge my reactions perfectly as they shared my cock between them, passing it from Anna’s mouth into Suzie’s and back again. The warm suction of their lips contrasted with the cool night air in a way that made my knees weak. 

      

    “You deserve this, baby,” my wife purred. It took me a moment to realize she wasn’t talking about the blowjob: she was looking out over the city. Suzie had taken over my cock for the moment, giving me a sloppy treatment that left my balls dripping with juice. 

      

    “Yeah?” I could barely form words. Fuck that felt amazing. 

      

    “All those people...you should rule all of them.” There was a manic intensity in my wife’s eyes as she looked out over the bay, as if imagining all those sleeping people worshiping me. “God, it makes me so wet just thinking about it. All those little sluts just like Suzie here.” 

      

    As I watched, she grabbed the stripper’s head and forced it down on my shaft, hard. Capable as she was, the younger girl couldn’t help but gag around my shaft as she was forced to take it deeper than she ever had before. 

      

    “You like your girls to be like this, don’t you, Mark? Brainless little sluts, don’t know how to do anything but take a dick.” She was pushing on Suzie’s head in a hard, driving rhythm, so that I was fucking her face without moving a muscle. “You want all those girls to be like that, Master? Doctors and lawyers and businesswomen – all stepping out of their showers unable to think about anything but getting some big, throbbing cock inside their greedy pussies...” 

      

    Anna knew exactly what she was doing. She was stoking me higher, and from the way my cock twitched and throbbed inside Suzie’s mouth, she was doing a damn good job. 

      

    “That’s right, use her mouth.” There was a savage edge to Anna’s words, like she enjoyed degrading other women for me. I realized she was just as turned on as I was by the thought of ruling the entire city: her cunt was dripping twin trails of juice down her thighs, pooling on the concrete beneath her. God I picked a good one, I thought deliriously, thrusting my hips against Suzie’s face. We fit each other perfectly… 

      

    As if Anna shared my thought, she suddenly shoved the stripper away. “Come here, baby,” she growled, turning around and getting on all fours. With her big ass in the air, her pussy gushed with need, the muscles spasming around nothing like they were desperate to feel a cock stretching them out. 

      

    “Fuck me,” my wife begged, putting herself right on the edge of the water. “I want you to make me come, then I want you to take over this fucking city-” 

      

    I brought my hand down hard on her ass, cutting her off. The swat echoed across the water as she cried out, biting her lip hard. The spot where I’d swatted her reddened, a little welt forming where my wedding ring had make contact with her ass. 

      

    “I don’t give a fuck what you want,” I reminded her, taking a handful of her hair. “You don’t tell me what to do – I tell you what I want, and you obey.” 

      

    Instantly she was all apologies, the switched flipped to ‘total submissive’ faster than I could blink. “Yes master I’m so sorry,” she panted, grinding her big ass against me. “I don’t know what I was thinking, of course you’re in charge – I’m just a stupid little slut, Master, a worthless cunt to make your cock feel good when you want it...” 

      

    I leaned over her, the head of my cock pressing so gently into her folds that I thought we’d both go insane. “Don’t you forget it,” I growled into her ear, watching her shudder. “You might be my wife, but I own you.” 

      

    “Yes, Master!” God, hearing her submit like that made me so fucking hard. “You’re my King – my fucking God! I want you to rule every girl just like you do me – I want you to use us whenever you want…!” 

      

    She broke off then, because I pushed forward and slid inside her, stretching her tight walls around my cock in one long, perfect stroke. With my free hand on her hip I had enough leverage to go balls deep, filling her full enough to throw up sparks as I bottomed out inside her. Since AlphaBoost changed my life I’d been with dozens of women, hundreds: but I didn’t know any of them like I knew Anna. Sinking into her warm cunt was like coming home after a long, hard day. We truly loved each other, and our feelings enhanced every sensation as we rutted like animals, moving together in perfect sync on the edge of the reservoir. I was mad for her, this perfect bimbo who wanted to make every hot woman serve me the way I deserved. 

      

    It didn’t take long before I felt myself beginning to reach my peak. Anna felt it too. 

      

    “Oh fuck, Master,” she groaned, bearing down on me twice as hard. “I can feel you swelling inside of me. Oh Jesus you’re getting so hard! Are you getting ready to shoot all that warm, perfect come, Master?” 

      

    I was. My cock was like a piston pounding away inside of her – and my balls were as hot as a furnace, ready to deposit their load. Her walls were so wet and tight and perfect, milking me as they brought me right to the edge… 

      

    “Do it, Master,” Anna begged. The rest of the world had already faded away – there was nothing but this gorgeous, submissive girl beneath me, begging for my load. “Please please please come in me! I’ve been such a good girl for you. Do I deserve it? Do I deserve all that sweet hot cream in my cunt, Master?” 

      

    “Yes,” I grunted, pulling her hair hard enough to make her cry out. “Oh fuck...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. The world went white as I thrust as hard as I could inside of her, the head of my cock grazing her womb as I shuddered and spurt. Burst after burst of hot, sticky, AlphaBoost-enhanced seed poured like a flood from my balls, filling my wife to the brim and then some. I was light-headed, floating somewhere in the general vicinity as every muscle in my body put itself to the task of pumping out as much come as I possibly could. The rush was so intense I nearly blacked out. 

      

    When I came back to myself, Anna was grinning up at me from over her shoulder. The swollen lips of her pussy dripped with my seed, every inch of her flawless skin red with exertion. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she purred, her eyes shining with devotion. “Now let me share your gift with the world...” 

      

    There was no sound but the gentle lapping of the waves as Anna turned around, her big ass hanging over the storm wall. She lowered her body slowly, like this was a swimming pool she was climbing into, dipping a foot in and gasping with shock. 

      

    “Oh, that’s cold!” Goosebumps puckered on her skin; she’d never looked so beautiful. 

      

    “You can take it,” I said firmly. “For me.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she replied, a dreamy tone entering her voice. “I’d do anything for you...” 

      

    She sank into the water to her waist, her taut little belly and firm breasts leaning over the wall. She kicked off the wall with a little giggle, spreading her legs wide. With a little moan, she slipped one hand under the waves and played with her pussy, eyes going blank with pleasure. 

      

    “Get it all,” I commanded. “Spread yourself wide, slut.” 

      

    She did the splits until her heels were practically flat against the wall, rubbing her folds furiously. The thick load I’d pumped inside of her oozed into the water, one gob at a time, her cunt clenching and letting it free as she pleasured herself. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she panted, gripping the wall tight. “Oh fuck Master it’s so cold, but...but...fuck I think I’m gonna come...” 

      

    In the end, the cold did not stop my beautiful wife. She arched her back, crying out with pure bliss as an orgasm rocked her body, making her curves jiggle with the motion of the waves. She shook against the wall once, twice, her fingers a blur beneath the water as the last of my load left her cunt and entered the reservoir. With her climax, she ensured my AlphaBoost semen would be in everyone’s water supply – in their showers, in their laundry, in tiny undetectable amounts in everything. 

      

    The only question was: was it enough? 

      

    After she came down from her peak, Anna lifted herself from the water. Suzie (who I’d almost forgotten was there) grabbed her hand and helped her to her feet. The lower half of her body was dripping, and her cheeks flushed with the pleasant buzz of her exertions. 

      

    I pulled out my phone, checking the time like it was perfectly normal for me to be standing next to two naked women, one of whom was soaking wet. “Hmm,” I said, thinking, “I took the pill an hour ago. So for the next twenty-three hours, the water in town should carry the effect.” 

      

    I’d have to stay away from it myself. I doubted I could actually become addicted to worshiping myself, but I wasn’t about to take the risk. I’d bought a couple packs of bottled water, just in case I got thirsty for the next day or two. 

      

    “Let’s head back,” I said, taking off my overshirt and wrapping it around my wife’s waist. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she whispered. Then she bit her lip, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She knew I’d just reminded her of her place, but she couldn’t resist speaking up. “Master? Do you think it’ll work?” 

      

    I looked out over the water, scanning it as if I were able to see my own power work its way through the waves. Finally, I shrugged. 

      

    “Hopefully,” I finally said. “Even if it doesn’t, if I wasted the final pill...it was a hell of a ride.” 

      

    “Yes, sir!” That was Suzie, putting a hand against the small of my back. 

      

    “Come on girls,” I said, leading them down the steps. “Let’s go home. Tomorrow’s going to be a busy day...” 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “I’m here for my order,” I said, barely able to keep the grin off my face. “Under ‘Mark’?” 

      

    The woman behind the counter stared at me nakedly, her face filled with wonder. She looked at me like I was something she’d been looking for all her life without realizing it – like she’d just found her King. 

      

    The grin I’d been suppressing rose to the surface. “...or you could just drop to your knees and blow me?” 

      

    To be honest, I’d already known before she looked at me that my final pill worked. I could see it as I drove down the street from my apartment to the bakery – the hungry looks in the eyes of every woman on the street, like something was eating away at their thoughts. They were all frustrated, full of pent-up hormones and desire, desperate to serve a Master but having no idea who he was or if he even existed. I imagine that finally seeing me was one hell of a relief. 

      

    The girl’s mouth dropped open. She really was cute – a sweet little blonde slip of a thing, probably working part time while she took classes. A few bimbo treatments and she’d be a walking wet dream. 

      

    “You...” she started. She looked like she wanted to be angry with me for being so blunt, but was too turned on to do anything but stare. “You...oh my God...” 

      

    “It’s him,” another girl said. She’d dropped her coffee, but paid no attention to the pool forming underneath her table. She only had eyes for me. 

      

    I’d done it. Every girl in the city had been dosed with AlphaBoost, made addicted to its hypnotic goodness. And they’d do anything to get more of it. 

      

    “I...I don’t normally do this,” the girl behind the counter said as she dropped to her knees. “I’m...I’m not a whore! I just...” 

      

    “Shh,” I said, putting a finger to her lips as I unbuttoned my slacks. “What’s your name?” 

      

    “Amanda,” she said, oh so eagerly. The word was practically a moan. 

      

    “Amanda,” I repeated. Mandy would be better, but we’d work on that. We’d work on new names and new dress codes soon. “You’re right – you’re not usually like this. But now you understand what you really are, don’t you?” 

      

    She nodded eagerly, her resistance already fading. It was amazing what a minute or two in proximity with me could do. “Yes, Master,” she intoned, her voice a monotone. “Please let me worship you...” 

      

    “Me too,” came a voice from behind me – the woman from the other stall. I glanced over my shoulder and discovered a small crowd had gathered – all women, all looking like they’d been camped out all night for just the chance to please me. 

      

    I found myself laughing. This was too good to be true. This was everything! 

      

    “You girls take turns with each other,” I said, slipping into the cashier’s mouth. “Wait your turn. Each one of you will get an opportunity to be bred by my fertile seed.” 

      

    A sea of women swooned behind me. 

      

    This is my city, I realized, thrusting forward into Mandy’s throat. I fucked her hard and fast, not bothering for the social niceties – just using her the way I wanted. 

      

    Over in the next stall, a man picked up his hat and stepped around us. “Sorry, sir,” he said deferentially, like I was his boss. “Not trying to get in your way.” 

      

    “No worries,” I said with a grin, waving him off. My alpha male seed had affected the male half of the population, too: letting them know that I was their ultimate superior. I had no doubt that these guys would happily hand me their wives and girlfriends to fuck – and I had every intent of doing so. 

      

    The thought sent me over the edge. Suddenly I was gasping and spurting, my balls draining down the gorgeous young blonde’s throat. She sucked at me eagerly, eyes rolling back in her head as the feeling of a job well done sent her into a pure, submissive slavegasm. 

      

    “Thank you,” she whispered as I pulled out of her. “Thank you, Master!” 

      

    “Me next!” A girl cried. 

      

    “No, me, Master!” A sexy young redhead purred, pushing the first girl out of the way. “I can fuck much better than these sluts. Just look at these tits...” 

      

    “Oh yeah, well check out this ass...” 

      

    “I can suck you like no girl you’ve ever met...” 

      

    “Nobody’s ever had my virgin cunt before, Daddy – won’t you be my first?” 

      

    I looked deliriously over my new kingdom. Every girl wanted a piece of me. As far as they were concerned, I was the central point of their entire universe. 

      

    I was King. I was God. All thanks to AlphaBoost. 

      

    As I prepared to divide the first members of my new harem into groups, I said a silent prayer of thanks to whoever had made the ad I’d seen all those months ago. I hope you help other guys, too, I thought, smiling to myself. Lots of lonely dudes should get to experience living like this. 

      

    I had no way of knowing that my silent wish was already coming true, somewhere far across the country...
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    Her soft, curvy body pressed against mine. 

      

    Her warm lips nuzzling my neck, practically purring against me. 

      

    Everything about her felt amazing, and sexy, and so incredibly right that I couldn’t believe it. 

      

    But it was totally forbidden. I had to remember that. Had to. 

      

    “It feels so good to be on top of you, Daddy,” my stepdaughter Alexa whimpered, grinding her ass against my rock-hard cock. In those tight little shorts she might as well have been wearing nothing at all: I could feel the heat pouring off her cunt like an oven, the fabric practically dripping with her juices. 

      

    I could feel my resolve crumbling like a sand castle at high tide. My hands trailed down her back, going lower and lower than any hands a stepfather should put on his daughter – and as I grabbed for more, she arched her back to give it to me. 

      

    “God, you’re such a man,” she giggled, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Capital-M Man. Alpha dad, to the rescue.” Her voice had a bubbly, ditzy quality, but Alexa wasn’t drunk: not on alcohol at any rate. 

      

    “Yeah,” I grunted, squeezing up two handfuls of grade-A thick, teenage ass. “Fuck yeah.” 

      

    “Mmh, that feels so good, Daddy.” My stepdaughter shot me a naughty leer. “You deserve a girl who’ll let you do that all the time. Who’ll let you use her ass and titties as your own personal stress balls. When’s the last time Mom let you take a little bit of that aggression out on her body, Daddy?” 

      

    I had no idea. All of a sudden I couldn’t remember the last time I’d put my dick inside of Cindy. It was like she’d disappeared from my mind – all I could think about was the tight teen body in my arms. How it felt, how it smelled so sweet, how it yielded under my fingers like my stepdaughter was begging for more… 

      

    I’m not going to be able to hold back, I realized. I’m going to fuck Alexa’s brains out! 

      

    Panic flashed through the back of my mind, yet somehow I knew Cindy wouldn’t mind. She’d want to please me just as badly as her daughter soon, all thanks to my special little pills… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I don’t know what I was thinking when I saw those pills. 

      

    I’d gotten off a couple hours early from work to find the house empty, and after checking to make sure nobody was going to walk in on me spent a little time watching porn on the internet. On the screen, a gorgeous, barely-legal brunette worked her tongue around a cock and giggled. 

      

    “I love the way you taste, Daddy,” she whimpered, her eyes shining up at the camera. “Do you want to shoot in my throat? Do you want to make me swallow it?” 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I grunted, fist pumping around my cock. The girl was exactly the kind I liked: athletic, taut as a bowstring, young enough to be one of my stepdaughter’s friends – and the enthusiasm she had on display was contagious. My balls bounced in my lap as I stroked myself, building up to a knee-shaking orgasm as I sat in my desk chair. 

      

    “Do it, Daddy,” the brunette begged, opening her mouth wide and placing her tongue right under the fat, purple head. “Blow for me. Blow all over your little girl’s face...” 

      

    With a groan, I let go and erupted, Semen splashed over my fingers as waves of pleasure radiated from my cock, the shaft pulsing and twitching as I shot my load. My eyes were shut tight from the pleasure: when I opened them, the brunette’s face was glazed with seed. She ran her fingers over one cheek, then brought her hand between her thighs and pumped them into her tight, wet pussy. 

      

    “Thank you,” she purred, eyes rolling back in her head. “Thank you Daddy, that felt so good...” 

      

    I glanced at the progress bar. There was another twenty minutes of this video left – a whole second act. But now that I’d come, I felt sated. I cleaned myself up and was about to close the window when I saw the ad. 

      

    Okay, if I’m being honest with myself, I know exactly what I was thinking when I clicked it: that it had been a hell of a long time since my sex life resembled in any way that video I’d just masturbated to. Sex with my wife Cindy wasn’t bad, exactly, just a little on the stale side. Twelve years of marriage will do that to a couple, I guess. And most of the time, I was okay with it – except at times like this. It was like I’d gotten a peek through a crack in a door, a glimpse of a hidden world most guys only dream of, and I just wanted that crack to remain open a little bit longer. 

      

    Maybe that was why my cursor strayed to the ad, and I clicked it before I was even really conscious of what I was doing. Like everyone, I’ve seen thousands of terrible pop-up ads when surfing the internet, and I could count the number of ones I’d clicked on with one finger – including this one. But there was something about this ad...I don’t know, something compelling. 

      

    Want the hottest babes begging to suck you off? It asked in a bold red font. Get AlphaBoost! 

      

    Underneath the text, a tiny cartoon ran in a loop: an ordinary looking guy popping open a bottle of pills and downing one. In an instant, he was transformed into a muscle-bound stud, and two women who looked like they could have been the sister of that naughty girl in my video crawled to him on their knees, mouths open and begging for cock.  

      

    I watched the advertisement loop over and over again, like someone in a trance. I’d clicked the link and ordered a bottle of the pills before I knew what was happening, moving like a man in a dream. 

      

    Woah, I thought, snapping back to myself. That was weird. I had never done anything like that before – for a minute, I considered calling my credit card company and reporting the transaction as fraud. But I probably didn’t have anything to worry about – it wasn’t that expensive, certainly small enough to fall beneath the level of Cindy’s notice. She let me handle the finances, never bothering to tackle the nitty-gritty details of the checkbook as long as the bills were paid and whatever fun money she wanted was in supply. I had, as they say, gotten away with it. 

      

    Gotten away with what? I thought, chiding myself. Buying some boner pills online. They’re probably full of lead or some shit… 

      

    “Hi, Daddy! What are you up to?” 

      

    In a flash, I had the window closed. My hands trembled slightly as I navigated the browser to the home page, and I turned only when I was sure my stepdaughter couldn’t see the look in my eyes. 

      

    “Oh, nothing much, angel,” I said, too casually. “Just checking my fantasy football.” 

      

    My stepdaughter Alexa grinned at me as if she knew exactly what I had been doing at the computer. My heart thudded in my chest at the sight of her, but then again it always beat a little faster in the presence of Alexa. My wife’s daughter was a gorgeous, athletic photocopy of the woman Cindy had been at eighteen – with an all-too-modern outlook on fashion and dating. 

      

    Her gaze met mine for just a moment, but then turned to something else. I breathed a little sigh of relief internally. 

      

    “What are we doing for dinner tonight?” She wrinkled her nose, as if imagining what culinary horrors Cindy might have planned for us. My wife had never been the best cook. “I need to leave pretty early tonight. Jessica and I are, um, studying.” 

      

    I couldn’t help but catch that little um. It was a tell: as long as I’d known her, Alexa had never been able to lie easily. But I was the good Dad; completely unlike the asshole who had donated his sperm to her creation. I tried to be cool with things. So if her tops were occasionally so low that all the boys stared and her skirts were what I’d consider criminally short, I looked the other way. Ditto for these little “studying with Jessica” nights, which I was sure involved neither studying or my daughter’s best friend. 

      

    “I, uh, figure we’re probably just going to fend for ourselves,” I said, matching her um with one of my own. “Your Mom is working late tonight – maybe you and Jess can order a pizza or something?” 

      

    Her eyes lit up. “That sounds great, Daddy. Thanks.” 

      

    “Sure thing.” I watched her go, and I most definitely was not staring at her ass as she made her way up the stairs. 

      

    Christ she looks like her mother, I thought, chuckling as I turned back to the computer. Makes me wish I’d met Cindy twenty years ago… 

      

    Well, hell, if these pills actually did work, maybe I could get a little of that youthful energy and experimentation back. Maybe Cindy and I’s sex life could become the hot, wild thing it had no doubt been back when my wife was her daughter’s age. Maybe I could have the hottest, wildest sex of my entire life. 

      

    Yeah, I thought ruefully. And maybe pigs will fly. 

      

    I had no idea that the last few days were going to change my life forever – or that I was about to get to know every inch of Alexa’s body more intimately than I could have ever dreamed… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    The pills arrived a few days later, unmarked and in a plain paper bag taped shut. By then I’d just about forgotten all about the weird ad and my little ‘episode’, so their arrival caught me unawares. It was just dumb luck that I’d been the one to check the mailbox that day, and that the jacket I was wearing had big enough pockets to stash the parcel. 

      

    Once I was upstairs with the bathroom door safely closed and locked behind me, I tore the top of the bag open. Inside was a small plastic pill bottle, indistinguishable from any of the ones in my medicine cabinet, and a small folded pamphlet. 

      

    I held the bottle up first, examining the pills. They were tiny, colorless: the kind that could literally be anything from aspirin to industrial-strength hallucinogenics. There were only five of them in the bottle: not so many. 

      

    Even one is probably a trip to the hospital, I thought with a frown, rattling the bottle. I was an idiot to buy these things. God knows what they are… 

      

    If the bottle had me regretting my decision, the pamphlet that came along with it pushed my confusion to new heights. 

      

    Congratulations on your purchase of AlphaBoost, it said, the revolutionary male supplement that turbocharges your seed! Soon you will experience the thrill of having women fight for your attention, begging you to ejaculate inside of their mouths, and worshiping you like the stud you were always meant to be! 

      

    “Jesus, who wrote this,” I murmured, a burst of shame filling me. “This is some fucked up shit...” 

      

    Part of me thought I should crumple up the piece of paper, flush the pills and pretend none of this ever happened. But something, some deep part of myself responded to those words, made me want to read on almost despite myself. 

      

    INSTRUCTIONS: Take one (1) pill first thing in the morning. For the next twenty-four (24) hours, enjoy as Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AlphaBoost serum makes YOUR serum completely irresistible! Any woman who tastes even a drop of your masculine juices will become utterly addicted to them – no matter what! 

      

    NOTE: The ALPHABOOST effect will continue in any affected subjects after your dose wears off – but in order to attract NEW subjects, a re-dose will be required. Always use Dr. Mesmertainment products responsibly! 

      

    As I reached the end of the pamphlet, I started to laugh. I couldn’t help it. This was...this was completely ridiculous! It was almost comical what an absurd male fantasy it was: the idea that a guy’s sperm could turn a woman into some kind of...brainless bimbo slut! 

      

    “The kind of guys who would buy this,” I said, tucking the pills into the back of the cabinet, “are the kind of guys who could never get their jizz inside a girl to begin with.” 

      

    Not that I’d been scoring too highly in that department lately. Well, I thought, shaking my head, there’s always Cindy’s shakes… 

      

    Huh? Where had that thought come from? Before I could slam the door on it, it lit up my entire brain: the terrible looking energy shakes my wife had been substituting for a wholesome and decent lunch in the name of “health” over the last couple of months. They were some godawful vanilla blend, so thick and creamy that I naturally thought of something else whenever I saw them sitting in the fridge. 

      

    She’d never know, the little voice in my head whispered. It’d be the perfect test… 

      

    For a moment, I entertained the idea – then I shook my head to clear it. “No,” I said, then more firmly, “No. Bullshit.” 

      

    There was no way I was going to...what? Come inside of my wife’s drink? No way. Not to test the insane claims of some bogus supplement. There were some lines that old Zach wouldn’t cross, no matter how desperate he got. 

      

    And yet. I closed the medicine cabinet, but the voice was even more insistent now: What if it worked? 

      

    If it worked? It’d transform Cindy. Turn the still-gorgeous woman I married into some kind of cock-worshipping goddess. Hell, if it worked the way this pamphlet described she’d drop to her knees for me, tearing off her shirt to show me her tits and begging me to come all over them. To spray down her breasts, her face, her mouth… 

      

    I was hard, throbbing against my slacks. When was the last time Cindy had sucked me off? God, it had to be at least two or three anniversaries ago. The thought of having my wife suddenly wanting to do it, begging me for the privilege of having my hard cock spurting in her throat made me feel dizzy. If there was even a one percent chance that this was real, that these pills could really do that...would it be worth it? 

      

    Before I could stop myself, I unzipped my pants and took out my cock. The feeling of my fingers on the sensitive flesh was like liquid fire; my knees shook with pleasure as I stroked myself hard, wasting no time. Images of Cindy filled my mind: Cindy the way she used to be, a Cindy I had never known or dated, Cindy as she’d be as a brainless, submissive slut. 

      

    “Fuck,” I grunted, my fist a blur around my cock. My eyes closed tight, and in my mind Cindy was kneeling right in front of me, mouth open as she waited patiently for my load… 

      

    It wasn’t long in coming. My climax came fast and hard, like a firecracker going off behind my eyes. Semen splashed into the toilet, draining from my balls in long, thick streaks. 

      

    With a low, frustrated growl, I flushed it away. That load should have been on Cindy’s face – it should’ve adorned her breasts and neck like jewelry. My wife should have been proud to drain my balls – proud to serve me the way a Man like me deserved. 

      

    I’m going to do it, I realized, zipping back up. God help me, I’m really going to do this… 

      

    Before my rational mind could convince me otherwise, I opened up the medicine cabinet and popped open the bottle of pills. I downed one quick, washing it down with a handful of water from the tap, the thought what have I done only occurring to me after it was too late to stop. 

      

    I glanced at my reflection in the mirror. “Still got all my hair, at least,” I said with a chuckle. “Two eyes, two ears...yep, normal.” 

      

    For now, anyway. God only knew what the hell I’d just put in my body. It was probably poison… 

      

    I shook my head. If I let that thought take over, I really would end up losing it. For that reason, I decided to take action immediately – to get my plan over with before I could second-guess myself. 

      

    Downstairs, the house was empty. Alexa was supposed to be helping one of her friends move (but who knew where she really was), and Cindy was in the middle of her morning jog. I knew from experience that as soon as my wife got back, she’d open up the fridge and drink the energy shake she’d fixed… 

      

    I opened the refrigerator. The shake was there, ice cold in a tall glass on the highest shelf. Trembling, I took it out and held it low. 

      

    I can’t believe I’m doing this, I thought, but my cock had no compunctions. It was throbbing hard enough to burst in my pants, something about the idea of doing this making me harder than I’d been in years. It was like...it was like I was brainwashing Cindy, somehow, and that touched some deep part of my psyche I hadn’t even known was there. 

      

    Clutching the shake in one hand, I took out my cock with the other and jerked it. In no time at all I was approaching my peak, leaning back with eyes towards the ceiling as I pictured bimbo Cindy. Cindy with fake hair and faker tits, Cindy with plump bee-stung lips giggling and begging for me to plow her hard. 

      

    My orgasm was no less powerful than the first, but only a few drops of come remained in my balls. That was fine – the pamphlet had said that a single drop was all that was needed. The couple of spurts I’d shot on the top of the mixture sank into the shake, and a quick swirl of the whole thing with a spoon left it looking exactly the same. 

      

    Feeling guilty, I tucked the shake back into its place and shut the door. Now that I’d done the deed, I felt shitty about it, but what could I do now? Pouring out the drink would look even more suspicious – and it wasn’t like my come had never been in Cindy’s mouth before. She wasn’t going to notice, and it sure as hell wasn’t going to make her horny or compliant. 

      

    “Jesus,” I muttered. “I’m...I’m gonna take a shower.” 

      

    If I stayed downstairs, I really would have ended up flushing the shake. So I went back up and took a long shower, chiding myself for my behavior the whole time. Yet even as I did, a dark little part of myself was rubbing its hands together with glee: by the time I was finished, Cindy would have drunk her shake. Then I would know for sure if those pills did anything. 

      

    And if they did, I thought, my cock stiffening, then holy shit. Gonna be swimming in pussy, Zach… 

      

    It was as unlikely as anything that had happened in my life, sure, but just the hope led me to putting a spring in my step as I got dressed and headed back downstairs. I felt like a kid on Christmas morning, waiting to unwrap his present, shaking as I considered what might be waiting for me under the tree. 

      

    “Hey honey,” I said, walking back into the kitchen. “How was your run...” 

      

    I froze in the doorway. Cindy’s shake was sitting on the kitchen island, only an inch of it left to frost up the glass. But my wife was nowhere to be found. Instead, standing there wiping her mouth with the back of her hand with a guilty look was Alexa. 

      

    “Hey, Dad,” she said, her eyes shining. “Guess I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar, huh?” 

      

    I was stunned. My mouth moved silently, trying to form words – all I could say was: 

      

    “That...that was your Mom’s shake...” 

      

    “I know,” she admitted. She said it with a little bounce, her tits jiggling in her low-cut tank top. My stepdaughter was dressed like she’d been moving something heavy – and I realized with a start that’s exactly where she’d spent her morning. 

      

    “I was really thirsty,” she whispered, a flush rising to her cheeks. “Don’t tell Mom. Shh!” 

      

    “I...I won’t,” I muttered. Was that just the shame of being caught making Alexa’s cheeks burn like that? “Where is your Mom? I thought you were going to be gone all day...” 

      

    “I got done early at Jennifer’s,” she said, grinning like she was confessing a secret. “Turns out the little slut didn’t have all that much to move, anyway. Mom took the car, she said she’s going to Starbucks.” My stepdaughter rolled her eyes, as if to say women, right?  

      

    “Oh,” I said. I had missed her entirely. “That’s alright, then.” 

      

    “It’s just like her to ruin her workout with some 600-calorie sugar bomb,” Alexa said with a laugh. “Not like me, right, Daddy?” 

      

    Wait...I shook my head. Had my stepdaughter just referred to one of her friends as a ‘slut’? Alexa didn’t use language like that – not ever. And now she was comparing her body to my wife’s? 

      

    “I mean I’m sure a lot of it is genetic,” my daughter confided. “Mom had one hell of a banging body back in the day. I’m sure you’re all kinds of frustrated you missed out on her when she was my age, huh?” 

      

    No, there was no getting around it. My daughter was thrusting her tits out as she talked, showing them off like she was daring me to say something. Holy shit, I thought, delirious. Did it...did that pill work? 

      

    “Your mother...is a beautiful woman,” I said, erring on the side of caution. 

      

    “Oh I know,” she said, giggling, “but she used to be even more...fuckable!” 

      

    My daughter’s eyes widened like she couldn’t believe she said the word – but at the same time, it was clear she wanted to say more. 

      

    “So hot,” she whimpered after a moment. Her eyes fluttered, only the whites showing for a moment before they cleared. “Guys were probably coming in their pants every time she walked by. And I look so much like her...” 

      

    “Angel,” I said, alarmed, “are you feeling alright? Maybe I should help you upstairs...” 

      

    I felt so guilty. Whatever I had intended to do to Cindy, it was now happening to my own daughter – and I couldn’t stop it. Still, part of me was so curious to see what would happen next. If this worked on her, didn’t that mean I could do it to Cindy, too? Get what I really wanted? 

      

    The idea that I might not be able to stop myself once Lexi’s transformation was complete hadn’t entered my head yet. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she panted, putting a hand to her forehead. “Please, please help me...” 

      

    She sounded so lost, so confused. I put a hand around her waist, helping her across the kitchen. 

      

    “C’mon, Lexi,” I said, pushing her along. “Dad’s got you. Whatever’s going on, it’s probably temporary. We just have to get you lying down...” 

      

    “You’re so helpful, Daddy,” Alexa purred. She sounded...off, somehow – like she had just gotten finished taking the biggest bong hit of her life. “You really saved Mom and me. You’ve always been such a good Daddy. You take such good care of me. And you never ask anything in return...” 

      

    I was trying not to notice the way my daughter was behaving – but my cock certainly noticed. It tented my pants, and I tried to hide it as I helped her up the stairs. “That’s what Dads are for, Lex. We can talk more about this later-” 

      

    “Mom doesn’t appreciate you.” She said it so simply, as a statement of fact, that for a moment I thought she’d snapped out of whatever this was. When I looked over at her, there was an almost theatrical pout on her face. 

      

    “What?” 

      

    “She doesn’t treat you right,” Alexa whined. I half-expected her to stamp her foot. “I hear the two of you in your bedroom, you know, and I hardly ever hear the sound of you two fucking. And she never makes any noise – Mom should be howling for you, screaming your name as she rides your dick with that sweet little pussy. She ought to be worshipping you, Daddy...” 

      

    “Lex?” This wasn’t right. I had to put a stop to this. “That kind of talk is not appreciated, angel. Here’s your room...” 

      

    I opened the door and tried to help Alexa into bed – but her hands gripped me tight. I rolled onto the cot, Alexa mounting me in one swift move. Her breasts settled right in my face, swaying gently as they threatened to spill out of her top. 

      

    “Daddy, please,” Alexa grunted. She sounded exactly the way she did whenever we had an argument – petulant but cute, sure of getting her way. “You deserve so much more than Mom’s dried-up old cunt. You deserve a hot, young little slut who’ll treat you the way you ought to be treated. Someone who loves riding your dick, who comes on it over and over again while she begs for more...” 

      

    Now I was really, really hard. So hard that it made my trips to the bathroom and the fridge look mild in comparison. There was no way Alexa couldn’t feel me throbbing against her thigh; and a moment later the way she spread her legs let me know she could feel every inch of how excited I was. 

      

    “Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh, Daddy. You’re so turned on. I’m turning you on. I’m making you hard, making you want me...” 

      

    It was like a mantra – with a start, I realized it was the effect of the pills. The pamphlet had said that anyone effected would live to please me; apparently that meant something as simple as turning me on gave Alexa an almost animal pleasure. It was amazing how submissive she’d become, so quickly. 

      

    I felt my resolve collapsing as she ground her tight little shorts against my bulge. I could feel how warm and wet she was between her thighs, equally as aroused as I was. She was ready for me, and she wanted it. Wanted it the way I’d fantasized about Cindy wanting it, her body wet and horny just from wanting to please me… 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself. I no longer wanted to. The feeling of Lex’s body on me was incredible, and I wanted more. Needed it. 

      

    “You want to be a good girl for Daddy?” I asked roughly. 

      

    It was like my words just melted her. “Yes, Daddy!” She cried, grabbing one of her massive breasts and squeezing it inches from my face. “Tell me what you want me to do, Sir. Command me.” 

      

    I’d been with several women in my life, but I’d never had the pleasure of commanding one before. I took to it instantly, like it was my destiny. 

      

    “Take off your top,” I growled, grabbing her hips and centering her on top of me. “Show me your gorgeous breasts, angel.” 

      

    “Gladly, Daddy. I’m so happy you like them. I love making you so hard...” 

      

    She grabbed the hem of her top with both hands and pulled it over her head, tossing it into a corner of her bedroom. Her bra came off next, and then I was staring at my daughters perfect, perky tits for the first time. I reached up and grabbed a handful of one, the nipple stiffening beneath my palm. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” Alexa groaned, writhing against me. “Oh, Daddy, please don’t stop touching me...” 

      

    It went like that for a bit: me manhandling my sweet, innocent daughter’s breasts while she dry-humped me through my pants, her cunt gushing over until she was dripping all over my lap. Before long I wanted more. 

      

    “Take my pants off,” I grunted, removing my hands from her tits. 

      

    Lexie eyed me tentatively, biting her lip. For a moment, I wasn’t sure if she was going to do it, then she lowered her head submissively and slid back off me. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice full of frustration. God, I could get used to her saying those two words a lot. 

      

    On all fours, she unhooked my belt and tugged down my slacks. Then she gripped the waistband of my boxers, her hands trembling with lust, and unveiled my cock. 

      

    I heard her intake of breath, the heat in her voice doubling instantly. “Oh, Daddy,” she panted, staring at my cock. “Oh it’s so big. So hard...” 

      

    As I watched, she reached out with a hand and rubbed a finger against my shaft. It twitched, and her eyes widened with shock. A fat burst of precum dribbled from the tip of the swollen head. 

      

    “Does that hurt, Daddy?” She looked like she didn’t know which answer would turn her on more. 

      

    “A little,” I said, raising up onto my elbows. “But you’re going to make it all better. Put it in your mouth, angel.” 

      

    We both looked at each other, faces filled with need. Both of us knew that this would be crossing a line; that once we’d gone this far, we could never go back. I wanted to go further: any resistance to the idea had been melted the instant I got a handful of my daughter’s breasts – but were the pills powerful enough to defeat her taboos? To make her want it just as bad as I did? 

      

    I saw the change come over her face an instant before she nodded. She wanted this, every bit as much as I did. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered demurely. “I’ll make you feel all better...” 

      

    Like a man in the most wonderful dream, I watched as my gorgeous stepdaughter’s lips closed around the head of my cock. I was obviously not the first guy Alexa had taken into her mouth – she was too practiced, too confident not to have some experience – but I could tell none of the boys she’d been with had been like me. She slid down my shaft an inch at a time like any moment she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to take me any deeper. 

      

    “Be a good girl,” I commanded, “and take it all.” 

      

    Instantly her resistance melted. She took me to the brim, my cock disappearing down her throat like it was the simplest thing in the world. Alexa bobbed up and down in my lap, treating my cock to slow, agonizingly pleasurable strokes with her tongue, and before long I saw her free hand disappear between her thighs. 

      

    “What are you doing, angel?” I asked harshly. 

      

    She pulled off me with a wet pop, gasping. “Touching myself, Daddy,” she admitted freely. 

      

    “You can’t stop, can you?” I was asking the question, but I didn’t want her to stop. “It makes you so wet to have that thick cock down your throat that you just have to touch yourself, don’t you angel?” 

      

    She nodded. “Yes, Daddy. You’re so much bigger than any boy I’ve been with. I can’t stop thinking how amazing this big cock would feel inside of me. I don’t even know if it would fit...” 

      

    Oh fuck. The gauntlet had been thrown down. After something like that, no red-blooded man could resist finding out how much he’d stretch Alexa’s pussy with his cock. 

      

    “Let’s see if it’ll fit, baby,” I said, my voice primal and caveman-low. “Get back on top of me.” 

      

    Something was wrong. Instead of climbing on top of me with a giggle, Alexa looked...scared. I frowned, my eyebrows drawing together. 

      

    “What’s wrong, angel?” 

      

    Her mouth worked for a moment before she spoke. “I...I don’t want to disappoint you, Daddy,” she admitted, face burning with mingled lust and shame. “I want it to feel good for you. But I...I...” 

      

    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’ve never been with a boy in that way, Lexi?” 

      

    She shook her head and swallowed hard. “No. I’ve done stuff with my mouth, and boys have done stuff with their mouths to me. But, I’ve never….” Her cheeks flushed hard. “I’m a virgin, Daddy!” 

      

    “Oh, angel.” A flush of tenderness filled me; I stroked her cheek, wiping away the single tear that had started to fall. “That’s okay. I’m proud of you for saving yourself that way.” 

      

    “I just want it to be good for you,” she whimpered. “For it to be everything you deserve. I don’t want to disappoint you...” 

      

    My hands slid lower, gripping her ass. She sighed with pleasure, grinding against me as I spoke. “You could never disappoint me, angel,” I said. “Do you have any idea how turned on hearing that I’m the only man to have you makes me?” 

      

    “I...I have some idea, Daddy,” she said, blushing. 

      

    I had an idea. “Do you want me to go on top? For your first time – Daddy can guide you into it, like a good girl.” 

      

    Her eyes lit up. “Yes, Daddy. Thank you so much-” 

      

    With a savage grin, my grip tightened on her ass and I rolled. Instead of my daughter being on top, she was now laying against the bed, me between her legs. She let out a groan of relief as my cock nestled between her thighs, pressing against the thin fabric of her shorts. 

      

    “Fuck, you’re so strong, Daddy,” she panted, catching her breath. “I love you so much...” 

      

    “Take those pants off, angel,” I growled. “Daddy’s going to make you a woman.” 

      

    I could feel how excited she was as she tore off her shorts and panties. Underneath her pussy was perfectly trimmed, her pubic hair a single dark patch over her clit. Her lips shined with wetness, everything between her legs pretty much a mess of pure need. 

      

    “I’ll go slow at first,” I said, pressing the head of my cock in between her walls. “You can tell me when you’re ready for more. Okay?” 

      

    She nodded – then I pushed inside of her. Her back arched like a bow, her young body reacting to my cock inside of her like she’d been struck by lightning. 

      

    “Oh, Daddy!” she cried. “Oh my gawd that feels so good...” 

      

    Inch by wonderful inch I slid inside of her, her tight walls gripping me like a glove. I savored every little flicker of emotion on her face as I drove deep inside her cunt, splitting her slowly until I bottomed out inside of her. 

      

    Her mouth was a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “I didn’t know,” she whispered, her eyes faraway and glassy. “I didn’t know it felt this good, Daddy. It feels so...so wrong and dirty for it to feel so good...” 

      

    “There’s nothing dirty about this, Lexi,” I growled, thrusting my hips. Her face melted into pleasure, a low moan of shocked bliss escaping her lips. “You ready for more?” 

      

    She nodded, biting her lip. “Go slow, Daddy. Until I can take it.” 

      

    Until she can take it, I thought with a grin. I’ll show her what she can take… 

      

    I decided to punish her a little bit for making me hold back. I pulled back out of her until just the head of my cock remained in her warm, tight folds, then ground the tip of my cock in a circle over her clit. From the way she reacted, I knew it sent her right up to the edge of coming – but before she could, I plunged deep inside of her, filling her to the brim in one smooth stroke. 

      

    Then I did it again. And again.  

      

    In minutes she was clawing at me desperately, so turned on and frustrated she couldn’t think straight. “Please, Daddy,” she begged, her nails digging into my back. “Oh God please fuck me hard...” 

      

    “Anything you want,” I growled into her ear, then switched on a dime into overdrive. 

      

    It was an instant orgasm for Alexa. Feeling the cock that had teased her mercilessly to the brim over and over again suddenly slamming against her clit sent her right over the edge. Her body writhed in my grip, every muscle going taut as she came in huge, shuddering gasps on my cock. 

      

    “Oh Daddy! Fuck, Daddy, I’m coming! I’m coming all over your cock!” 

      

    It was exactly what I wanted to hear. I didn’t let up for a moment, drilling my daughter’s cunt with a fury that shocked me. It wasn’t just Alexa who’d been frustrated by my teasing – I wanted to come just as badly as she did. Now her tight walls were spasming around me with every thrust, turning my cock into a hod rod of molten pleasure, and I could feel myself reaching the peak every time my balls slapped against her entrance. 

      

    Alexa felt it, too. She may have never had a boy inside of her cunt before but it was something primal, some instinct in the deepest part of her soul. She gripped me tight, pulling my face against her breasts as I went piston-like inside of her. 

      

    “Come for me, Daddy,” she begged, her breath hot against my ear. “Fill up my virgin cunt. Breed me. Make me pregnant with your babies...” 

      

    The thought of knocking my daughter up hadn’t even occurred to me, but the instant I heard her say it I knew it was exactly what I wanted. I wanted to own her body, to control it utterly, to plant my seed inside of her so that every man would know who she served. Pleasure crested inside me like a wave, and with one final thrust inside her sweet tightness I let go. 

      

    I came. And holy shit did I ever come. My eruption made what had happened earlier in the bathroom look like a trickle, a nothing compared to the flood that poured out of me and into her. I coated the inside of Alexa’s womb with hot cream, spurting over and over again into her walls like it was my last act on Earth. She held me close, whispering soothing words of submission as I sweat and grunted, firing the last streaks of my load directly into her core. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” my daughter whispered, coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so much for fucking me. Thank you so much for coming inside of me. Thank you so much for owning me...” 

      

    As I came down from my peak, I realized she was right. I did own her now. She was my slave, my slut, my daughter-whore. The pills had really worked; and the pamphlet told me the pills would work for life on anyone I gave them to. Alexa would no longer think of any calling higher than pleasing me, of making herself into a perfect little bimbo fuck object for my pleasure. 

      

    Right then and there, I decided that Cindy was next. 

      

    I lay back on my daughter’s bed, sighing with contentment. Alexa curled up next to me, running her fingers over my chest as she purred happily in the crook of my shoulder. 

      

    “Did you like that, angel?” I asked. I knew she had, but I wanted to hear her say it – to praise me. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she said with a huge smile. “I love making you come. You’re the sexiest man in the whole world. I love it when you use me like a stud – I can’t wait until my belly is swollen with your heirs...” 

      

    Wonderingly, I put my hand on her belly and stroked it. It was so smooth now, so tight and athletic and perfect, but soon? If I kept going like this, there was no way it would be anything but bulging with my heirs. 

      

    And I realized I liked that idea. I liked it very, very much. 

      

    All I had to do was get Cindy to like it, too. And I was pretty sure once I got her newly enslaved daughter to slip her some of my AlphaBoost-enhanced, she wouldn’t take much convincing at all. 

      

    After all, I had four more of those little pills left. And I was going to use them all... 
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    “It’s so much nicer sleeping in your bed, Daddy. It’s so big and soft. We have so much more room to play...” 

      

    With a grin, my stepdaughter Alexa locked her ankles behind my ass and pulled me to her. Her legs were spread wide, her trimmed pussy glistening with wetness as she lay beneath me. My daughter was always wet now – she was like an oven, turned on and ready to go whenever I wanted. My special pills had made her that way, and I was starting to get used to the idea that she was never going to change back. 

      

    “It is nice,” I agreed, sliding the tip of my cock into her warm folds. Alexa cried out and arched her back, the single point of contact coursing through her like an electric current. I loved how easy it was to drive her crazy; to make her beg for me. It was so nice to be wanted, to be lusted for – after fifteen years of marriage, I’d almost forgotten what that was like. 

      

    “Oh Daddy that’s sooo good.” Alexa giggled and rocked her hips, trying to get more of me inside of her. 

      

    “Not yet,” I growled, moving backwards. “Gonna make you beg for it. I want you screaming my name when I finally bury it all the way in your tight little snatch.” 

      

    God, had I really said that? I never talked like that – especially not to my own daughter. At least not before AlphaBoost, I thought with a grin. Those little pills I’d bought off the internet were magic: they’d turned my prim and proper daughter into a cock-addicted whore, and although the pamphlet that came with them hadn’t mentioned any changes to me personally, it was undeniable that I felt...different. More masculine, more powerful – hell, just in the last week I’d replaced the ten pounds of flab around my waist with pure muscle. I had abs now, and from the way my daughter stared at them whenever I took off my shirt, just the sight of me made my little girl’s pussy throb with need. 

      

    Alexa groaned in frustration, a flush of color rising to her cheeks at being denied her Daddy’s cock. “You know what really makes this hot?” she asked, biting her lip. 

      

    I was barely listening. My cock felt stiff as a girder, and Alexa’s soft walls were so amazing around the tip that it took every ounce of control I had not just to impale her in one savage thrust. 

      

    “Everything?” I asked. 

      

    She shook her head, giving me a naughty wink. “That she’s right there,” Alexa whimpered, looking to the side. “Right next to us. And she can’t do anything about it.” 

      

    I followed her gaze, a spike of unease stabbing through the alpha-male fog in my head. Just a few feet away from us, my wife Cindy lay under the covers, snoozing away like she didn’t have a care in the world. Part of me was certain she was going to open her eyes any moment and catch us in the act, but Alexa had assured me that wouldn’t happen. My wife liked to drink a glass of wine or two before bed, and she hadn’t noticed a thing when Alexa ground up two of her Ambien in the glass before pouring it for her. Cindy could have slept through a jet engine taking off: I could fuck Alexa as hard as I wanted to and none would be the wiser. 

      

    “Doesn’t it make you so hot?” My daughter had that teasing lilt in her voice that she knew drove me crazy. “Fucking me in your marriage bed, with your dumb little wife completely unconscious? Laying there while you fuck me so much better and harder than you ever fucked her?” 

      

    A growl escaped my lips. I didn’t like my daughter talking about Cindy that way. 

      

    “That’s your mother,” I grunted, sliding another inch of my cock inside her perfect folds. They gripped me as tight as a glove, like they were made for me. I wanted to sink all the way in, to forget Cindy even existed, to fuck away the last shreds of guilt I felt about cheating on my wife with her own daughter. 

      

    “Who cares?” Alexa laughed, her shoulders rising off the bed as she rose up to kiss me. “She’s a stupid old bitch. She’s nothing compared to you, Daddy. She might have given birth to me, but I’d choose you over her in heartbeat.” 

      

    “That’s...” Before I could finish my sentence, Alexa gripped me around the waist and lifted her ass, driving me deep inside her tight channel. “Oh fuck, angel, that’s so good...” 

      

    “I love you so much, Daddy,” Alexa panted against my neck. “I treat you so much better than that fat cow, don’t I? Tell me you love me more than her, Daddy. Tell me my hot little pussy is better than hers!” 

      

    I glanced over at my sleeping wife, watching her breasts rise and fall against the fabric of one of my old t-shirts. She’s not fat, I thought, trying to ignore the tug of Alexa’s hips. Sure, she’s not as hot as her daughter, but what forty-year-old could compete? If she put in a little bit more effort, she’d be just as hot… 

      

    Wait. I had a way to make her put in as much effort as I wanted, didn’t I? 

      

    “Say it, Daddy,” Alexa begged, her face going slack as if she was worried she’d somehow crossed a line. But when I didn’t react, it gave her the go ahead to be bold. “Say I fuck better than her, Master.” 

      

    “You’re...” Oh hell. It was true, wasn’t it? And it’s not like Cindy could hear me – she was dead to the world. “You’re better than her,” I grunted, teasing her clit with the head of my cock. “Your cunt is so much tighter and wetter, angel. I’d rather fuck you than her any day of the week.” 

      

    Alexa let out a happy laugh, reaching down to stroke my shaft as my head swirled across her folds. “That’s just what I want to hear, Daddy.” 

      

    I thought she was done, but she bit her lip and looked up at me guiltily. “You love me, right, Daddy?” 

      

    What? How could she question that? “Of course I do, Lexi,” I said. Before she could say anything else, I reached up and grabbed a handful of her breast, running my thumb over the already-hard nipple. Lexi loved it when I manhandled her breasts, and this was no different. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she arched her back, panting low in her throat. 

      

    “Oh gawd Daddy that feels so good,” she admitted. “I love you so much. I love you more than Mom. I love you more than my friends, my makeup – more than anything. It’s...it’s like a fire inside me that won’t burn out, that just keeps getting bigger and hotter...” 

      

    Her cunt spasmed around me, pulling another inch of my cock inside of her. Alexa’s eyes had gotten glassy, her expression glazed as she described her feelings to me. 

      

    “It’s like it’s never going to stop,” she said, awe in her voice. “Like I’m just going to be hot and wet for you forever. And that makes me feel so, so good, Daddy. Like I’m right where I’m supposed to be. I love you so much...” 

      

    “You are right where you’re supposed to be,” I assured her, stroking her hair. “You’re my good girl.” 

      

    And yet, as she melted against me, I couldn’t help wanting more... 

      

    “How would you feel,” I growled, driving oh so slowly inside of Alexa, “if I made you share this dick?” 

      

    “Oh gawd Daddy, I dunno! I love your cock so much – I need it all the time...” 

      

    “You’d get it plenty,” I assured her – and just to show that, I gave her a few piston-like pumps that left her gasping for more. “I just have needs, angel. You understand that, right? A Daddy like me needs lots of little girls to fuck...” 

      

    I never used to talk like this. I never used to THINK like this. Those pills are changing me. I grinned. And I think I like it. 

      

    Alexa bit her lip and nodded. “Yes, Daddy, I’ll share. It would be so hot to watch you fuck two or three girls at the same time – as long as I’m one of them.” Her face lit up with a naughty grin. “Do you want me to call a couple of my girlfriends?” 

      

    That was one hot idea, but I filed it away for later. “I was thinking of something a little closer to home,” I said, glancing over at Casey. 

      

    “Mom?” Alexa was aghast. “Are you kidding, Daddy? She’s so old – and you already fucked her for twelve years...” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, giving her another inch of my cock to shut her up, “but not the way I really wanted to. The way I fuck you, angel.” 

      

    This was a strain. I could see it in my daughter’s eyes: she wanted me for herself. She knew that despite the problems in Casey and I’s marriage that I still loved my wife deeply, and she wanted nothing to come between her Daddy and her sweet, tight little pussy. Sharing me with a couple of brainless sluts was one thing, but this? 

      

    The thing was, I couldn’t forget my original plan. Ensnaring Alexa was a total accident – I had meant to use my AlphaBoost powers to turn Cindy into the gorgeous bimbo goddess she’d been when she was younger. It was a happy accident, sure, but I still wanted my perfect bimbo wife. 

      

    “You said you would obey me,” I grunted, my hands tightening around her waist. “Were you lying? Are you going to be a good girl for Daddy?” 

      

    I saw the fight behind her eyes – and a moment later, saw her love and devotion win out. Then she rolled those eyes and sighed heavily, sounding every inch the brat that my eighteen-year old daughter could sometimes be. 

      

    “Fine, Daddy,” she said, pouting theatrically. “We’ll do it your way.” 

      

    My heart pounded in my chest. I’d won! If AlphaBoost was powerful enough to make Alexa tolerate her mother, than maybe it really was strong enough to turn me into some kind of alpha male stud. 

      

    My triumph turned to frustration a moment later when Alexa slid backwards. Her hot, tight pussy left my cock, leaving nothing but cold air sheathing it. A caveman grunt left my throat. 

      

    “What do you think you’re doing?” I said, harsher than I’d intended. 

      

    Alexa blinked up from where she lay beneath me, all wide-eyed innocence. “Go take your pill, Daddy,” she whispered, the perfect little picture of submission she’d become easing the sting of her words. “Take it really quick so that we can turn Mom into your slut.” 

      

    That was right – I’d told Alexa all about the pills. There was no reason not to, since she was physically incapable of betraying me. Naked, I walked to the bathroom and found the bottle in the back of the medicine cabinet. There were four pills left in the bottle, rattling around in the bottom as I opened it. 

      

    “Down the hatch,” I muttered, swallowing one. A quick mouthful of water from the tap and I was good to go. 

      

    As I put the bottle back, I stared at it for a moment, thinking. How fast did these things take effect, anyway? Maybe I would need a little time to ramp up before my seed became potent enough to melt away Cindy’s inhibitions. 

      

    Grinning, I realized it didn’t really matter – there was no way I was going to be able to resist unloading my come wherever my daughter wanted me to put it. And if it didn’t work, we could just try tomorrow, too. 

      

    Alexa was sitting on the end of the bed as I came in, making a show of examining her nails. Her face lit up with a beaming smile when she saw me, as if to say that she was no longer angry with me for bringing her mother into this. 

      

    “Come here, Master,” she cooed, spreading her legs. “Right up here.” 

      

    When I was a step or two from the bed, she raised her hands and raked her nails down my chest, stopping just above my cock. Her eyes devoured it, lingering on the dripping shaft before reaching out to tentatively stroke it. I loved the look Alexa got in her eyes whenever she saw my cock – like she couldn’t believe what a lucky girl she was to have a huge thing like that inside of her. All her former hurt feelings melted away at the sight of it, and for that I was glad.  

      

    “You’re so big, Daddy,” she whimpered, leaning forward. She moved until her lips just barely touched the head of my cock and held them there, teasing me until the urge to grab the back of her head and thrust forward was almost too powerful to resist. 

      

    “Look at her,” Alexa purred, her eyes sliding to her mother for an instant before returning to my cock. “Think about the hot little slut you’re going to be turning Mommy into. Watch her lay there while her superior daughter makes you come.” 

      

    To punctuate her statement, Alexa ran the tip of her tongue all the way down my shaft, lapping at my balls in a way that made my knees shake. A low chuckle left her throat, then she leaned back and made her mouth a perfect little ‘o’ for me. 

      

    “I love you, Master,” she whispered. Then she took me all the way inside her. 

      

    I groaned as I bottomed out inside of her, the head of my cock pressing gently against the back of her throat. If Alexa had ever had a gag reflex, whatever AlphaBoost had done to her had taken it away – she sucked me as easily as if she’d been born to do it. Her head bobbed back and forth on my cock. Slurping at me so loudly part of me was sure it would wake up Cindy. But she lay there, snoring away, completely oblivious to the sinful acts her husband and daughter were up to only a few feet away. 

      

    “Fuck, that’s good, angel,” I grunted, putting my hand gently on the back of her head. “You know just how to suck a cock.” 

      

    Soon I was thrusting my hips forward, meeting her lips stroke-for-stroke. My daughter’s mouth was as warm and wet as her pussy – and that naughty tongue of hers did things that would have made most men come instantly all over her sweet little face. The rush built in my balls as I worked, getting closer to the edge. I swelled up even bigger in her throat as she grinned around my cock, the primal part of her brain letting her know I was getting close to blowing my load. 

      

    She pulled back, stroking me hard with both hands as she placed her tongue directly under the head of my cock. “Come in my mouth, Daddy,” she begged. “Please come for me. Blow your load just for me...” 

      

    “You won’t swallow it, will you?” It didn’t really matter what she said - I was already past the point of being able to hold back – but I wanted to exercise my control. 

      

    She shook her head, managing to keep her tongue right on that perfect spot. “No, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl. Now shoot that big, perfect load inside my mouth...” 

      

    As she spoke, my cock twitched and pulsed on her tongue. A moment later the first fat streak of come erupted from the tip, forming a pool in the hollow of her tongue. More hot jizz poured from my balls, squirting up and over to streak her face before it returned to pumping her mouth full of sweet cream. My knees shook with bliss as I watched the money shot I was giving my own daughter. She took it like a filthy little porn star, eyes shining with devotion as she collected my load. 

      

    When I was done, she opened wide to show me the pearly mess I’d left inside her mouth. Then she held up one finger and crawled across the bed, gingerly stepping over Cindy’s sleeping body. 

      

    As I watched, she placed a finger gently on Cindy’s chin and slid her mouth open. Leaning directly over my wife’s sleeping face, she parted her lips, extending her tongue until it nearly touched Cindy.  

      

    Then my come oozed out of her. A thick gob of it dripped from Alexa’s mouth and into Cindy’s, entering her with a rush. A few seconds later my wife began to shudder, but Alexa soothed her, stroking her shoulders as another tendril of my seed dripped between her lips. 

      

    After she was satisfied Cindy had enough, my daughter put her fingers back on Cindy’s chin to close her mouth and ran her fingers across the hollow of her throat. A moment later her muscles contracted as she swallowed it down. 

      

    Holy shit I was so hard. 

      

    “Shh,” my daughter whispered, planting a come-stained kiss on Cindy’s forehead. “Good girl. Swallow it all down for Master.” She reached down and added directly in her ear, almost too quietly for me to hear: “Good night, Mommy.” 

      

    Then she was in my arms, giggling like she’d just pulled off the world’s funniest practical joke. I could barely think: my cock throbbed against the curve of her ass as she wriggled in my lap, demanding release. 

      

    “Do you think it worked?” she asked, grinding her ass against my cock. 

      

    “I hope so,” I growled, putting a hand around her waist. “God, you looked so fucking hot sharing my load. I want to see the two of you do that again.” 

      

    She turned around and kissed my chest, melting against me. “We’ll have to do that for you all the time, Daddy,” she whimpered, her softness pressing against my thigh. I felt her grip on me tighten as she caught sight of my cock. 

      

    “Wow,” she said with a giggle. “You really did like that, didn’t you?” 

      

    There was only one response that needed – and it wasn’t a verbal one. With a low grunt of command, I twisted Alexa and pinned her body beneath mine on the bed, spreading her thighs wide with my hands. She opened for me gratefully, groaning with need as her nails raked my chest. 

      

    “Fuck me, Master,” she begged, arcing her hips upward. “Plow my pussy right on top of that bitch!” 

      

    “Of course, angel,” I said, lifting her like a ragdoll and placing her on top of Cindy’s sleeping form. “You’ll always be my number-one girl.” 

      

    She had no time to adjust to her new position, because just then I pumped all the way inside of her with one hard thrust, burying my cock in her cunt to the base. She cried out, gripping me tightly, but I had no intention of slowing down. Something about the fact that we were right on top of my wife, that we were somehow violating her at the same time my AlphaBoost-enhanced seed remade her from the inside out made me throb with dominance. I wanted to show my daughter just how dominant I could be. 

      

    “Oh fuck, Daddy, are you trying to kill me!?” Alexa’s mouth dropped open with disbelief as I savaged her pussy with hard, blurringly fast strokes. Cindy’s body shook beneath us, rocking back and forth as I fucked my daughter harder than I ever had before. 

      

    My hand snaked up to her throat, gripping it tightly. I never liked this before, I thought with a savage grin. I was always so nice to women. So chivalrous. I had no idea how they REALLY wanted to be treated… 

      

    A thought flashed in the back of my mind that I might have used that information on Cindy instead of enslaving her, but the guilt quickly faded. This felt right somehow. Natural. After all, wasn’t a wife supposed to be subservient to her husband? 

      

    “You’re just a hole to fuck,” I grunted, watching my daughter’s face erupt with pleasure. “A tight, wet hole that Daddy loves to put his dick inside.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Alexa gasped, actually leaning into my fingers. “I’m your dirty whore! I’m your fuck doll, your cumslut, your filthy little girl! Use me, Daddy – use me hard!” 

      

    “Gonna breed you,” I grunted, my cock going in and out of her like a piston. Part of me knew those words were a foregone conclusion – my little girl was already three days late on her period – but the idea still made me so hot. The thought that the load I was about to shoot inside her would make her pregnant with my heirs was an irresistible aphrodisiac, one that made me come harder and longer than I had thought possible. 

      

    “Yes Daddy, make me pregnant,” my daughter whined, staring straight into my eyes. “Make your sweet little daughter’s belly all swollen with your heirs. Make me a barefoot, pregnant little teenage slut that all the boys know spreads her legs for her special Daddy...” 

      

    I cut her off with a savage growl of pleasure. My hand tightened around her throat, my other dug into her hip for leverage as I buried myself inside of her as deep as I could go. The head of my cock grazed her cervix, pointing at her womb like a bulls-eye as my cock spurted with my third orgasm of the night. Despite the previous use, my balls were still going strong – my load was thick and creamy, coating my daughter’s walls in huge spurts that made her eyes roll back and her body quake with its own climax. When I finally released her she was babbling sweet words of submission, telling me what a good Master I was as I pumped my load directly into her fertile cunt. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, curling up next to me. There was going to be one hell of a bruise around her neck tomorrow – I couldn’t wait to show it off. 

      

    “You’re welcome,” I said, letting her press her body against mine. I felt utterly spent. I knew it was a huge risk to pass out right then – if Alexa and I woke up naked in the morning next to an unchanged version of my wife, we were in big trouble – but it was just too comfortable to resist. 

      

    “You feel so comfy against me, Daddy,” my daughter purred, echoing my thoughts. “I can’t to snug up between you and Mommy tomorrow night good and proper.” 

      

    That was so hot it almost made me flip her over for round four. Yet it seemed that finally my prodigious sexual appetite was fulfilled – for the moment, at least. 

      

    Alexa yawned explosively, snuggling her cute little ass harder against me. “Do you think you’ll breed Mommy too, Master? She might be too old to bear your heirs, but I bet those magic pills of yours could change that.” A little whimper of contentment left her throat as she relaxed against me. “I bet you could command us to change all kinds of things...” 

      

    That was something that had never occurred to me. Did I really have that kind of power? There were certain, well, aspects of Cindy’s body that had looked much better in the old pictures I’d seen of her from before we were together. Could I just...command her to change, and she would? 

      

    “We’ll find out in the morning, angel,” I assured her, holding her in a protective cuddle that left her melting. If Cindy didn’t kill me in the morning, she might turn into one hot little bimbo. 

      

    And I’d have a whole happy family for a harem, ready and willing to serve... 
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    I woke up the next morning in a tangle of bedsheets, still reeking of the sex I’d had the night before. There was a warm, female body curled up against mine, and for a brief moment I thoughtlessly reached down and grabbed a handful of her ass, assuming it to be my wife Cindy. 

      

    My eyes opened wider, bringing me to full alertness. That was not my wife’s ass. 

      

    I heard a giggle, and the girl I was clutching rolled over to face me. My stepdaughter Alexa, her cheeks rosy with early-morning arousal, grinned at me like I was the naughtiest Dad ever. I could feel heat rolling off the perfect expanse between her thighs, oven-warm as she pressed herself against me. 

      

    “Good morning, Daddy,” she purred, keeping her voice low. “I had such good dreams last night...” 

      

    Before I could do anything, she reached between my thighs and stroked my morning wood through my boxers. “And now I think I wanna act them out.” 

      

    With a wink, Alexa slid down my body, covering my bare chest with little kisses as she worked her way down to my rod. I’d had half an erection just from waking up, but the feeling of my daughter’s body all over mine quickly brought it to full mast, straining against the thin fabric of my boxers. A thin feeling of guilt needled at me, but she was so warm and wet and ready, plus she smelled like pure sex. I couldn’t resist. 

      

    Alexa’s face reached my crotch and nuzzled my cock, her tongue leaving wet trails against the fabric as she teased my manhood. Every time she did it, total caveman grunts left my throat – I could feel myself getting ready to beg her to release my cock from its prison. 

      

    “Stop teasing me,” I growled, reaching under the covers and tangling my fingers in her hair. 

      

    “Sorry, Daddy,” I heard her murmur. It was amazing how three simple words could turn the switch inside my daughter’s brain from naughty tease to wet and submissive – and I liked it. 

      

    Thank God for those fucking pills, I thought as my daughter’s lips closed around my shaft. Cindy never gave me wake-up head before… 

      

    Instantly, I stiffened. And not in the good way. 

      

    Slowly, like a character in a horror movie, I turned my head to see the other side of our bed. The covers were all bunched up from where Alexa and I had shoved them to the side during our wild fucking last night. Fucking that, as I now remembered, was all the hotter because we were doing it right next to my sleeping wife… 

      

    There was a Cindy-shaped bulge under the covers. I peeled the comforter back slowly, nearly crying out when I caught a glimpse of my wife’s blonde locks underneath. 

      

    Oh shit, I thought, panic filling me. We fell asleep next to Cindy. We slept all night next to my wife and now she’s going to wake up and fucking kill us both… 

      

    Underneath the covers, Alexa continued to suck me off – the fear coursing through my body apparently had no effect on my throbbing erection. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, teasing me slowly before taking me to the hilt in her warm, wet throat. If I was about to completely lose my shit, it would’ve been one of the best blowjobs I’d ever received. 

      

    “Angel, you have to get out of here,” I whispered, tapping the top of my daughter’s head under the covers. “Before Cindy wakes up...” 

      

    “Huh?” Alexa asked loudly – too loudly. My daughter reached up and yanked her half of the covers down, exposing what was going on beneath my chest. Cold air made my nipples harden as I stared down at my beautiful daughter, perched between my thighs with my cock stretching her lips like her favorite toy. 

      

    “Jesus Christ,” I groaned, equal parts pleasure and fear. “If your mother sees you like that...” 

      

    Alexa pulled my cock out of her mouth with a wet slurping sound and giggled. “Daddy, you have nothing to worry about,” she assured me, grabbing me by the base and giving my shaft a few hard, driving strokes. “We gave her your seed, remember?” 

      

    Oh, I remembered. The image of Alexa perched over her mother, dribbling the load that I’d just shot all over her tongue into Cindy’s open, sleeping mouth was the kind of thing I’d be picturing as I stroked my cock for the rest of my life. It had been so fucking hot, and last night I would have told you it was totally worth it to get caught.  

      

    In the light of day, however, it was a different story. 

      

    “Come on,” I growled, trying to move Alexa. It was no good, she had a grip on my thighs and was not going to let my cock go. “You have to get out of the room. Now. We can do this later, just...please...” 

      

    Alexa pouted at me like I had threatened to ground her. “Are you ashamed of me, Daddy?” She placed the palm of her hand on the underside of my cock and ground it back and forth, sending spikes of pleasure through my body that were almost too good. “Am I not good enough for you?” 

      

    I couldn’t take this anymore. Wasn’t AlphaBoost supposed to make women listen to me, dammit? 

      

    “If it was any better, I’d be dead,” I grunted. “But not right now!” 

      

    I’d spoken too loud – the lump under the covers moved for a moment, then groaned and settled back down. Alexa laughed. 

      

    “Okay Daddy, I’ll go.” Alexa didn’t look happy about it, but thank God she was finally complying. I heaved a sigh of relief as she backed up, her majestic breasts jigging as she straightened. 

      

    Then, just as she was about to rise from the bed, a wicked smile spread across her face. “Just one quick thing...” 

      

    I reached out a hand to cut her off, but she was too quick. She sprang to the other side of the bed, grabbed either side of the lump beneath the sheets and started rocking it back and forth. 

      

    “Wake up, Mommy!” Alexa sounded as excited as if it were Christmas morning. “Wake up – I’m sucking Daddy’s cock! I fucked him all night and I think he might have put a baby in me! Come on, Mom, get up!” 

      

    My heart skipped a beat. I’m dead, I thought, everything moving in slow motion. I’m fucking dead… 

      

    The covers shifted – and then my wife’s head appeared above them. Unlike her husband and daughter, Cindy was the only person in bed who wasn’t naked or down to underwear. She wore a clingy, semi-transparent nightgown I’d bought her a birthday or two ago, the kind of thing I’d gotten her all the time when our love life was hotter. Maybe she’d actually thought we were going to make love last night, I thought guiltily. Instead, I fucked her own daughter practically on top of her… 

      

    “Wha...Lexi? What are you doing in bed, honey – is everything okay?” Cindy rubbed her eyes, and when she opened them again she froze. I was laying next to her, boxers tugged down to my knees, my erect cock sticking up like a girder and coated in precum and Alexa’s saliva. 

      

    Cindy’s mouth dropped open. “What the fuck...” 

      

    “Daddy woke up all hard, so I was taking care of him.” Alexa beamed with pride, like she was bragging about taking out the trash or doing the dishes. “I don’t know how he managed to get a boner after the pounding he gave my pussy last night – maybe it’s because you kept your legs closed around him for so long. Anyway, he was so scared you were going to be mad when you woke up that he wanted me to go! Isn’t that silly, Mommy?” 

      

    Cindy looked at me in sheer disbelief, like the connection between her eyes and her brain had just been severed clean in half. 

      

    “Zach...what the...how could you…?” 

      

    It hit me with a force that was stunning. I knew my wife better than anyone, and I could tell she was furious – there was real rage in her eyes, trying to break free. But it was like...like watching a fire get snuffed out. Like something was smothering it, replacing her feelings with something else entirely. 

      

    AlphaBoost, I thought, the image of my seed dripping into Cindy’s mouth filling my mind. Holy shit, it worked… 

      

    For a moment, my wife teetered on the brink. The person she’d been before my hypnotic seed entered her was behind her eyes, fighting for her life as AlphaBoost flooded her bloodstream. I watched as the last flickering remnants of resistance faded from those eyes and understanding came into them. Then she wasn’t staring at me at all – her eyes traveled to my cock, glistening in the early morning light, and her cheeks flushed crimson with arousal. 

      

    “Oh gawd,” she whimpered, so fixated on me that Alexa had ceased to exist. “I don’t think I’ve seen you that hard since our wedding night. You’re so turned on...” 

      

    I grinned. Everything was going to be okay. 

      

    “Come here, baby,” I said, my voice as rough as my stubble as I patted my thighs. “Put it in your mouth the way you used to. I know you want to...” 

      

    Cindy didn’t need to be told twice. AlphaBoost had made my wife so horny she couldn’t think straight: she was eager in a way she hadn’t been since she was a teenager. Her limbs shook with excitement as she straddled my thighs, taking the same position her own daughter had been in just a minute or two ago. 

      

    She ran a finger down my shaft, her eyes widening in surprise as my cock twitched beneath her touch. “It’s so wet,” she whimpered. “It’s so...” 

      

    With a little whine, Cindy buried her face in my crotch, inhaling the scent of my cock as she pressed it against my cheek. 

      

    “You smell so fucking good,” she panted, practically vibrating with need. “And you smell like...like sex. Like fucking. Like pussy...” 

      

    “Your daughter’s pussy,” I growled, putting my hand on the back of her head. “Does it make you wet to know you’re about to suck your daughter’s juices off my cock?” 

      

    She looked ashamed...and nodded. “Yes. Oh my god, what’s wrong with me? I don’t act like this – I don’t think like this! I should be...I should be so angry at you! I ought to throw you out of the house...” 

      

    “Shh,” I said, putting my cock to her lips. “Shut up and blow me, babe. You’re so silly – why would you throw me out? This is my house. Now put it in your mouth like I know you want to.” 

      

    Cindy’s eyes rolled back in her head, and a moment later her legs quivered with some new sensation. For a second I was worried – then I realized what was happening. 

      

    “Holy shit,” Alexa whimpered. “You just made Mom come, Master.” 

      

    I degraded her, I thought with pride, and it made her come her brains out. I took control of her, treated her like my possession, and it sent her pussy right over the edge… 

      

    I reached out and stroked my wife’s cheek as she rode out the throes of her orgasm, cooing to her like a treasured pet. As she came down from her peak, she lowered her face to my cock and made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips. The head of my cock disappeared between them, and then she was blowing me for the first time in years. 

      

    Lexi curled up next to me, snugging me close as her Mom’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. “That’s right,” she said, a mocking edge in her voice. “You owe Daddy so many blowjobs, Mom. He’s going to make you his little suckslave from now on. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

      

    A low noise of assent left Cindy’s throat as she blew me, but this apparently wasn’t enough for my stepdaughter. 

      

    “Say it,” she hissed, grabbing Cindy by the hair and jerking her up roughly. She came off my cock coughing and sputtering, her face a mess. 

      

    “I...I want to be your suckslave,” my loving wife said, looking at me like she couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. “It makes me so fucking hot when you use me for your pleasure. I don’t know why – I never used to be like this – but all I can think about is you degrading me like a little whore...” 

      

    “That’s because it’s what I want, not you,” I grinned, sliding my free hand between my daughter’s thighs. “We’ve done things your way for too long – it’s my turn to decide what goes. Listening to you made our marriage stale and boring, but now it’s going to heat up.” I turned to my daughter. “Isn’t that right, honey?” 

      

    Alexa’s face went slack with pleasure as my fingers slid into her folds. She cried out, arching her back as I found her clit and circled it with hard little strokes. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Alexa sounded drunk on me, delirious with bliss. “I can’t believe you ever held out on this man, Mommy. The things he can do with his fingers, his mouth, his cock...he’s a fucking God and you should be worshipping him!” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” Cindy groaned. I could see the pleasure in my wife’s face – it was clear her degradation fetish meant she was literally getting off on hearing how awful she was. “I’m a wicked little bitch. I’ll make it up to you from now on – I’ll do anything you want. You deserve to fuck my daughter – you deserve to fuck any woman you want...” 

      

    Cindy trailed off, only the whites of her eyes showing. She was riding another tidal wave of bliss, and with a whimper she took my cock all the way to the base, deepthroating me as she came. Her pace increased until she was practically a blur on my cock, slurping and groaning as she treated my dick better than she ever had in twelve years of marriage. 

      

    “God damn,” Lexie groaned, pumping her hips in time with my fingers. “I had no idea Mom could suck cock like that. Show him what a whore you are!” 

      

    She certainly did. It was a game of one-upsmanship between mother and daughter – Alexa had the advantages of youth and beauty on her side, but Cindy’s enthusiasm was hard to match. Pretty soon I felt my cock swelling even larger in my wife’s throat, my balls bouncing back and forth as I reached the point where I couldn’t stop them from shooting my load. 

      

    We were all close. Lexie’s cries were reaching a fever pitch beneath my fingers, and Cindy looked like an addict getting a hit as she turned her head into a piston for my cock. I reached the crest just as my daughter started to squeal and squirt all over my fingers, and the flood of her juices sent me over the edge. 

      

    I leaned back, groaning hard and pumping my hips upward as I shot burst after burst of hot, sticky come into Cindy’s mouth. She didn’t slow or falter – if anything, the seal of her lips around me got tighter as I came, like she didn’t want to lose a drop of my seed. Maybe she didn’t want to share with her daughter – but Alexa was way too busy coming all over her Daddy’s fingers to care. 

      

    “Fuck, I’m coming,” I grunted, too late to be used a warning but who gave a shit. It was another way of degrading my wife, and it had the desired effect – Cindy started to shudder and moan as she climaxed. Being forced to suck her husband off while he fingered a younger, tighter beauty to climax was so demeaning I was shocked she only had the one good hard come. 

      

    As I came down from my peak Cindy slowed down, applying an almost loving degree of attention to my cock as she cleaned it. Lexie snuggled up against me, giggling as her own orgasm left its pleasant ache in her limbs. 

      

    “God, Daddy, that was so amazing,” she purred as her mother cleaned the last drops of come from my cock. “What would you like to do next?” 

      

    I glanced down at my wife, thinking. “There’s something you said last night,” I finally replied, “that I can’t stop thinking about.” 

      

    “Hmm?” 

      

    “You said that my come was so potent, so addictive, that you’d do anything for it,” I said, not taking my eyes away from my wife. “Anything.’’ 

      

    “Of course, Daddy,” my daughter replied, the picture of grace. “I’ll do anything you tell me. You’re in charge; you’re the man of the house. What do you want me to do?” 

      

    “You implied,” I murmured, rubbing her thigh, “that I could make you...change. Just by commanding it.” 

      

    “Oh.” She looked a little bashful – like she’d said something she shouldn’t. 

      

    “The thing is,” I said, laying back into my pillow, “that sounds like...magic. How would you even think something like that, angel?” 

      

    She seemed to be actually contemplating it. “I...I don’t know, Daddy,” Lexie finally said. “It just felt right to say. Like something inside me just knew it was true. I feel like I’m meant to serve you, like I was born for that purpose. Like I’m some kind of...I don’t know. Some fancy smartphone, super-expensive and designed to give my owner pleasure.” 

      

    “Like an object,” I said, smirking as the last word sent a bolt of pleasure through Cindy’s body. 

      

    “Exactly!” Lexie’s face lit up. “You’re so smart, Daddy – you always know exactly what to say to silly girls like me.” 

      

    “I want to test it,” I decided. “Cindy, stand up.” 

      

    My wife, maybe a little taken aback at being completely shut out of this conversation, took her time standing at the foot of the bed. Her nightgown hung off her frame, completely forgotten in her rush to suck me off. 

      

    “What do you think we should change first?” A wicked gleam entered Lexie’s eyes. “There’s so much that needs to be done – she’s got that flabby ass, those pancake thighs, that ratty-ass hair-” 

      

    “Shut up,” I commanded. And miracle of miracles, she did. 

      

    I’ve got to stop being so nice to her, I thought. She starts thinking she’s the one in control. It’s good to remind her she doesn’t stand any higher than the woman she keeps making fun of… 

      

    It was the kind of thought that never would have entered my brain before AlphaBoost – but I was starting to have them more and more often. Sometimes I didn’t even notice. 

      

    “Cindy,” I said, snapping my wife to attention. “You’ll do anything I command, right?” 

      

    “I...I live to serve, husband,” she said, sounding unsure of herself. “I want to please you. I want to make you feel good so fucking bad...” 

      

    “I want your tits to be bigger,” I said, something dark and primal taking hold of my voice. “Make them bigger for me, wife.” 

      

    For a moment, nothing happened. Then Cindy gasped, every muscle in her body drawing taut. She arched her back, crying out like someone had just hit her with a taser – and then, just like that, she started to change… 

      

    The twin swellings beneath her nightgown ballooned until they stretched the fabric around them, straining it to the breaking point. Her nipples hardened, clearly visible as she rode the wave of pleasure my command had given her. 

      

    “Oh my fuck,” Cindy whimpered, her face a mask of pleasure. “Oh no, oh no, oh no...” 

      

    “Don’t be afraid,” I commanded, watching the transformation. My wife’s breasts grew until they were perfect double-d, gravity defying orbs – they put that redhead from Mad Men to fucking shame. These were knockers, funbags – every filthy name a guy could come up with to describe a woman’s breasts. And they were all mine. 

      

    By the time it finally stopped, I was standing up as well, hands all over my wife’s body. My palms reached her ass, grabbed twin handfuls, and squeezed. 

      

    “Tone this up,” I grunted, manhandling her ass hard enough to leave bruises. “Do it for your Master. Now.” 

      

    Cindy’s body quivered as it remade itself for me, her body’s internal engines humming as they transformed her to my specifications. The flesh in between my fingers grew warm and pliable, and a few moments later the somewhat-flat, middle-aged ass I’d been holding was a perfect heart-shaped booty that would have been the envy of any curvy eighteen-year old stunner. 

      

    “Yes,” I growled, watching the disbelief turn to awe in my wife’s eyes. “I own you. That means I can customize you however I want. And you love it.” 

      

    “I love it,” she panted, on the edge of another orgasm. 

      

    “You love being used,” I said. “Being degraded. And what could possibly be more degrading than changing your entire identity just to suit my dick?” 

      

    I leaned forward, putting my lips to the ear of the woman I’d sworn to love and honor our entire lives. 

      

    “You’re not even really a person,” I whispered. “You’re just a hole I like to fuck and a nice pair of tits for me to look at while I do it. I’m going to destroy your personality, erase your memories – just to make my dick harder when I fuck you.” 

      

    Cindy’s orgasm was titanic. I’d never seen my wife come like that before – and before she could recover, I set to the next phase of her transformation. I was drunk on power, still not fully processing the fact that I really could change someone I’d addicted to AlphaBoost to my sexual fantasy – it made me bold in ways I’d never thought I could be. 

      

    I grabbed a handful of her hair so hard that even in the throes of orgasm, she winced. 

      

    “Blonde,” I commanded. “Platinum blonde, just like a good bimbo...” 

      

    And as if I really were doing magic, it happened. Strands of Cindy’s dirty blonde hair slid through my fingers; on the other side they were so blonde as to be nearly white. In moments she had long, flawless curls all the way down to her ass, as perfect as if she’d spent hundreds of dollars at a salon getting them that way – and somehow I just knew they’d stay that perfect forever. A finger over her lips plumped them out, turned them into the kind of glossy bee-stung crimson lips perfect for sucking cock. I erased moles and wrinkles like a human version of Photoshop, turning back the clock until my wife looked like the naughty teenage cheerleader she’d once been. I made her pussy even tighter and more toned than it had been when she was a virgin, and commanded it to stay that way just for me.  

    Finally I put a hand to her forehead and worked on her brain. Her eyes crossed as she stared upward, trying to focus on my arm as I started to change her. A thin stream of drool dribbled from between her new plump lips as she moaned. 

      

    “Thoughts are for boys,” she giggled, leaning into my palm as her eyes rolled in her head. “I’m so fuzzy, Daddy – it feels like a bubbly soda pop inside my head...” 

      

    Soon she was moaning, pleasure burning out whatever brain cells the old Cindy could have used to fight her new life. 

      

    “Everything feels so glittery,” she whimpered as yet another orgasm tore through her body. “I love you Daddy, I love you so much! I want to be your dumb little bimbo forever...” 

      

    Finally I stepped back, panting with effort. Whatever I had just done to Cindy had really taken it out of me – I felt exhausted. But standing before me was my greatest fantasy, finally realized. My wife wasn’t just the gorgeous young athlete I’d always resented missing my chance to fuck – she was better. Tighter, naughtier, ditzier...I knew she’d fuck like a porn star and live for pretty dresses, makeup and blowjobs from now on. 

      

    “You know,” I said with a laugh, “you don’t even really look like Alexa’s mother any more. You look more like sisters...” 

      

    Both girls gasped in unison. 

      

    “Oh my gawd Daddy, you’re so right!” Cindy nearly jumped up and down with delight. “Please let me be Lexie’s sister, please? She’s soooo pretty, and she can teach me all about fashion and makeup and how to make your cock come super hard...” 

      

    Well, that was decided. “Both of you come here,” I commanded. 

      

    When both girls stood before me, I put my hands on both of their foreheads. I could feel the ache in my limbs, but I knew I had enough juice to make this one change.  

      

    “The two of you are sisters,” I commanded, my words hitting them with the force of law. “You’ve never been mother and daughter. You’re both dirty, naughty sisters who love me and love to share me...” 

      

    Both girls’ eyes fluttered as their brains reconfigured themselves to make my commands true. 

      

    “We’re sisters,” they moaned in unison. “Sisters...” 

      

    I let them go. They both blinked for a few seconds, then looked at each other and giggled. 

      

    “Best sisters ever,” Cindy laughed. 

      

    “Fuck yes,” Alexa agreed. “Thank you for giving me a sister, Daddy. You’re the best...” 

      

    Then both girls were on their knees, staring up at me with looks of wide-eyed innocence. 

      

    “Can we blow you?” Cindy’s hand pawed at my boxers, yanking the waistband down beneath my balls. “Please?” 

      

    “We’ll do such a good job,” Alexa purred. “I want to show you that I know how to share with my new sister like a good girl, Daddy.” 

      

    “That sounds so good, angels...but there’s something else I want.” 

      

    Both of them awaited my command, looking up at me with twin expressions of adoration. “Anything, Daddy,” they whimpered. “Just ask.” 

      

    Fuck, I was so in love with this. 

      

    I turned to Cindy, running a finger down her cheek. She turned and pulled it into her mouth, sucking it with her new lips. Lucky fucking finger, I thought, grinning at the amazing warmth and suction of her mouth. 

      

    “I want to fuck you, Cindy,” I said, choosing her. “I still haven’t made you a real woman yet, after all.” 

      

    Both girls’ faces lit up. It was true – by erasing my wife’s memories of our marriage, I’d essentially convinced her that the two of us had never fucked. I wondered if she even remembered blowing me a few minutes ago, but decided to let sleeping dogs lie. This was the first day of her new life, after all. 

      

    “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned. “Please...please let me ride your cock?” 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “Get on the bed,” I commanded her. “All fours, facing the wall. I want to take you from behind.” 

      

    I couldn’t remember the last time I’d fucked Cindy doggy-style. Suddenly it was all I wanted – I craved it on a primal, instinctive level. It wouldn’t occur to me until later that it was the position that made it easiest for me to breed her. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she cooed, spreading her legs wide for me and fingering her asshole as she presented herself. “What do you think? Do you like my big ass, Daddy?” 

      

    “I love it,” I said, climbing up behind her. “Your ass is perfect. Your tits are perfect. I couldn’t have made a more fuckable little girl if I’d tried.” 

      

    “Mmmh, I’m so wet,” she whimpered, grinding her ass against me. “Don’t make me wait any longer, Daddy – fuck my virgin cunt!” 

      

    Virgin? I thought, before remembering what I’d done. Cindy’s memories had been stripped away, and her cunt was sweeter and tighter than it had ever been – she pretty much was a virgin now. And thanks to my powers she’d be a perfect tight virgin every time I fucked her. 

      

    I stared straight into her eyes as I teased her, putting just the tip of my cock into her folds and letting her feel it. “You like that, baby?” I asked. “You want more, or is it too much?” 

      

    “Dad-dyyyy,” Cindy groaned, completely lost. “Fuck me! Fuck your little girl, please!” 

      

    What red-blooded man could turn down a request like that? 

      

    With one savage thrust, I buried myself inside Cindy to the hilt, stretching her tight pussy around my cock. It was an amazing feeling – so different and familiar at the same time. I’d been inside of my wife a thousand times, but in a very real sense this was no longer my wife – this was something better. 

      

    “Oh God!” Cindy came apart, her body quaking as a mind-melting orgasm ripped through her. Her walls clenched around me as I bottomed out inside of her, the first orgasm my little girl would remember filling her to the brim and then some from the sheer pleasure of carrying my cock inside her. 

      

    And then I started to fuck her. 

      

    I pounded her like there was no tomorrow. I spanked her ass, making her squeal. I grabbed her hair for leverage, finding the perfect angle to go deep, and soon my free hand snaked around her throat, choking her. 

      

    “I don’t know, angel,” I growled, pressing her body hard against mine as I fucked her. “I think maybe I should pull out and put on a condom. What do you think?” 

      

    She shook her head so hard she nearly escaped my grip. Cindy panted and grunted like she could barely process the pleasure, looking at me with such a needy expression on her face I was torn between fucking her senseless and slapping it off her. 

      

    “You don’t want me to put on a condom,” I grunted. “Say it.” 

      

    “I don’t want you to wear a condom, Daddy,” she wheezed beneath my fingers. 

      

    “You don’t want me to wear a condom,” I continued, “because you want to feel me come inside your cunt. Say it.” 

      

    “I want to feel you come inside my cunt!” I could feel her clenching on me, a torrent of juices dripping down my shaft as she fucked me back. It was so tight, so wet, so perfect… 

      

    A savage growl left my throat as I came. Orgasm came instantly, rushing over me in a sudden burst as I pounded away inside my wife-daughter-girlfriend-slave’s cunt. I threw my fists in the air as I screamed, firing my load directly into her fertile, waiting womb. I came over and over again, pleasure blotting out my mind, removing everything except the amazing feeling of draining my balls directly inside of Cindy. 

      

    I floated somewhere away from my body for a while. Slowly I came down from my peak, and when I did both girls were on either side of me in bed, worshipping me. They purred in my ears, running their fingers over my body, telling me what a good job I had done. How good I had made them feel, how amazing it had made them feel to make me come...how much they loved to serve me and would gladly do so forever. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. Those pills are the greatest invention in human history. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” Cindy whispered as I squeezed her ass. “Is there anything else I can do for you?” 

      

    I was about to say no, that these two girls were anything and everything I would ever need – when I realized that wasn’t true. Something inside me, something I’d never dared to indulge or open to myself was yawning wide, a door that stood waiting for me. 

      

    I could have anything I wanted. Why wouldn’t I want it all? 

      

    The corner of my mouth perked up in a smile. “Lexie.” 

      

    My stepdaughter was instantly at attention. “Yes, Master?” 

      

    “You know that video camera I bought you for your birthday two years ago?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy. Do you want to make a movie?” 

      

    “Yes.” Several, in fact. I had an idea that would get me lots of new girls – and tons of money. “Daddy has an idea that’s going to make both of you very happy – and make Daddy very, very rich...” 

      

    They smiled at me, twin expressions of delight on their faces. “We can’t wait!” 

      

    Neither could I.



   





 

    Ruling The Actress



   






 

    “So what we’re planning on shooting today,” I explained to the gorgeous eighteen-year-old sitting in front of me, “is a hypnosis scene. Are you comfortable with that?” 

      

    She smiled, showing off teeth so flawless I made a mental note to find out where she’d had work done. “Sure. I’ve done lots of fetish stuff before. Is it going to be one-on-one, just you and me, or is Cindy involved too?” 

      

    I glanced over at the kitchen island, where the woman who’d once been my wife and was now called me ‘Daddy’ and lived to fulfill my every desire was fixing herself a protein shake. Cindy was bent over the counter, her massive breasts straining against the tight top she’d tied beneath her cleavage. Her skirt just barely covered the curve of her ass, and in addition to her usual six-inch fuck-me heels she’d opted today for trashy fishnet stockings with a few strategically-placed rips in them to show off her long, flawless legs. She’s already dressed for the occasion, I thought, so why not? 

      

    “It’s going to be the three of us,” I said, making up the scenario off the top of my head. “Cindy will play your best friend, and the two of you are going to be studying for a test. She’ll make you a-” I made air quotes in the air - “special shake that makes you incredibly turned on, we’ll film the two of you having a little girl-on-girl action, then I’ll show up and the two of you will get to worshipping me. All sound good?” 

      

    “That sounds amazing, Daddy,” Cindy purred. “I can’t wait to shoot a scene with you, Ivy. You’re soooo hot.” 

      

    The girl flashed another one of those practiced, thousand-watt smiles. “Thanks! By the way, I’m a huge fan of your work – both of you. The stuff this studio is doing is incredible and I’m really excited to be a part of it.” 

      

    I watched my slave girl giggle and blush at the compliment, weighing in my head whether or not Ivy was going to be the next girl to join my harem. 

      

    I hadn’t made any of the girls who came to our new house to shoot movies into my slaves, to the chagrin of both Candy and Alexa. They wondered why I wasn’t making more girls into brainless bimbos like them – and honestly, the reason was I was too damn busy. Running a porn studio (even an amateur one) was way more work than I had anticipated. 

      

    Two months ago, still high on the rush of power from transforming my staid wife Cindy into a perky little bimbo whore, I’d picked up my stepdaughter’s camera and had a crazy idea: I should shoot a porn movie. To the caveman part of my brain, it made a certain kind of sense: I’d been watching porn pretty much my entire adult life, and now that I had two flawless sluts at my beck and call, filming them fucking me could both make me money and show off my awesome new harem to the world at large. At the time it had been a lark, not something I’d ever expected to be any good at – but the first video I’d shot and uploaded to a couple of sites took off like a goddamn rocket. What can I say: something about seeing two gorgeous females on their knees, begging with completely unfaked lust and adoration for ‘Daddy’ to blow his load all over their faces got a lot of guys’ motors running. Before I knew it I was making more videos, scenes with different kinks and plots and fetishes all revolving around a thinly-veiled version of what I’d really done to my wife and stepdaughter. I opened up a small studio, bought a new house – I was living the life, making more money than I’d ever seen in one place. 

      

    In order to keep up with demand, we had a rotating cast of girls who’d come in, shoot a few scenes, then leave. Some of these women were complete newcomers, and some of them even had names and faces I recognized. I’d watched them fuck my wife and stepdaughter, filmed them blowing and fucking me as well, but so far I hadn’t given any of them my hypnotic, AlphaBoost-enhanced seed to make them permanently mine. Part of it was simple logic – I was already fucking them, why mess with a good thing? - and part of it was saving myself. I only had three of those special little pills left in my medicine cabinet, three days where I’d be able to bend any woman I chose to my will. 

      

    Ivy was definitely tempting me, though. She was exactly the kind of woman I liked: perky, a little bit on the curvy side but athletic and limber as hell. She had short, brilliant red hair that I would have loved to command into long curly locks, an ass you could bounce a quarter off of and tits that could turn any straight guy into a total boob-fetishist. Yet there was something else about her. Good looks and a nice smile were qualities nearly every girl we shot with possessed: Ivy had this indefinable confidence from the moment she walked in the door that just got me going. As I looked her over, making my decision, she caught me staring at her cleavage and gave me a sultry wink. Then, to my shock, she grabbed the straps of her top and yanked them down, exposing her flawless knockers to me. 

      

    “You like what you see?” Her face flushed with arousal as she watched me watching her, jiggling from side to side a bit to make her tits bounce. “I saw you staring at them and thought you might like to see a bit more.” She cupped one, squeezing the nipple and making it diamond-hard. “Do I pass your test?” 

      

    Feeling a burst of boldness pass through me, I reached out and grabbed her other breast. She let out a hiss of pleasure as I ran my thumb over her other nipple and felt it stiffen. 

      

    “Very nice,” I said, watching the pleasure spread across her face. Yeah, I thought, my cock perking up in my slacks. Yeah, I’m gonna do this. 

      

    “Cindy,” I said roughly, letting Ivy put her top back on. “Run upstairs and grab me that extra DSLR. I’m going to shoot a couple extra close-ups of Ivy from my point-of-view later in the scene.” 

      

    “Sure thing, Daddy.” Cindy nodded and headed upstairs, her pert ass swaying as she strode off on her heels. Ivy had no way of knowing, but the ‘extra DSLR’ was a code Cindy, Alexa and I had agreed on weeks ago. It meant that my wife would come back downstairs with our extra camera – and my bottle of pills. That was why I caught the extra spring in my wife’s step as she made her way up the stairs: she knew we were about to get a brand-new girl in the harem. 

      

    “She is so hot,” Ivy murmured as Cindy disappeared up the staircase. “You have an eye for talent, Zach.” 

      

    “Thanks. Her and Lexie are pretty fucking great.” 

      

    Ivy started as if she’d just thought of something. “Where is Alexa, anyway?” 

      

    I grinned. “Downstairs, shooting some solo stuff.” 

      

    “Solo?” 

      

    “Jerk-off encouragement,” I said with a chuckle, motioning to the basement door with my head. “She gets naked, plays with herself with some toys, and begs the ‘Daddy’ who’s watching to jerk off for her. Some of them are custom requests...it’s pretty hot stuff, actually.” 

      

    Ivy nodded, but didn’t look too impressed. She leaned forward, dropping her voice even though we were the only ones in the room. “You’ve got to hook me up later,” she whispered. 

      

    I had no idea what she was talking about. “Hook you up?” 

      

    “With Cindy’s guy,” Ivy said with a nod. “Her – you know, doctor.” 

      

    It took me a second to figure out what she was saying. “Oh! We don’t, uh, we don’t have a plastic surgeon. Both my girls are all-natural.” 

      

    Ivy snorted. “Come on! Lexie, I might be able to believe, but that gorgeous little slut you sent upstairs? No way in hell she was born with those boobs. Don’t get offended,” she added, seeing my face. “I’m jealous, really. You can barely even tell she’s had work done. No scarring, no bolt-ons: it’s like...well, it’s like magic.” 

      

    A smirk spread across my face as I thought of just how natural Cindy’s new body was. “I’ll make you a deal,” I said. “After this scene, I’ll show you exactly how Cindy got so beautiful.” 

      

    She cocked an eyebrow, smiling ironically. “I thought you said she was all-natural?” 

      

    Oh yes, I thought. There’s nothing more natural than the way my wife is now. “You’ll see.” 

      

    “Next you’ll be trying to tell me the two of them really are sisters,” she said, sitting down on a stool and crossing her legs. 

      

    I wasn’t sure how to respond to that one, but thankfully at that moment Cindy came walking down the stairs, Alexa’s camera dangling from its strap in her hand. 

      

    “Here you go, Daddy,” she cooed, handing it to me and placing a kiss on my cheek. As it passed from her hand to mine, I felt her slip something else into my palm: the bottle of pills from my medicine cabinet. Three of them rattled around in the bottom, and in a few moments it would be two. 

      

    “Excuse me a sec,” I said, turning around and heading into the kitchen. The faucet roared as I filled half a glass of water, popped a pill into my mouth and downed the entire glass in a single gulp. Sighing contentedly, I put the glass back and went back into the living room. While I was gone, Cindy had moved into Ivy’s lap and the two girls were busy making out. 

      

    “You two got an early start,” I said, watching them go. Ivy’s hands went everywhere, caressing Cindy’s breasts and ass like she was trying to verify they were real. My wife didn’t seem to care: she looked hungry and eager, locking mouths with the younger girl and sliding her tongue between her soft, pillowy lips. Her hands were on Ivy’s thighs, slowly creeping upwards to hike up her skirt, exposing her to me an inch at a time. 

      

    At the sound of my voice, Cindy broke off the kiss and turned to me, giggling. “I just couldn’t help myself, Daddy,” she squealed, flashing a smile every bit as enchanting as Ivy’s. “I had to taste those lips.” 

      

    I didn’t say anything – just unzipped my pants. Cindy knew exactly what I wanted. 

      

    “He’s got something for us to taste,” she said, sliding out of the chair and taking Ivy’s hand. “Come on.” 

      

    Ivy looked a little put out to be denied Cindy’s mouth and hands so suddenly, but she followed her – only stopping when my slave dropped to her knees and started tugging down my pants. 

      

    “Are you sure about this?” Ivy cocked an eyebrow. “This won’t leave you all half-cocked later?” 

      

    I shook my head. “Not at all. We do this before every scene.” And during, and after... but she didn’t need to know that. 

      

    “It’s for good luck,” Cindy purred, giving my cock a good hard stroke. “Take it. I want to see how pretty you look with his cock in your mouth.” 

      

    With a shrug, Ivy sank to her knees next to Cindy. The two girls made a gorgeous pair, Ivy’s tanned skin and red hair contrasting nicely with Cindy’s paler skin and platinum blonde locks. 

      

    With a sultry little wink, Ivy placed the tip of her tongue against the underside of my cock and ran it in long, teasing swirls. She took her time, working me to full hardness so that I was throbbing with need before I even got to graze her lips. 

      

    “My, you’re even bigger in person,” she whimpered, her eyes lighting up. I could tell this was mostly an act, but she was one hell of an actress. She certainly wasn’t feigning her enthusiasm for big cock – and thanks to AlphaBoost, mine was a real beast. 

      

    “Stop teasing him and take it,” Cindy groaned. She knew how badly I wanted to blow in Ivy’s mouth – that the first few drops of precum would start changing her into my perfect bimbo slut. 

      

    “Don’t interrupt the girl while she works,” I chided her, watching her blush. “She’s a professional.” 

      

    Hell yes she is, I thought a few moments later as Ivy finally (finally!) parted her lips and let the head of my cock slip inside. I’d watched enough of Ivy’s videos to know shit like this was her specialty: she was an absolute goddess of blowjobs. I’d had enthusiasm: I’d had full on face-fucking and road head and first-thing-in-the-morning head, but this was something different. Ivy elevated it into an art, and I loved watching her almost as much as I loved putting my dick in her mouth. 

      

    She pulled me into her warm, wet mouth, and before I knew what was happening my cock was twitching and spurting. It was like a magic trick – Ivy had primed me so perfectly that the moment I bottomed out inside her throat I felt myself go right to the edge. She’d teased me so perfectly that I couldn’t believe how turned on I was: almost instantly I felt the tingle of an oncoming orgasm race up my shaft. 

      

    She locked eyes with me and somehow managed to smile with my cock buried in her throat. I win, that naughty little glance said. 

      

    She had – but so had I. 

      

    I grunted, taking a hold of the back of her head as I fired. Waves of pleasure washed over me, fat bursts of seed erupting from my cock in time with my heartbeat. Ivy sucked at me greedily, swallowing my come like she was born for it as I drained my seed into her mouth. I felt her swallow, could almost feel the AlphaBoost inside my semen starting to work on her. 

      

    As I came down from my peak she pulled off my cock and gave it a stroke, milking the last few drops from my balls. Cindy filled the gap almost immediately, applying her tongue to the soft place between my balls and lapping at it as I rode my aftershocks. When I looked down, the girls were making out, passing my load between their lips like two sisters sharing a milkshake. 

      

    Cindy watched the younger girl swallow another mouthful of my seed, then ran her finger over her lips and shoved it in her mouth. “So good,” she purred, her voice slurred with pleasure. I had no idea what kind of effects a second dose of my mind-controlling seed might have on my wife (if it had any effects at all), but I was eager to find out. 

      

    “That was great,” I growled, my hand sliding to the base of Ivy’s neck. I massaged her between her shoulder blades as I spoke, rewarding her for a job well done. “You’re a talented little cocksucker, Ivy.” 

      

    “I...thanks,” she moaned. Her face was already flushed, way moreso than usual. I could see her pupils dilating, the rush of submission that my AlphaBoost seed filled her with as it entered her blood. She looked high, and horny, and by the time I finished fucking her she would be mine. 

      

    “Let’s get started,” I said, pulling my pants back up and grabbing the camera. “Why don’t you two start pleasuring each other here on the couch?” 

      

    A confused look passed over Ivy’s face. She scrunched up her lips like she was trying to remember something complicated. 

      

    “Wasn’t...wasn’t she supposed to be helping me with something?” She looked helplessly at Cindy, who was now not taking any steps to conceal how happy she was that I’d seeded Ivy. “You said this was a hypnosis movie?” 

      

    “We’ll shoot the plot later,” I told her, dispelling her worries. “The two of you are primed and ready to go. I don’t want to waste the moment.” 

      

    “Oh!” The worry on her face disappeared. Her eyes lit up. “Okay! Um...I feel so dizzy and silly, Cindy. What did you give me?” 

      

    I turned the camera to Cindy, but didn’t even bother to switch it on. Losing a day’s work was a small price to pay to get a new harem slave – especially one who’d agree to shoot anything I wanted without question from now on. 

      

    “A special shake,” my wife purred, running her hands down Ivy’s hips. “One that’ll make you all wet and submissive for Master...” 

      

    As if everything that had happened in the last few minutes had just been an unfortunate interruption, the two girls went back to making out as hard and heavy as they’d been when I first came in from the kitchen. There was no camera on them, but both girls acted like there was – they were consummate professionals, turning each other at the best angles and disrobing in just the right way to make my cock perk right back up to full mast. Fuck, they were hot. 

      

    “Get down,” Cindy suddenly growled, shoving the younger girl onto the couch. “Take off your skirt. I want to see that pretty little pussy.” 

      

    Cindy knew how much I liked it when she took charge with one of the new girls – it was a total turn on watching her be a bitch, and it made it all the sweeter when I snatched her power away and made her beg for my cock. 

      

    Ivy’s fingers moved at her skirt, but it wasn’t fast enough for Cindy. She yanked it off, then grabbed the girl’s tanned thighs and tugged her panties off with her teeth. Ivy’s shaved slit was on display, her folds glistening with juice. I knew the AlphaBoost was making her pussy gush, pushing her libido into an overdrive that made it nearly impossible to think. That was okay – she didn’t need to think. All she needed to do was follow my orders, and soon that would be the only thing on Earth she ever wanted to do. 

      

    “Look how fucking wet you are,” Cindy said, echoing my thoughts. Two of her fingers disappeared into Ivy’s eighteen-year-old snatch – the younger girl reacted like she’d been struck by lightning. 

      

    “You’re so wet for Master,” she said, staring straight into Ivy’s eyes. “All you can think about is serving him. Isn’t that right?” 

      

    Ivy turned away and stared at me, looking like she didn’t want to but couldn’t help herself. As her eyes devoured my body, an awe-struck expression settled on her face. She looked like someone undergoing a religious experience or an intense, once-in-a-lifetime drug trip. She looked like she wanted to fall on her fucking knees and worship me. 

      

    “Yes...” she whispered, the sight of me making her forget Cindy’s fingers pumping like pistons inside her cunt. “He’s so perfect. So...manly. I want you so bad, Sir. I want you to be my King, my God, my Lord...” 

      

    “Tell him you love him,” Cindy commanded. “Tell him you love him as you come all over my fingers...” 

      

    Something impossible came into Ivy’s face. Her body tensed, every muscle quaking as she was brought to the edge of climax. 

      

    “I love you,” she said, looking at me like she didn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. I could see that she wanted to stop, that something inside of her was horrified and desperate to claw its way free – but she was in too deep. AlphaBoost had claimed her, and those last few flickers of resistance were already fading from her face as she sailed over the edge. 

      

    “I love you! I love you Master I love you so much oh fuck oh fuck I’m coming I’m coming for you Master I love you so much…..” 

      

    Ivy’s words broke off in a babble as she came, the most intense orgasm of her young life infiltrating her body. Her eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing as drool rolled from her mouth. Her pussy gushed, a flood of wetness coating Cindy’s fingers as she slid three of them deep inside her cunt and swirled her thumb around her clit, sending her even further over the top. Ivy came apart, her brain overheating as pure AlphaBoost bliss stole over her and made her into something more than she was, something that lived to serve me. 

      

    I put the camera on the counter and left it. I didn’t need to keep up the charade any more. 

      

    My shadow fell over Ivy as she came down from her peak. Her tongue lolled as she struggled to come back to her senses. 

      

    “Fuck,” she whimpered, her eyes slits. “Jesus, that was so good...” 

      

    Her eyes opened wide, and she saw me standing over her. And gasped. 

      

    I’d taken off my pants, and my cock hung between my thighs, glistening and half-erect. Her eyes slid down to it, and a moan of pure desperation broke from her throat. She needed me, was so eager for my cock that I could tell it took her an effort not to spring from the couch. 

      

    “How are you feeling, Ivy?” I asked, smirking down at her. “Have your eyes been opened?” 

      

    “Yes,” she whimpered, religious awe filling her features. “I...I love you, Master. Is it okay if I call you Master? I could call you Daddy, like Cindy, if you like…?” 

      

    A low chuckle left my throat. “Yeah,” I said, spreading her legs. “You can call me Daddy.” 

      

    I pulled her forward with a yank, making her shoulders slide down to the seat of the couch. She groaned with relief as my hands parted her thighs, priming her for my cock. 

      

    “Did you take a birth control pill this morning?” I asked. Today’s shoot had been no condoms (of course), and I assumed she’d taken precautions. 

      

    She nodded and swallowed hard. “Yes,” she whimpered, sounding so submissive I nearly shot all over her right then and there. 

      

    With a grunt, I grabbed her chin and squeezed it, hard. Tears sprang to her eyes as she looked up at me helplessly, begging for forgiveness for whatever she’d done wrong. 

      

    “That’s the last birth control pill you ever take,” I informed her, and she nodded. 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she whimpered, struggling to talk through my grip. “I’m so sorry...” 

      

    “It’s too bad,” I said, not letting go of her. I made her look me right in the eyes. “Today will have to be a practice run, but tomorrow I’m going to breed you. I’m gonna pump my heirs into you, Ivy, and you’re going to like it.” 

      

    “Yes sir,” she panted, a feverish gleam entering her eyes. “God, I want you to breed me. I want that so bad...” 

      

    I could tell. She was shaking in my grip, trembling with excitement. AlphaBoost was singing in her brain, making her horny and compliant, whispering into the deepest, most primal parts of her brain. To that cavegirl part of her mind, getting knocked up by a stud like me was like a thousand Christmas mornings. Her hips rocked forward unconsciously, like she was trying to fuck the very air in front of her. 

      

    “You want me to fuck you?” 

      

    “Yes please,” she said instantly, the movement of her hips intensifying. “Please, Daddy, please fuck your little girl. Leave her dripping and wet with your load...” 

      

    “I want to,” I said, caressing her thighs. “Got a couple things I want you to agree to, first.” 

      

    “Anything,” she whimpered. “Anything.” I could tell she meant it. 

      

    “First of all, that talking in the third person thing you just did? Totally fucking hot. So hot, in fact, that I think you should do it from now on. From this moment on, I never want to hear the words ‘I’ or ‘Ivy’ come out of your mouth. You refer to yourself as ‘your slave’ or ‘your little girl’ or ‘your cunt’.” 

      

    “Yes, Sir,” she groaned, biting her lip. “Your slave will be happy to obey. Your cunt will be such a good little slut for you, Master! You can have your cunt’s cunt whenever you desire...don’t you want it right now?” 

      

    “Second,” I said, cutting her off, “you’re not going anywhere. You’re moving in with us, starting today. The official story will be that you’re a full-time employee of the company, same as Cindy and Alexa, but we’ll both know what you really are, won’t we?” 

      

    She nodded, but there was a worried look on her face. “M-Master?” 

      

    “Speak, slave,” I grunted. I didn’t like letting her squirm out of my control even this much, not early on, but she obviously had something she wanted to say. 

      

    “There’s a problem with that,” she blurted, her face going hot with shame. “Your slave’s boyfriend...he...” 

      

    For a moment, I could see a glimmer of that resistance rising to the surface, like buried treasure. I wanted to see that sink, immediately. 

      

    “We will handle that,” I said evenly, staring her right in the eyes. The full force of my power made her face go slack, until she was staring up at me in awe once again. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she said, her eyes going unfocused. She looked like she was staring off at something way out in the distance, and deep down I knew it was me. 

      

    “Exactly. Now am I going to have any more problems with you, slut?” As I spoke, I slid my hand between her thighs and inserted two fingers between her walls. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as she bucked against them, lost in the sensation. 

      

    “No, Master! Your slave will be a good slut...your slave will be a good little whore...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any longer. My cock was an iron girder between my thighs, and staring at her soft, glistening folds was starting to drive me crazy. I ached to replace those fingers with my cock, so with a grunt I slid the head of it into her slit, watching as her pleasure jumped into the stratosphere. 

      

    “Who’s my dirty little whore?” I asked teasingly, running the tip of my cock over her clit. “Who’s just a hole for Master to fuck?” 

      

    “Meeeee,” she panted, shivering with lust. “Please, Daddy, please fuck your slave! Please make this worthless cunt’s belly all swollen with your heirs...” 

      

    “I love hearing you talk about yourself that way,” I grunted, letting the head of my cock enter her folds. I couldn’t keep myself from full-bore fucking her for long, but I wanted to prolong the moment. “Destroying your identity. Annihilating your self. I never used to be like this, you know? But lately it’s so fucking hot...” 

      

    “You should have whatever you want, Master,” my newest slut whimpered. “This cunt is so happy to make herself a mindless slave for you. This cunt finally has a purpose – to please you with her cunt, to make you come...” 

      

    With a low growl, I grabbed her by the hips and drilled all the way into the back of her cunt. Hearing her talk about herself that way, watching her become complicit in her own destruction was too much for me to bear. My cock needed relief, and as my aching shaft felt the oh-so-soft walls of her pussy clench around it, sheer relief flooded me. 

      

    “Ah! Ah! Ahhhh Master!” 

      

    Ivy was coming, her cunt clenching around my cock as a flood of juice coated the shaft. I barely even noticed, other than enjoying how much tighter it made her young, athletic pussy. My cock pounded like a piston inside of her, stretching her walls around it as I pummeled her g-spot. 

      

    “Your slut’s pussy is so hot, Master! Fuck it harder! It’s all yours – it belongs to you!” 

      

    I stared at her tits and fucked her harder, watching them bounce. Ivy was completely lost, babbling as I filled her to the brim over and over again, fucking her with no regard for her body or feelings. She was an object to me, a thing that I used to get myself off, and if it made her lithe little body come over and over again while I did it, so much the better. 

      

    Taking her ass with both hands, I bore down and pounded her as hard as I could. It felt so good to let go, to allow myself to fuck at the pace that I wanted. Ivy’s cries didn’t stop as my hips locked into a hard, steady rhythm – if anything they got higher and louder. I could feel her coming apart, her entire being wrapped around me as I thrust harder, faster, going until I couldn’t have stopped myself if I wanted to. A warm tingle shot up my shaft, my balls buzzing as they slapped against her ass. 

      

    “You want me to come?” I grabbed her throat, grunting like a man man. “You want to feel that load explode inside you?” 

      

    “Yes! Yes!” Her face screwed up in mingled pain and pleasure as I squeezed, bearing down on her harder. “Seed me, Master! Fucking breed me like a bitch...” 

      

    Putting all my weight behind it, I gave one final hard thrust between Ivy’s perfect walls and let go. The world around me faded into nothing as pleasure destroyed me. The feeling of my seed splashing against the inside of her cunt felt far away and muted, like I was floating somewhere above my own body. I heard myself grunting like an animal as I fired my load, pumping my virile come right into her womb. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, both girls were cleaning me off with their mouths. I watched them, amazed, as they worked their tongues around my shaft, sharing my load between them. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” they purred, grinning up at me. For a moment I couldn’t tell who was who – they were both perfect bimbo fuckdolls, like they’d come off of a machine. 

      

    I can’t believe it took me this long to use another pill, I thought, watching my newest slave clean her own pussy juices off my cock. I’m going to go for broke. Get as many girls as I can with what I’ve got left. What else are they for, if not that? 

      

    I had two of those naughty little pills left – and I was going to make the most of both of them...



   





 

    Ruling The Afterparty



   






 

    For the first time in what felt like ages, I was alone. No bimbo girls chattering my ear off, no nubile sluts in fuck-me heels begging to suck my cock: tonight I was on the hunt, having a little me time, and I couldn’t wait to party. 

      

    I rode the elevator down to the casino floor, leaning against the back of its luxurious interior. This was the MGM Grand, right in the middle of the Vegas Strip, and even from twelve stories up I could hear the hum of activity beneath me. Fortunes were being won and lost in this place. Women – utterly gorgeous women – strode the floor, dressed so scandalously you could think they were prostitutes. Some of them were prostitutes. Vegas was known for its buffets, but for me this town had been all-you-can-eat of a different sort. My dick had stayed wet since our plane touched down, and now I was going to make my good times pay dividends. 

      

    Part of the reason I was feeling so confident was the fresh hit of AlphaBoost currently doing cartwheels in my bloodstream. The little pills, which I’d originally purchased from a shady internet website, had promised to turn me into an irresistible alpha with an addictive “male essence” - and it worked. Every time I took one of the five little pills, my come became a hypnotic substance for twenty-four hours. Any woman who got it in her mouth, her pussy or even on her skin would be turned into a wet, submissive bimbo who wanted nothing more than to serve me. 

      

    My own submissive bimbos were upstairs in my suite, asleep in a tangle of each others’ limbs. Normally I’d have had at least one of them on my arm, but we’d spent the entire day at an adult trade show making connections and advertising my up-and-coming production company. After twelve hours in high heels and miniskirts, even practiced bimbos like Alexa and Cindy needed their beauty rest. They’d offered to pleasure me first, of course, but I’d turned them down: I wanted to be in full control of my powers tonight. I had a feeling I was going to be buying at least a few more plane tickets for the return trip after the trade show’s afterparty. 

      

    It was held in the casino’s grand ballroom, an area flush with the three D’s: drinks, dancing and debauchery. An actress I recognized from one of my earlier shoots caught my eye as I passed a row of slot machines, giggling at me with her lips pursed. I’ll see you later, I thought with a smirk. 

      

    “Zach!” I saw an upraised arm, a gold watch that cost more than my last house glinting from the wrist. “Dude! Get your ass over here!” 

      

    My smile grew wider. “Hey, Dmitri! Enjoying the party?” 

      

    Dmitri was someone I’d met in the middle of the trade show this afternoon. Like me, he was the CEO of an up-and-coming production company, only his was in some Eastern European country and specialized in things I’d never even heard of. But he and his team were friendly, and by the time the show was over we’d really hit it off. It was him who’d actually gotten me an invite to the afterparty. 

      

    “Come here, moi droog!” Dmitri pulled me into a bear hug, startling me and nearly sending me off-balance. If it weren’t for my new alpha male muscles, I might actually have fallen. 

      

    “Good to see you,” I said. 

      

    “Ah, where are your girls?” He slapped my chest with the back of his hand, all bravado. “I was looking forward to getting to know that blonde one a little bit better...” 

      

    “That’s Candy,” I said with a little cough. “She and I are, uh, kind of a thing.” 

      

    Somehow I couldn’t find the balls to actually claim a performer as my wife. Dmitri didn’t notice my awkwardness; he just laughed and slapped my chest again. 

      

    “I’ve seen your videos, friend. You’re close with all those girls, eh? Ahhh, come on!” 

      

    I chuckled along good-naturedly, but inside I was squirming. I didn’t want to be standing out here chatting like bros all night – I wanted women. It was like I could sense the proximity of hot, tight pussy, and the knowledge that I could have and own all I wanted was like liquid fire in my veins. 

      

    “So is this the party?” I asked, nodding at the entrance. “Looks like people are having a hell of a good time.” 

      

    Dmitri followed me through the high double-doors. Inside, free drinks and gorgeous actresses had combined to form a scene that looked like something out of the fall of the Roman Empire. A girl who looked barely old enough to drink ground her ass on a man in a suit, moving in time with the beat. With a girlish squeal, she hiked up her skirt to reveal her bare pussy, pressing it to him like an offering. 

      

    Fuck, that’s hot, I thought, picturing me in that position. Dmitri continued to chat about something or other behind me, but I was no longer listening. I scanned the room, looking for the hottest women, and was almost immediately drawn to the stage. 

      

    The party had some sort of Coyote Ugly theme – blondes and brunettes in skin-tight cowgirl outfits, tons of cleavage and ass on display as they rode the pole in boots and stetsons. They caught my eye, as they were designed to, and I stopped in my tracks. 

      

    My cock rose to full mast, spraying precum in my boxers as I watched the lead dancer move. She was grace and eroticism, moving like some kind of supernatural nymph as she straddled the center pole. On a turn, her eyes caught mine and I could see she was just as affected by me as I was by her. Her cheeks flushed with more than exertion, and when she came around for another pass I could see she’d unbuttoned half of her leather corset to let her tanned, flawless cleavage come out on display. 

      

    You, I thought, sending it as a pulse of mental energy that hit her right between the legs. It was the call of a hunter, a primal caveman marking his prey. I’m going to add you to my harem. 

      

    It was like she knew exactly what I was thinking: she blushed, her dance getting wobbly for a moment. I wondered if she was getting my pheromones from here, then for a moment if she was actually going to step off the stage and climb into my arms. But before she could do anything, I felt a hand on my shoulder. 

      

    It was Dmitri. “Come with me,” he said slyly, not paying the dancers a glance. “There’s someone who wants to meet you...” 

      

    I glanced over my shoulder as I walked away. There was a pained look on the dancer’s face, like a princess waiting on her prince. Like she couldn’t believe I was leaving her behind. 

      

    Feeling impetuous, I put my fingers to my lips and blew her a kiss. I’ll see you later, I thought. She grinned and slid back into her dance. 

      

    What Dmitri wanted to show me was a girl hanging out by the bar in a clingy red dress that made it perfectly clear to any guy staring that she wasn’t wearing any panties. She was downing a shot of something clear, her eyes shining with drunkenness and lust. I didn’t think I’d ever seen a woman more down to fuck without AlphaBoost being somehow involved. 

      

    “My friend, this is Veronica,” Dmitri said with a smirk. “She makes movies for us, and when she found out you were coming she was so excited to meet you...” 

      

    “Zachary!” She tossed her hands in the air and embraced me hard, like a long-lost friend. I could feel the warmth of her curves pressing against my muscles like she was trying to feel what I was packing down below. “I am such a fan!” 

      

    Her lips were a red so dark it was nearly black, glossy like she’d just gotten finished putting a cock between them. She was so tiny and compact I could have picked her up and crushed her. I would have bet every dollar I had that she wasn’t actually old enough to be drinking that vodka. 

      

    I wanted her so badly it hurt. 

      

    “Come, let’s dance!” she giggled, taking my hand. Thinking about the people I’d seen practically fucking on the dance floor, I let her lead me. 

      

    As soon as we got out on the floor, she ground her body against mine, parting her thighs to let the head of my cock meet her folds through the thin fabric. She gasped, shamelessly using me to get herself off, but everyone around us was too far gone to even notice. 

      

    “I’ve seen all your movies,” she groaned, her tits practically spilling out of her top. “I love them – especially how dominant you are in all of them!” 

      

    “Oh yeah?” My hands slid down her hips. Without a moment’s hesitation I reached around and grabbed a firm handful of her ass, pulling her against me. “You like a man who takes charge?” 

      

    “And one who makes girls call him ‘Daddy’,” she moaned, not doing anything to hide the fact that she was trying to grind her way to an orgasm through my clothes. “I want to be in your movies, Zach – I want you to make me submit like those little bimbos you like to fuck...” 

      

    As she spoke, her fingers worked at the zipper on my pants. She pulled out my cock and gave it a few hard strokes, grinning naughtily at me as the bass pounded through the club. For a moment, I thought she was going to drop to her knees right then and there and start sucking me off. Instead, she led me by my dick through the crowd, leading me towards the restrooms. The women’s had a line, so we burst through the door of the men’s, Veronica fingering her bare pussy with her free hand, making herself ready for me. 

      

    The men’s room was no haven from the debauchery outside. Two bald guys in suits were doing lines of coke off of one of the sinks – one glanced up as we entered with a gesture of offering, but I didn’t have time for that shit.  

      

    I picked Veronica up and shoved open the nearest stall, pinning her against the wall as I slammed it shut behind us. My mouth covered hers, my hands seeking out every inch of her warm skin as tugged her skirt up over her hips. 

      

    “Fuck you’re so hard,” she gasped, biting my lip so hard I could taste blood. “I’m so fucking high right now, Zach. I want you to fuck me until you break me!” 

      

    I was going to do just that. But first, I needed to give her a little present. 

      

    “Get on your knees,” I growled, pressing on her shoulders. She obeyed, grinning up at me as she slid to the tile floor. Wrapping one hand around my cock, I tugged until a fat jet of precum sprayed over my fingers, making them glisten with juice. 

      

    “Open your mouth,” I commanded. “I want to see what a dirty girl you can be for me.” She was too far gone to say anything – she licked her lips as I brought my finger close to her chin. 

      

    The digit disappeared into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked it greedily, only the whites of her eyes showing as she cleaned the come off my finger. I watched her cheeks flush, a tremor passing through her body as the first hit of AlphaBoost entered her bloodstream. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she groaned, her eyes still rolled back in her head. “You taste so fucking good, Zach...” 

      

    “Have some more,” I grunted, forcing the head of my cock between her lips. Veronica accepted it eagerly, any initial hesitation washed away by the rush. My cock pressed all the way against the back of her throat, no gag reflex, and when she started up with the suction I nearly blew my load in her mouth right then and there. 

      

    Low moans left Veronica’s throat as she bobbed in my lap, taking me deep. She wanted it, she was as eager as anything I’d ever seen, and I watched as her free hand strayed between her thighs to rub her clit as she sucked me off. The smell of her feral pussy filled the stall, making me even harder. 

      

    Once I’d satisfied myself that she’d swallowed more than enough of my precum, I pulled out of her mouth with a wet little pop. She blinked up at me, her mouth still a perfect little ‘o’ of submission. 

      

    “What are you doing?” She looked crestfallen as she stroked me. “Did you not like it, Sir? Am I not as good as your little bimbo whores?” 

      

    With a grunt, I hauled her to her feet and pinned her against the wall of the stall, covering her mouth with my own. She melted against me, spreading her legs to give me access to her soaking wet slit. 

      

    “I’m going to fuck you,” I said, making her shiver. “You’re going to take my dick like a good little whore, aren’t you?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” A girlish giggle left Veronica’s throat. Oh yeah, she was mine now. 

      

    While the sounds of people entering and leaving the restroom echoed around us, I buried the head of my cock in her soaking wet folds and drove it all the way in. She screamed as I stretched her walls around my cock, nails digging into my back as I pressed her ass against the stall and bottomed out inside her. 

      

    “Who owns that pussy?” I growled as I fucked her hard enough to shake the stall. 

      

    “You do, Master!” Veronica arched her back, leaning into me as I shook her body with pummeling thrusts. “I’m your slut, your fucktoy – your whore!” 

      

    “I’ll say,” someone hooted from outside the stall. I caught a glimpse of a face checking us out for an instant. “Hey, you want me to come in there and help out?” 

      

    “Get the fuck out of here before I rip your face off,” I snarled. It was pure animal rage, and it made the man retreat like I’d just set him on fire. Veronica was mine, and as much as I liked watching my toys play with each other, I did not get off on the thought of sharing them with anyone else. 

      

    My performance made Veronica even hotter. She launched herself off the wall with every thrust, working her hips like a hellion as she tried with all her might to fuck me back. It was a hell of an attempt, but I had all the control: I held her like a ragdoll, burying every inch of my cock deep inside of her with every thrust. Even if she wanted me to stop now, there was no way she could make me – and even though I knew she wanted this just as badly as I did, something about that made me so hot I could barely keep from coming. 

      

    Well, why hold back? I thought. Grinning, I reached out and tugged the neckline of Veronica’s dress down until her big tits spilled out. My mouth found one of her nipples, the sensitive flesh going stiff as a board in my mouth as I sucked on it. Her moans went up an octave as I swirled my tongue around her nipple, devouring her as my cock pounded her g-spot. I felt her shudder, the muscles of her cunt spasming around me as she reached her climax. 

      

    “I’m going to come on your cock, Master!” Her gasps made me want to shoot inside her even more. “I’m going to come all over your perfect fucking cock oh my gawwwwwwwd...” 

      

    A torrent of juice coated my cock as Veronica came, crying out and clawing at me and babbling my name. Her pussy got hotter, wetter, tighter, and every thrust inside her glorious walls was pure heaven. I buried myself in her as hard as I could go and went for broke, fucking her as fast and deep as I could. The walls shook around me as I tried my best to tear her apart, driving her right up into a second orgasm as I felt my own overtake me. 

      

    Pleasure exploded behind my eyes as my cock erupted inside of her. Sheets of liquid fire sprayed from my cock, coating her insides in pearly white as I pumped my virile load into her womb. I could feel her inner muscles pulling it in, welcoming me into her very core as I did the most natural, primal thing in the world. I heard someone cheering sarcastically from outside the stall and made a mental note to beat the shit out of them if they were still there after I was finished. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, Veronica slid off me and tried to smooth down her skirt. There was no way to do it successfully, the fabric was too rumpled and her freshly-fucked pussy was still completely on display. 

      

    “Oh my god, you pumped me so full,” she purred, running two fingers along the inside of her cunt like it was the most natural thing in the world to do. “I’m so sloppy. Fuck, I’m going to have come dribbling down my thighs all night.” 

      

    “Good,” I said. I liked that idea – loved the mental image of her walking around with my seed trickling down her calves, showing every man and woman she met exactly who was in control of her. In fact, I felt my cock starting to rise almost immediately after I tucked it in my slacks. 

      

    One down, I thought, looking over my newest prize. I’ve got to get at least one more. And I know just who… 

      

    That gorgeous smile. Those cowgirl boots. That dancer was going to be mine. 

      

    “You’ll do anything I tell you to, won’t you?” I asked in a mocking tone. I loved lording my control over new slaves. “You dumb little slut.” 

      

    “I...yes, Master.” Veronica didn’t look happy about being insulted, but she was compelled to obey. “You’re so wonderful. I want to be one of your girls – one of your dirty little video sluts. Is this how all your actresses feel?” 

      

    “Yes,” I said abruptly. “You can get me backstage at this party, right?” 

      

    She frowned for a moment, but nodded. “Yes, Master, but why would you want to go there? All the fun girls are out on the dance floor...” 

      

    “Not the one I want,” I growled, opening the stall door. Fortunately for the men who’d been watching me fuck, the room was empty. I felt a sting of disappointment: I’d wanted to see how wet Veronica got from watching me assert myself. 

      

    “Come with me,” I commanded, walking off without confirming she was following. I didn’t bother to hold the door open for her. 

      

    One more girl, I thought, then I’ll head back and surprise Cindy with some new playmates… 

      

    It turned out I didn’t even need Veronica’s help to get backstage: the guard nearest the VIP was a woman, and one look at my half-open shirt and chiseled abs and she was more than happy to wave me through. I left her dreaming about my cock and made my way into the dressing rooms, come-soaked slave in tow. 

      

    There were girls everywhere. Girls in various stages of dress, getting ready for or just coming back from performances. Girls in just their bras and panties, and girls in way less than that teasing each other. Heads snapped to attention as I walked by, eyes going big and vacant as my pheromones filled the room. I could have had any of them as easy as snapping my fingers, but there was only one I wanted. 

      

    For a few moments she eluded me, then I heard the roar of a shower from somewhere nearby. Pushing to the back of the room, I opened a door and was instantly hit in the face with honey-warm steam. This was a small, private room for the most elite performers to clean themselves up after an act, and my girl was occupying the stall. 

      

    I closed the door behind me, Veronica slipping through just in time. I felt the girl in the shower straighten up, then caught a flash of blonde hair as she peeked around the corner. 

      

    “Hello?” she asked. “Who is that?” 

      

    She didn’t sound turned on, but then again my pheromones were blunted from all the steam. It would take a couple minutes for her to get loose enough to accept my come no matter what, but I had other charms. 

      

    I didn’t say anything – just undid my shirt and walked around the corner. She was naked, her body glistening with soap, her clothes in a little pile on a nearby bench. Every inch of her was tanned and toned and perfectly shaved – she didn’t have an inch of body hair below her jaw. 

      

    “Oh!” She looked surprised, but not at all displeased that it was me. “Who’s your friend?” 

      

    “Just some slut,” I said, stepping forward. “Jesus. Look at you.” 

      

    She flushed, her chest heaving a little faster as she looked me up and down. Those pheromones were working a little faster than I’d intended. 

      

    “She’s hot...” the girl whimpered, a slow smile spreading across her vacant face. “You’re both so fucking hot...” 

      

    With a smirk, I undid my pants and let them fall to the floor. She gasped, actually gasped at my cock. 

      

    “Oh my God,” she mewled, her hand sliding between her thighs. “Fuck that’s so big. I don’t know if that’ll even fit inside me...” 

      

    “I’m going to make it fit,” I growled, stepping into the shower with her. “It might hurt a little bit at first, but you can take that, can’t you?” 

      

    This close to me, I could almost feel the pheromones entering her bloodstream. I knew that this lithe, beautiful creature was at that moment more horny than she’d ever been in her young life – so much so that she was practically vibrating in my arms. 

      

    Before she could do anything, I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up – not to my waist this time, but even higher. She gave a yelp as her back made contact with the cold concrete. Pressing her against the wall, her pussy was at eye level with me – I spread her legs, gently pulling her folds to either side to expose the pink within. It was so easy to hold her like this, to control her body with my own. 

      

    My mouth found her slit and devoured it, diving between her legs with a hunger that surprised me. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she rode my face, hot water cascading down her breasts and tummy as I ate her out. While I worked, Veronica slipped out of her dress and crawled forward on her knees, sliding my cock between her lips. The pleasure made me go even harder, her cunt as hot as an oven as my tongue stoked her clit to the breaking point. 

      

    I pulled back for a moment and reached down with one hand, keeping her pinned against the wall with one fist like a bodybuilder. My cock came free of Veronica’s mouth, a burst of precum dribbling onto my finger. I slid it all the way inside the dancer, connecting with her g-spot and sending her over the edge into a toe-curling, bone-shaking orgasm. She hung there completely helpless, totally in my power as she shuddered and came and pushed the AlphaBoost through her body. 

      

    When she came down, I let her down – and she instantly sank to her knees next to Veronica. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she purred, fully hooked. “Thank you for making me who I was always meant to be...” 

      

    I watched the two girls share my cock between them, passing it from one mouth to the other and making out with it between their lips. But I wanted more – I needed to fuck my prize. I wanted to see the look on her face as I came inside her, marked the deepest part of her soul and made her forever mine. 

      

    “Get up.” Gripping her by the shoulder, I helped her to her feet. She spread her legs, awaiting me, but instead I turned her around and had her put her hands on the wall. With her back arched, she stuck out her big ass and spread her legs, putting her pussy and asshole on display like a filthy little porn star. 

      

    “Oh yeah, you’re going to make good movies,” I grunted, sliding a finger into her asshole. “You’re a good little cunt for Master, aren’t you? You’ll do anything he commands, ‘cause you’re a brainless little bitch.” 

      

    “Yes! Ohmigawd yes!” She’d recoiled for a moment at the sensation of my finger in her most private entrance – now she rocked her ass against it, wanting it deeper. “I’m yours, Master! Fuck me, please!” 

      

    Without any more preamble, I speared her on my erect cock. I drilled her from behind, stretching her perfect walls around my shaft as I fucked her hard enough that her hands slapped the concrete on every thrust. Her body shook under mine, subservient to my power, completely in time with my desires. Holy shit, that cunt was tight! 

      

    “Do you like the way that feels, Master?” My new girl had a teasing mouth, and I liked it immediately. “I can tell you like the way that pussy treats you, because your cock is swelling up even bigger inside of me...” 

      

    She was right. Her twat was warmer than the shower and almost as wet. She gripped me like a second skin, tight as a vice as I grazed her cervix, pummeling her g-spot with the head of my dick. I had no time for niceties or slow, torturous strokes – this was about me coming hard and fast. She understood that instinctively, which was why she was using her dirty little mouth to get me off faster. 

      

    “You should own us, Master,” she groaned, betraying her friends just to turn me on even more. “All these sluts would be so good at serving your cock. We’re dancers, athletic little cunts, we’re all so hot as fuck. And all of us are terrified of getting pregnant and ruining our careers. You should ruin us, Master! Ruin our bodies with your perfect fucking dick!” 

      

    I was right at the edge, pounding away inside of her like a piston. I couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop, no matter what. I was going to fucking explode! 

      

    “Come for me,” she begged, clenching her thighs to make her pussy even tighter around my shaft. “Spray me down, breed me, make me pregnant Master! Make it so I can't do anything with my life except fuck you and raise your heirs…!” 

      

    I closed my eyes tight, grabbed a handful of tit and erupted. My load was much hotter than the shower, pouring out of me and into this nameless dancer’s cunt with hurricane force. Liquid fire coated the interior of her pussy, sending her over the edge into her own screaming orgasm as her body received my load. I shot over and over again, each burst like its own orgasm, each enough to make me growl and grunt and leave bruises on her flawless skin. God damn it felt good to be in charge. 

      

    When I came back to myself, Veronica was shutting off the shower. I was on the bench, sitting next to the girl’s clothes as she cleaned me off on her knees. Veronica came over with a towel and massaged my back, drying me off as the blonde girl worked her lips up and down my shaft. 

      

    Watching her, I was struck with an idea. She’s right, I thought. I really should own every girl here. Go big or go home, right? I’m going to take control of every single slut in this place. I have the time, I have a private room...nothing’s stopping me… 

      

    “Master?” The girl had stopped sucking me and was holding something in her outstretched hand – my phone. “You have a phone call,” she whispered, her eyes big and shining. 

      

    “Thanks. Keep going,” I said with a smirk, catching her grin as she lowered her mouth back onto my cock. A quick glance at the phone let me know it was Cindy calling: one of my girls had probably woken up and gotten thirsty for cock. I was going to have to let her know it would be a while before I’d make it back… 

      

    “Hey babe,” I said breezily, answering the call. “I’m a little bit busy – I’ve just got a minute-” 

      

    “Help!” 

      

    I bolted upright, my cock popping out of my slave’s mouth. That one word – that one syllable – activated every one of my protective instincts. I’d never heard my wife sound so scared. 

      

    “Cindy? Where are you?” I stood up, grabbing my pants. Whatever was happening, I would be ready to move. 

      

    “In our room – I’ve barricaded myself in the bathroom!” Cindy sounded like she’d been fighting someone – there was a ragged edge to her voice that made me think she was hurt. “They broke in! They broke in and they already got Alexa and now they’re going to get me...” 

      

    A surge of pure rage shot through me. “Why didn’t you call hotel security? Call 911?” 

      

    “I...I only know you, Master!” There was a pause. I could hear the sounds of banging, then silence. “Master, I think they stopped. They were trying to get in, but they’re not doing anything anymore...” 

      

    “Okay, stay right there,” I commanded, tugging up my pants. A shirt would have to wait. “I’m coming. Don’t open the door unless it’s me on the other side-” 

      

    “Master, there’s some kind of smoke coming from under the door!” Cindy voice was pure panic. “I can hear them on the other side – they’re laughing...” 

      

    “Damn it!” I was going to kill whoever it was. “Wrap a towel around your mouth or something, Cindy. I’ll be there in thirty seconds...” 

      

    “Master?” I froze. There was something else in Cindy’s voice: something impossible. 

      

    “Oooh,” my wife groaned, her voice filled with pleasure. “Oh fuck that smells so good. Oh fuck oh shit oh my GOD...” 

      

    The sound of my wife coming shocked me back to my senses. “Don’t open the door!” I screamed. 

      

    But it was too late. The line went dead. 

      

    “God damn it!” Forgetting my shoes, I started to run and almost slipped across the wet floor. I didn’t give a fuck – my girls were in danger. My family was in danger. 

      

    “You two stay here,” I commanded my newest slaves. “I’ll be right back! I’m going to get my girls-” 

      

    “You’re too late,” Veronica blurted. 

      

    Door half open to the dressing room, I stopped in my tracks. A cold chill ran down my spine. “What do you mean?” I asked, turning around. 

      

    “Dmitri has them.” Veronica looked like she wanted to cry, like she’d have done anything not to be saying the words that were coming out of her mouth. But it was like they were being forced out of her. 

      

    “He gave me to you, knowing what you would do,” she said, tears streaming down her face. “He knew you would...make me a slave. He didn’t care. It was worth losing me, just to get at your secrets...” 

      

    This couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t real. 

      

    “He knows,” she whispered, a look of horror dawning on her face. “He knows you have some potion – some magic way of making women serve you. He wants it. They all do – every studio in the industry. To make women serve all day, without pay – this is their dream...” 

      

    “Fuck you,” I said, too shocked to put any heat into it. “Fuck you!” 

      

    I ran through the dressing room, paying no attention to the shocked glances I was getting. I had to get upstairs, had to catch them before they escaped… 

      

    By the time I made it to the hall, a small crowd had gathered. The door to my suite was hanging off of one hinge, completely open. The room looked like a goddamn massacre had happened inside moments ago. And everyone – everyone – was gone. 

      

    I tore at the sheets, pure animal rage filling me. I saw red, threw things, added to the general chaos of the room. Then something hit me, cut clear through me to my core and made me stop. 

      

    The AlphaBoost. 

      

    Trembling, I went into the bathroom. There was a long streak across the floor like someone had been dragged out of it, but I couldn’t think about that. Not yet. Instead, my hands shaking, I opened the medicine cabinet. 

      

    Somehow, they’d missed it. Maybe they thought it would be something grander, something that would obviously scream “alpha male magic” when you looked at it. But it was there, tucked behind my deodorant: the little bottle of AlphaBoost, with one pill sitting at the bottom. 

      

    Just one pill. One measly little pill. 

      

    My whole future rested on it. 

      

    I tucked the pill bottle in my jacket pocket and stared at my reflection in the mirror. “I’m going to get you back,” I whispered, trembling with rage. “I’m going to find the people who did this and make them wish they’d never fucked with me. I’m going to make them pay for taking what’s mine.” 

      

    One pill wasn’t much to built a comeback on. But it would have to do.
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    Thighs straddled across my lap, Mom gasped as the head of my cock disappeared inside of her tight, wet folds. She shuddered as she lowered herself onto me, the fat girth of my cock sliding into her an inch at a time. Finally I bottomed out inside of her, balls-deep in her flawless pussy, and I was in heaven. 

      

    “Oh, son,” my stepmother Christina moaned, her tits swaying in my face. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long. I’ve fantasized so many times about serving you...” 

      

    That was a lie, but I didn’t care. I knew that an hour ago, the furthest thing from Mom’s mind was straddling her stepson’s cock as she used her tight little cunt to make him a man – or, for that matter, dropping to her knees and sliding that cock into her mouth whenever I commanded. She’d never had an incestuous bone in her body – until now. 

      

    Until everything changed. Until I changed it. 

      

    “You’re so tight, Mom,” I gasped, taking a handful of her long red hair in my fist. Her walls throbbed around me, her tits right in my face and close enough for me to suck on. It was everything I could have imagined, and more. 

      

    I’d fantasized about my first time inside of a woman more times than I could count – but I’d never imagined it would be with my gorgeous, MILF of a stepmother. Who would have thought that her morning jog would end with us rutting like animals, fucking me like a girl half her age while begging me to let her serve me forever… 

      

    “You deserve this,” Mom purred, her breath hot against my ear. “You can use Mommy however you want to from now on, Master. Happy birthday!” 

      

    Oh yeah, I thought, thrusting hard into my brand-new fucktoy. In all the excitement, I’d completely forgotten that it was my 18th… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Come on, son! Just because it’s your birthday doesn’t mean you get to slack off!” 

      

    I ran, the blacktop slapping beneath my sneakers as I struggled to keep up. A few feet ahead, my stepmother Christina stood facing me, jogging in place as she waited for me to catch up. Even in a tight athletic top, my Mom’s tits bounced suggestively with the motion – they were the pride of the neighborhood, the thing half the guys at school thought about at night when they were stroking themselves, a pair of model-perfect breasts straight out of a lingerie catalog. My face felt hot all of a sudden, and it wasn’t from the jog. 

      

    “I’m coming,” I said, adjusting myself as she turned back around. That only gave me a view of her round, heart-shaped ass stretching her yoga pants, which didn’t help at all. I’d been staring at that the entire jog, which was probably why I was so out of breath. It wasn’t my fault – Mom had caught me this morning before I’d had time to hit the bathroom, so the morning wood I’d been sporting hadn’t really had time to fade. I needed release. 

      

    “I’m not like you,” I grunted, matching Christina’s stride as I reached her. “I don’t do this every day.” 

      

    “I know you’re not like me,” she said with a little smile. “You’re a young man, so you should be even better at this. And today you’re eighteen, so you should really be thinking about taking good care of yourself...” 

      

    She trailed off, but I could practically hear the part of the sentence she didn’t say. So you can find a girl, I thought bitterly. My love life – or lack of one – wasn’t Mom’s concern. I might have been a bit of a late bloomer, but so what? I was going to college in the fall, and there were going to be plenty of girls there I’d be meeting for the first time. It’d be a fresh start. 

      

    Which was why, I suppose, she was trying to get me joining her for her morning jog. I appreciated exercise, but why did Mom have to treat it like she was training for a marathon or something? She was even more hardcore about it than she was about everything else in her life. 

      

    Well, I thought, still sneaking peeks at her ass, you can’t say she doesn’t get results. Christina had the body of a woman half her age – it wasn’t unheard of for people in public to assume she was some cougar and I was her boy toy, which tended to get me all flustered. If only I had that kind of luck in real life… 

      

    I ran down the road, keeping pace with Christina. At some point, I drew level with her and kept her at my side – focusing on something other than my stepmom’s attributes (which I shouldn’t have been paying attention to and I wouldn’t if I hadn’t woken up with this erection, I chided myself) helped keep me focused, and I had no trouble jogging along with her. 

      

    The sun was just starting to break over the treeline as we turned a corner and saw the house midway down the block. Good thing, too, because it was starting to get really hot. Unseasonably warm – it was gonna be a scorcher. 

      

    Mom jogged up the driveway, taking the lead as we reached the house. My breathing came ragged as I raced up the slope behind her, suddenly feeling dizzy. 

      

    I need a glass of water, I thought. And a shower… 

      

    Christina reached the front step and turned around, grinning. “See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” A moment later, her face turned from triumphant to concerned. “Josh?” 

      

    I...I couldn’t move. It was like every ounce of strength had just drained out of my limbs all at once. I opened my mouth to try and speak, but nothing came out but a thin croak. 

      

    “Josh!” I felt Mom’s hands on me, holding me up. “Honey, are you okay? What’s wrong?” 

      

    I felt dizzy and faint. Everything was spinning, like water circling a drain, and I slumped down to the ground. The concrete felt blessedly cool beneath my skin. 

      

    “Josh!” It sounded like Mom was yelling through a thick blanket. “Josh?” 

      

    I can’t believe I’m going to die on my eighteenth birthday, I thought weakly, slipping under. I’m gonna die a fucking virgin… 

      

    I tried to rise one last time...and passed out. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I opened my eyes. I wasn’t dead. And I felt amazing. 

      

    I was in the master bedroom – somehow Mom must have managed to get me inside after I fell. I’d also been stripped of all my clothes other than my boxer shorts, because the soft blankets felt utterly incredible against my bare skin. But all of that paled in comparison to the pleasure coursing through me. Something incredible was happening between my legs, something so good it made me want to cry out at the sheer bliss of it… 

      

    I pulled back the cover. There was a girl between my legs, running her tongue up and down my shaft like it was the most delicious popsicle in the world. It was Christina. 

      

    “Mom!?” The shock momentarily overcame everything else. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

      

    “You passed out,” my mother purred. She barely even sounded like herself – even when she was married to my dad, I’d never heard her sound so...submissive. “I was so worried about you – and almost as soon as you got into bed, your cock just got as hard as could be.” 

      

    A giggle left her lips. Mom never giggled. 

      

    “Am...am I okay?” I felt the side of my head, checking for some kind of injury. “Did I hit my head when I fell or...something?” 

      

    “You seem perfectly healthy to me.” Mom gave my cock a slow, hard stroke as she teased the underside of the head with her tongue. “God, you’re so hard, baby. You should have told Mommy you were carrying this big, hard boner around this morning – Mommy would have loved to help you get some relief...” 

      

    I opened my mouth to protest – but just then, she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and slid my cock into her mouth. I hadn’t ever gotten much farther than second base with a girl before, much less gotten head, and the feeling of her warm lips gently sucking at my base was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I cried out, my head pressing against the backboard as Christina worshiped my cock. 

      

    “Mom...this isn’t right.” Fuck, it hurt to say that – but it was true. “You shouldn’t be doing this – you...you can’t just give me a blowjob...” 

      

    Like clockwork, Mom released my dick. “Of course, Master,” she mewled, looking up at me expectantly. “I’ll do whatever you command, of course.” 

      

    Master? Command? I was even more confused than I’d been when my cock was in her mouth. 

      

    My mind worked feverishly, trying to make sense of what had happened. The jog, then the strange fainting spell I’d had, and finally waking up in Mom’s bed with her...there was no other way of putting it, ready to serve me. It felt impossible, like I’d hit my head too hard when I fell, but it added up to a conclusion I couldn’t ignore. 

      

    “Mom,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Are you saying I’m your...Master?” 

      

    Another bubbly little giggle left Christina’s throat as she nodded. “Of course, sweetheart. I belong to you – I’m your girl. Your sexy MILF goddess. You think I don’t see the way you look at me?” She clucked her tongue and wagged her finger. “Very ungentlemanly!” 

      

    I ignored that for the moment, even though the words made my cheeks redden. “Why do you have to serve me, Mom?” 

      

    She looked at me as if this was the silliest question she’d ever heard. “Because you’re you, Josh. I mean, look at you! Every woman on Earth ought to be worshiping you, son! Obeying you is the most natural thing in the world!” 

      

    Look at me? I didn’t understand what she meant, but I sat up. Across the room, Mom had a full-length mirror over the bathroom door. As I looked at it, I experienced a moment of panic – then I realized that was me I was staring at, not an intruder. 

      

    “What the fuck…?” With the covers down, I could see my entire body – and I was...was… 

      

    Alpha. 

      

    “Is this real? Holy shit this is real.” I ran my hands over my face, my chest, my shoulders. Everywhere I touched was studded with muscle, the ordinary-guy physique I’d had an hour ago completely transformed. And I was handsome: I had a sexy shading of stubble across my chiseled jaw, and my unruly hair had become something you’d see on a male model. I looked like an Olympic swimmer, or an actor, or something way beyond what I’d been yesterday. I barely recognized myself. 

      

    It all hit me in a rush. Whatever happened, it had changed me: inside and out. I had power now; power that turned my independent, feminist mother into a submissive little slut… 

      

    My cock throbbed back to life, bigger and harder than it had been. The transformation hadn’t spared that either: it was huge. Suddenly I didn’t care about the details – I wanted to see just how powerful I’d become. I wanted to push the envelope, test the limits. And I wanted that sexy, curvy body I’d been fantasizing about all morning long. 

      

    “Christina.” Mom perked up immediately, reacting to the commanding tone in my voice. She was still dressed in the tight athletic top and yoga pants she’d worn on the jog – time to change that. 

      

    “Yes, Master?” God, I loved hearing that already.  

      

    “Take off your top,” I commanded, staring at her chest. “Show me your breasts.” 

      

    Mom nodded and reached behind her back, loosening her top. The tight, confining fabric fell away, revealing her gorgeous tits. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. What knockers. As I’d said, my stepmom Christina had some of the largest breasts I’d ever seen on a woman – and I’d never gotten to see them on display like this, full and revealed for me. They were gorgeous, each topped with a dark nipple hard as a diamond. I could feel them aching for my touch, for my lips – for my mastery. 

      

    “Do you like my big titties, son?” Mom arched her back, thrusting her tits forward so that they were practically in my face. “Do they make you even harder than you were?” 

      

    I reached out and ran a thumb over her nipple, savoring the way it made her shudder. A spasm of pleasure passed over her face as I grabbed a big handful, massaging it under my fingers. God, it felt so good! 

      

    “Very nice,” I grunted, squeezing them together. I couldn’t help picturing what my fat cock would look like between them, sliding between my mother’s perfect boobs as I rode them into the stratosphere. 

      

    I can do that, I realized. She’ll do anything I tell her to. 

      

    “I’m so glad you like them,” Mom said with a moan. “Are these the first breasts you’ve ever seen, Master?” 

      

    I shook my head. “Just Audra’s,” I said. Audra was my ex-girlfriend, and half the reason I’d been feeling so down lately. “But hers were nothing like yours, Mom.” 

      

    Mom laughed, deep in her throat. “Audra’s a little skank.” This wasn’t the first time she’d said that about my former girlfriend, but unlike the other times she didn’t make it sound like an insult – instead like it was the highest compliment she could give. 

      

    “Did you and Audra do anything else?” Mom licked her lips. “Did she touch you like this?” 

      

    Her hand returned to my cock, which was now dripping wet with precum. She gripped it tight and gave it a stroke, sending a burst of pleasure through my muscled frame. 

      

    “Oh God, Mom, fuck...” I tossed my head back, unable to stop myself from feeling so good. “I want to fuck those tits,” I blurted, grabbing a warm handful of them. “I want to come right between those fucking knockers...” 

      

    “Of course, Sir.” Like something out of a dream, Mom leaned over my cock, rubbing the head over one of her nipples. “My breasts belong to you, Sir. They’re yours whenever you want them.” 

      

    I was speechless as she placed her tits on either side of my hard, throbbing cock. It sank into her warm titflesh, enveloped on both sides by her perfect breasts. She pressed them together with her free hand, pulling them even tighter around me, and I growled with lust. 

      

    “Fuck these tits,” Mom purred, bobbing up and down gently on my dick. “Fuck them as hard as you want, baby – they’re your titties, your hot little Mom boobs...” 

      

    In an instant I was pounding away, thrusting upwards hard between Mom’s breasts while she met me stroke for stroke. The fat purple head of my dick popped out of her cleavage with every thrust, pressing against the hollow of her neck and spurting precum there. She tossed back her head and giggled with glee as I fucked her tits, using them with a fury I didn’t even know I was capable of. 

      

    At first I tried to go nice and slow, to be respectful and sweet. But it was like whatever had changed my body and my ability to attract girls was taking control of me from the inside, making me manhandle my Mom’s tits as I fucked them as hard as I wanted. The thought of bruising her big, perfect tits – of everyone seeing how hard her own stepson had fucked her, had used her – made me even harder, and soon I was bucking and thrashing between her tits as I reached the edge. 

      

    “Oh fuck, Mom, I’m gonna come,” I growled, losing my rhythm as my cock swelled between her breasts. Part of me still expected her to pull back, to stop, but instead she just gripped me tighter and slammed down on me with every thrust, until my balls slapped against the underside of her tits as I fucked them. 

      

    The visual was too much for me: I couldn’t handle it anymore. Pleasure crashed over me like a tsunami, filling me from the top of my head to the tips of my toes as my cock finally erupted. Thick, fat streaks of come shot from the tip, bathing Mom’s face and neck as the head slid out of her tight, soaking wet bosom. She grinned and rocked her body upward, sending it back between those heavenly mounds to fill her cleavage with seed. Every burst was like an orgasm of its own, rocking my body with feelings more intense then I’d ever experienced. And I just kept coming: my augmented body not only came harder, but filled my balls beyond a normal person’s with so much spunk that Mom’s entire upper body looked glazed. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, I saw Mom staring in utter amazement at my cock, her mouth in a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Holy fuck, Master,” she whispered, her tone thick with awe. “Oh wow, baby, you came so much for Mommy...” 

      

    I had – and I wasn’t finished. The sight of my own stepmom used and covered in come like one of the porn girls I used to jerk it to had me hard again instantly. My cock sprang to life, throbbing with need, and now I was the one who was staring. 

      

    Desire filled me like a strong drink. I didn’t have time to think about whether my feelings were natural or unnatural: I wanted Mom’s body again, and I wanted it now. 

      

    “Clean yourself off,” I commanded, tossing one of my t-shirts at her. “Then finish what you started with your mouth.” 

      

    I was going to get a blowjob. I’d fantasized about Audra doing it to me for the first time so many times, and now I was going to have my cock sucked by a woman with so much more experience. One who was just as hot as she was, even though she was a little bit older. 

      

    Mom eyed my cock hungrily and bit her lip. “I could do that, son,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “or...” 

      

    “Or what?” The ferocity in my voice shocked even me. I realized that I did not like having one of my commands resisted, not one little bit. 

      

    “Or...” She looked shy all of a sudden, like she wasn’t sure of herself. “Or Mommy could take your virginity.” 

      

    Oh fuck. The thought hit me all at once: me, inside of my stepmom’s tight little pussy. Exploding inside of her, painting her walls with my load, becoming a real man. It made me shiver with excitement. 

      

    “That is, if you’ll have me,” Mom purred, squeezing her tits together. “Is Mommy’s body good enough for you to have your first time, Master? I take such good care of myself...” 

      

    My mouth was totally dry. “Take off your pants,” I said. “Now. I want to see your pussy.” 

      

    It was like I’d tossed her the keys to a brand new car. Christina giggled with delight as she turned to the side, facing me in profile on her hands and knees. Oh so slowly she took the hem of her yoga pants and slid them down, exposing her womanhood inch by tempting inch. She finally yanked it down over her thighs, and her perfect little pussy was revealed to me. It was dripping with juice, trimmed and hairless other than a narrow strip above her clit like an exclamation point. Which was how I felt looking at it. 

      

    “This pussy belongs to you, Master,” Mom said, spreading her lips with her free hand. Her pants came off and got tossed into a corner, never to be seen again. “It’s all yours. Every hot, wet inch of me is aching to please you, to feel your balls empty inside of me...” 

      

    “I want you,” I growled, barely believing the words were leaving my lips. “I have to have you.” 

      

    “Of course, Master.” Mom pronounced the word Master like she knew it was what got me going, working her lips around the word like it was a fat cock. “How would you like to fuck me?” 

      

    After a moment of thought – and a glance at her gorgeous, swaying tits – I decided. “I want you to get on top of me,” I said. “I want you to ride me with those big tits in my face. Show me the way a woman treats a real man.” 

      

    “That’s exactly what I want,” Mom said with a blush. “Lean back, Master – get ready for me...” 

      

    She straddled my lap, sitting high up so that she was leaning over me. Her huge tits bobbed in front of my face, and I couldn’t resist pulling one of the nipples into my mouth. It was hot and wet, a preview of what I was about to feel around my cock, and I couldn’t have been more turned on. 

      

    “I’ll go slow at first, but you let me know when you want me to go faster, okay?” With a nod, Mom lowered her pussy over me. I watched as the head of my cock stretched her folds and disappeared, sliding into her wet cunt like a magic trick. She was so warm, so tight – so perfect. 

      

    “Oh my God that is huge!” Mom gasped, her mouth falling open as my girth stretched her walls. “Oh you’re so big all over, Master – when you get going, you might really be able to hurt me!” 

      

    I wasn’t listening. I wasn’t paying attention to anything but the feeling of my alpha-enhanced cock bottoming out inside my MILF stepmom’s perfect pussy. I let out a groan as she settled at the base, balls deep inside her tightness. 

      

    “You’re a man now,” Mom whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Did you want to go slow, or-?” 

      

    I grabbed her hips and let loose, thrusting upwards as hard as I could. Good lord I was strong! Mom rocked her hips, giving me the perfect angle to go deep inside of her as my cock pumped like a piston. 

      

    “Oh son! Oh Master!” Mom’s face was a mask of passion, contorted in bliss with every hard thrust inside of her. “Fuck me harder, baby, please – fuck me as hard as you want! Take all that stress out on Mommy’s pussy, baby!” 

      

    I was. I was fucking her so hard that her tits swayed in my face, her back arched enough that they pressed against my lips. I drew a nipple into my mouth, biting down hard as she met me stroke for stroke. I felt drugged, totally high on her pussy, and that led me to say things I’d barely even thought before. 

      

    “Your tits are so amazing, Mom,” I grunted, groping them without a care for how sore they were as I pumped away at her pussy. “I wish they were full of milk. I’d like them to be fucking swollen, dripping everywhere while I fuck you. Wouldn’t that be hot?” 

      

    I regretted the words almost as soon as they were out of my mouth. Surely that had been too filthy. It was sure to break Mom out of whatever magic spell had her aching to please me. But to my shock, instead she reacted like she’d been struck by lightning. Her eyes closed tight as her face flushed crimson, a loud cry of passion erupting from her lips. 

      

    Then she started to change. 

      

    Suddenly her tits were spilling over my fingers, going even larger as I squeezed them. They felt full and heavy, yet even softer than they’d been before. My brain screamed that it had to be painful, but Mom looked like she was in utter ecstasy – like this was the greatest thing that had ever happened to her. 

      

    No way, I thought, bringing my mouth to her nipple. She couldn’t...could she? 

      

    I nibbled at her breast for a moment, then sucked inward – and warm milk flooded into my mouth. 

      

    I was so shocked, I nearly let go. Mom’s breasts were utterly swollen with milk, just at my command. Even more so than that, it was fucking delicious: I gulped down mouthful after warm mouthful, the sweet fluid making my cock throb and my head all dizzy. Mom’s breast milk was ambrosia! 

      

    “That’s right, Master, drink it all,” Mom whimpered. She sounded like the feeling of me sucking her dry was sending her right to the edge, making her feel even better than I was. “It’s all for you, baby – my body belongs to you...” 

      

    I felt so incredible. I’d never felt like more of a man – not only had I turned the dominant woman in my house into a submissive little slut, her entire body had changed on a whim to serve me. This milk was my tribute, my sign of being the ultimate alpha male, and as I sucked deep I felt my cock beginning to spurt inside of her warm, tight pussy. 

      

    “Come for me!” Mom cried, grabbing the back of my head and forcing my head into her bosom. “Come for me, Master, shoot it all inside me – make me pregnant with your heirs...” 

      

    I hadn’t even thought about that, but the thought of knocking my sweet mother up was the one that sent me over the edge. As I drank sweet milk from her breast my cock pumped its own fluid inside of her, squirting even more come than before inside of her needy cunt. My balls worked overtime, my shaft as hot as a furnace as I poured out every drop of my load inside of her. I felt like I was floating somewhere around my body, the world exploding in fireworks of bliss as I came my brains out. The relief was like nothing I’d ever felt: it was dominance and pleasure and the love I had for my Mom, all mixed up in my brain until I couldn’t stop from shooting my load all inside her. And she loved it: I felt the muscles of her cunt clench around me as the feeling of my load sent her into her own climax. 

      

    I came down from my peak with amazing, exhausted slowness. Mom slid off me and spooned against my muscled body, running her nails gently over my chest and awaiting my next command. What was that going to be? 

      

    “I just fucked you,” I whispered in disbelief. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Mom said, her smile wide. “I loved it. I live to serve you.” 

      

    “Jesus Christ, I just came inside of you.” A stab of panic shot through me. “What is wrong with me?” 

      

    Mom’s face screwed up in confusion. “Nothing’s wrong with you, Master. You’re perfect. Would you like me to give you a blowjob to relax?” 

      

    Blowjobs on demand, I thought, my brain spinning. What the hell happened to me? 

      

    “I...I think I need to see a doctor,” I said. Yeah, that was the ticket. Doctor Mizrach – the little old man my family had been seeing for years – surely he would have some explanation for what was happening to me. Just thinking about it was like an island of normalcy in the crazy sex party my life had become. 

      

    “Well, if you need to see the doctor, then of course I’ll obey,” Mom said with a shrug. “Your word is absolute, Master. I’ll call him and see if he can see us this afternoon.” 

      

    “Good,” I said, leaning back against the bed. I needed answers – like what had happened to me, what exactly it meant, and how long it would last. 

      

    I looked over Christina’s naked body, hardening at the sight of her. She made no move to cover herself up – if anything, she looked proud to be on display. She really was a gorgeous woman, the kind of sexy MILF guys would think they’d fulfilled a major life goal by banging. And maybe I had. 

      

    And maybe I wanted to know – were my new powers confined to her? Or could I control other women – any woman? 

      

    I had to find out. But first, I needed to bury my cock in Christina again. Maybe two or three more times. 



   





 

    Part Two



   






 

    “I want you to be my first,” she whimpered, locking eyes with me from the floor. “My only. Please, I’m so wet, Sir. You’re the only Man powerful enough to control my body – I want so badly to please you and make you come...” 

      

    “No worries of that,” I said with a smirk. “Get up.” 

      

    With a girlish giggle, Doctor Wendy rose to her feet. Only moments before, she’d had her dark lips wrapped around the head of my cock, sucking me off while I told her what a good girl she was being. I had never thought a girl as serious and professional as her would drop to her knees and beg like a little slut to give me a blowjob, but all sorts of new things were starting to happen to me. 

      

    And I was making them happen. 

      

    Wendy sat on the same table she’d been planning to use to examine me and spread her legs wide, sliding her panties to the side to show me her dripping wet cunt. “Nobody’s ever had me before,” she whispered, eyes shining with lust. “Please take me, Master. Please pump your load inside my cunt and fill me with your heirs. I want you to breed me on the first try...” 

      

    No worries there. My cock throbbed against my thigh, hard as a girder and nearly as long. My balls were like a furnace, working overtime to create so much seed that my prim and proper doctor would have it dribbling out of her for days. I wanted to own her, to show the world that she was mine – that from now on, I took whatever I wanted. 

      

    As I parted her thighs and prepared to take what now belonged to me, I was already thinking of the next girl I would turn into my submissive bimbo slave – after all, controlling every fertile girl around me was my birthright… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I dreaded going to the doctor’s office. It was a cold, anxious place, filled with people shuffling around magazines and watching terrible cable news shows. The last place I wanted to be on my eighteenth birthday was in a waiting room, getting ready to talk to the little old man who’d been my family physician for years – yet here I was, sitting next to my stepmom Christina while she rubbed my erect cock through my jeans… 

      

    Oh yeah. About that. 

      

    I should have made her take a shower, I thought, biting back a grunt as she gripped the outline of my cock and gave it a little stroke. Mom was wearing the same athletic top and pants she’d had on when she’d brought me in the house after I fainted, and her clothing reeked of sex and sweat. I was pretty sure anyone in the room who looked at us knew we’d recently been fucking, even if Mom kept her hand under the magazine in my lap as she rubbed me. 

      

    “You’re so anxious, Master,” she purred, her tongue just barely grazing my ear. “Is there anything I can do to help?” 

      

    I heard the promise of that anything. It was still dizzying to think about: ever since my accident, I had the ability to command Christina to do whatever I wanted. I could have told her to get on her knees, take out my cock and give me a blowjob in front of everyone, and she wouldn’t even have blinked. Only my will mattered. 

      

    I was trying to hold it together, but I was having trouble. I’d fucked Mom four times this morning: coming all over her soft, milk-filled tits, in her mouth, and inside of her tight cunt (probably making her pregnant, but that was another thing I couldn’t think of just yet). Yet here I was, as hard as if I hadn’t had sex in months. I hadn’t even commanded Mom to touch me - she was working on instinct, her body wanting nothing more than to help relieve my tension and drain my balls. 

      

    “You...you should take your hand away,” I managed to mutter. It hurt to say, but the last thing I needed was to come in my pants in the waiting room. “Please.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Mom said smoothly. “Is there something else I can do for you?” She leaned in, dropping her voice. “I see a bathroom right down the hall. Want me to meet you there in two minutes?” 

      

    Fuck, that sounded tempting – but I had to resist. I hadn’t come here for public sex, I was looking for answers. I wanted to know what was happening to me, and why, and if anyone could help me with that it was Dr. Mizrach. He was a wizened old man my family had been seeing for years, and he’d surely have some explanation for how my body had gone all Olympic athlete overnight. He might even be able to explain how I was suddenly a sex god, if I was able to work up the courage to ask. 

      

    Mom was practically squirming in her seat as she leaned against me, pressing her breasts against my side. Those breasts were now filled to the point of swelling with warm, creamy milk: milk that had just appeared at my command, like her body rearranged itself at my whim. I couldn’t explain it any better than anything else that was happening to me. 

      

    “Master.” Mom’s whisper made me sit up and pay attention. “I am so wet for you right now. I think I’m going to leave a puddle in this seat...” 

      

    I shook my head, trying to clear it. Mom was becoming a liability. “Christina,” I said, the commanding tone coming naturally to my voice, “I think you should go home.” 

      

    She looked crestfallen. “Master?” 

      

    “I’m fine here by myself. I’ve been driving myself to the doctor since I got my license,” I added. 

      

    She shook her head. “How will you get home?” 

      

    “Give me your credit card.” This was me testing the limits again. Mom owned one credit card and never, ever used it: she’d rather go broke than end up owing money to one of those companies. She’d never even let me touch it before. “I’ll call a cab or something after the appointment.” 

      

    To my surprise, she didn’t put up any fight. “Yes, Master,” she said smoothly, reaching into her purse. She put the card in my hand and stood up. “Is there anything else I can do for you before I go?” 

      

    “Wait.” I gripped her ass stealthily, giving it a squeeze where no one else could see. “Make yourself ready for me, Christina. I want you waiting at the door for your Man when he gets home. Understood?” 

      

    She smiled so wide it was almost ditzy. “Yes, Master,” she said, giggling. “I’ll be waiting...” 

      

    Then I was alone, nursing my hard-on and watching the clock. What was taking so goddamn long? 

      

    As if my thought spurred him into motion, a bored-looking clerk raised his head and checked a card. “Josh?” 

      

    I stood up, holding the magazine at an angle to hide my cock. “That’s me.” 

      

    “The doctor will see you now.” 

      

    They led me down the hall to one of the tiny examining rooms, closing the door behind me. There was nothing to do but sit on the edge of the bed, staring at posters featuring a cross-section of an ear and the muscular system. 

      

    I wonder if all mine are the same, I thought, looking over the model on the poster. It’s crazy to think I’ve changed so much… 

      

    My train of thought was broken when the door opened. The doctor stepped inside, nodding and smiling – but this wasn’t the kindly, wizened old doctor I’d known since I was a kid. This was someone I’d never seen before. 

      

    “Who are you?” I asked. 

      

    The woman frowned, tucking a strand of strawberry blonde hair behind her ear. “I’m Dr. Mizrach,” she said slowly. “You must be Josh...” 

      

    “No offense, ma’am, but you don’t look like a sixty-year old man.” 

      

    She stared at me in confusion for a moment longer, then laughed. “Oh!” Her hand flew to her mouth, stifling a giggle. “I understand. I’m Dr. Mizrach’s daughter, Wendy. I started working at the practice two or three years ago – my father is only here one day a week these days. He’s semi-retired.” 

      

    “Oh,” I said, giving her a second look. Wendy didn’t fit my normal image of a doctor – she was much too, well, sexy. Hell, she was only a few years older than me; practically a college student. Her long blonde hair was done up in a cute ponytail, and her clothing, though conservative, clung to her curves like a second skin. She’d gone simple and professional on her makeup, as well, except for bursts of dark red color at her nails and lips. I couldn’t help myself picturing those dark lips spread around my cock, leaving lipstick smears as she mindlessly pleased me… 

      

    The doctor was staring. Crap. I shook my head, willing the image away. 

      

    “So,” Wendy said, glancing at her chart, “according to this, you’re here because of some kind of abnormal growth. Mind telling me where it is?” 

      

    “Um...I think they got that wrong. It’s not a growth – just growth in general.” 

      

    She cocked an eyebrow. “I don’t understand.” 

      

    “Does that,” I asked, pointing at her chart, “have all my information on it?” 

      

    She glanced down at her chart, then nodded. 

      

    “Read it.” That tone of command crept into my voice, almost without me noticing. “See if you notice anything weird.” 

      

    She looked a little unhappy at being bossed around, but her eyes dropped to the chart and scanned it. “Let’s see...you haven’t been here for a while, I suppose. Last visit was...” 

      

    She reached the part about my measurements and her eyes widened. I saw her read that part of the chart then go back and scan it a second time, as if she didn’t believe it. 

      

    “You...” She looked up at me, bewildered, then her expression settled. “Stand on the scale over there.” 

      

    It was one of those new digital ones. It took only a few moments for it to spit out my height and weight – and when it did, I heart Doctor Wendy’s gasp. 

      

    “My lord.” She held up the chart like it was something broken. “This can’t possibly be right! If these measurements are correct, you’ve gained six inches in height – and your weight!” Her eyes scanned my muscles helplessly. “I could accept that you’ve started some radical new fitness program, but...” 

      

    “It’s not that,” I told her. “I know it sounds crazy, but I didn’t wake up this morning looking like this. I looked like...like the guy on that chart you’re holding.” 

      

    Doctor Wendy looked like she didn’t want to believe me. She swallowed once, hard. “That’s impossible.” 

      

    “You’re telling me. One minute I was on a jog with my Mom, then all of a sudden I felt like I was going to pass out.” 

      

    “Low blood sugar, probably,” the Doctor muttered to herself. 

      

    “Then I woke up, and – I was like this. Like...magic.” I shrugged my shoulders, the new muscles rippling beneath my t-shirt. “I can’t explain it.” 

      

    “Well.” The doctor looked me up and down once more, and this time I couldn’t help but note she was doing it a little longer than medically necessary. “How did your Mother react to all this?” 

      

    “She-” I cut myself off. “I shouldn’t tell you that.” 

      

    “Please.” There was a ragged edge in Wendy’s voice now, her breaths coming hot and fast. Was she upset, or was she more than a little turned on? It was as if my primal brain could sense her changing, her body becoming more docile and submissive in response to my arousal. “I can’t help if I don’t know everything...” 

      

    I decided to take the risk. Partially because I wanted answers, and partially because I swore I could smell how wet she was becoming. 

      

    “Well, right after I woke up, I fucked her,” I said simply. 

      

    Doctor Wendy gasped, her eyes going wide with shock. 

      

    “It’s not like she’s really my mother! I mean, she’s my step-mom, but I’ve known her so long, it’s kinda like she is my mother...and to be honest, that made it so much hotter.” A goofy grin spread across my face. “I fucked her tits, then she took my virginity. I fucked her five or six times this morning, Wendy – my abilities in the bedroom are just as enhanced as my physical appearance. I can fuck for hours now, and when I come it’s like a one-man gangbang. You’ve never seen so much come on a woman – all mine. Plus, she keeps calling me Master, and telling me it’s, like, nature for her to serve my every whim and let me fuck her whenever I want. It’s fucking crazy, and half of me still thinks I must’ve hit my head too hard when I fell. But here’s the really crazy thing, Doc. You want to know the really crazy thing?” 

      

    There was no doubting it now: Doctor Wendy was crazy turned on. Her face flushed, the tips of her nipples poking through the fabric of her t-shirt as she sucked in air like a jogger. 

      

    “What’s the crazy thing, Josh?” Her voice had dropped to a submissive little whisper. 

      

    “The crazy thing,” I said, stepping forward, “is how much I like it.” 

      

    She gasped, shuddering as she pressed her body against mine. I really could smell her now, wet and feral, a compressed little ball of pure sexual need. I was going to enjoy this. 

      

    “Wait!” I drew back all of a sudden, a thought occurring to me. “Before we do anything else, Doc, you’ve got to tell me – What the fuck is this that’s happened to me? What is wrong with me?” 

      

    She looked at me with awe and disbelief, like I was a Christmas present she’d been waiting to unwrap her entire life. A little giggle left her lips as she ran her fingers over my chest, caressing the muscle. 

      

    “Nothing is wrong with you,” she purred, spreading her legs to get even closer to me. “You’re perfect. You’re what I’ve been waiting for my entire life.” 

      

    “Oh yeah?” I felt that cocky, male-model grin spread across my face. “You’ve been waiting a long time for someone to give you this?” 

      

    I grabbed her ass with my free hand, getting a soft fistful of her perfect little rear. Then I pulled her forward, until the insides of her thighs ground against the bulge stretching my jeans. I had thought she was shocked before: she turned nearly white as a ghost as she felt the outline with her hips. 

      

    “Oh my God,” she panted, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh, Josh...” 

      

    “That part’s gotten bigger, too,” I growled, taking her ponytail in my free hand and yanking it. She cried out, bending towards me, her face contorted with a mix of pain and pleasure. “So big I don’t know if you’d be able to take it.” 

      

    “Please!” It was a rasp. “Please fuck me, Sir – all I can think about is how good it would feel to have you inside of me. Please oh please I need it so fucking bad...” 

      

    “I can tell,” I said with a dark laugh. “You’re more turned on than you’ve ever been in your life, aren’t you?” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she mewled, no longer fighting my grip. “I...I don’t even get this way for boys. I don’t like boys, I...I’ve never been with one...” 

      

    “You’re a lesbian?” I pulled her ponytail, bringing her eyes level with mine, and she nodded. “Have you even ever been with a guy?” 

      

    She shook her head, her lips pressed into a tight little line. “No sir. I...I thought they were gross. The female form is, is so much more inviting...” 

      

    “I can’t argue with that,” I said with a chuckle. “So you’re a virgin who thinks cocks are gross. What do you think of this one?” 

      

    Still holding her, I reached down and unbuckled my pants. My cock sprang free from the confining fabric (I really needed a new wardrobe for my new alpha body), fat and throbbing against my thigh. Wendy could feel the heat of it pressing against her pussy through the fabric of her yoga pants, and she struggled in my grip to get a good look at it. 

      

    “On your knees,” I growled, letting her go. She sank down demurely, like she wanted nothing more than to obey my every command. I realized with a little surprise how much this pleased me – apparently this was just what I wanted in a woman. 

      

    Her knees hit the tile floor, bringing her face square with my cock. I watched as her face filled with hunger at the sight of it, a thin trail of drool oozing from the corner of her mouth. I grunted and a fat bead of precum formed at the tip, dribbling down the shaft in a way that made her shiver. 

      

    “Oh Master!” Wendy pressed her face against it, like she was afraid I might pull it away at any moment. “Your cock is so wonderful! It’s just like the rest of you – so big and strong. I bet your Mother came screaming your name when you slammed this huge thing inside her, didn’t she?” 

      

    I didn’t want to talk about my Mom right then. I wanted to focus on her. 

      

    “The first time I looked at you,” I said, her eyes staring up at me awaiting my command, “the very first thing I thought of was you wrapping those dark lips around my dick as you took it all the way down your throat.” I ran my thumb over her lip, watching with pride as she sucked it inside her wet mouth and swirled her tongue around the tip. 

      

    “You want me to show you that in real life?” It was amazing how eager she was, this cool professional who a few minutes ago had viewed me as nothing but another patient. Now I was her Master, and soon she’d be praising me to the heavens and swearing she had no life before me. But for now, she was begging to submit. 

      

    “Please?” She reached out and wrapped a hand around my shaft, giving it an experimental little stroke. Instantly it swelled, so thick her fingers barely fit around it, another jet of precum splashing on her blouse. She looked at it like a holy offering, only the whites of her eyes showing. “Oh fuck,” she groaned, getting high just off the feeling of it on her. “Fuck it even smells perfect...” 

      

    Taking her almost gently by the ponytail, I guided the head of my cock to her soft lips and slid it inside. She opened her mouth gratefully, rapturously as she took my cock inside of her warm, wet mouth. She had to stretch wide to accommodate my alpha-enhanced girth, but it was as if whatever magic worked on me also affected the girls I chose to seduce: she took it gamely, swallowing me down as if the Gods had gifted her with a perfect lack of a gag reflex. 

      

    I grunted with pleasure as I bottomed out inside of her throat, thrusting my hips forward to really feel it. I could see the mass of my cock bulging in her neck, bringing tears to her eyes as she struggled to keep her self-control. 

      

    “Worship it,” I whispered, putting a hand on top of her head. “Show your Master how much you love serving his cock.” 

      

    Pornstars didn’t give blowjobs this well. Not even Christina, as sexy and experienced as she was, could match the sheer enthusiasm of Wendy’s mouth as it bobbed up and down on my shaft, forming a tight seal. I rocked back, thrusting my hips forward in time with her mouth to get as far and deep into her throat as I could. Wendy took it gamely, barely even blinking as a cock bigger than any she’d ever known ravaged the virgin walls of her throat. 

      

    Finally I decided I’d had enough of her mouth: I wanted more. My hips retracted, my cock sliding out of her mouth with a wet pop. To my delight, she whined and mewled as soon as it was gone, desperate to feel me throbbing inside of her again. I loved how quickly she’d gone submissive, how eager she was to please. 

      

    “You’ve never had a man?” I asked, replacing cock with thumb at the dark lusciousness of her mouth. “I’d be the first to claim you?” 

      

    “I want you to be my first,” she whimpered, locking eyes with me from the floor. “My only. You’re the only Man powerful enough to control my body, Master – I want so badly for my body to please you and make you come...” 

      

    “No worries of that,” I said with a smirk. “Get up.” 

      

    When she did, I nudged her towards the very bed she’d been planning on using to examine me. “Sit on the edge and spread your legs,” I grunted, my hands tracing the inside of her thighs. Oh yeah, she was wet and ready for me. 

      

    A little squeal left her as she hefted her body onto the edge of the table. She spread her thighs wide, hooking her thumbs in the sides of her pants and yanking them down. Underneath she wore nothing but a pair of black lace panties, thoroughly soaked with her juices. I reached out and ran a finger over them, watching her entire body buck with pleasure at my slightest touch. 

      

    “Master!” A blush spread from her cheeks all the way down to the hollow between her breasts. “Oh Master, that feels so good...” 

      

    “Mine,” I growled, returning to her panties. I shoved them to the side, sliding two fingers into the wet warmth awaiting me. Her eyes rolled back until only the whites were showing, and a noise unlike any I’d ever heard left her lips – I think she came right then and there, her walls clenching around my fingers. 

      

    I was torn – part of me wanted to let her scream as loud as she wanted, but there was still a cautious old part of my brain that feared getting caught. So I decided to split the difference, wrapping a hand around her throat and squeezing gently until her cry became a whimper. 

      

    “Master,” she whispered, her face going even redder as she struggled for air. “Please fuck me, Master. Please use my tight little pussy to come...” 

      

    I needed it. I wanted it. My cock was an iron girder, throbbing against her inner thigh. Glancing down, I saw a dark stain of Wendy’s lipstick circling the tip and nearly came right on the spot. I couldn’t hold back anymore – with a grunt, I rammed myself into her all the way to the base, bottoming out with one smooth stroke as I ripped away her virginity. 

      

    If I hadn’t had my hand around her throat, I believe she would have screamed the whole building down. Wendy shattered, her soul unraveling as bliss infiltrated her body, burning all the parts of her that didn’t serve me away like a cleansing fire. Her inner muscles gripped my cock as tight as a glove as she came over and over again, losing herself every single time my cock thrust deep within her. I moved on pure instinct, like an animal, thinking of nothing but my own pleasure – and from the way she shuddered and climaxed and moaned my name, that degradation was exactly what Wendy craved. 

      

    “You coming around my dick, bitch?” I was being misogynistic, but I didn’t care. I felt savage, primal, like this woman I was plunging into was merely an object for my satisfaction. “That big dick making you come your brains out?” 

      

    Wendy could barely speak. She was a mess: tears dripped from her eyes, drool from her mouth and sweet juice from her cunt as her orgasms washed away her mind. Through it all, I heard her wheezing: “Thank you, Master! Thank you, God! Thank you, God!” 

      

    It felt so right. I was her God – I was every woman’s God. In an instant, all my worries disappeared – it was like the moral center of my brain just shut off. I let go of Wendy’s throat, no longer caring who heard her getting fucked. I wanted them all to hear, wanted the entire world to hear me dominating this gorgeous, submissive slut. 

      

    Because when I was done, I was coming for them. All of them. 

      

    “Come for me, Master!” As soon as Wendy regained the power of speech, she used it for me. To coax me further, to make our sex hotter. “Please, Master, please coat my insides with your seed! I want your baby, Master – I want to carry your heirs!” 

      

    Just like before, the thought of breeding the woman I was currently inside set me off like nothing else. I locked into a hard, driving rhythm and didn’t stop, pounding her so hard the examining table slammed against the wall with every thrust. 

      

    “Doesn’t my virgin cunt feel so good?” She whimpered, her breath hot against my ear. “Doesn’t it make you want to let go, to shoot all that hot white come all the way into my pussy?” She giggled, running the tip of her tongue around my inner ear in a way that made me shiver. “Please come for me, Sir – it’s what I’m made for. It’s my destiny. Fucking shoot in me, stud, it would feel so good for you to shoot your load inside of me Master...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back anymore. Wendy’s cunt was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt, and I just couldn’t hold back any longer. With a loud, primal cry, I buried myself as deep inside of her cunt as I could and allowed myself to tumble off the cliff. Orgasm hit me as hard as a sledgehammer, my seed firing from the head of my cock like bullets as they sprayed down Wendy’s womb with fertile baby-juice. 

      

    “Oh shit!” Wendy’s entire body shook as she felt my white-hot load erupt inside of her. “Oh Master, fuck, thank you so much! Oh shit I want it all…!” 

      

    Then her walls were moving in time with mine, closing around my cock in time with each pulse as we came in unison. It was incredible – something I didn’t even know human beings were capable of. It felt like her cunt was milking me dry, draining every last drop of sweet cream from my balls and sucking it deep into her fertile womb. There was no doubt in my mind that I was making her pregnant, knocking up the doctor’s daughter with my alpha-male load. 

      

    After I came down from my peak I slid out of her, nice and slow so that my come would stay exactly where it was meant to be. She whimpered and arched her back, shuddering with aftershocks around my cock as I drew it out of her inch by perfect inch. Once I was out I let herself rearrange her clothing and tucked myself back into my pants. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered with a giggle. “I’m so glad you fucked me. Oh my fucking god it was so good to please you!” 

      

    “Yeah.” Now that I was done, I felt a little bit of the old awkwardness rising to the surface: but just a little. Soon enough, I would be entirely alpha. “You do this with all your patients?” I asked, laughing. 

      

    “No, sir. Only you.” Her eyes shined with devotion as she smiled at me. “I love you, Master.” 

      

    Wow. That was heavy. I didn’t need to think about love, especially after I’d just gotten done pumping Wendy’s pussy full of my load. It was probably going to be leaking out of her for days… 

      

    “So – do you have any idea how long this is going to last?” I asked her. “This...power of mine, I mean.” 

      

    She shook her head. “As far as I can tell, it’s never going to end, Josh. I can’t say that there might not ever come a day where you can’t change people, but certainly the effects you have on women like me are permanent.” 

      

    Permanent. That meant that, no matter what else happened, at the very least Christina and Wendy would be willing to do whatever I wanted forever. Plus any other girl I decided to make my bimbo slut… 

      

    I should get as many as I can, I thought, grinning. Seize the day and all that. You never know, any day I might wake up back to the old me… 

      

    “Well, thanks, Wendy,” I said, nodding towards the door. “I’m sure we’ve probably kept your next patients waiting long enough.” 

      

    Wendy frowned. “Patients? Master, my life is serving you now.” 

      

    Now it was my turn to be taken aback. “What?” 

      

    Her lips curled in a cute little smile. “Josh, you’re my King. My God. I live to worship you. You think if you met God, you’d give a shit about your job? Your old life, your old family? I don’t: all I want is to do what we just did again. Whenever you want.” She bit her lip, flushing. “And then I want to bear your babies, Master.” 

      

    I was stunned. Yet, part of me nodded on the inside like this was totally natural and right. “You’d...you’d be happy like that?” I asked. I had to be sure. “Losing all your agency – basically becoming my slave?” 

      

    She gasped, her face rapturous like I’d just said the most wonderful thing in the world. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please let me be your slave, Master. It’s the only thing in the world I want...” 

      

    “Well, shit.” I laughed, rubbing the back of my neck. “Okay.” 

      

    She actually clapped, jumping into the air with excitement. 

      

    “But I want you to stay here for now, okay?” There was barely enough room at the house for me and Christina. That was going to have to change soon – but I figured that wouldn’t be a problem for me, now. “Just until I make a place for you...in my harem.” 

      

    Harem. Oh yeah, that felt fun to say. 

      

    She nodded seriously. “Yes, Master. I will do as you command.” She stepped forward, putting her hands around my waist and nuzzling my neck. “And I’ll make myself ready for you at all times. Whenever you want me, you can have me.” 

      

    Fuck. I was starting to get hard again – but I’d already caused enough of a disturbance. “Let me get your number,” I said pulling out my phone. “Your number-one priority is answering this when I call, okay?” I hate playing phone tag. 

      

    “Yes, sir! No matter what!” 

      

    Twenty minutes later, my cab pulled in the driveway of the house. Just as she had said, Mom was waiting for me in the foyer as I opened the door – on her knees, wearing a flimsy little nightie that did nothing to hide her ample curves and dripping pussy. 

      

    “Welcome home, Master,” she purred, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my pants. “Let me welcome you back the way you deserve...” 

      

    Moments later I was down her throat, groaning with bliss as Mom welcomed me back to my home with a sloppy blowjob. 

      

    “Oh my,” she said at one point, pulling back and stroking me hard. “You taste like pussy, son. Who did you fuck?” 

      

    “The doctor,” I said with a grin, grabbing a handful of Mom’s hair. “Our old doctor’s retired – his daughter’s running the family practice.” 

      

    “Mmm, well she tastes young and fertile. Will you bring her home to meet Mommy, Josh?” 

      

    “Eventually,” I said, focusing on the amazing things Mom was doing with her fingers and lips. “Right now I wanna come.” 

      

    She bent to her task submissively, every inch of her body focused solely on my pleasure. In no time at all I started to spurt, erupting in her mouth as I stood just inside the doorway of my home. I could hear her swallowing my load noisily, gasping around it, and couldn’t help but wonder how it would look to unload all over Christina and Wendy’s faces at once. Painting them both with my load would be so fun… 

      

    Two girls, I thought as the last few streaks of my seed shot across Mom’s face. I haven’t done that yet… 

      

    As I came down from my peak, I glanced at the clock. Normally I’d be just getting back home from school right now – and so would everybody else. I thought about all the little hotties, the “cool” co-eds who hung around the neighborhood pool in barely-there bikinis, working on their tan. Those girls had always been way out of my league, had rebuffed my attempts to talk to them with insults, but now… 

      

    Now they get to meet the real me, I thought. And hell, a swim sounds good on a hot day like this. DAMN good. 

      

    “Mommy,” I said, glancing down at Christina. She was busy lapping up the last few bits of my load and cleaning me with her tongue. 

      

    She glanced up at me. “Yes, Josh?” 

      

    I grinned. “I’m going to have a threesome.” 

      

    Her face lit up. “Wonderful! You deserve to have as many women at once as you want, Master. Who are the lucky sluts?” 

      

    “I don’t know yet,” I said, thinking of Mom’s tight little bathing suit. “We’ll pick them out together. You and I are going to take a little swim...”



   





 

    Part Three



   






 

    “Both of you sit on the bench,” I commanded. “Spread your legs. I want to see which of you gets to feel me inside of you first.” 

      

    They took places next to each other, bare asses against the wood as they spread wide for me. They were on display, their tight little pussies spread wide for anything I might want to do to them. 

      

    “Touch yourselves,” I said. “Show me how you masturbate – let me see what it looks like when you get yourselves off.” 

      

    They rubbed furiously – Kristen going faster than her friend, hard and driving where Gabrielle’s fingers were soft and slow around her clit. Both girls gasped with pleasure, faces locked on me as they watched for any sign of my favor or displeasure. 

      

    “Now do each other,” I said with a smirk. “Rub each other for me...” 

      

    They crossed hands, and it was like they’d both been struck by lightning. Their styles complimented each other perfectly: Gabrielle locked into Kristen’s hard, commanding strokes as she rode her fingers, while Kristen’s hips rocked in hard circles around Gabrielle’s teasing strokes. Both girls’ pussies quivered and shook with pleasure, clamping down on nothing as if their bodies were begging for cock. 

      

    I decided both girls would get to be the winner. Since Gabrielle was hotter, I wanted to fuck her first – in a way that I controlled. Then I’d let Kristen fuck me, using all her tricks to get me off… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    My swim trunks no longer fit me – but somehow, I didn’t think anybody minded. 

      

    Shirtless, I made my way down to the pool, grinning with excitement as every head turned to stare. My muscled physique, so impossible to me just a day ago, was fluid and sure as I walked. I could feel girls’ eyes on me, giving me second glances as I passed, lingering on the massive bulge in my tight trunks. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought with a little laugh. I’m a stud! This is great… 

      

    A few steps behind me, my stepmother Christina followed me down, our towels draped over one of her shoulders. Although she had always been proud of keeping her figure through counting calories and exercise (she had the body of a woman half her age), she never flaunted it like this before I took control of her. A barely-there string bikini clung to her curves, the hard nubs of her erect nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. Mom was always turned on, always submissive, and always ready to serve: thanks to the strange genetic gift that had turned me into the ultimate alpha male. She followed me like a servant, placing our stuff on a table as I stuck a foot into the pool. 

      

    The water felt great: and it felt even better when I jumped in, sinking in to my waist. I heard someone wolf whistle as I slicked back my hair with wet hands and grinned. I was sure every girl here, whether they were married or not, was fantasizing about my sleek, toned body. 

      

    I kicked off and swam to the deep end of the pool, not even breaking a sweat. I loved my new body and its athleticism – it was like I was finally the person I had always been meant to be. 

      

    I reached the other end of the pool and tread water, scanning the girls for someone who looked like they’d be fun to play with. My thoughts were broken by a pair of hands around my waist: Mom had caught up with me. 

      

    “Everyone is staring,” she purred, pressing her soft curves against me. “They think we’re a couple. They have no idea who we really are.” 

      

    I put my hands on her ass. Stretching, I was able to put the flat of my feet on the soft bottom of the pool for leverage. 

      

    ”Who gives a shit? Let ‘em see.” I pulled her close, gripping a handful of her ass as my lips met hers. We kissed deeply, her so eager that she pressed me against the wall of the pool as her fingers felt for the band of my swim trunks. 

      

    “You think we could get away with fooling around, Master?” Mom looked like she didn’t care what the answer was – she wanted me either way. “With all these people around?” 

      

    “Why not? The water’s deep.” I reached for the string of her bikini bottom and pulled it to the side, exposing her bare, shaved pussy to the water. “It’s not like I give a shit anyway – who’s gonna do anything to me?” 

      

    She laughed deep in her throat and put her arms around me, drawing me into an embrace. I could feel her cunt, warm as an oven as it pressed against the bulge in my swim trunks. I wanted her now. I started to tug them down… 

      

    “Holy shit! Josh?” 

      

    I glanced up from Mom’s tempting cleavage to see a familiar face staring down at me: Kristen. She had a look of utter shock on her gorgeous face, as if she couldn’t believe it was really me. 

      

    Normally she wouldn’t have given me the time of day. Kristen was one of the most popular girls at school, an athletic beauty who served as the anchor on the girls’ swim team. She was the one who brought the team’s victory home, who got the loudest cheers as she streaked across the water: and she certainly wasn’t shy about receiving attention. Even if you didn’t know her status, you couldn’t miss her outfit – she was clad in the tight, aerodynamic one-piece that was the team’s uniform, the school’s logo just over one breast. It’s a wonder a girl like her can go so fast with tits like that, I thought, my cock pulsing against Mom’s thigh. 

      

    “Hey Kristen,” I said with a smirk, grabbing a handful of Christina’s ass beneath the water. “How you doin’?” 

      

    She either didn’t notice I was hitting on her or too surprised to care. “Josh,” she repeated, her piercing blue eyes scanning my body. “What...what happened to you? Holy shit you look like a whole different person!” 

      

    I noted with pleasure that she didn’t look altogether displeased with my new look: quite the opposite. “I dunno,” I said breezily. “I must have gone through some...oh...some kind of growth spurt.” 

      

    Mom smirked at me. She’d pulled me closer while I was talking, and the fat head of my cock along with an inch or two past it were now buried in her warm, tight folds. I tried to keep my face neutral as she rocked her hips, sending a bolt of pleasure straight through my body. 

      

    “I’m serious,” Kristen said, hands on her hips. “I saw you yesterday. Did you...did you get surgery or something? I don’t understand how you could change so much this fast...” 

      

    “Relax,” I said, both a command for her and Christina. “I saw my doctor this morning, just to be sure. She said there was absolutely – fuck – nothing wrong with me.” Mom was still grinding against me, trying to get me to bottom out inside her pussy, enjoying the tease of throwing me off my game and the pleasure of fucking me right in front of another girl without her knowing. 

      

    “Come on,” Kristen said, with an air of command so sure of herself that I almost found myself climbing right out of the pool. “I’ve got to show you to Gabbie. She’s not going to believe this...” 

      

    Gabbie? I felt my cock pulse as I pulled it from Mom’s cunt. She couldn’t mean… 

      

    I swam over to the edge of the pool and rested my arms on it. From where I floated I could see the table and deck chairs Kristen had staked out, and then I saw her. 

      

    I raised one arm and waved. “Hey, Gabbie!” 

      

    If you’d conducted an official poll to determine who the hottest babe at school was, Gabrielle Sanchez would have won in a landslide. Everything about her – from her smooth, mocha skin to her long dark hair, her flawless features and her curvy tits and ass – was model-perfect. It was like having a Victoria’s Secret model going to class with you, seeing her in the halls. Half the guys at school went to bed at night stroking themselves off thinking of Gabbie’s low-cut tops, her perfect heart-shaped ass, the soft, pillowy lips you couldn’t help but imagine wrapped around the head of your throbbing cock. 

      

    Now with my new alpha-male perception, I looked from her back to Kristen. Gabbie is hotter, I noted, but there’s no way Kristen doesn’t fuck harder – just look at that body. I would have put both of them right at the top of the social hierarchy at school: in fact, the old me would have had wet dreams for months just from talking to both of them at the same time. 

      

    The new me wanted more. I no longer saw them as unattainable goddesses – they were sluts, the hottest, wettest sluts at my school. They were the two girls most likely to give me the hard, no-limits fucking I craved, and I focused in on them like a laser. 

      

    Gabby noticed me staring. “What’s up with him?” She asked, in a tone that clearly meant why are you talking to that loser? 

      

    “One sec,” Kristen said to her friend. “Get out of the water,” she told me. How quickly she expected her lesser to obey! 

      

    I withdrew from Christina slowly, running the head of my cock over her clit before tucking my girth back into my too-tight trunks. Mom looked completely distraught at being denied a hot, public fuck, but she knew better than to say anything to me – especially where other people could hear. I loved how submissive she was now. 

      

    “What are you waiting for?” Kristen tapped her foot as I slowly made my way over to the ladder, clearly in no hurry. 

      

    Just showing you you don’t have the power here, I thought with a smirk as I climbed out. 

      

    If Kristen had reacted to my new body with surprise, Gabrielle was so shocked she nearly fell out of her chair. Her mouth dropped open, a blush rising to her cheeks. Unlike her friend, Gabrielle was wearing a bikini almost as skimpy as Christina’s: it clung to her young, curvy body so tightly that anyone with half a brain who saw her could picture exactly what she’d look like naked. And more than a few did, if the rumors were true: scuttlebutt around the school was that Gabbie had a thing for older, wealthy men. 

      

    “Josh?” She sounded strangled. I don’t think I’d ever heard Gabrielle thrown off her game before – I liked it. “What...what happened to you, dude?” 

      

    That sexy smirk rose to my face again. I could feel the effect it had on Gabrielle, making her blush even harder. I liked making her blush. “Just lucky, I guess,” I told her, putting one hand in the other and flexing my biceps. “Growth spurt.” 

      

    “I’ll say,” Gabrielle said with a gasp, staring right at my bulge. 

      

    “Gabbie!” Kristen was aghast. “You whore!” 

      

    “Don’t make fun of her,” I said in a low tone, never moving my eyes from Gabrielle’s face. “Your friend can’t help it if she knows what she likes. Don’t you, Gabbie?” 

      

    Her eyes narrowed. With my body out of the water, whatever pheromone magic I worked was staring to effect Kristen and Gabrielle – but it was taking longer than usual. 

      

    “Are you trying to hit on me?” Gabrielle asked. She didn’t look too displeased at the prospect. 

      

    Be bold, I thought. It was like the shackles had fallen off me – why had I ever thought I couldn’t hit on girls like this? There was no drawback, no reason not to. 

      

    “I would have thought you’d been hit on enough to know exactly what it looked like,” I said with a grin. “Maybe your friend here knows better?” 

      

    With that, I put my arm around Kristen possessively. Gabrielle’s eyes went as big as saucers; Kristen stiffened for the slightest instant, then relaxed against me. 

      

    “You...” Kristen said, sounding like she wanted to be angry but was too turned on. “What the fuck?” 

      

    “Come on,” I growled, my hand moving lower. “Don’t you want to try out the new me?” 

      

    “I...” God, she sounded like she wanted to say yes. Stupid society: telling a girl not to want sex – telling her not to embrace her inner whore. She pushed away after a moment’s resistance. “I have to do swim practice,” she said, throwing up the explanation. “I came here to do laps, not get felt up by boys...” 

      

    “Let’s have a contest,” I said, cutting her off. The idea just occurred to me, so perfect I couldn’t resist it. “You and me – the top girl on the swim team versus the nerd. We swim to the other end of the pool and back, whichever strokes you want to use. Whoever touches the other side and makes it back first is the winner.” 

      

    Kristen looked skeptical. “What do I get if I win?” 

      

    “And what do you get if she loses?” Gabrielle added. 

      

    “If you beat me – which should be easy, after all, since you have so much more experience – I’ll leave you two alone. You’ll have humiliated me, and then you can get back to whatever you were doing. But if you lose, and I win...” 

      

    Both girls leaned forward expectantly. 

      

    “Then swim practice is canceled for today,” I said, that smirk plastered on my face. “You two hang out with me instead, and we...see where this goes.” 

      

    Kristen laughed and folded her arms beneath her breasts. “You’re on,” she said. “Our team is undefeated this year – it’ll be a pleasure to put a chauvinistic pig like you in your place. Obviously your new muscles are wasted on a misogynist jerk!” 

      

    Gabrielle didn’t look too sure of that. Her legs parted a bit as I stared at her, almost as if she did it subconsciously, and her breasts heaved as she watched her friend preparing to do battle. 

      

    I wonder who she’s rooting for, I thought, taking my position. Kristen stood next to me, her stance sure, her lithe body a coil of pure energy. This was what she practiced day in and day out, where she excelled above everyone else – it wasn’t an exaggeration to say this was what she was born to do. Meanwhile, I was lazing on the edge of the pool, looking less like I was going to compete than someone who had come to watch. 

      

    “You ready?” There was a mocking edge in Kristen’s tone. 

      

    “Born ready,” I shot back. “On three. One...two...” 

      

    Before the necessary three could come out of my mouth, Kristen sprang from the perch and shot into the water like an arrow, disappearing beneath the surface without a splash. That bitch! She wasn’t just content with beating me – she was going to cheat! 

      

    She must be less confident than she shows, I thought with a grin, watching her dark silhouette beneath the water. She really was fast – I was impressed. Only a few seconds had passed and she’d already crossed nearly a third of the pool and showed no signs of slowing. I stood there, watching her go, absolutely no hurry in my muscles. 

      

    She reached the halfway point and must have realized something was wrong. Her head appeared above the water; she glanced back at me with an angry expression. 

      

    “What the fuck are you doing?” she asked. “Are you even gonna try, asshole?” 

      

    “Just giving you a little handicap,” I said with a laugh. “To make up for my natural advantages.” 

      

    Her eyebrows drew down into an angry expression, her face going beet red. She dove back beneath the water – and then I was on the move. I uncoiled, stepping off the edge of the pool and diving in with a mix of power and grace. 

      

    My muscles sang with energy. I had no knowledge of swimming form – compared to Kristen, I was completely helpless and unlearned – but my raw power made up for it. I settled into an awkward stroke, legs kicking and arms pulsing through the water faster than I had dared believe. Kristen might have been the team’s top performer, but my new body was Olympic quality. 

      

    I can’t believe how good this feels, I thought, endorphins rushing through my blood as I closed the gap. I’m going to defeat this haughty little skank – then I’m going to make her mine… 

      

    Kristen’s hand shot out of the water to grab the far end of the pool – and in the same moment, so did mine. Her head rose from the water, eyes wide with disbelief at the sight of me floating next to you. 

      

    “Hey,” I said. “You need to pick up the pace. Looks like your lead is fucked, little girl.” 

      

    Kristen went white with fury. No one called her ‘little girl’. She kicked off the wall, taking off even faster than before, pushing her athletic body past its limits. I yawned hugely, then pushed off myself. The distance between us was a third of the pool – I closed it in three huge strokes, pulling past her as the gap between us widened. 

      

    I wonder how fast I could go if I really pushed myself… 

      

    I strained hard, like a weightlifter deadlifting a barbell, and suddenly I surged forward. It was like there was a well inside of me, deep and stuffed full of an inexhaustible font of energy. I was a blur in the water, a human shark as I reached the other end of the pool and slammed into it. If I hadn’t been so strong, it might have knocked me out. 

      

    My fists shot up and I let out a cheer. Gabrielle was jumping up and down, freaking out and congratulating me on defeating her best friend. I could feel how turned on she was, her nipples straining against the thin fabric and her cunt soaking her bikini bottom. Kristen’s head shot up, three-fourths of the way to the end of the pool, and the look she shot me was pure shame. She slowed down to a crawl, limping to the end of the pool with a frown on her face. 

      

    “Hey, don’t worry about it,” I said as she reached me. “No shame in losing to this.” 

      

    She looked up, her cheeks burning with shame – and arousal. “You beat me,” she said, eyes shimmering. “I’m the best swimmer on the team, and you...you beat me like it was nothing!” 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. She is SO horny...Suddenly I was sure little Kristen was more turned on than she’d ever been in her life. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said with a smirk. “I guess practice is canceled.” 

      

    “You didn’t just beat me – you dominated me,” she whimpered, putting her arms around her waist. “I’ve never been so...so humiliated before. I feel so – so put in my place...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more – I didn’t care who saw. I pulled her to me, put my lips on hers, and kissed her deeply. She melted against me, shivering with pleasure as we made out. Her legs spread wide, her heels hooking behind my back as she ground her cunt against me, utterly shameless and filled with need. 

      

    “You broke me,” she gasped, biting down on my bottom lip. “You made me look like a weak little girl...” 

      

    There was heat in her voice – but no anger. She made it sound like I’d done her the greatest favor in the world.  

      

    I glanced up at Gabrielle and saw her staring at us, not even bothering to hide her leer. Her tits heaved with her ragged breathing, obviously soaking wet from watching us together. 

      

    “Both of you,” I grunted. “Locker room. Now.” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” Gabrielle murmured. 

      

    Kristen was more direct. “Yes, Master,” she purred, her lips against my ear. “You’ve won. I’ll do anything you want...” 

      

    I felt like I was walking on air as I made my way to the locker room, just behind the two cuties. I’d left Christina behind, barely even thinking of her, but that didn’t matter: she’d wait patiently for me, no matter how long I took. 

      

    The women’s locker room was empty. A row of showers dominated one half of the space, with tiny single-occupant lockers and benches running in rows down the other. Both girls giggled at each other as they walked across the concrete floor, awaiting my command. 

      

    Kristen seized the initiative first. “Well?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. “You’ve got both of us in here, Josh. What are you going to do?” 

      

    “More like what are you going to do?” I asked, crossing my arms. “I think I’d like to see the two of you warm each other up first. Put on a show for me, show me you’re worth it.” 

      

    Gabbie and Kristen looked at each other, shrugging. Then the busty Latina pulled her friend into an embrace, locking lips. They kissed hard, Kristen going back a step and putting her back against a locker as Gabrielle’s tongue quested in her mouth. Her hands went everywhere: grabbing the slender blonde’s ass, tugging at the straps of her one-piece in an attempt to expose her gorgeous breasts. 

      

    “You two are good at that,” I noted, watching the lesbian porn going on in front of me. “Have you two fooled around before?” 

      

    They turned to look at me. Gabrielle grinned wickedly, while Kristen’s cheeks burned with shame. 

      

    “Don’t be shy,” I said, an edge of command creeping into my voice. 

      

    “A couple times,” Gabrielle admitted with a giggle. “Usually when Kristen’s a little drunk. I like boys and girls, but Kristen says she’s straight as an arrow: until she gets a little vodka in her and my pussy starts to look inviting...” 

      

    “Gabbie!” I got the impression this was some long-hidden secret between them. “You promised never to tell anyone-” 

      

    “I’m not anyone,” I growled. “I’m your Master.” 

      

    Both girls reacted instinctively to the word, gasping with mingled pleasure and shock. But it was true: I’d ordered them away from their normal lives, commanded them to pleasure each other in front of me – it only made sense that I was in control. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Kristen mewled. She was a little further gone than her friend – beating her so effortlessly at what she considered a core component of her personality had broken her, filled her with a mixture of horniness and shame that made her want to serve me. 

      

    “Master? You’re a sick puppy, Josh,” Gabrielle said – but her eyes shined with need. 

      

    “I’ll show you,” I told her. “Kristen, since you were good, you get a treat. Get on your knees next to the bench, now.” 

      

    She sank to her knees on command, the fabric of her one-piece stretching even tighter around her thighs. The swollen lips of her sex were clearly visible, and I wondered if she kept herself shaved down there as I removed my cock from my trunks. Swimmers usually did. 

      

    “Because Kristen understands what she is, she gets to worship me first,” I explained, giving my fat cock a stroke. “Take it in your mouth, slut.” 

      

    Without an instant’s hesitation, Kristen sprang forward and slid my cock into her mouth, taking it all the way down her throat in one smooth motion. I was impressed – she was so eager, going for it like she was dying of thirst. Her eyes closed in obvious pleasure, little groans escaping her lips as she deep-throated me. 

      

    “Holy shit, Kristen,” Gabrielle said. “You whore!” But she continued to watch, unable to tear her eyes away from the sight of her friend debasing herself. 

      

    After a few seconds, I decided she was ready. “You want to join her, don’t you?” I asked. “You want to get on your knees for me.” 

      

    “I...yes.” It was a whimper. “Please, Josh – please let me suck you off too. I...I’ve never felt like this before. Like I need to worship it...” 

      

    “Take off your swimsuit,” I said, thrusting my hips forward to meet Kristen’s lips. “Show me that banging body every guy at school wishes he could get a look at.” 

      

    Gabrielle bit her lip and reached behind her back, unfastening the knot of her bikini top. It fell to the floor, and I groaned as I caught sight of her breasts. They were just a shade paler than the rest of her skin, smooth and topped with diamond-hard nipples. My cock swelled at the sight of them, Kristen’s mouth swirling harder around me as she sucked me down. 

      

    “You like them, sir?” Gabrielle looked like she might die if I didn’t compliment her. 

      

    “Very nice,” I said honestly. “In fact, they’re the sexiest pair of tits I’ve ever seen. Now show me that pussy.” 

      

    This time the look on her face was all heat. She shot me a naughty look as she worked the tiny thong bottom down her thighs, exposing a trimmed, glistening slit. She spread her folds for me, showing off the tight pink walls of her sex like an offering. 

      

    She looked amazing. With her back arched and the walls of her pussy spread like that, she could have been a centerfold in the dirtiest magazine on Earth. Abruptly, I felt my cock start to twitch inside of Kristen’s mouth. I couldn’t stop myself: pleasure washed over me in a wave as I exploded down her throat, firing off thick bursts of come as my knees shook from the pure bliss. 

      

    Kristen swallowed noisily, surprised both at the volume of my come and her own ability to swallow it. As I came down from my peak, I stroked the top of her head and slowly rocked my hips, letting her clean me off. 

      

    Gabrielle looked poleaxed. “Did...did I just make you come, Master?” she asked, her face full of hope. 

      

    “I’d say it was a combination of your body and her mouth,” I growled, pulling out of Kristen. “Don’t worry – I can go all day. There’s plenty of come saved up in these balls for both of your fertile little pussies.” 

      

    Both girls looked eager to receive it. 

      

    “Take off your swimsuit,” I commanded Kristen. “It’s all dirty, after all.” 

      

    She grinned. Come covered the front of her tight little one-piece: with a flourish, she yanked the straps down and pulled it to her waist. She was a bit trimmer than her friend, more athletic than curvy, but those breasts were mouthwatering. They were almost too large for her frame – just the way I liked them. When she pulled the whole thing down her thighs, I got to find out that she, like her friend, kept a perfectly shaved snatch at the ready. 

      

    “Both of you sit on the bench,” I commanded. “Spread your legs. I want to see which of you gets to feel me inside of you first.” 

      

    They took places next to each other, bare asses against the wood as they spread wide for me. They were on display, their tight little pussies spread wide for anything I might want to do to them. 

      

    “Touch yourselves,” I said. “Show me how you masturbate – let me see what it looks like when you get yourselves off.” 

      

    They rubbed furiously – Kristen going faster than her friend, hard and driving where Gabrielle’s fingers were soft and slow around her clit. Both girls gasped with pleasure, faces locked on me as they watched for any sign of my favor or displeasure. 

      

    “Now do each other,” I said with a smirk. “Rub each other for me...” 

      

    They crossed hands, and it was like they’d both been struck by lightning. Their styles complimented each other perfectly: Gabrielle locked into Kristen’s hard, commanding strokes as she rode her fingers, while Kristen’s hips rocked in hard circles around Gabrielle’s teasing strokes. Both girls’ pussies quivered and shook with pleasure, clamping down on nothing as if their bodies were begging for cock. 

      

    I decided both girls would get to be the winner. Since Gabrielle was hotter, I wanted to fuck her first – in a way that I controlled. Then I’d let Kristen fuck me, using all her tricks to get me off. 

      

    “Gabrielle,” I said, making the tanned girl jump. “Since your friend already used her mouth, I want to see you use yours. Get on your knees and eat your friend out.” 

      

    There was no hesitation – we were way past that point. Gabrielle slid to the floor and buried her face in Kristen’s pussy, the slender blonde’s thighs gripping her head tight as she eat her out. Instantly the pitch and tenor of Kristen’s cries changed, going up and octave and increasing in intensity as pleasure coursed through her. I sank down, too, putting one knee on the ground and spreading my legs as I aimed the head of my cock at Gabrielle’s womb. I pushed forward gently, stretching her lips as the tip entered her doggy-style. 

      

    “Oh shit!” Gabrielle raised her face from Kristen’s cunt, groaning with pleasure. “Oh Master, please fuck me! Please pound my cunt hard, Master, I need you so bad!” 

      

    With a savage grin, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt. Her walls wrapped around me tight as I bottomed out inside of her, the head of my cock pressing against her womb as I fucked her hard. I could watch the entire length disappear inside of her before pulling back and teasing her slit; as I did, I brought my hand down on her big ass and gave it a slap. The flesh reddened beneath my palm, jiggling as I thrust hard inside of her. 

      

    “Oh fuck, Master, more!” That was from Kristen, grinding hard against the Latina’s face. “She eats me out even harder when you’re fucking her!” 

      

    Even if she hadn’t coaxed me to, I wouldn’t have held back. My cock pumped into Gabrielle’s swollen pussy like a piston, pumping her womb full of throbbing man-meat. Pinned between me and her best friend, she had no choice but to take it from one end and give it from the other. Soon, I felt her body shaking beneath me, the muscles of her cunt clenching around my cock as she prepared to come. 

      

    “Come for me, slut,” I grunted, slapping her ass harder. “Make everything nice and tight for my load. Make that hot little pussy all wet for my cock...” 

      

    That was apparently all the permission she needed. Gabrielle came with a cry, her voice muffled by her friend’s cunt as her back arched with pleasure. Her womb gripped me tight, pulling my cock in as I continued fucking her, sending her pleasure beyond what any normal guy could have given her. Her walls were tight enough around me to throw up sparks, drawing in hard as my cock swelled even bigger. I was about to fire my load deep inside of her, and the pleasure was unimaginable. 

      

    “Yeah, ride that shit,” I groaned, getting right up to the edge. “I’m gonna fucking spray you down!” 

      

    One more hard thrust, as deep as I could go, and I was over the cliff. Explosions fired in white-and-black behind my eyes as my cock exploded inside of Gabrielle’s still-spasming cunt. Thick gobs of seed sought out her womb, spraying down her walls until her opening dripped with it. I thrust again, and again, milking myself dry for all I was worth. 

      

    When it was over I pulled out and ran my cock over her ass, grinding the head against the small of her back and leaving a thick streak of come. Then I shoved her aside, thrusting my cock in Kristen’s face. “Clean it,” I commanded. 

      

    Kristen took me in her hand eagerly, even gratefully as she worked me with her tongue. I was coated in a mix of mine and Gabrielle’s juices, and she didn’t stop until every inch of my cock was clean. When she was done, she looked up at me expectantly, licking her lips. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, the picture of feminine submission. 

      

    “Your turn,” I said with a grin. I was already back to full mast, my cock going rock-hard in her mouth. I sat down on the bench and patted my thighs. “I want you to ride me. Show me what that tight little body of yours can do. Maybe I’ll decide I like your cunt better than your friends.” 

      

    Her eyes glinted with mischief. “Is that another contest?” 

      

    “Sure.” I patted her on the ass when she got close. “If I decide you do a better job than her, then she has to crawl over and make you come with her tongue while you’re dripping with my seed. If not – you have to do that to her.” 

      

    “Then I’m a winner either way,” she purred, straddling my cock. “Master. I’m gonna rock your world, sir.” 

      

    Without another word, she lowered herself onto me. The head of my cock disappeared into her folds, even tighter and warmer than her friends, and she didn’t waste a moment before fucking me hard. I bottomed out inside her over and over, my shaft a blur as it appeared and disappeared from inside of her sweet tightness. 

      

    Her breasts were in my face: I grabbed her around the waist and pulled them towards me, drawing a nipple into my mouth as she rode me. Her breasts were soft and warm: almost as soft and warm as the velvet wetness that wrapped itself around my cock. 

      

    True to form, Kristen was an Olympic-quality fuck. She bounced up and down in my lap like it was a new kind of exhibition exercise, back arched and only the whites of her eyes showing. Little grunts and moans escaped her lips as my cock ground against her clit, but she never lost focus on what was important: my pleasure. 

      

    “Jesus, you’re good,” I groaned into her tits. “So tight, so warm – so energetic. Fuck me harder, slut – show me how you appreciate having a Man inside you.” 

      

    She picked up the pace, fucking me with a fury I hadn’t even thought was possible. It might have even hurt if she didn’t have the wettest, smoothest little pussy I’d ever fucked. I tweaked her nipples, playing with them with my tongue, then reached down and rubbed her clit with my thumb as she rode me. 

      

    This is what fucking really is, I thought, my body aching to come. The ultimate athletic female riding the ultimate alpha male. A bitch like this was built to serve me… 

      

    With that word, that bitch, any thoughts or feelings I might have had about the old Kirsten and Gabrielle evaporated. It was like whatever had control of them worked in me as well, making me primal and savage. She was no longer a person to me, with a family, boyfriend and life: she was an object. Her only use was for my pleasure. I reached up and wrapped a hand around her throat, squeezing as she rode me. It sent a thrill through me, knowing that I had total power over her – that I could just keep squeezing if I wanted and neither of them would stop me. 

      

    Kristen knew it too. It was like the hand at her throat was the secret key to unlock the darkest, most fertile part of her fantasies – her face reddened as I choked her, then a thin stream of drool left her mouth as she came all over my cock. Her eyes rolled back in her head, a string of gibberish leaving her lips as she slammed all the way down on my cock again, and again, and again. Her cunt gripped me tight, begging for my seed, and as I watched what was left of her come her pretty little brains out, I gave it to her. I exploded just as hard as I had before, filling her fertile womb with enough seed to ensure both girls would have swollen bellies before too long. 

      

    As soon as I came down from my peak, my head cleared. And I knew exactly what I was going to do next. 

      

    “Both of you,” I growled, “Get your suits on and go back outside. Go find Christina – that big-tittied MILF I came here with – and have her escort you to my place. It’s your new home now – you can’t remember living anywhere else. You remember nothing except serving me, living only for me.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” they whimpered in unison. Their pussies dripped with my come. 

      

    “Good.” I said, standing up. Because I have an appointment to keep. One I should have made the moment I realized what was happening to me. 

      

    A King needed a Queen to run his harem – and I knew just the girl.



   





 

    Part Four



   






 

    Halfway to her house, I realized a surprising thing: I was no longer angry at Audra for cheating on me. 

      

    Of course, I had been when it happened. I’d cried, I’d screamed: I’d sulked and felt sorry for myself and listened to sad, sappy music and cried all over again. At the time, it had felt like the most unfair thing in the world. My girlfriend Audra, sleeping with the captain of the football team behind my back. 

      

    Now, with my new alpha male perception, it no longer bothered me: in fact, it made perfect sense. I’d been a boring, self-obsessed nerd – too shy and unsure of myself to make a move with her, too inexperienced to give her the kind of treatment she really needed. It was natural and right for her to ditch me, to trade up for a better, fitter, man with a thicker, harder cock. Of course now I was at the top of that particular ladder, so it only made sense for her to come back… 

      

    This time though, I thought, she’s going to have to crawl. She’s going to have to beg my forgiveness before I fuck her… 

      

    The cab slowed down, breaking my train of thought. There was traffic all over the place: this evening was a busy one around town. My school’s football team – the one that Audra’s new boyfriend played for – had a home game tonight, and the girls’ swim team also had an exhibition. 

      

    I chuckled to myself, thinking of the latter. Right now, the swim team was probably freaking out, trying to get in contact with their star player. Unfortunately for them, their anchor Kristen wasn’t going to be able to make it to the big meet. She was across town, in my house, practicing some new moves on her best friend Gabbie for the next time I wanted to fuck the two of them at the same time. Kristen probably wouldn’t even have been able to compete if I ordered her: all the parts of her brain that had held concepts like her expert swimming knowledge had dissolved and been replaced with new bimbo desires, along with a heaping helping of devotion to me. 

      

    I’ve got a minute, I thought, my cock swelling to life at the thought of her tight, athletic body. Let me check on them. 

      

    I pulled my phone out of my pocket and placed a video call. Almost as soon as it started to ring, the screen flashed to life to show my two newest slaves going at it, pleasuring each other. They were on my bed, and the phone had been placed on a tripod on my desk to give me a pornographic view of the action. 

      

    “Hi, Master!” Kristen giggled, her face shining with Gabrielle’s juices. She sounded like this was the best surprise in the world. “What can we do for you?” 

      

    I could see that the two of them had been practicing getting each other off, just as I had suggested. Gabrielle’s long, tanned legs were spread wide, only the wadded-up lingerie next to her on the bed as proof that she’d ever worn clothes before, and Kristen perched between her legs, her heavy breasts swaying as she stared at the phone. An array of sex toys – vibrators, massive dildos and bondage gear all ordered off the Internet – was just visible within the frame. 

      

    What can you do for me? I had just wanted to check in, but the sight of them together touched off my primal, alpha-male brain. It took control, my cock stretching my slacks so tight that I unfastened my belt with a groan of relief. 

      

    “I want you to get me off,” I grunted. “Give me a show.” 

      

    Kristen grinned. “Of course, Master! What would you like to see?” 

      

    Watching them like this, Kristen and Gabrielle were like my own personal pornstars: two sexy sluts on a screen that I could order to do anything I wanted. I risked a glance at the front seat of the cab, but the driver had earphones in – and anyway, I didn’t care. I could overpower anyone now – there was no one who could stop me from fulfilling my urges whenever I wanted. 

      

    “Get the biggest dildo you have,” I growled, wrapping a fist around my cock. “I want to see you stretch Gabbie’s pussy with it.” 

      

    Still grinning, Kristen put a finger to her lips and selected the largest, thickest dildo from the tiny pile beside her. It was a monster, a cherry-red cock as thick as a soda can and over a foot long. Any girl who could fit all that inside of her was a true slut, I thought, pumping my meat, and that was just what I wanted Gabrielle to be for me. 

      

    “Master wants to see you take this,” Kristen purred, “and so do I. Spread yourself wide, slut. Show Master what a good piece of fuckmeat you are.” 

      

    Gabrielle moaned ecstatically as she did the splits on my bed, her pert ass raising up into the air as she prepared to receive her gift. Kristen ran the fat red head of the dildo in swirls around the curvy Latina’s clit, then drove it in with a savage smile and a white-knuckle grip. It stretched the walls of Gabbie’s cunt, spreading her even wider as inch after shining, dripping inch penetrated into her womb. 

      

    My hand was a blur at my cock, pumping it furiously. I barely even noticed – it was like I was in a trance, grunting and growling as I watched the action unfolding on the screen. 

      

    “That’s right, take it all,” Kristen purred, grabbing the bottom of the cock and shoving it further into Gabbie’s twat. “God, you can really take that, can’t you? You’re such a good little slut for Master. That cock must be all the fucking way inside your belly by now...” 

      

    “It’s stretching me so much!” Gabrielle’s voice was thick with pleasure, everything about the primal level of her brain shut down by her bimbo desires. “Master! Oh Master I hope you like it! I love showing you what a filthy, depraved slut I am...” 

      

    My growls grew louder, my balls slapping against the fabric of my pants as I thrust forward into my fist. I was going to blow. 

      

    “Tell me to come,” I grunted, the warm tingle running up my spine. “Beg me for it, sluts.” 

      

    “Oh Master, please come for us,” Kristen whimpered, crawling on her knees towards the camera. I could see tears in her eyes as she stared at me with love and devotion. “Please shoot all that hot, sticky come just for us – I want you to feel so good, Master! Think about Gabbie’s cunt stretched around that dildo the way she wants to be stretched around your cock, think about pumping that thick load deep into her cunt and making her pregnant...” 

      

    The first burst of seed from my cock shot against the back of the seat so hard I thought it was going to leave a hole. My hand pumped around my cock as hard as a piston, squeezing and stroking it as a thick load erupted from the swollen head. Pleasure so strong I nearly dropped the phone coursed through me, making my legs shake as more streaks of come painted the back of the seat. I came over and over again, until the seat back was glazed and stank of pure Alpha Male pheromones. 

      

    If a woman sits in this cab after me, she’s going to be creaming her panties, I thought with a grin. She won’t be able to resist licking every drop of this off the leather… 

      

    At that thought, a final jet of come shot from my cock. I tucked the half-hard member back in my pants, leaning back with a contented sigh. Almost as an afterthought, I picked the phone back up and glanced at it. 

      

    Both of my slaves were on their knees before the screen, rubbing their pussies as they chanted. “Thank you, Master,” they whimpered. “Thank you, Master...” 

      

    I shut the phone off, not even bothering to say good bye. Their purpose had been fulfilled for the moment, and we were reaching the school. 

      

    The parking lot was stuffed full, drivers aimlessly circling in the hopes of getting a spot someone was pulling out of. I tipped the cabbie more than he’d probably make for the rest of the night and mentioned that he should probably try to pick up one of the sexy co-eds walking around next. My suggestion sank into him with the force of a command, and I knew some sexy little thing was going to be lapping up my cumstains soon. My cock throbbed to life again at the thought, filling me with need… 

      

    “Josh! Hey! Holy shit, dude – you look buff!” 

      

    I turned to see a surprising figure – my friend Chloe, waving to me from across the parking lot. Chloe was not the kind of person you’d usually see at a campus football game – she wasn’t one of the popular kids. With her short, dyed hair, her ridiculous and revealing outfits and her complete disinterest in fitting in with any of the social cliques of our group, she was usually either branded a lesbian or white trash by people like Audra. I knew she was neither, because she was one of my very few friends. 

      

    “Holy shit it is you,” she said, her eyes wide as she approached me. “You’re the most talked-about guy in school right now, Josh. I heard about the new you, but I didn’t think...wow.” 

      

    I didn’t have time for this. There was a jackhammer going off in my head, telling me that that I needed to control and fuck my ex-girlfriend. 

      

    “Hey yourself,” I said with a grin. “Where’s Audra?” 

      

    “Audra?” Chloe asked warily. She knew that under normal circumstances, that was a name with a high probability of setting me off. “Um, I guess she’s probably in the bleachers, cheering on her boyfriend...why?” 

      

    I didn’t have the patience to be coy. “I’m here to take her back,” I growled. 

      

    “Wow!” Chloe looked shocked at my boldness. “Really just putting it out there, dude. Although, with those muscles, you probably could.” She reached out an experimental hand and squeezed my bicep. “Those things are real?” 

      

    “Of course they’re real,” I snarled, watching as she naturally assumed a submissive posture. “Take me to Audra. Now.” 

      

    “Alright, Josh, sure.” Chloe eyed me skeptically, then started to lead me towards the crowd. And that probably would have been it, if she hadn’t turned around a few steps later and added in a reproachful tone: “What happened to you?” 

      

    For a moment, I wasn’t going to answer: I wasn’t interested in explaining things to my lessers, and my new alpha-male brain was just starting to realize that Chloe was a collection of holes I might dominate and fuck...but then something strange happened. A clear note cut through the fog in my head, filling me with an emotion I hadn’t felt since my accident – shame. 

      

    She’s my friend, I thought. She deserves better than this. 

      

    “I...” I found myself doing something I hadn’t with anyone else since my change, something that had become foreign to me. Telling the truth. “I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I went for a jog this morning, and when I got back I just passed out all of a sudden. When I woke up, I was...like this.” 

      

    “Really?” She stopped, turning and looking me up and down. “You’re serious. Wow – hell of an eighteenth birthday present.” 

      

    I had completely forgotten: it was my birthday. 

      

    “I got you this, by the way,” Chloe said grudgingly, pulling something from her jacket. “I wasn’t going to give it to you, because you’re acting like such a dick, but it is your big day...” 

      

    I took it from her, peeking under the wrapping paper. It was a video game – a horror game that she’d told me a few weeks ago that I just had to play. I remembered I’d been looking forward to it. The memory was like something seen through glass, part of a life that no longer belonged to me. My hand shook as I held it, just a little. 

      

    “Josh?” Chloe looked concerned. “Are you okay?” 

      

    I shook my head. “No. No, I’m not. Chloe, I need help. I...I’m not me anymore. I feel like I’m turning into some kind of monster...” 

      

    “Woah dude.” In a flash, she was at my arm, comforting me. “Hey, hey, you are not a monster. Hell, you look better than you ever have. Why don’t we go somewhere and talk about this?” 

      

    “Because,” I said, feeling absurdly sorry for myself. “It’s going to change you too – just like it did everybody else. You’re already feeling it...” 

      

    Maybe Chloe wasn’t consciously aware of it yet, but I was: I could feel her body responding to my pheromones, becoming aroused and wet and submissive. The darkest, most primal parts of her sexual being were starting to switch on, stimulated in ways they’d never been – turning her into the kind of cock-thirsty slut I’d fantasized about her being for me so many times. 

      

    “The irony is,” I continued bitterly, “this is what I’ve always wanted. I’d almost forgotten.” My powers made me bold, pushed me into saying things I’d always hidden. “I’ve had such a crush on you, Chloe – for years.” 

      

    Her face went pale. “Josh,” she said, barely above a whisper. “Are you...are you serious right now?” 

      

    “All those times we hung out at your place,” I said, cursing myself, “watching horror movies and playing video games – you know how many times I wanted to make a move? I was such a fucking pussy, Chloe – and maybe if I hadn’t been, none of this would have happened.” 

      

    Chloe’s breathing was ragged. Her nipples were clearly visible through her tight t-shirt, hard little nubs that cried out to be nibbled. A blush rose to her pale cheeks as she stared me down. 

      

    “I’m ruining everything,” I said, putting my hands to my head. “I’ve wrecked my Mom’s life, and my doctor’s, and Kristen and Gabbie’s. It’s like something is controlling me-” 

      

    “Josh.” Chloe’s voice was dead serious. “Listen to me.” 

      

    My hands dropped from my face. She was staring right at me, eyes shining. 

      

    “You are not a bad person,” she said, so simply and matter-of-fact that I instantly believed it. “I can tell you’ve had a really weird day, and some wacky shit has happened to you since you got those muscles, but – it doesn’t change who you are. You’re still the awesome guy who would hang out with me when everyone else called me a whore. You’re still the guy who’ll text me in the middle of the night to make sure I got home okay. You’re...” 

      

    She broke off, pouting. “God damnit,” she said. “Fuck it, if you’re putting it all out there, I am too.” 

      

    As she turned, I caught sight of a figure in the bleachers: Audra. And she was staring right at me. 

      

    “I have a crush on you, too,” Chloe admitted. “And I’m not just saying that because you have this new fucking godlike physique, or because I’ve heard every girl at school is throwing herself at you. I wanted to make a move, too – you’re not the pussy, Josh. I am. I was so tied down by stupid gender roles – I was always told that the guy has to be the one to make the first move, to take control. Now I wish I’d just grabbed you and fucked you in the middle of The Blair Witch Project, and not just because I’m so turned on I can feel my pussy dripping my legs and I think I’m going to come just from walking. I like you, Josh: honestly and truly I do.” 

      

    I watched her, my heart filling up with feelings I didn’t even know I had: and in the distance, I saw Audra catch sight of me. All the things that Christina and Kristen and Gabrielle had gone through over time, I saw flicker through her face in an instant: and just like that, she looked at me the way I had wanted my ex to look since she’d broken up with me. Regretful. Agonized: wanting more than anything to come crawling back to me… 

      

    I looked back down at Chloe. At my friend, pouring her heart out. And I heard a voice in my head: Christina’s, from what felt like a lifetime ago: 

      

    Audra’s a little skank. 

      

    A laugh escaped my lips. Mom had been right. 

      

    I turned my eyes away from Audra, barely noticing the way her face fell as she lost my attention. “Come on,” I growled to Chloe. “We’re going to fuck.” 

      

    Chloe’s mouth dropped open. “Wow, um...yeah. Fuck yeah. Okay?” 

      

    “Okay.” Now that I had said it, the thing inside me reared up like it was angry. I grabbed Chloe’s ass, practically tossing her over my shoulder like a caveman as I half-escorted, half-dragged her into the girls’ locker room. 

      

    Once inside, I led her to the shower stalls and flipped one on. “Take off your clothes,” I commanded. “I want to see you naked.” 

      

    “I...” Chloe blushed hard. “You promise you won’t laugh?” 

      

    I looked her up and down, my cock throbbing in my pants. “Why would I laugh?” 

      

    She giggled a bit. “I have the dumbest fucking tattoo ever,” she said, pulling off her jacket. “Right over my pussy...” 

      

    I stopped hearing her for a second, because just then she undid her bra and tossed it to the floor. I had no idea Chloe’s breasts were so...wow. They were firm and tight, without a hint of sag, the kind of perfect tits you normally only saw in wet dreams. She laughed awkwardly as she saw me leering at her, bulge clearly visible in my pants. 

      

    “You like these?” she asked, stepping forward. I could feel the heat rolling off her, as sure as the heat from the shower behind me. 

      

    In response, I put my hand to one and squeezed. Her face melted with pleasure as I thumbed the nipple, making her squeal. “Oh shit, Josh, that’s so good...” 

      

    I grinned, gripping them tighter. “Bigger,” I growled. 

      

    Chloe’s back arched, her eyes shutting tight with an explosion of pleasure. And at my command, she began to change. Her breasts grew beneath my palm, losing none of their perky firmness but ballooning until she had a real pair of knockers, bigger even than Audra’s. 

      

    “Oh shit,” she moaned, her face flushed like she’d just came. “Fuck that felt good. Is this...is this part of what happened to you, Josh?” 

      

    “Yes,” I grunted. “Now show me that pretty little pussy.” 

      

    She pulled down her pants and stepped out of her panties, blushing. I saw what she meant: Chloe was perfectly shaved, and there was a pale tattoo of a butterfly just over the ridge of her slit. 

      

    “It’s so stupid,” she said, rolling her eyes. 

      

    “No,” I said, running my fingers over the smooth skin. “I like it.” 

      

    “You...you do? I had the dumbest thought that it would be a present for my husband – that he’d get to be the first to see it...” 

      

    I drew back as the import of her statement hit me. “Chloe,” I said. “Are you a virgin?” 

      

    She bit her lip. “Yes. I guess you’re not, huh?” 

      

    “I was before today,” I admitted. “Believe me, I’m the last person who would judge. You’re...you’re beautiful, Chloe.” 

      

    “Yeah?” Her eyes shined with mischief. “Are you sure there’s not some stuff you’d change with those powers of yours? You could make me the hottest girl in school – I’d like to see all those stuck-up bitches put in their place, realizing I’m better than them...” 

      

    I stepped forward and grabbed her ass, squeezing the supple flesh beneath my fingers. “More,” I commanded, and in seconds Chloe’s flat booty was replaced by a perfect, heart-shaped ass. She was so curvy now that you could see her ass from the front – and she’d give you sideboob even when viewed from the back. 

      

    “Holy fuck,” she gasped, pulling at my clothes. “Ohmigawd that felt so good. Oh, I feel so fucking great, Master. So silly and stupid...” 

      

    She broke off, giggling, and I stared at her with mounting horror. That was not what I wanted! Then, like another clear note in the fog, it hit me: I was the one in control here. Nothing would happen to Chloe without my consent. 

      

    I tossed my shirt into a corner and put my hand to the side of her head. “No,” I commanded. “You’re smart, Chloe. Every bit as smart as you were before.” 

      

    Her glazed expression cleared, her eyes filling with intelligence again. “Thanks,” she whimpered. “That...wow that was something...” 

      

    “Smart, but submissive,” I growled, pulling down my own pants. 

      

    She let out a lusty moan, grinding her body against mine. “God, you are so hot, Josh,” she mewled, arching her back against me. “So perfect. I’ll do anything you want, dude – I want to make you feel so good! Do you want me on my knees?” 

      

    The thought of Chloe sucking me off in the shower was a powerful one, but I had something more intimate in mind. “I’ve got to have you,” I growled, pushing her against the wall. My lips found her ear. “Now.” 

      

    “Yes sir,” she panted, spreading her legs wide as I lifted her off the ground. “Take me, Josh: I’m all yours...” 

      

    With a growl, I rammed myself inside of her, filling her to the brim in one smooth stroke. She cried out, her virgin cunt clenching around my girth as she felt a man inside of her for the first time. Her heels locked behind my back, her arms around my neck as she clung to me helplessly, letting me take control. I pounded her so hard the wall shook, gasping with pleasure as I bottomed out inside of her. If I hadn’t given her a fat, cushioned ass, she would have ended up with bruises. 

      

    “Holy shit Josh your cock feels so good! More, please, more!” Her hands were around my neck, her mouth laughing with the sheer bliss of having me inside of her – nothing had ever felt better. I had expected to command her cunt to get tight and wrap itself around me, but it wasn’t necessary. I just barely fit inside of her, stretching her around me as I pumped away between her walls tight enough to throw sparks. 

      

    “That’s so good,” she panted, flushing from her cheeks to her hips. “That’s so...so...oh fuck!” 

      

    Chloe’s eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing as she came all over my cock. She shuddered in my grip, shaking and drooling as an orgasm stronger than anything she’d ever experienced tore through her virgin body. She arched her back against me, milking my cock with the muscles of her cunt as she rode out the throes of her pleasure. 

      

    “Geez,” I said with a smirk as she came down from her peak. “I thought guys were supposed to be the ones who came in ten seconds their first time...” 

      

    “Oh shut the fuck up,” she groaned, her voice still thick with bliss. I loved that she could still talk back to me, even as her body served mine. “I can keep going – in fact, I think I can ride this dick for you all fucking night...” 

      

    It was true. She moved in perfect time with me, her ass pressed against the wall as she fucked me back. I was in heaven, and I never wanted it to end. But soon, I felt the rush building up in my balls, making them swell as I prepared to pump my load inside of her. 

      

    “Oh!” Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as my cock swelled inside of her. “Oh fuck that’s so big it barely fits. Are you...are you getting close?” 

      

    I laughed darkly, bottoming out inside her. “I’ve been fighting it since the instant I entered you. Your cunt feels amazing, Chloe. I want to come inside of it so bad...” 

      

    She looked like that was exactly what she wanted, too. She bore down hard, letting me go deep inside her with a new angle as I swelled and twitched between her walls. 

      

    Then she looked worried. “I’m...I’m not on the pill,” she gasped. “You...you don’t want to stop, do you?” 

      

    “Fuck no,” I growled, taking her by the back of the neck possessively. “I’m going to spray you down, slut.” 

      

    She grinned, hugging me tighter. “Good. I want you to come inside of me, Josh – I want to make you feel better than any girl ever has! I want to feel you shoot all that hot come inside of me – and if I get pregnant...I want that, too.” 

      

    Now it was my turn to be surprised. The thought turned me on immensely, of course, but I had no idea that’s what Chloe wanted, too. “You sure?” 

      

    She bit her lip and nodded. “I want to be yours, Sir. I want to walk around with my big swollen belly and let all those little skanks know exactly who put their heirs in me. Come for me, Josh – come inside of me...” 

      

    Well I couldn’t refuse a request like that, could I? I locked into a hard, driving rhythm, losing myself inside of Chloe’s perfect, dripping cunt. A few more strokes and I was at the peak: I rammed myself home as far as I could go, the head of my cock pointed straight at her womb as I erupted. 

      

    “Yes! Oh my god, yes! Come for me! Oh shit I can feel it...” 

      

    I pumped shot after shot of hot, sticky seed inside of Chloe’s cunt, bathing it in spunk. My balls worked overtime, slapping against her pussy as I deposited every drop of my virile load deep inside of her. She held onto me, murmuring in my ear as I knocked her up my come, her curves fitting perfectly against me. 

      

    Once it was over, I covered her lips with mine and kissed her hard. Her body ground against the wall, her tongue wiggling mischievously in my mouth. 

      

    “Was your first time everything you wanted?” I asked, brushing a wet lock of hair out of her eyes. 

      

    “Yes,” she said with a happy sigh. “Thank you, Josh. That was perfect-” 

      

    “What the fuck are you doing!?” 

      

    We both turned in unison. My ex-girlfriend Audra stood at the entrance to the stall, staring at me with a furious look on her face. Her hands were balled into fists, the rest of her body trembling with rage. 

      

    “What the fuck are you doing with her!?” Audra stared daggers at Chloe, as if she was some inferior species of being she’d caught me with. “Fucking that little skank…!” 

      

    My protective instinct welled up inside me. Oh hell no, I thought. No one calls my girl a skank. 

      

    “Shut the fuck up,” I snapped, every ounce of command I’d been holding back jumping into my voice. Audra was cowed instantly, practically crying in her haste to obey. 

      

    “Now.” I stepped away from the wall, lowering Chloe to the ground. “You’re the skank, Audra. You left me. You cheated on me. Did you think I was going to forgive you?” 

      

    “We...” I caught the strangest emotion on her face: confusion. “We’re supposed to be together,” she complained, sounding like a soccer mom asking to speak to my manager. “I left you for a superior guy, but now you’re superior. You’re so superior! I...I want to worship you, Josh! Please – I can treat you so much better than this white trash bitch-” 

      

    “I doubt that,” I snapped, cutting her off. “But you’re right – that’s what I’m supposed to do. That’s what I came here to do.” 

      

    Her eyes shined with sudden hope. “Then...then that lesbo was just a warm-up?” 

      

    I shook my head. “That’s not what I’m going to do, Audra. I might have a beast inside me – whatever the fuck gave me this power – but that doesn’t mean I have to listen to it.” 

      

    In an instant, she was all rage. “You...you fucking pussy! This isn’t how the story is supposed to go! You’re supposed to steal the star quarterback’s girl, fuck the prom queen! You’re supposed to be a fucking man!” 

      

    I shook my head and chuckled. “Did I miss somewhere that I need your approval?” I asked, watching her face fall. “I don’t care what you think, Audra – I don’t care what anyone thinks. I don’t need anyone else’s permission to be happy.” 

      

    Her lip curled in a snarl. “You fucking manchild-” 

      

    “No, for once I’m being the opposite,” I said, cutting her off again. “What’s the use of having all this power if I’m using it to please people who aren’t me? Honestly, this is why we’re no good for each other, Audra – I’m too nerdy, and you’re too much of a skank.” 

      

    At the word skank, she reacted as if she’d been slapped in the face. “Fuck you,” she whimpered, tears coming to her eyes. 

      

    “You know what? I am going to command you,” I said. “I command you to go back to the game and cheer for your man. In fact, I command you to make his life as easy as possible from now on. You’re going to take good care of him, and unlike me, you’re never ever going to cheat on him. Marry him. Spend the rest of your life with him.” 

      

    She looked as terrified as if I’d ordered her to kill herself. “N-no! You can’t! I...I have to worship you, Josh! I have to!” 

      

    “You’re going to want to,” I said, putting a hand around Chloe’s waist. “It might drive you nuts. But I think you’re strong enough to break out of it eventually, Audra. You always have been.” I leaned forward and planted a kiss on her forehead. 

      

    “This is for the best,” I whispered. 

      

    “You...you can’t do this,” she said in a small voice. She sounded utterly defeated. “Please, Josh. Please...” 

      

    “I just did. Now go,” I commanded. 

      

    She turned on her heel and walked away, weeping. 

      

    Chloe watched her go, her face all serious. “That was a hard thing you just did, Josh.” 

      

    “I know,” I said, giving her a squeeze. “But it was worth it. I can do better than her – and eventually she’ll realize she can do better than me.” 

      

    She turned and grinned up at me, her eyes shining with devotion. “So what do we do now, babe? Or...should I call you Master?” 

      

    “Sometimes,” I growled, giving her ass a little spank. “Now I’m going to go show you off. Then I have some other girls to introduce you to...” 

      

    Her eyes widened. “You have a harem?” 

      

    For an instant, I thought I’d made a misstep. “Kinda. I really couldn’t help it. I guess we could free them, too...” 

      

    Chloe shook her head. “No. Are you kidding me? I’ve never had the opportunity to rule over a bunch of bitches before – this is going to be awesome!” 

      

    I grinned. Then we got dressed and I took my new girl out to show her off in front of everybody. 

      

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    Elsewhere… 

      

    “Take a look at this,” the researcher said, sliding the tablet over. 

      

    Rachel adjusted her glasses and started the video. It was grainy, the closed-circuit cameras they’d added to every private space in the city needing to be undetectable out of necessity. But the image on the screen was still clear: a young man and a girl with short hair, fooling around in a shower. 

      

    “We were about ninety percent sure after the pool incident,” the researcher said, clearing his throat. “But this evidence is conclusive proof. He’s one of them.” 

      

    Rachel watched, her eyes narrowing as the girl took off her top. The boy pressed his hand to one of her breasts – and suddenly it started to expand… 

      

    She shoved the tablet away with a disgusted sound. “He’s one of them, alright. Have you notified the board that we have a Primal on the loose?” 

      

    The researcher gave her a curt nod. “They...well, they insisted you handle it, ma’am.” 

      

    She glared up over her glasses. “You’re kidding.” 

      

    The researcher blanched, his already-pale face going a shade paler. I should really let the rank-and-file get some sun, Rachel thought. Or at least spring for a tanning bed. 

      

    “It’s been so long since the last one,” the researcher stammered, withering under her gaze in the way most men did. “They don’t have anyone trained...” 

      

    “It’s alright,” she said, rubbing her forehead. “It’s not your fault. Assemble a team – I’ll want this dealt with quickly.” A glance at the tablet showed exactly what she expected to see: the Primal balls-deep inside the girl, her enhanced attributes bouncing as she rode his cock. It was all depressingly predictable. Primals always were. 

      

    “Yes, ma’am.” 

      

    She nodded. “We’ll have the threat neutralized within twenty-four hours. I assume you have all the target’s data?” 

      

    Now the researcher grinned. “We don’t have a surveillance panopticon for nothing.” He tossed a dossier on the desk. A much less grainy photograph of the young man lay on the top, marked Josh. 

      

    She dismissed the researcher with a gesture, then picked up the tablet. She was a moment from closing the video when something caught her eye. 

      

    Hold on, she thought. What the hell? 

      

    There was a gorgeous blonde standing in the entrance to the stall: and she was arguing with the Primal. He wasn’t fucking her. He wasn’t using his powers on her, he wasn’t turning this into a threesome like everything his Primal nature demanded: in fact, as she watched, he dismissed her. 

      

    Rachel’s eyes widened, a smile spreading across her face. Well now. This is something new. 

      

    She had a Primal on her hands: one who had some measure of control over his own powers. This was going to be more dangerous than anyone estimated – yet, she thought with a grin, there was no way she didn’t come out on top. 

      

    After all, eliminating young men like him was her life’s work. 

      

    She watched the young man embrace the short-haired girl, kissing her deeply. Enjoy it while it lasts, Josh, she thought, closing the video. Your fun is going to be over before you know it…



   





 

    Part Five



   






 

    She’s totally asking for it, I thought, watching my girlfriend descend the stairs. But then again, when isn’t she? 

      

    Chloe made her way down the staircase into the living room, sashaying her hips back and forth as she caught me staring at her body. Tonight was date night, and the two of us were going to curl up on the couch with a pizza and a movie, so she’d dressed super-casual. In fact, her clothes were from my dresser drawer: stuff that I could no longer wear after my alpha-male transformation. The band t-shirt fit her alright, although her tits stretched the fabric so tight her nipples were clearly visible, but the bottom was a pair of gym shorts too sizes too small for her heart-shaped ass. It clung to her obscenely, the fabric just barely going down far enough to cover up the lips of her sex. She was a walking wet dream, and as her lips turned up in a naughty grin as she saw the bulge in my pants, she definitely knew it. 

      

    She puckered her lips, heavy with lipstick, into a kissy face. “Hey Josh. Ready for the movie?” 

      

    I put my arm around her and led her into the living room. My stepmother Christina had laid out the pizza and drinks, then made herself scarce. The movie, some terrible-looking horror movie of the kind Chloe and I loved was already in the blu-ray player and ready to go. Perfect. 

      

    “You sure you’re cool with just this?” I asked. “This is our three-month anniversary, after all – shouldn’t I be taking you someplace nice?” 

      

    “Nah, I’m fine with this,” Chloe said with a grin, settling down next to me on the cushions. “I’m totally wiped – all I want to do is snuggle up to you. What could be better than that?” 

      

    Grinning, I put my hand on Chloe’s stomach. The bulge there was barely perceptible unless you knew her well – but in the three months since that magical night I made her mine, I’d learned every inch of my girlfriend’s body intimately. I also knew she hadn’t had her period since she moved in with us, and that the healthy glow in her cheeks was from more than her expensive conditioner. 

      

    Chloe was pregnant – along with every other girl in our house. The thought of having so many fertile women stuffed with my heirs filled me with pride. I was the man of the house, the provider, and Chloe and the rest of my harem gave me everything I wanted in return. 

      

    Chloe leaned into my hand with a happy sigh. “We’re not going to get to watch this movie, are we?” 

      

    “Turn it on,” I growled. “Let’s see how far we get.” 

      

    True to what she said, I could barely concentrate on the screen. A screaming co-ed ran through a foggy wood, pursued by a hulking man in a mask, but all I could think about was Chloe. My fingers trailed down slowly until my hand was between her thighs, then I pulled the fabric to the side and slipped a finger inside of her. 

      

    “You liar,” I grunted, savoring the way her body tensed against mine as I sought out her clit. “You’re not interested in the movie at all. You’re so fucking wet...” 

      

    “Yeah, I didn’t say I wasn’t turned on,” she gasped, turning to face me, I slipped another finger inside of her perfectly shaved cunt, stroking her clit in a hard little circle. “Just that I knew you weren’t gonna be able to keep from thinking with your dick.” 

      

    “Oh, so you don’t want this?” I pulled her into my lap, her ass squirming against my cock as my fingers picked up the pace. “You want me to stop?” 

      

    “No! No, Master, keep going!” Her breath was hot against my ear, her tits rubbing insistently against my chest. She was so warm and wet down below that my fingers were coated in juice. 

      

    “You know,” I said, “you don’t have to call me Master-” 

      

    “I know,” she said quickly, biting her lip and blushing. “I want to.” 

      

    I growled like a beast as I slipped a third finger between her walls, stabbing her core like a cock as I swirled around her clit. 

      

    “Come for me,” I commanded, holding her close. “Come for your Master...” 

      

    Chloe’s eyes rolled back in her head, her back arching as she came all over my fingers. She shuddered with pleasure, her shoulders pressing against my chest as she writhed in my grip. The muscles of her cunt clenched my fingers hard enough to squeeze them, juices dribbling down my hand. 

      

    “Josh! Oh! Oh! Oh fuck, Master!” 

      

    I grinned savagely, holding her tight as she rode out the last few throes of her pleasure. “Good girl,” I whispered as she came down from her peak, brushing a sweaty lock of hair off her forehead. 

      

    “Thank you, sir,” she whimpered, sliding her flawless curves down my body. “Now it’s your turn...” she growled as she sank to her knees before me. 

      

    “Hey.” I couldn’t say I didn’t enjoy this, but it was certainly unexpected. “You don’t have to do that...” 

      

    “It’s what I want,” she said with a laugh, her heart pounding in her chest. “And I know it’s what you want, too.” On the screen, the co-ed tripped over a thick root, her masked assailant coming closer with a cackle. “You love watching me wrap my lips around your cock.” 

      

    Before I could say anything, she leaned down and slid me into her mouth, taking me all the way to the base like it was nothing. Her mouth was wet and warm, the suction tight as she made a perfect little ‘o’ around my cock and bobbed up and down. She never broke eye contact, studying me for any sign that I liked or disliked her current move. She was always looking for ways to please me better. 

      

    I grunted, putting my hand on the back of her head and gently forcing myself deeper in her throat. She took me gamely, picking up the pace as I swelled inside of her. 

      

    On the screen, the masked man parted the blonde co-ed’s legs, ignoring her cries to stop as he mounted her. 

      

    “Wow, he’s really going for it,” I said, thrusting my hips against Chloe’s lips. “That girl is toast.” 

      

    “I know.” Chloe pulled back, grinning as she stroked me. “I took the liberty of checking out the movie a bit before hand – I had a feeling we weren’t going to make it past the first scene. It’s so hot what he’s doing to her, isn’t it?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I agreed. Something inside of me – the dark part of my alpha-male transformation, the thing deep within that made me want to dominate and abuse every woman I saw – thrilled at the sight of the nubile co-ed being forced by this monster, even though both of them were just actors on a Hollywood set. In moments I was pumping between Chloe’s lips hard enough to choke her, my balls slapping against her chin as I fucked her face. From the noises she was making, this was exactly what she wanted. 

      

    “I’m gonna come,” I growled, leaning back against the cushions. “Are you going to swallow every drop of it like a good little girl?” 

      

    A deep mmh-hmm left Chloe’s throat, the hum sending tingles through my cock. I knew there were lots of girls out there for whom announcing a guy was about to blow would be their cue to pull back and get clear: not Chloe. She sucked me harder, putting every bit of effort into worshipping my shaft as she made her throat a warm, wet, welcome place for it to pump its load. 

      

    Oh my God, I thought, fireworks exploding behind my eyes. Fuck that feels so good… 

      

    I came with a series of harsh, primal grunts, each accompanied by a fat jet of cum. It sprayed from my cock in bursts, going straight down Chloe’s throat as she moaned and sucked at the head, drinking it down. Her head moved slower, her tongue swirling around the shaft as she teased every drop of my load from my balls. She milked me with her perfect lips, making the tightest seal she could and oh-so-slowly working them up and down my shaft until I was dry. 

      

    As I finished up, she placed a kiss on the throbbing underside of my cock and winked at me. “Thank you, Master,” she purred, licking her lips. “I love worshipping your cock...” 

      

    With a happy sigh, I pulled her into my lap. Her curves fit against my muscles perfectly, and the two of us melted into the cushions, twinned in bliss. It was perfect. 

      

    “So,” I said after a few moments of holding her, “should I restart the movie?” 

      

    “I dunno,” she said with a giggle, nesting her head against my shoulder. “Is that going to get you all hot and bothered for round two?” 

      

    I gripped her inner thigh, a smirk spreading across my face as hers went slack with pleasure. “Would that be such a bad thing?” I asked, leaning forward. I added in a whisper: “I haven’t been inside you yet tonight...” 

      

    Before she could say anything to that, I heard a knocking noise from the front stair. Glancing up, I saw my stepmother Christina standing in the entrance to the living room, looking ashen. 

      

    “Mom?” I sat up, adjusting Chloe in my lap. “Is something wrong?” 

      

    “There’s someone here to see you,” she said in a low voice. Christ, she looked terrified. “Two cars...outside...” 

      

    I nodded. “Stay here,” I instructed Chloe, setting her down on the couch next to me as I rose. I could sense that she didn’t want to stay, wanted to come with me, but did as she was told. 

      

    “Be careful,” she murmured as I slipped back into my pants. 

      

    What Christina had described as two cars were actually two massive black SUVs, both idling on the opposite side of the street directly across from the house. Almost as soon as I stepped onto the porch the first one opened its doors, and two hulking slabs of muscle in business suits and dark shades stepped out. I whistled quietly at the sight of them: these guys were huge, the kind of tough-looking muscle that would have had the old me cowering in fear before my transformation. 

      

    Now? Now I just noticed that they looked a little bit smaller than me. I was pretty sure I could take the both of them if it came to it – but it rather it didn’t go that far. 

      

    “Josh?” the first man asked. He snapped off his shades and stuck them in a jacket pocket. His head was shaved, but he ran his hand over it as he talked as if it had been done recently and he kept forgetting. 

      

    I glanced coolly from him to the next guy, stepping across the yard. “Who wants to know?” 

      

    “Definitely looks like him,” the second man said. Unlike his friend, he didn’t bother taking off his shades – a move I couldn’t decide was disrespectful or dangerous. 

      

    “Are you Josh?” The first man repeated it insistently, like I was the one putting him out. 

      

    I shrugged. “I don’t know who the hell the two of you are,” I said, “but you’ve got about ten seconds to get off my lawn before I make things tough for you-” 

      

    The first man sighed and put the cuff of his suit jacket to his lips. “He’s being difficult, ma’am,” he said, in the tones of someone forced to call their supervisor by an unreasonable customer. 

      

    There was a click on the other end of whatever line the man was connected to – then the passenger door of the second car opened. And the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my life stepped out. 

      

    Now, don’t think I’m some kind of asshole. I had Chloe, the love of my life and queen of my harem all of fifteen feet behind me – so I don’t say a thing like that lightly. But this woman – instantly, she had my eyes locked on her. It wasn’t even her body – it was like some kind of aura surrounding her, filling her with a sexual energy that was on the exact wavelength my primal brain craved. Her clothes were corporate, but tight enough to be a little naughty, and her makeup would have made an Instagram model jealous. She just had this look to her, like everything about her perfect little company-girl persona screamed I participate in utter fucking debauchery all weekend and show up to work on Monday like nothing happened, without a single hair out of place. I wanted her, and I was shocked at how badly and how quickly my body fell head over heels for her. 

      

    She stepped forward on her six-inch fuck-me heels, a knowing smirk plastered across her face. Her hair was done up in a short ponytail she swept back over her shoulder as she approached. 

      

    When she got a few feet away, she stopped and looked me up and down. I had a good six inches on her, but something about her posture and bearing made me feel like we were equals. She ran a finger over her bottom lip, leering openly at me, and suddenly I realized that I was having just as much of an effect on her as she was on me. 

      

    Then my brain exploded. 

      

    Serve Mistress get on your hands and knees and worship Mistress put your mouth between her thighs and worship her gorgeous perfect cunt Mistress’ cunt is the world its so perfect and pink and tight and you live to serve her every desire… 

      

    It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. Instantly I broke out into a cold sweat, my cock throbbing so hard I honestly thought I was about to jizz right in my pants. My knees buckled, my brain turned to jelly, but my eyes were locked on this gorgeous creature. This Goddess. This Mistress… 

      

    What the fucking fuck? This was NOT me. This wasn’t right! 

      

    The woman’s smile widened, going from sweet to malicious in an instant, and the surge of desire disappeared as quickly as it had come. It just...ended, leaving me weak. I’d never felt anything like it before: the urge to submit, to literally bow before this girl and worship every inch of her body, to do any and everything she commanded me without question. It was, I realized with a start, exactly what the girls in my harem must have felt the first time they met me. 

      

    “Oh, it’s definitely him,” the woman said, turning on a heel. “Bring him.” 

      

    The first bodyguard shot me a look and took hold of my arm. “Come on,” he said roughly, half-dragging me to the SUV. “You’d better not make any trouble...” 

      

    I was still blown away by that woman – and troubled by what had just happened to me. How had I given in to her so fast? I let myself be led into the car, buckling my seatbelt a moment before we tore ass down the street. 

      

    I had a lot to think about on the drive. Chloe and Christina were undoubtedly worried about me, and to tell the truth even I was starting to worry. Just how powerful were my powers, anyway? 

      

    The neighborhood gave way to the city, and soon we were driving down busy streets between skyscrapers, streetlights lighting our way. I thought of trying to dive out, get some help – but a glance from guard number one stopped me. 

      

    Finally we pulled into a parking deck connected to one of the largest buildings in town. The second car didn’t follow us in: it, along with the mysterious woman, had disappeared. 

      

    “Come on,” the man grunted once we’d parked. “You have an appointment.” 

      

    They led me through a lavish office complex, the furnishings more appropriate for a visiting oligarch than the rank-and-file corporate types. A massive elevator led us up, and then I was abruptly alone, standing before a door in the penthouse suite. Glancing back, both guards stood in front of the elevator with their arms crossed. 

      

    No going back, I guess, I thought, stepping inside. 

      

    The mysterious woman from earlier stood in front of her desk, her back to me. She’d undone her ponytail, and her auburn hair trailed down her back in shimmering ringlets. God, she was a stunner. I waited for that wave of submission to hit me again, but nothing came. 

      

    “Finally!” she said, in the tones of someone kept standing in line too long. “I thought the help would never bring you to me. Can I get you a drink?” 

      

    She turned around, motioning to a comfortable-looking chair in front of her desk. I sat down, and in a flash a glass of something strong and dark was at my arm. 

      

    “There,” she purred. In a total breach of decorum, she sat on top of her desk, legs crossed beneath her short skirt like she wanted to me to be wondering whether she had panties on under there. “See, I’m not so bad once you get to know me. Get comfortable, Josh.” 

      

    I hated being ordered around, even in such a benign way. “You know my name,” I said, ignoring my drink. “Common courtesy says you should give me yours at least.” 

      

    “Of course!” She seemed genuinely shocked, a delighted smile spreading across her face – but I couldn’t help but notice that it didn’t reach her eyes. “I’m Rachel. I run things around here.” She held out a hand, the nails flawlessly manicured. “Charmed, I’m sure.” 

      

    “Thanks.” I reached out and took her hand for an instant, tensing up as I did so. She saw my discomfort and smiled. 

      

    “Don’t worry, I’m not going to do that to you again,” she said with a knowing grin. “Not unless you want me too, of course…?” 

      

    I shook my head. “Who are you? And what the hell is this?” 

      

    “I’m part of a group,” Rachel said, “that...interacts with people like you, Josh. I brought you here so that you could be introduced to me – and so we could have a discussion about your future.” 

      

    I felt my eyebrows furrowing together. “If you’re in charge, why did you have to come down with the grunts?” 

      

    “To make sure that you are, well, you,” Rachel said with a little laugh. “Also because its funny watching a Primal the first time they get their own power shoved in their face. Now drink your drink.” 

      

    I glanced at it, then shook my head. “No thanks.” 

      

    “Oh, you big baby – what, you think it’s poison or something?” Rachel sprang forward, picked up my glass, and downed half of it in a single gulp. If I wasn’t so terrified, it would have been incredibly arousing. “Damn, that’s good stuff. See, no tricks.” 

      

    Hesitantly, I took a little sip of my drink. She was right – it was good. “That word you just used – primal. Why do I get the feeling there’s a capital ‘P’ at the beginning of that?” 

      

    Rachel’s grin grew wider. “Smart boy. And...”, her eyebrow shot up, “quite a strapping one, too. I haven’t seen a Primal with your strength in...well, long enough that a lady doesn’t like to tell.” 

      

    “A Primal,” I said, testing the word. “Is that...is that what I am?” 

      

    Rachel nodded. “It’s the word we use to describe people like you, Josh. About one in fifty million humans has the potential to become a Primal: and not even then does it usually fully manifest. You’re a very lucky boy indeed.” 

      

    “What is it?” I felt my grip on the arms of the chair tighten. “What does it mean? How long does it last?” 

      

    She giggled knowingly. “Worried it’s all going to go poof? Don’t be nervous, Josh – you’re like this forever now. As for what you are – you’re familiar with the idea of an ‘alpha’ in pack dynamics, right?” 

      

    I’d done that much research, at least. “They’re the leaders,” I said. 

      

    “And the breeders,” Rachel replied, biting her lip. “The studs. The top dog in a group, the one the other men defer to and the women all want to get knocked up by. Well, a Primal is like an alpha male for humanity. You’re the distillation of everything that makes an apex predator – aggression, command, raw sex appeal. Primals typically end up writing the history books: conquering countries, leading armies, building massive castles to house their scores of concubines. That urge you feel to dominate and control women? Once you step out onto the world stage, you’ll start to feel what it is to truly be in control. 

      

    “I’m a Primal,” I whispered, dumbfounded. The revelation that I had nothing to worry about, that my power was never going to fade lifted a weight in my chest. Then I fixed Rachel’s gaze and held it. 

      

    “And you are, too, aren’t you?” I asked. 

      

    A flush rose to Rachel’s cheeks. “I should have assumed you’d be quick enough to figure that out,” she murmured. “After all, you tasted my power...” 

      

    “All these men,” I realized, the knowledge coursing through me. “They’re all yours. They worship you. You do to them what I do to women, don’t you?” 

      

    “Let’s just say I never lack for company,” Rachel said with a grin. “I’m the ultimate alpha female, Josh. And you’re the ultimate alpha male.” She leaned forward, her breasts threatening to spill out of her tight top as she came close to me. “Does that make you hot?” 

      

    Hot? It made me a fucking inferno. Rachel’s aura was every bit as powerful as my own: it threatened to pull me under at any moment if I lost my self-control, bring me down to my knees to become one of her mindless followers. Yet even knowing that, the temptation to grab her and fuck her senseless was almost overpowering. 

      

    “So,” I said, leaning back a bit, “what do you want with me? Or...am I allowed to guess?” 

      

    “Mmmh, guess away,” she said, uncrossing her legs and taking a drink. I had been right – she didn’t have a stitch on beneath her skirt, and her pussy was spectacular.  

      

    “I think this is all a trick to lull me into a false sense of security,” I said, watching as Rachel continued to giggle. “I think there’s a damn good reason you didn’t introduce me to any other male Primals before I came up here.” 

      

    “Oh, is that what you think?” Rachel’s leg swayed back and forth seductively, the lips of her sex glistening. “You’re almost right. That is what I’ve done with the other Primals – they’re terribly dangerous, after all – and what I was planning to do to you. But then I saw this.” 

      

    She flicked a button on a remote I hadn’t seen, and a screen on the far wall flashed to life. The video that started to play was grainy and black-and-white, but there was no mistaking the scene: after all, I’d been there. It was Chloe and I in the locker room where I’d taken her for the first time, telling off my ex-girlfriend Audra. 

      

    “How...how did you get this?” I asked, aghast. 

      

    “So...unique,” Rachel purred. “A Primal in control of his powers. Actually dismissing a potential sexual conquest. That’s a level of self-discipline most Primals never achieve.” She switched off the video, a wicked little smirk crossing her face like she was daring me to slap it off. “It makes you far more useful to us alive and whole than broken,” she said confidingly. 

      

    I thought of Chloe – the way she’d gotten me to remember the person I’d been before my transformation. How she’d forced me to think about the morality of my actions, until I couldn’t just use women like Audra as objects any more. You literally saved my life, babe, I thought. 

      

    “So...what then?” 

      

    Rachel acted like she hadn’t heard the question: she was still sitting there, smiling at me with her legs spread. “Hmm?” 

      

    “You’re not going to kill me,” I said. “So what – you’ll just let me go?” 

      

    “Of course not.” Why did she seem so distracted? She was making me confused, and I didn’t like to be confused in this kind of situation. “You think I brought you all the way here just for that? Josh, this is a job interview.” 

      

    I leaned back in my chair. “You’re offering me a job?” 

      

    “I told you,” she snapped, going from giggly to cold in an instant. “Primals in control of their powers are rare – maybe the rarest thing in the world. Ones who can keep their cool even when they’re around other powerful beings, that’s practically unheard of...” 

      

    Suddenly all of it – her odd behavior, her mood swings – snapped into place. “You’re losing your own control, aren’t you? All that vaunted self-discipline starting to slip when you’re in the same room with the ultimate alpha male?” 

      

    “This is how this is going to work,” she said, sliding off the desk. Before I knew what was happening she was in my lap, her heat grinding against the front of my pants, and I could just barely keep myself from ripping her clothes off. “You resist me long enough, we’ll considering hiring you on as staff. You’ll be like me – a caretaker, who hunts down young Primals and...takes care of them. But if I pull you under, you’ll become my slave.” 

      

    My hands gripped her waist, twisting her like a rag doll. The bulge in my slacks was now right between her thighs, grinding against the point of her inner heat. 

      

    “And what happens if you go under?” I grinned savagely, inhaling the scent of her impossibly expensive perfume. Underneath it was a wet, feral scent, and I knew she was ripe for the taking. “Are you going to serve me, Rachel?” 

      

    “That’s not going to happen,” she said with another of those giggles. “Because you’re not going to know what hit you...” 

      

    She puckered her lips – and then the wave hit me. 

      

    Serve Mistress get down on my hands and knees and worship Mistress Rachel’s perfect, tight cunt, I am Mistress Rachel’s boyfriend/plaything/toy/slave… 

      

    Fuck! That was powerful! My hips bucked upwards of their own accord, nearly spilling my seed into my pants. The urge to serve Rachel, to literally get on the ground and abase myself before her was too strong to resist. I gripped her waist tight, hating the vicious little laugh that left her throat at my discomfort. 

      

    “That’s right,” she purred, spreading her legs. “Look at what I’ve got here, slave – it’s wet and tight and ready for your tongue...” 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself. I picked up Rachel, depositing her pert ass on the edge of the desk, and dove between her thighs. Her cunt was indeed warm and wet, so perfect that it could only be hypnotically enhanced. I felt the muscles clench beneath my lips as my tongue found her clit and circled it. 

      

    “Yes! Eat my fucking cunt, Josh – worship that pussy!” 

      

    I was helpless to resist. Every time I started to get my thoughts back together, she zapped me with another burst of pure submission. My cock throbbed in my pants, grinding against the fabric as I ate her out. If she hadn’t been holding a psychic tamper on my pleasure, I would have exploded by now. Instead, every inch of my body concentrated on pleasuring her, making her feel as good as possible. 

      

    I have to stop this, I thought during a rare moment of clarity. There has to be some way… 

      

    Zap! Another burst of words entered my brain (don’t think just eat Mistress she’s so amazing/sexy/perfect) and melted my thoughts. Yet this time, I held on to more of myself – it was like I could feel around the edges of whatever she was doing, taking the shape of it. 

      

    Another burst of her hypnotic power and I was certain – I could feel it, understood exactly how she was doing it. It was like a weaponized version of the aura that surrounded us at all times, And as I recovered from the latest salvo of hypnotic commands, I thought I could send some of my own… 

      

    You like pleasure?, I thought, pulling my thoughts together. Let’s see how you like this… 

      

    “That’s right slave. Make your Mistress feel so good-oh! Oh holy fucccck…!” 

      

    Between her thighs, I grinned. Instead of commands, I’d just sent a reflected burst of pleasure right into Rachel’s brain. She hadn’t been expecting it, and combined with the attentions of my mouth it sent her over the edge into an instant orgasm. She lost control of her body, shivering and whimpering as throes of pleasure infiltrated her sweet cunt, tearing away her control. Now it was my time to strike. 

      

    I stood up, pinning her to the desk, and readied my own command. It was like trying to solve a tough math equation in my head – but suddenly it just clicked, and I could feel it leaving me and entering her. 

      

    “No,” she grunted, struggling to fend me off. “You’re completely inexperienced! You should be licking my boots...” 

      

    “We need to do something about that attitude,” I grunted, pulling down my pants. “Maybe make you a little bit more submissive...” 

      

    The next burst of commands hit her at the same time as the word. I watched with pleasure as her face went slack, eyes going glazed with the need to obey. Then her vision cleared. 

      

    “You little brat,” she snarled, sending back a mental pulse of her own – but it was weaker this time, like someone flailing instead of sending a careful punch. I had her on the ropes and she knew it. 

      

    “I’m looking forward to this,” I growled, spreading her legs. “You really are the ultimate alpha female, Rachel. I’m going to enjoy fucking your brains out.” 

      

    “You aren’t going to do...” Rachel’s gaze got far away as I hit her mind again. Then again. A blush spread across her features, her giggles coming back hard. Now they sounded girlish and bimbofied, and a moment later she was grinding her hips against me. 

      

    “Please,” she whimpered, all thoughts of resistance gone. “Please fuck me, Josh!” 

      

    With one smooth stroke, I buried my cock inside of her to the hilt. A growl left my throat as I bottomed out inside of her – it was like she had been made for my pleasure, every inch of her built to conform exactly to the contours of my cock. We really were twinned, the ultimate cunt for the ultimate cock, and as I thrust hard inside of her a pleasure unlike any I’d felt before shot through my body. 

      

    A small twinge of guilt filled me at the thought of Chloe, but I knew my girlfriend would understand. It wasn’t every day you got the chance to fuck the girl that centuries of genetics had made just for you. 

      

    Rachel locked her hips behind me, pulling me even further into her sweet tightness. “I love the way you feel inside of me,” she gasped, wrapping her cunt around my shaft. “Fuck me as hard as you want, Josh – I can take anything you can give me, sir!” 

      

    She was right. We were both enhanced: I had no need to hold back. I fucked her in ways I had never dared with a normal woman, thrusting hard enough to turn her desk to splinters as I pinned her body underneath of mine. She met me stroke for stroke, bending instead of breaking, taking me past the point when any girl in my harem would have had to stop. I pushed harder, going straight-up Olympic, fucking Rachel until I didn’t know if I was trying to kill her or make her come. 

      

    “Breed me,” she begged, her tongue swirling around my ear. “Please, please make me yours forever...Master!” 

      

    I locked eyes with her and pulled into a hard, pumping like a piston into her perfect cunt. “I am your Master,” I grunted. 

      

    “Yes! I belong to you! I...I never knew! I’m not meant to lead, Master – I was built to serve you, serve you better than any woman could!” 

      

    “I know,” I said with a smirk. “You want me to come? Get me off.” 

      

    Her eyes screwed up in confusion for a moment – wasn’t that what she was doing? - then she understood. “Yes, Master!” she cried – then the wave hit me. 

      

    It was Rachel’s power – only now, instead of trying to control me, it was goading me on. It was like dirty talk on steroids, pumped directly into my ears. I heard her describing my cock in a thousand different ways, all at once, begging me to breed her and spending hours telling me exactly the ways she could bring other wet little sluts under my dominion. It all happened in a second, like a film reel on fast-forward. When it was over, my mind was filled with images of us fucking, the smell of her horny pussy, the taste of sweat and the warmth of dozens of women crawling all over me. I couldn’t hold back anymore – and I didn’t want to. 

      

    I grabbed her by the back of the neck, and for a moment she really was just ‘her’: a vessel for every sexual thought I’d ever had. She became Chloe, and Christina, and all my harem girls at once as her hypnotic powers caused every memory of sex I’d ever had to flood my subconscious. It was a full-body orgasm, like nothing I’d ever experienced, and as I came I left my body and floated above my head, a tidal wave of pleasure ripping through me so hard I nearly forgot who I was. Dimly, I could feel Rachel coming, her walls clenching around me as I fired come into her fertile womb. 

      

    Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I sank back into my body and collapsed into the chair. I felt like I’d run a fucking marathon. Sweat dripped from every inch of my skin as I relaxed, watching Rachel come down from her peak. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I whispered once my heart stopped pounding so hard. “That was incredible.” 

      

    “I know,” Rachel said, sounding dazed. “I...I never knew sex could be like that. Two Primals together...good lord...” 

      

    I fixed her with a commanding stare. “You lost,” I told her in no uncertain terms. “You’re mine, now.” 

      

    I’d expected resistance. Surely my powers weren’t so great that Rachel would be changed permanently – I figured once she came, the old her would come back to snark at me. Instead, she smiled. 

      

    “Of course, Master. All this-” She gestured around the room, “-is yours. I await your command.” 

      

    My eyebrows reached my forehead. I couldn’t believe what she was saying – all this was mine? I thought of my harem of girls, and how I could move them into a much bigger space now – then realized that was the tiniest part of my new kingdom. I wanted to rule, I wanted to control – but first, I wanted answers. 

      

    “The Primals,” I said, pulling her into my lap. “You’re going to tell me everything about them. Everything. Then I’m going to decide what the future of this organization looks like.” 

      

    “Yes, Sir,” Rachel said coolly. It was a shock how quickly she’d slipped into her submissive, subordinate role, like she was truly born for it. “I’ll gladly tell you everything you want to know. Then you can decide what to do with this group – and with me.” 

      

    I nodded. “Good. Let’s get started.” 

      

    I was going to find out everything – and then, the next time a Primal popped up in this city, I’d be there to help them get on the right track. No evil controlling impulses – just dominance. The rule of a smart, tough, powerful male. 

      

    I was looking forward to it.
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    “Do you like the way the back of my throat feels, Daddy?” 

      

    With a giggle, Natalia ran her tongue along the underside of my cock, stroking it hard as she grinned up at me. I could barely believe what was happening: this gorgeous, athletic co-ed barely half my age was on her knees, steps away from the door of my apartment with my cock in her mouth. I felt like I was in heaven. 

      

    “Yeah,” I groaned, putting a hand on the back of her head. She took it as a signal to go deep; and she certainly did – my cock disappeared inside her perfect lips, filling her mouth to the brim until I could see the inside of her throat bulging with the fat purple head. Natalia treated my cock like her favorite toy, like an object of worship, and it was clear that she loved having it inside of her. 

      

    When was the last time I got my dick sucked? I asked myself. I honestly couldn’t remember. Even before the divorce, Kimberly and I hadn’t had what you’d call an intimate marriage. And she’d never, ever blown me like this: with enthusiasm, with gusto, like it was something she enjoyed doing. 

      

    It made me wonder how much Natalia would enjoy all the other naughty things I wanted to do to her. 

      

    I pulled out of her mouth with a grunt, savoring the way she pouted at being denied my cock. “Come on,” I growled, helping her to her feet. “Daddy wants to feel more than just your sweet little mouth. Let’s take this into the bedroom...” 

      

    I was going to fuck this gorgeous beauty, a college co-ed who was helplessly addicted to my cock, on top of the bed my wife and I used to share. And it was all thanks to that magical little app… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    A friendly-looking check mark appeared in the center of my phone’s screen. The application was finished downloading; now all I had to do was run it. One click, and I’d be back in the dating game, the last six years of married life little more than a distant memory. My life would never be the same… 

      

    I sighed and closed the notification. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I muttered to myself. 

      

    Getting back into the dating scene was something I thought I’d never have to do again: it belonged in that class of anxiety-laden memories along with college keggers and report cards. The day I’d walked down the aisle with Kimberly, the girl I’d thought was the love of my life, I had expected to put all that behind me: to settle down into a life-long relationship built on trust, respect, and love. 

      

    Fat chance. 

      

    That was before I’d accidentally grabbed her phone instead of mine one day to check the weather and found a picture of some guy’s dick. A guy who wasn’t me. The usual shit happened: fighting, blame, tears, and by the time it was over I’d found out that Mr. Dick Pic was neither the first nor the last guy my wife had screwed behind my back. Fortunately by this time I’d copied enough evidence to my own phone that she didn’t fight me too hard in the divorce proceedings: I kept everything that was mine, including the house, while she got the car and most of the money. That was fine with me – from what my friends who’d been through the process told me, I’d gotten off lucky. 

      

    That was three months ago, and I’d barely even thought of women since then. I’d thrown myself into work, signed a new car lease, replaced the stereo equipment Kim broke when she threw it into a wall. But I was lonely. I couldn’t be a lone wolf dude forever; I just wasn’t that kind of man. I needed a better half – one who was actually better this time. 

      

    Unfortunately, I soon found out that the dating scene had completely changed while I was out of the game. Instead of asking someone out like a reasonable person, you had Tinders and Grindrs and all sorts of weird apps that were probably gathering data on you for some Silicon Valley trust-fund baby to jerk off over. It was enough to drive a guy crazy. 

      

    “I don’t know how you do it,” I told my friend Mark one night over beers at the local bar. “Every time I see you on Facebook, you’ve got some new girl on your arm. What’s the trick?” 

      

    “Online dating,” he told me, same as always. 

      

    “I’ve tried that shit. It doesn’t work – it’s just a bunch of lonely dudes throwing themselves at the handful of ladies who’ve signed up, trying to come up with a better lie than the other guy to get laid.” 

      

    He grinned and took a long swig from his pint glass. “You’re just using the wrong app,” he said confidingly. “Let me pull a couple strings – I’ll hook you up.” 

      

    Which was how I’d ended up with a registration code for something called AlphaDate in my e-mail box, along with a little message from Mark. It was short and to the point: 

      

    Troy – you owe me big time. Don’t tell anybody about this. 

    Have fun! ~M 

      

    I didn’t know much about AlphaDate; from what I could find on Google it was still in something called a ‘beta’. That meant you needed to have a code to sign up for the app, not just anyone could do it. If you have to be invited, then how the hell are there any girls on this thing? I wondered. But there had to be something to it: hell, Mark had just changed his profile picture to some hottie hanging off his shoulder at a work event, some kind of programming convention that was normally a total sausage fest. 

      

    Feeling a stab of shame even as I did it, I pulled up my own social media and navigated to a page I’d used to know well. I wasn’t friends with Kimberly any more, but her profile was public – probably so she could rub my nose in how well she was doing. Her latest picture had been added a half-hour ago. It was a selfie of her taken with some tall, skeezy-looking guy in a club, a low-cut cocktail dress clinging to her tits and hips in a way that made me want to reach through the screen and fuck her senseless. 

      

    She never dressed like that for me, I thought bitterly. Cheating bitch… 

      

    I shook my head and closed the page. “I’m never going to get over her like that,” I admonished myself. My gaze traveled from my laptop to the phone. “Ah, fuck it. What could it hurt?” 

      

    The app loaded with a bright splash of color. The logo in the center of the screen was a stylized ‘A’ in the middle of a globe – beneath it, the words ‘AlphaDate’ appeared one letter as a time as a kind of loading bar. Sleek, I thought. 

      

    Please enter your invitation code. 

      

    “Oh, shit.” I maneuvered back to my e-mail and copied the sixteen-digit code into the app, doing three or four at a time so I could remember. I got it wrong the first time, mistaking a one for a ‘t’, but finally I got to the next screen: 

      

    Welcome to AlphaDate! Please stand by for initial calibration. Hold the phone in front of your face as if you were going to take a picture. 

      

    “Selfies,” I said, rolling my eyes. The screen changed, my camera app automatically opening. I was staring at myself, sitting on my couch. 

      

    “Hey, wait a sec,” I grumbled. “I don’t want to take a picture now – I want to grab that pic of me jetskiing off Facebook...” 

      

    The screen flashed white, so bright it hurt. Then red, then green, then a weird purple color unlike anything I’d ever seen before. I had no idea my phone could even do something like this. 

      

    Stars swam in my vision. I blinked rapidly, eyes watering as the world came back into focus. “What the hell...” 

      

    Thanks! Your profile has been created. Would you like to start scanning for a match? 

      

    It was finished? But I hadn’t even done anything yet! I hadn’t put in my interests, my height, the fact that I could speak a little French… 

      

    With a sigh, I clicked ‘Yes.’ This thing is just as busted as all the other apps, I thought, watching the loading bar. What a piece of junk… 

      

    Congratulations! You have your first match! 

      

    “Huh?” I actually said it out loud, staring at my phone like I didn’t believe it. I’d spent days on dating sites, trying to make myself look appealing enough for a woman to give a second look to, and this thing takes a picture of me and gives me a match in five seconds? It seemed...too good to be true. So much so that I was instantly suspicious. 

      

    “Let’s see who this turns out to be,” I said, clicking the button. “Probably some Nigerian prince who needs my bank account number...” 

      

    It was not a Nigerian prince. It was...well, she was freaking gorgeous. 

      

    Natalia, 19, was the header on her profile. She was smiling in her picture, her hair done up in a cute bob with chopsticks. According to the profile she liked movies, red wine and football – the three most common interests on dating sites – and was looking for an “older man.” 

      

    “I need someone who knows how to treat me,” I read. “Someone who can wine and dine me with sophistication, but also can bring out my wild side. Oh honey, I bet you’ve got one hell of a wild side...” 

      

    She looked perfect. She looked like exactly what I needed to get over Kimberly. And that, more than anything, made me wary. Was this some kind of scam? One of those...I fumbled for the word...catfishing things? 

      

    “God, you look like a fun time, Natalia,” I said, shaking my head.  “If I were ten years younger...” 

      

    If I were ten years younger she wouldn’t want me, I thought, chiding myself. And if I wasn’t such a coward, I’d stop making excuses and click the button to see if this girl wants to go out with me! 

      

    As I thought about it, the old me reared his ugly head. I felt a stab of embarrassment in my stomach. This girl was just a little more than half my age! What would people think when they saw the two of us together? 

      

    The answer formed in my head, so sudden and clear it shocked me: who cares? 

      

    I laughed. Hell, if Kimberly could slut it up on the floor of a club despite being on the wrong side of forty, I could go try and get lucky with a college babe. Why the fuck not? Like the kids say, you only live once… 

      

    I pressed the button and sent my request. A loading bar popped up for an instant, then I was greeted with the message: 

      

    Great! We’ll pass along your interest to Natalia. If she’s interested in dating you, we’ll connect the two of you via private message. 

      

    I guessed that was all I could do. I fumbled around the app a little more, but curiously I couldn’t seem to get it to show me any other girls – just Natalia. I ended up drinking a couple beers and passing out on the couch, still wondering if I was setting myself up for a scam. 

      

    The buzz of my cellphone woke me up. It was late – or, by another definition, early. There was a notification at the top of the screen. 

      

    Private Message from Natalia! 

      

    Wait, really? I opened it, and there it was, a one word confirmation: Hi. 

      

    Hi, I sent back.  

      

    I liked your profile, she wrote, the words appearing as another message. I saw you liked mine too ;) 

      

    My heart hammered in my chest. How is it that the attentions of a new person can do that to us, even when we’ve been down the same road of flirt-date-relationship before? 

      

    I took the plunge. Want to go out sometime? I asked. 

      

    It felt like an eternity before the response came: when it did, it felt like my heart jumped into my throat. 

      

    Totally! You are super handsome. I’d love to get to know you. 

      

    “She wants to date me,” I whispered in an awed tone. “A girl half my age wants to go out with me.” A sexy college girl, at that. 

      

    We made plans in a few more back-and-forth messages – I’ll pick you up when, we’ll meet where, that sort of thing – and wished her a good night. Once she disconnected, I stared at the phone for a few moments, thinking. Then I opened my contacts and pulled up Mark’s number. 

      

    He sounded groggy. “Do you have any idea what time it is?” he asked. 

      

    “These girls,” I said, not really caring. “They’re not hookers, are they?” 

      

    There was a pause on the other end of the line: then he started to chuckle. 

      

    “No,” he said, understanding immediately what I meant. “It’s way better than that, Troy old buddy.” 

      

    “This girl wants to go out with me,” I said, like I didn’t expect him to believe me. “This gorgeous babe who is way out of my league is totally interested in me-” 

      

    “It’s not a scam,” Mark said, cutting me off. “Trust me, I thought the same thing. You’ll see. Now do me a favor: get some goddamn rest. You’re gonna need it.” 

      

    “Alright, man. I just...it’s been a while, you know?” 

      

    “I know, Kim fucked your head up something fierce. Don’t worry – you’ll come out on top. Trust me.” 

      

    I had no idea how right he was going to be. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I wanted my date with Natalia to go perfectly – therefore, I overthought everything. Where to take her, what to wear, even what cologne to put on became deep existential questions. But by the time the night of our first date rolled by two days later, I had settled on what I hoped was decent: an upscale, well-reviewed restaurant, my best suit, and the bottle of something with a celebrity’s name on it that had been in the back of my medicine cabinet since my last birthday. 

      

    Now as I sat at our table five minutes early, shuffling a foot nervously and fighting the urge to check my phone, every negative thought I’d had about dating again assaulted me. This was stupid, this girl was never going to like me, I was always going to be washed up compared to my ex. I was staring down at the table when a voice shook me from my thoughts. 

      

    “You must be Troy? I’m Natalia. It’s so nice to meet you.” 

      

    In an instant, all those shitty feelings vanished. Natalia had a smile like a Hollywood actress without the fakeness, and instantly I decided it was her best feature. She’d apparently decided on the same tack as me outfitwise, conservative but flirty. Her top was cut low but not catch-you-staring low, with a cute little jacket to set it off, and her pencil skirt managed to be both enticing and professional. She looked like she’d just come from an office job, but at one of those offices where everyone was under twenty-five and said “hella” a lot. 

      

    “Hi!” I stood up and pulled out her chair for her, and was rewarded with a blush. We ordered drinks and settled in. 

      

    “So what are you studying?” I asked. 

      

    “Journalism,” she said with a grin as our drinks arrived. 

      

    “What, like the nightly news?” 

      

    She shook her head and giggled. “No, I was thinking more like international reporting. I’ve always wanted to see the world, get the real story from the people who live there. Excitement, danger, that kind of thing.” 

      

    “You like danger?” I asked. 

      

    Her lips curled in a secretive little smile. “Love it,” she said. 

      

    The rest of the date went better than I could have dreamed. Natalia and I hit it off instantly, connecting way better than I thought a barely-legal girl and a dude pushing forty could. It helped that we had the same tastes in a lot of stuff – music, horror movies, and sports. I even got to throw out that jet ski anecdote, which prompted a laughing fit when I got to the part about landing in the reeds. 

      

    Finally the meal wound down. We ordered coffee, and Natalia got some kind of dessert that looked like it stepped out of a baker’s wet dreams. 

      

    “So after this, I thought we could hit that new nightclub up on 6th,” I said, watching her eyes roll back with pleasure as she ate her dessert. 

      

    “Mmmh, I dunno,” she said, swallowing. “Sounds like a little much for me.” 

      

    Does she mean that, I wondered, or does she think it’s a little too much for ME? The date had gone so well that I decided to press my luck. Dropping my voice into a teasing register, I asked: 

      

    “What? I thought you said you had a wild side, Natalia. You weren’t lying on your profile, were you?” 

      

    She froze for an instant – and then something very strange happened. She looked right into my eyes, and for just a second, they flashed bright pink. It happened so fast I wasn’t sure I’d really seen it, and when it was gone her cheeks instantly turned a deep red. 

      

    “Hey, I didn’t mean that,” I said, still trying to process what I’d seen. “You...” 

      

    “I do,” she said in a husky whisper. Then she bit her lip, eyes shining. “I’ll prove it.” 

      

    With an abruptness that was almost rude, she shoved back her chair and stood up. “I’ll...I’ll be right back,” she said nervously, taking off for the bathrooms like a startled gazelle. 

      

    I watched her go, my heart sinking. Way to go, Troy, I admonished myself. You fucked it all up. Bet you ten bucks she’s going to slip out the back… 

      

    But about five minutes later, Natalia came back, one arm held tight against her side. I scanned her eyes, checking for that weird pink glow, still not sure if it had been real or a trick of the light. 

      

    “Hey,” she purred, sinking into her chair. “These are for you.” 

      

    She passed me something under the table. Whatever it was, it was warm as an oven – and wet. It felt silky under my fingers… 

      

    I glanced at it under the table – and my breath caught in my throat. I was holding a pair of black thong panties. And they were soaked. 

      

    “Sorry I took so long,” she said, face still flushed. “I...I wanted to make them nice and wet for you...” 

      

    Now it was my turn for my face to get hot. “You...you were in there...” my voice dropped to a whisper, “touching yourself?” 

      

    She grinned wickedly. “I told you I was wild.” 

      

    “Jesus,” I whispered. She’s not wearing anything under that skirt… “I think you’re right about the club. What do you say we take this back to my place instead.” 

      

    She smiled, and that pink glow flashed for the briefest instant. I was sure of it now: that was something unnatural. But I was too turned on to think about it, to think about anything other than the gorgeous, horny girl next to me and whether she wanted to come home with me. 

      

    “I’d like that,” she said with a smile. 

      

    I shoved the panties in my pocket and motioned for the waitress, hand shaking with excitement. “Check please!” 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    We made it about three steps into my house. 

      

    As soon as the door was closed behind us, I picked up Natalia and pinned her against it, covering her mouth with my own. She melted against me, spreading her legs wide to press her thighs against mine. I’d never kissed a woman like this before – I’d never had the guts. I claimed Natalia’s mouth with my own, mouths crashing together with shared heat and need. 

      

    “You taste so good,” I growled, nibbling at her bottom lip as I pulled away. “You’re driving me crazy.” 

      

    Natalia licked the place where I’d bit, just a touch of nervousness in her eyes as she looked up at me. “I want to find out how you taste,” she whispered. 

      

    For a second, I was confused – wasn’t that what we were doing? - then she let go of me and slid to her knees, and I understood. 

      

    I felt her hands working at my belt, freeing me. My cock throbbed against the fabric, my excitement like a living thing inside of my chest. I couldn’t remember the last time my cock had been inside a girl’s mouth – I said a silent prayer of thanks that I’d thought to trim down there before the date. At the time, I’d thought I was putting the cart before the horse – but this one was way out of the barn already. 

      

    She tugged down my boxers, and my fat cock spilled out. A thick bead of precum dribbled from the tip, and her eyes widened at the sight of it. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise, her lips dark with lipstick. 

      

    “Wow, you’re so big,” she purred, giving me a stroke. A bolt of pleasure shot through my body – fuck, just her fingers felt better than anything Kimberly had ever done. “I don’t know if I’m going to be able to fit all this down my throat at once, but I’ll try just for you. Is that okay?” 

      

    “Natalia, it couldn’t be any more okay,” I grunted. “Please...” 

      

    She smirked, running the tip of her tongue along the underside of my shaft. “I love it when a man asks for it,” she whispered, then opened wide and took me inside her mouth. 

      

    I gasped, eyes shutting tight for a second as she engulfed me. Her mouth was wet and warm, her lips a tight seal around the sensitive skin of my cock. When she started to bob, sucking hard as she worked her lips up and down, it was like liquid fire coursing through my veins. Before I knew what I was doing, my fingers were in her hair, coaxing her deeper. 

      

    “Natalia, that’s so fucking good,” I groaned, my voice raw with need. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop...” 

      

    She pulled back, and for a moment panic filled me – but she was grinning, stroking me hard, her eyes filled with lust. 

      

    “Your cock tastes even better than your lips,” she whimpered. Her eyes met mine, and then it happened a third time – that pink flash. I barely even noticed – I was so far gone, concerned only with my own pleasure and Natalia’s. 

      

    “It’s making me so wet having this in my mouth,” Natalia mewled. “You like the way the back of my throat feels, Daddy?” 

      

    Daddy? My mind shrank from the word, but my cock? It twitched in Natalia’s hand, shooting a fat jet of precum on her fingers. 

      

    “Oh, you like that,” she purred. Then, shamelessly, she latched her lips on the head, sucking the come off my cock. “You like having a girl young enough to be your daughter sucking you off, don’t you, Daddy?” 

      

    It took me about two seconds to decide I was a-ok with this. 

      

    “Yes,” I grunted, gripping the base of my shaft and guiding it between Natalia’s lips. “Show Daddy how good you can make his cock feel, baby.” 

      

    With a low, satisfied moan, Natalia opened wide and took me all the way to the base in one smooth motion. My cock disappeared down her throat, stretching it in the most amazing way, and I was in heaven. 

      

    “Fuck yes,” I moaned, thrusting against her lips. I met her stroke for stroke, my passion climbing higher and higher with every one. “Take it deep, Natalia. Take it all...” 

      

    Still on her knees, Natalia hiked up her skirt. The fabric clung to her pert ass for a moment before revealing her tanned, heart-shaped ass, and then it was up over her sopping wet cunt. While her one hand worked the base of my cock, the other dove between her thighs. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she sucked, legs spasming as she rubbed her clit with hard, insistent strokes. 

      

    “Are you thinking about how good that cock would feel in your tight little pussy?” I was getting close now – I could feel the rush building in my balls as they slapped against her chin. “You want to feel that inside of you, slut?” 

      

    If Natalia disliked being called a slut, she sure as hell didn’t show it. Instead, she shivered with pleasure, groaning around the head of my cock. “Mmmh hmm,” she whimpered. 

      

    “I’m going to come,” I growled, thrusting hard. “I’m going to fill your mouth up with come, then I’m going to fuck you senseless...” 

      

    It was exactly what both of us needed to hear. Another deep stroke and I felt myself letting go, cock erupting inside of Natalia’s mouth. I came apart, pleasure shattering my brain into a thousand pieces as my cock pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down Natalia’s throat. She sucked gamely, drunk on my come, then pulled back at the last second to let the last few jets streak across her gorgeous face. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, Natalia let go of my cock and touched the wet streaks on her face. Then her fingers became a blur at her cunt, and everything from her forehead to her tits flushed a deep crimson. A loud, keening cry left her throat as she came around her fingers, juices dribbling down her thigh as the feeling of my climax in her mouth sent her over the edge into a powerful orgasm. 

      

    “Fuck, that was amazing,” I said. My body and mind were totally relaxed, all the bad thoughts gone. “I haven’t come like that since before Kimberly...” 

      

    She squinted, confused. “Kimberly?” 

      

    Oh shit. “I, uh, shit – I shouldn’t have said that...” 

      

    “It’s okay,” she said, rising to her feet. “Kimberly’s your ex-wife, right?” 

      

    I was gobsmacked. “How did you know that?” 

      

    She giggled, unhooking her sodden skirt and tugging it down. “It’s pretty obvious, Troy. You act like a married guy. Plus you get totally flustered whenever you’re around me, which means you’re definitely new to the dating scene. And there’s still a suntan line on your ring finger...” 

      

    I glanced down at my hand. Son of a bitch, she was right. 

      

    “I’m sorry,” I said quickly. “I didn’t mean to bring her into it. I never want to think about her again – I was just...I feel so good right now...” 

      

    She shook her head. “You don’t have to apologize.” Still grinning, she undid the buttons on her jacket. I watched, amazed, as she let the fabric fall to the floor and pulled her top over her head. Beneath it she had on a lacy black bra, probably twin to the panties in my pocket. She unhooked that in front, grinning nervously, and let me see her breasts. 

      

    They were glorious. 

      

    “It ended badly, didn’t it?” I nodded. “She cheated?” 

      

    This girl was perceptive as hell. I nodded again. 

      

    “What I want you to do,” she said firmly, “is take me upstairs and fuck me senseless on your bed. Pound my tight little teen pussy right where your cheating wife used to sleep. Then, from now on, instead of thinking about her, when you look at it you’ll remember that was where you had the best sex of your life.” 

      

    I felt my eyes widen. Who the hell was this girl? 

      

    She grinned at me – and her eyes went pink. “Fuck me, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice shooting up an octave. “I’m so fucking wet for you...” 

      

    Fuck it. I couldn’t wait anymore. The next few moments were a blur as I carried Natalia up the stairs and tossed her on my bed with a squeal. I practically ripped the buttons off my shirt in my haste to get them off. When Natalia got onto her knees to help, I shoved her back down and spread her legs wide. 

      

    “What are you doing?” she asked, her voice ragged with lust. 

      

    “Taking my time,” I replied, running my hands over her smooth thighs. “I haven’t gotten the opportunity to do this for a long time. I want to make it as memorable for you as it is for me...” 

      

    I lowered my mouth to her. Her pussy was dripping with juice from her orgasm, the lips swollen with need. It was amazing how turned on she was; just the lightest touch of the tip of my tongue against her clit made her arch her back and cry out in bliss. 

      

    “Fuck! Oh yes Daddy, eat my cunt! Eat out your little girl…!” 

      

    I buried my face between her thighs, inhaling her sweet scent. I devoured her whole, every part of my face enjoying her tight teen cunt as she moaned and ground against my face. It didn’t take long at all before she was coming; gushing into my mouth and begging for more as I milked every drop of pleasure from her clit. As she came down from it, I worked my way up her body and kissed her hard, letting her taste herself. 

      

    “You like tasting your own cunt?” I growled, pinning her down. She nodded, her eyes full of submission, her hips already writhing against me. 

      

    “Please, Daddy...” she whined. 

      

    “Please what?” I said, something deep and primal in my voice. 

      

    “Please...give me more,” she whimpered, surrendering to me. “Fuck me. Take me however you want, Daddy – I’m all yours...” 

      

    The knowledge that I owned her sweet little body for the night made me happier than anything I’d experienced in years. “Turn around,” I growled. “Put your hands over the headboard. I want to take you from behind...” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, turning around and spreading her legs. She stuck her big ass in the air, arching her back so that I could see the sides of her tits from behind. God they were so big. I loved every inch of this woman. 

      

    Gripping her hips, I aimed the head of my cock into her folds and slammed inside, bottoming out inside of her with one savage stroke. She cried out, the walls of her cunt clenching around me as I thrust hard, over and over as I rode her ass. Natalia’s cunt was everything I could have ever dreamed, perfectly tight and so wet I could slide all the way into her womb with every stroke. 

      

    “Oh my god you’re so fucking big, Daddy! I can just barely take that big cock inside my pussy! Fuck me harder, Daddy, stretch me out!” 

      

    I took her hair in my hand and twisted it around my fingers, forming a crude ponytail I could use for leverage. It let me go deeper, shifting her ass until I found the perfect angle to pump her deep, stretching her channel with my cock. It was like I belonged there, like I’d always meant to be inside of her – like coming home. This house felt more like my castle than it had in years. 

      

    I changed up, slowing my pace and torturing Natalia with long, slow strokes. I could feel the pressure building inside her pussy, her clit throbbing and pulsing until the words coming out of her mouth lost all meaning. 

      

    “Please Daddy, please,” she begged, looking over her shoulder at me. “Please let me come!” 

      

    I worked slowly for a few more strokes, teasing her mercilessly, then instantly switched to as fast as I could go. It was an assault on her tight cunt, stretching her hard as I pumped her full again and again, and for an amazing third time I felt her break apart, coming all over my dick as she shuddered and sobbed. 

      

    No sooner had she recovered than she turned her attentions to me. “Come for me, Troy,” she begged, grinding her hips down so hard on my cock it was like she was fucking me back. “Come inside me, Daddy!” 

      

    I held back – I never wanted this moment to end. Natalia was right; this absolutely was the best sex of my life. I was going to be replaying these moments in my head until I was old and gray, and I wanted nothing more than to make it last as long as possible. 

      

    “Don’t you just want to explode?” Natalia’s voice got high-pitched, teasing. “Don’t my wet, tight walls just make you want to fuck me harder? Pound me until you pump me full, just like you did to my soft teen throat?” 

      

    I could feel the pressure building in my balls, getting ready to spill over. From the way it felt, I was going to pump even more seed inside Natalia’s cunt than I had her mouth. 

      

    “It tasted so good, by the way,” she said, a naughty grin plastered on her face. “I loved sucking your cock, Daddy – I’m sure that cheating bitch didn’t like it, but you deserve to have your dick sucked whenever you want it...” 

      

    It was the thought of Kimberly that sent me over the edge. The knowledge that I was pounding a girl much hotter, wilder and sexier in the very bed we used to sleep in sent me right over the edge. I brought my hand down on Natalia’s ass, hard, giving it a slap as I unloaded inside of her. It felt like the core of my being was draining out of me, filling me with peace and contentment as my come shot like cannon fire against Natalia’s walls. I burst again and again inside her honey-warm womb, each spasm sending an orgasmic burst of pleasure through me. The world shattered; shrank to nothing but her and me and the single point of jaw-dropping pleasure between us. 

      

    When I came back to myself, I was flat on my back in bed, with Natalia snuggled up against me. Her nails idly raked my chest, her tits rising and falling as she sighed happily. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” she purred, her eyes flashing that unnatural shade of pink. “I loved making you feel better. You pumped so much come inside of me that I’m dripping...” 

      

    I glanced down and saw that she was absolutely right. “Oh shit,” I said with a little laugh. “I didn’t wear a condom...” 

      

    “That’s alright,” she purred, nuzzling her head against my collar. “I’m on the pill. Besides, I hate condoms – there’s nothing better than feeling a guy come inside of you.” 

      

    I cocked an eyebrow. “Any guy?” 

      

    She make a mock-pouty face. “You know I only have eyes for you, Daddy.” Then both of us collapsed in laughter. 

      

    “Mmh, it’s so not fair,” she whispered, half-dozing against me a few minutes later. “I came like four times tonight, and you only got to come twice...” 

      

    “Well, you could make up for it in the morning,” I said, putting a hand on her thigh. “If you want to stay the night, that is...” 

      

    A sad look crossed her face. “I want to,” she said. “Really, I do. This has been awesome. But I have class super early in the morning...” 

      

    “That’s okay,” I said with a yawn. “I understand.” 

      

    “But, um – can we do this again sometime? Like, soon? I really, really liked spending time with you,” Natalia said.  

      

    I nodded, trying to contain my excitement. “Absolutely.” 

      

    Once I’d helped her get dressed and dropped her back off at her car with a kiss and a promise, I collapsed on my couch. I felt utterly spent, wrung out from my night of bliss. Yet I was already ready to do it again. 

      

    I pulled out my phone, grabbing Natalia’s panties at first. Shit, I forgot to give her these back, I thought. Well, she probably wants me to have them. As a souvenir. 

      

    I called Mark, and this time he answered on the first ring. 

      

    “Dude, how was it!” My friend sounded busy – I could hear the bass thud of a club banger in the background of the call. Unlike me, he hadn’t stayed in tonight, I guess. 

      

    There were so many things I could have said. I couldn’t put it into words, so what came out was just “Amazing. Fucking amazing.” 

      

    “Haha, you sound like you’ve had a religious experience! Did that hot co-ed raise your consciousness?” 

      

    “Something like that. I...I thought you were bullshitting me, man. That these girls were hookers or camgirls or something, but – we really hit it off, Natalia and me...” 

      

    “Woah, hey, now don’t think you’ve got to stick with just one!” I could hear his grin from the other end of the line. “There’s lots of girls on AlphaDate – tons of them looking for a smart, well-off, attractive guy like you.” 

      

    I opened my mouth to tell him off – and stopped. What was it Natalia had said? I only have eyes for you, Daddy… 

      

    She’d said any guy, though. So obviously this was casual. Just because I’d had a really good first date with Natalia didn’t mean I shouldn’t keep my options open. I mean, that was the point of the whole online dating scene, right? 

      

    Something else occurred to me – for a moment, I was too embarrassed to ask about it. “Hey, tell me something,” I said, sounding too casual. “Any of the girls you’ve met on this thing, have they ever had something...something weird with their eyes?” 

      

    “You mean the hot flashes?” 

      

    The fact that he said it so matter-of-factly, and even had a name for it, shocked me. “The pink?” 

      

    He laughed again. “Yeah. You’ll understand eventually, man! Just have fun with it, okay? You’re a bachelor now – live it up a little!” 

      

    “Mark,” I said firmly, “what are you not telling me?” 

      

    “Hey, gotta go – Ivana’s back from the little girl’s. Hey baby, I got you a drink...” 

      

    Whatever he said next faded into the din of the busy club. A few moments later the line disconnected. 

      

    I sat back against the couch, thinking. There was obviously more to AlphaDate then met the eye. And if I was being honest with myself, there was definitely something off about my date with Natalia. Every time her eyes flashed, it was like she suddenly started coming onto me like a bitch in heat. Either that, or she’d suddenly agree to whatever sex I wanted to have… 

      

    I tucked the thought away for now. Either way, the only way to find out more was to try the app again. I had Natalia’s number saved, and I definitely wanted to go out with her again as soon as possible. But until then… 

      

    Grinning, I flipped open the AlphaDate app and started to browse. If Natalia wasn’t going to be available for a few days, maybe I could get a date tomorrow. Like Mark said, I was a bachelor now – and I was going to make my mark on the dating scene in a big way. 

      

    And as for Kimberly? I wasn’t even thinking about her anymore – although she’d walk back into my life soon, in a way I never expected… 

  

  


 

   
    Dating the MILF (AlphaDate Part Two) 

      

      

    



   






 

    Pleasure rippled through me, traveling up and down my spine in waves as I pumped my cock like a piston between Addison’s soft, warm tits. She pulled them together with her free hand, her other at her cunt as she wrapped the lubed-up breasts tight around my shaft. “Fuck them,” she begged, lips parted, eyes flashing the bright pink of bubblegum. “Pound my titties as hard as you want, Troy. It’s been a long time since I felt a man spurting between these puppies...” 

      

    Addison and I, as I had learned on our date, had a whole lot in common. We were both divorced, both well-paid professionals, and both of us were utterly in love with her huge, mouth-watering breasts. So much so that she’d practically begged me to come back to her place and let her coat them in lube, then wrap them around my hard dick. 

      

    Thanks to AlphaDate, it wasn’t hard to convince Addison to do that. It wasn’t hard to convince her of anything. 

      

    Grinning, I thrust my hips hard against her chest, burying my cock in the soft mounds of titflesh. The fat purple head popped out on every stroke, spurting precum into the hollow of her throat. She moaned every time it happened, like she was getting drunk off my cum. 

      

    “I can feel you getting even harder between my tits,” she teased, slamming them down on either side of my cock even harder. “Are you getting ready to come? You want to paint my tits with that load, make them all nice and sticky-” 

      

    She froze in place as we both heard the sound of a door opening. 

      

    “Mom!?” The voice sounded like it wanted to be angry but was too shocked. “What the fuck are you doing…?” 

      

    I glanced at the doorway, tearing my eyes away from Addison’s perfect rack. A girl stood in the doorway in a cheerleading uniform, her hair matted to her forehead with sweat. And she looked pissed. 

      

    “Becky?” Addison looked upset, but didn’t stop rocking her tits. “Go to your room right now! You know you’re not supposed to barge in here...” 

      

    Oh shit, I thought, the daughter! I started to pull out from Addison’s cleavage when I locked eyes with the girl purely by accident. She glared at me for a moment, then something impossible entered her eyes. 

      

    No way, I thought. Couldn’t be… 

      

    Her lips slowly curled into a smile – and her eyes flashed bright pink. 

      

    “Mom,” she purred stepping into the room and dropping her backpack. “You didn’t tell me you were having company tonight.” 

      

    Addison’s mouth dropped open – then her eyes flashed too, and she grinned. “I didn’t know we were going to come back here,” she said. “It’s our first date.” 

      

    “Well, it looks like it’s going really well!” Becky smiled at me, yanking down the top of her cheerleading outfit. “Mom really just wanted you all to herself – she knows I’ve got a much better set of tits than her...” 

      

    My mouth dropped open in shock as Becky tore off her top, revealing a perfect, perky pair of eighteen-year-old breasts. She ran her hands over them, the nipples stiffening as a blush rose to her cheeks. 

      

    “Mind if I join you?” she asked. 

      

    Addison turned to me, a naughty grin on her face. “What do you think, Troy?” 

      

    Me? My cock throbbed between Addison’s tits, getting ready to unload my come. I think I just became the luckiest guy on Earth… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    After my first experience with AlphaDate, I decided to try for something a little bit more conservative. Not that I hadn’t loved my first date with Natalia: it was the most fun, exciting night I’d had in years. It was just hard as hell to keep up with a girl in her prime like that – I was looking for something a little bit more my speed. 

      

    It didn’t take long for me to find what I was looking for. After trying to match me with a couple of college-age cuties who looked like they could have been Natalia’s cousins, the app took the hint and changed its search parameters. It loaded a new set of names, then a happy little ding came from the speakers of my phone. 

      

    We’ve found you a match! This person has expressed interest in meeting you. Review their profile then click ‘Yes’ to accept a private message from them. 

      

    I loaded the profile and felt my eyebrows raise up to my forehead. Wow, I thought, grinning. What a knockout. 

      

    The line at the top informed me that I was looking at Addison, 38. The picture had been taken at what looked like a Halloween costume party: a sexy, curvy blonde, just a little bit drunk, flashed a “come hither” look at the camera while wearing a tight witch outfit. The fabric fit her like a skintight glove, forming a corset that pushed her luscious breasts into model-perfect cleavage. 

      

    “Addison,” I said, scanning the rest of her profile. “You look fantastic.” 

      

    I had no reason to feel so confident. There was every reason to believe my insane night with Natalia had been nothing but a fluke, the kind of jackpot that a guy like me only hit once in a lifetime if that. Yet for some reason, I felt like I could get with this girl. I felt more confident – more sure of myself and capable – than I had in years. 

      

    I clicked “Accept” without a moment’s hesitation. 

      

    The conversation we had was brief and flirty, barely worth mentioning other than the part where she said yes, she would be interested in meeting me. Unlike Natalia, Addison apparently had no qualms about going somewhere loud and fun for our first date – she gave me the name of one of the hottest clubs in town and told me she’d meet me there around nine. That gave me a few hours to shower, shave and get ready for my second date in as many days. 

      

    I ought to have been nervous. And indeed, I felt my heart pounding a little bit harder as I got to the club. Just because I’d hit a home run with Natalia didn’t mean I was going to have the same luck with Addison – and I had heard enough first-date horror stories from my friends to know to brace myself against any sort of possible craziness. 

      

    I was able to get a table on the second floor, overlooking the center of the club. From there, I could see small groups and couples dancing, all young people, looking curiously bored. The glow of phone screens were almost as visible as the strobe lights. 

      

    Just then I heard a voice, jarring me from my thoughts. “Troy? Is that you?” 

      

    I turned around – and nearly fell out of my chair. Addison looked even better in person than she did in her photos. She wore a clingy blue cocktail dress that hugged her hips like a second skin, supporting a low-cut neckline so daring that more of her breasts were on display than concealed. It matched beautifully with her short, golden blonde hair, like it had been picked out for her as some kind of modeling outfit. I looked at her and knew instantly exactly what she would look like naked – and the mental image made my cock throb in my slacks. 

      

    “Hi.” I stood up, stooping ever so slightly to hide the bulge in my trousers, and pulled out the chair to let her sit. “You must be Addison.” 

      

    “Mmmh hmm.” She flashed a perfect, perky smile at my tiny act of chivalry: she had a great smile, the kind a guy could get used to seeing after a long day of work. I tried to keep my eyes off her cleavage as I sat back down. 

      

    No sooner had we ordered drinks than there was some kind of disturbance downstairs. Addison craned her neck to see, the motion doing amazing things to her chest as we stared down. 

      

    “I said fuck you!” The speaker was an extremely drunk looking guy about my age, and the people he was yelling at were two girls around Natalia’s. They looked equal parts pissed and bewildered at this strange guy pouring out his bitterness on them. One scoffed, holding up her phone to start recording, while the other gave him the finger. 

      

    The man turned beet red. I could see his mouth moving, getting ready to spit, but just before he could a guy the size of a linebacker put his arm around him and shoved him towards the door. We watched him go, bemused, and when we turned back to each other our drinks had appeared as if by magic. 

      

    “Have you noticed its always someone our age?” Addison asked a few minutes later over small talk. 

      

    “Hmm. Who?” I was a little buzzed, and didn’t follow her. 

      

    “That man downstairs. We think these young people are so wild and crazy with their dating apps and casual hookups, but all the people making idiots out of themselves are our age.” 

      

    Addison’s lips twisted in a smile as she sipped her drink. “You don’t think so?” 

      

    “No, I agree,” I said. “I was thinking that before you got here. It’s like...it’s like they’re not having any fun, and we’re having too much of it. I dunno, maybe I’m just a grumpy old man.” 

      

    “I think about it all the time,” Addison said, shaking her head. “My daughter – Becky – she’s eighteen, and, well...” 

      

    A daughter? Addison didn’t look like she was old enough to be someone’s mother – much less someone about to graduate high school. “Well what?” 

      

    A naughty grin lit up her face. “Well I remember what I was like at her age,” she said, her eyes getting far away for a moment. “I was...quite the wild child. And when I think about it now, and compare what Becky is like...she’s just so much more serious than I was.” 

      

    “World’s a lot harder today,” I said, sipping my drink and nodding. “More people competing for less money.” 

      

    “Maybe,” she said, frowning. “You know, I honestly wouldn’t even be upset if she brought a boy home. Lord knows how times I got up to God-only-knows right under my parents’ noses...” 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself from grinning. “Are you going to be bringing a boy home tonight?” I asked. 

      

    She bit her lip, flushing gently. “Maybe.” She set her drink aside and took my hand. “Come on. Dance with me, Troy. They say the way a man dances is the way he makes love.” 

      

    “Well then, I will do my best not to disappoint you,” I growled, taking her around the waist. “In either case.” 

      

    I led her downstairs, loving the feeling of her curves against my body. It was going to be one hell of a night. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    I did not disappoint. 

      

    When we finally collapsed at a nearby table a half-dozen dances later, we were both exhausted: and horny. Addison had wasted no time in testing me out on the dance floor – grinding her hips against the bulge in my pants to see how big it was, running her fingers down my back as if picturing how it would feel to rake her nails over my skin as I thrust deep inside of her. By the time we left the dance floor, there was no doubt in my mind that I was going to get lucky tonight – Addison wanted it just as much as I did. 

      

    As my heart gradually relaxed back to its normal rate of fire, I felt Addison’s lips graze my earlobe. “Come on, stud,” she purred, putting a hand on my thigh. “I’m bored. Why don’t you take me home...” 

      

    Her hand traveled up my thigh to what was between them and gave it a squeeze. I could feel a drop of precum dribbling from the tip, staining my boxers, and nearly moaned with pleasure. 

      

    I turned to her, a witty reply at the ready, when I saw something that stopped me in my tracks: Addison’s eyes were pink. Bright pink. 

      

    She must have seen the look on my face. “You okay?” she asked, looking concerned. The pink glow winked out of her eyes instantly, reverting them to their original striking blue color. 

      

    It was just the club lights, I told myself. Nothing more than that. 

      

    “Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, taking her hand. “Better than fine. Let’s go...” 

      

    Addison let me take her to my car, and almost as soon as we were inside she was pressed against me. Her fingers went everywhere, diving beneath my belt as we pulled out of the parking lot to find my hard, throbbing cock. 

      

    “Oh shit,” I grunted, barely able to concentrate on the road. “You’re a bad girl, Addy...” 

      

    “I know,” she purred. I could feel her breasts pressing against my arm, warm and perky. “Talking about the old days – kind of makes you want to relive them, doesn’t it?” 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said, letting out a little moan as she undid my zipper and freed my cock from my pants. “Fuck yeah.” 

      

    “Did you ever fuck the captain of the cheerleading squad?” Addison’s voice was teasing, but her fingers promised me the world. I wanted more than anything for her to lower her head and take me in her mouth, but if she did that I might’ve actually killed us all. 

      

    “Can’t say I did,” I said, struggling to stay on the road. “I was more into drama girls.” 

      

    “Mmmh, I’m not a big fan of drama,” Addison said. “Or strings. This is just fun between two adults, got it?” 

      

    I understood exactly what she was saying, and told her so. 

      

    “Good,” she said, a naughty smile spreading across her face. “I’m going to have so much fun with you, Troy...” 

      

    The rest of the drive was a blur. By the time I made it to her driveway, she really did have her head in my lap. Her lips made a perfect little ‘o’ around my shaft, but all she did on the way there was tease me – swirling her tongue around the head of my dick in ways that made me want to explode inside her sweet little mouth. I was in a lather, more primed than I’d ever been in my life, ready and willing to go the distance. And Addison had every intention of taking me there, again and again. 

      

    She turned around and kissed me as soon as we were inside the door, practically jumping into my arms. I shut the door with my heel and carried her into a luxurious living room, setting her down on the couch with more making out. 

      

    “You’re so fucking sexy,” she purred, and for an instant I’d have sworn that pink glow was back in her eyes. “I love your cock so fucking much...” 

      

    “You’re so gorgeous,” I replied, my mouth devouring her breasts. “You’re driving me crazy...” 

      

    “I can tell,” she said with a dark little chuckle, squeezing the base of my shaft. “You like these tits, don’t you, Troy? I could feel you staring at them all night – don’t deny it!” 

      

    How could I deny it? She was beautiful. “You’re right,” I said, the words practically a growl. “They were the first thing I noticed about you. They’re so fucking hot...” 

      

    She grinned, arching her hips against me. “I thought so,” she said, licking her lips. “You can be a smart, professional woman, but there’s some part of a guy’s brain that is never going to see you as anything more than a pair of tits.” 

      

    I was a bit taken aback. It almost sounded like she was upset, but she was grinning. “Hey,” I said, “I didn’t mean it like that...” 

      

    Suddenly her eyes fucking burst with pink. “That’s okay,” she said, a thin trail of drool dripping from the side of her mouth. “I like being a pair of tits. I love that my big, soft tits make you so hard. Do you want to see them, Troy?” 

      

    My eyes widened at the sight of her eyes glowing like that – but my cock had control of my thoughts. I could no more stop myself than you could stop a freight train at full steam. “Yeah,” I commanded, leaning back. “Show them to me.” 

      

    Panting, Addison yanked down the straps of her dress to expose her gorgeous breasts. They heaved as she squeezed them together, each topped with a nipple nearly as pink as her eyes had been. They were diamond-hard, jutting out like she was aching for me to put them in my mouth. 

      

    “What do you think?” she asked. She jiggled back and forth, showing them off like a hooker displaying her wares. 

      

    “Amazing,” I said. The primal part of my brain had fully taken over at this point. It was bizarre: it was like I wanted to care about the weird pink glow, but I just couldn’t. I wondered dimly if it was affecting me. 

      

    “They’re mouth-watering,” I continued, shameless as hell. “I want to use them, Addy. Use them – and you – so hard that tomorrow you’ve got to hide those knockers ‘cause they’re covered in bruises.” 

      

    I was shocked at the words coming out of my mouth, but Addison reacted as if they were exactly what she’d been longing to hear. 

      

    “I’m so glad you like my big titties, Troy,” she said, glowing with adoration. “Would you like to fuck them?” 

      

    Even knowing that Addison was wild, the fact that she’d just put her body out there like that gave me pause. Then I pictured my rock-hard cock sliding between those tits and all the higher thinking functions shut off in my brain. 

      

    In response, I grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her to me. “Come here,” I grunted, unhooking my pants and tugging them down. My cock sprang free, throbbing between my legs like a red-hot iron rod of need as I brought it against Addison’s soft skin. The fat purple head ground against her just over her belly, leaving a trail of my precum sticking to her body. 

      

    “I knew you wanted to fuck these big, soft titties, Sir. Every guy who looks at me wants it. When I wear a top like the one I had on tonight, I can practically hear them thinking about burying their cocks between my fucking funbags!” 

      

    Again Addison sounded like being an object of men’s sexual fantasies was the greatest thing in the world – and there, flashing in her eyes for a brief moment, was the warm pink glow. What the hell was going on? 

      

    It has something to do with the app, I thought, trying to break through the haze of arousal that covered my mind. It’s doing something to these girls… 

      

    Then Addison slid my cock between her tits, and I stopped being able to think about anything but that. 

      

    I gasped as Addison wrapped her flawless breasts around my cock, sinking it deep into her cleavage. It disappeared in between the mounds of titflesh, slick warmth enveloping my shaft. Addy’s face went slack, her eyes flashing as pink as bubblegum as drool dribbled from the corner of her mouth. It dripped into the hollow between her breasts, mixing with my precum to make her cleavage slick and tight for my cock. 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself: I grabbed hold of her breasts from either side and thrust hard, fucking her tits just as hard as I would have the slit between her legs. Addison laughed happily as I used her tits, the fat head of my cock popping out from between them on every thrust to unload precum across her collar. 

      

    “Fuck them, baby!” Addison was a wild creature, ramming her tits down on me just as hard as I thrust between them. “Make them yours!” 

      

    With a savage grin, I redoubled my effort. I gripped her tits tight enough to bruise them, cock pounding like a piston between the soft mounds. Addison’s body shook with every thrust, her back arching with pleasure as her nipples ground against my thighs. 

      

    I’m in charge, I thought, a primal sense of pride filling me. I can do whatever I want to her – can fuck her as hard as I want, however I want – and she’ll want it just as much as me. All because I tell her to… 

      

    With my free hand, I took up a handful of her hair and jerked her face down to stare into her cleavage. 

      

    “Use your mouth,” I commanded, locking my ankles behind her waist as I fucked her breasts. “Lick it. Suck the tip whenever it gets close. Worship it!” 

      

    On the next thrust, Addison wrapped her lips around the head of my cock as it emerged from her tits. She sucked it hard, making my knees quake with bliss as I used her.  

      

    “I can feel you getting even harder between my tits,” she teased, slamming them down on either side of my cock. “Are you getting ready to come? You want to paint my tits with that load, make them all nice and sticky-” 

      

    She froze in place as we both heard the sound of a door opening. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” Addison groaned, trying to pull away. But it was too late. 

      

    “Mom!?” The voice sounded like it wanted to be angry but was too shocked. “What the fuck are you doing…?” 

      

    I glanced at the doorway, tearing my eyes away from Addison’s perfect rack. A girl stood in the doorway in a cheerleading uniform, her hair matted to her forehead with sweat. And she looked pissed. 

      

    “Becky?” Addison looked upset, but didn’t stop rocking her tits. “Go to your room right now! You know you’re not supposed to barge in here...” 

      

    Oh shit, I thought, the daughter! I started to pull out from Addison’s cleavage when I locked eyes with the girl purely by accident. She glared at me for a moment, then something impossible entered her eyes. 

      

    No way, I thought. Couldn’t be… 

      

    Her lips slowly curled into a smile – and her eyes flashed bright pink. 

      

    “Mom,” she purred stepping into the room and dropping her backpack. “You didn’t tell me you were having company tonight.” 

      

    Addison’s mouth dropped open – then her eyes flashed too, and she grinned. “I didn’t know we were going to come back here,” she said. “It’s our first date.” 

      

    “Well, it looks like it’s going really well!” Becky smiled at me, yanking down the top of her cheerleading outfit. “Mom really just wanted you all to herself – she knows I’ve got a much better set of tits than her...” 

      

    My mouth dropped open in shock as Becky tore off her top, revealing a perfect, perky pair of eighteen-year-old breasts. She ran her hands over them, the nipples stiffening as a blush rose to her cheeks. 

      

    “Mind if I join you?” she asked. 

      

    Addison turned to me, a naughty grin on her face. “What do you think, Troy?” 

      

    I couldn’t fucking believe my luck. I wasn’t stupid – I knew this was way more than just luck leading me to hit a home run like this – but at the moment, all I could do was thank whatever deity watched over me for giving me this. 

      

    Before I knew what was happening, I felt my cock start spurting between Addison’s tits. The gorgeous MILF’s eyes opened wide with surprise as she felt me reach the peak and tumble over; an instant later my cock erupted, firing off thick ropes of come across her face, neck and breasts. 

      

    Becky’s mouth dropped open as she watched, her skin flushing from her forehead to her tits. She’s turned on, I thought, the idea sending my pleasure even higher. It’s making her wet to see me explode on her mom’s tits… 

      

    Addison milked me slow, wrapping her tits around my cock as snug as a glove and oh-so-slowly bringing them down. A few unexpected jets of seed squirted from my sensitive cock, each sending a spike of pleasure through me. I felt drained and happy as I came down from my peak – but almost instantly, my cock swelled back to fullness. 

      

    What the fuck? I thought, still riding the high of fucking Addison’s tits. That never happens to me. What is happening… 

      

    “Wow!” Becky stared with naked envy at the thick glaze of seed coating her mother’s tits. “Jesus, he came so much, Mom. I’ve never seen a guy just explode like that...” 

      

    Addison scooped up a thick gob and held it out on her fingers. “He tastes amazing,” the MILF said with relish. “Try some.” 

      

    This had to be a dream. I couldn’t really be watching a flawless eighteen-year-old cheerleader come forward, get on her knees next to the couch and suck my come off her Mom’s fingers. There was just no way. 

      

    “So, Troy,” Addison said, pulling my cock from between her tits and jiggling them. “It looks like you’re already ready for round two. Ready to show my daughter how a real man pleases a woman?” 

      

    Holy shit. Thank you, God… 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Why don’t we take this upstairs, you two? Get a bed underneath of us...” 

      

    Both girls grinned like that was the best idea they’d heard all day. “Come with me,” Addison purred, nodding towards the stairs. 

      

    The trip upstairs was a blur of female flesh. Before I knew it both girls were on Addison’s bed, stripped down to nothing but panties and heels, grinning at each other as they assumed submissive poses. 

      

    All of this is for me, I thought, staring down at my two prizes. They’re making themselves ready for my cock… 

      

    “So, Troy,” Addison said with a little whimper. “Which one of us do you want first?” 

      

    I looked from mother to daughter, scanning them both with an eye that was as critical as it was horny. Addison’s tits still had the faint outline of streaks across them, the remnants of my first load. Their bodies were similar, although Becky was a more compact package. I couldn’t wait to feel both of them wrapped around me, serving me with their bodies like I was some kind of King. Some God for them to worship. Some kind of...of… 

      

    Master, I thought, the word sending a thrill of command through me. I’m their Master. Time to start acting like it. 

      

    “Turn around, both of you,” I said roughly. “I want to see those pretty little pussies laid bare for me. Spread them for me, sluts.” 

      

    If either mother or daughter were offended by being called sluts, they certainly didn’t show it. They turned around obediently, spreading their legs to show off their heart-shaped asses. Addison was soaking wet from the titfucking she’d given me earlier, her panties dripping as they clung to the lips of her cunt. Her daughter Becky did her one better, thrusting her big ass in the air and tugging the fabric to the side to show me the pink interior of her walls. 

      

    With a grunt, I brought my hand down on Addison’s ass. I wasn’t playful or teasing – this wasn’t about foreplay. It was about dominance and control, letting them know who was in charge. I watched the older woman wince; a moment later I slid two fingers into her cunt and watched her face change to a mask of pleasure. 

      

    I spanked Becky with my free hand, smacking her taut flesh as I fingered her mother. Her ass was firmer and tighter than her mom’s, a patch of her skin turning beet red as I slid my fingers into her sopping cunt. 

      

    “Oh fuck! Fuck, yes Troy, oh my god that feels so good...” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy! Frig my teenage cunt! Oh fuck you know just how to touch me...” 

      

    Both girls were in heaven, their pussies spread wide for me as I fingered them simultaneously. They had to watch each other writhing in pleasure, trying not to get even wetter from how filthy and incestuous it was to watch. Addison was trying to hide her eyes, but Becky was staring right at her Mom’s swaying tits, groaning as I circled her clit with hard little strokes. In moments both girls were wet and ready for me, grunts of pure animal bliss leaving their throats as I pumped their pussies full. 

      

    “Who’s in charge?” I growled, working my fingers faster. Both girls were shattering in front of me, coming apart as pleasure infiltrated their bodies. “Who controls you?” 

      

    “You do, Daddy!” Becky whimpered. 

      

    “Y...you, sir,” Addison panted, face red. “Oh fuck please don’t stop...” 

      

    “Come for me,” I commanded. “I want to feel both of your cunts get nice and tight for me. Both of you watching each other, unable to stop yourself from cumming. Come all over my fingers, girls...” 

      

    Mother and daughter climaxed simultaneously. They were completely separate, not so much as an inch of skin touching, but they were forced to watch each other reach the height of passion, unable to stop from seeing. Addison watched her daughter’s tight teen body climax around my pussy, while Becky saw her mom’s cunt gush fluid down my wrist as her pussy boiled over. When it was over, both girls looked wrung-out – and ready for more. 

      

    I couldn’t control myself anymore. The thin line of control I’d managed to hold over myself snapped completely with Becky’s orgasm, and now I just had to bury my cock inside of her. I took my place behind her, mounting her and driving my thick cock into her wetness from behind. She cried out like she’d been impaled, literally screaming as I filled her to the base and bottomed out just within the entrance to her womb. 

      

    “Oh my gawd, Daddy! I’m so glad you could be my first! Please, please fuck me!” 

      

    Holy shit, I thought, pride filling me. She’s a virgin. She was even more repressed than Addy thought. I’m going to be the first guy to fuck her. And the only… 

      

    Because I knew I wasn’t going to be able to stop. I was meant to rule wet little sluts like Becky, to become their entire world. AlphaDate was going to let that happen, and I was going to enjoy every moment of it. 

      

    I brought my hand back down on the spot I’d spanked earlier, savoring the way she squealed. My cock was a piston inside of her, stretching her walls around me as I filled her to the brim. She was wrapped around me, grinding hard on every stroke, arching her back so I could go even deeper. She reminded me of Natalia, and for a brief moment I felt a stab of guilt at fucking around behind her back. Just a second. 

      

    “Ride that dick harder,” I growled, taking her hair for leverage and driving into her deeper. “Show me what a little whore you are, Becky.” 

      

    She slammed back down on me with every stroke, clenching around me hard enough to throw up sparks. I’d just started to get tunnel vision when I felt hands around my waist – Addison, joining in on the fun. 

      

    “You like my daughter’s pussy?” Her voice was hot in my ear, her nipples rock-hard as her tits pressed against my back. “Is she tight enough for you, Sir? Wet enough?” 

      

    “She’s amazing,” I growled, swatting her ass. “Her cunt is tight and perfect. And it belongs to me.” 

      

    “We both do, Sir.” Addison turned my face to hers and kissed me deeply, tongue entering my mouth. “I’m so happy I can give her to you, Sir. You’re so wonderful. You’re so important to me...” 

      

    My balls slammed against Becky’s ass with every thrust. Somehow I swelled even larger inside of her, growing thicker and harder like some kind of sexual demon. If there had ever been a time when I could have stopped myself from fulfilling this, it had long passed – and I’d forgotten it. 

      

    “Please come in her, Troy,” Addison begged. “She’s so young and fertile. I just know she’ll carry your heirs. It will feel so good to explode inside my daughter’s pussy...” 

      

    She was giving me her daughter like an offering. And I was going to take it. 

      

    With a final, hard grunt, I buried myself to the hilt inside of Becky and let myself sail over the edge. The pleasure hit me like an earthquake, leaving me deaf and dumb with bliss as my balls poured out into her waiting womb. Firecrackers exploded between my thighs, each one like its own orgasm as I coated the walls of Becky’s cunt with thick, virile seed. Over and over again, until I passed the point of exhaustion, my body focused on nothing except breeding this young, fertile bitch. 

      

    When it was over, I collapsed into the bed, barely able to speak. Both girls snuggled against me, full of adoration. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” Becky purred, nuzzling against my shoulder. “Thank you so much for being my first...” 

      

    “I love you,” Addison panted, her eyes wide with something like religious rapture. “I love you, Troy – I love you so much. I want to give you everything – all I have belongs to you. You can have me whenever you want – have my daughter whenever you want – you make me feel all dizzy and giggly inside...” 

      

    Something is wrong, I thought as I passed out. These girls shouldn’t be pledging themselves to me like some kind of...some kind of King. That was just something I couldn’t stop thinking while I was hard… 

      

    But whatever it was, it could wait until morning. For now, I snoozed gently, held from both sides by my newest slaves. The mystery of AlphaDate was starting to become clear, but I had no idea how plainly the truth was about to be revealed... 
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    When I woke up the next morning, it took a few moments to remember why I wasn’t in my own bed. Then I felt something warm and soft next to me, snoozing gently, and remembered. A grin spread across my face as I looked up at the ceiling. 

      

    Damn, I’m a lucky son of a bitch, I thought, shaking my head. 

      

    I pulled back the cover slowly to reveal Becky, the eighteen-year-old daughter of the woman I took out on a date last night. She was naked besides a tight, soaked pair of thong panties, and her breasts were covered in bruises and bite marks. Last night Becky had been a virgin cheerleader – now she was more experienced than most girls ten years older than her, having had her first threesome and her first bondage experience all in the same. My cock rose at the thought of it, pressing gently against her thigh. 

      

    Becky’s eyes fluttered open, as confused as mine had been for a moment. Then a smile settled on her face and she sighed happily, stretching. 

      

    “Good morning, Troy,” she whispered, snuggling up against me. “Did you enjoy last night?” 

      

    I put a hand on her ass and gave it a squeeze as I held her against me, making her squeal and come more fully awake. “Damn right I did,” I grunted. 

      

    “Oh Daddy,” she groaned, my cock grinding against the firm flesh of her ass as she writhed. “You’re so hard first thing in the morning...” 

      

    “Where’s your mother?” Now that I was coming back to myself, I remembered the other part of last night’s equation: Becky’s mother, Addison. Her side of the bed was suspiciously empty, and a stab of fear hit my stomach at the thought of what she might have done after waking up to find us here. 

      

    “Mom?” Becky rose to her elbows, craning her neck in the direction of the bedroom door. Her nostrils flared for a second, then a slow smile spread over her face. “Smells like she’s fixing breakfast.” 

      

    Now that she mentioned it, I could smell it, too – the crisp scent of cooking bacon. My mouth watered and an embarrassing rumble came from my stomach, making Becky giggle. I had worked up quite an appetite after last night – suddenly all I could think about was food. 

      

    “She’ll be busy a while,” Becky cooed, sliding back beneath the covers and doing something with her hands I couldn’t see. “Now I have you all to myself, Daddy...” 

      

    Without another word, she shifted to the side and straddled me, her thighs perched over mine. Something warm and wet grazed the front of my boxers, and all of a sudden I realized what Becky had been doing – removing her panties. She’d tossed them onto her mother’s side of the bed – they landed on her pillow like some kind of daughterly insult. 

      

    “Let’s get you ready, Daddy,” Becky said with a wink, tugging at my boxers. My cock was already at half-mast when I woke – at her touch, it stiffened and swelled to the size it had been the night before. A little moan escaped my lips as her fingers enveloped me, stroking me gently. 

      

    “Becky,” I groaned, reaching out to stop her but finding nothing but her warm, curvy hips under my fingers. “You should stop. This isn’t right. Your mother...” 

      

    “My mother seemed perfectly fine with this last night,” she growled, nibbling at my earlobe as she bent over me. “I seem to remember her frigging her cunt and begging you to fuck me harder.” 

      

    “Oh Jesus,” I moaned, my hands traveling down to her ass. I gave it a squeeze, verifying for myself the fact that she didn’t have on a single stitch of clothing. Her body fit against mine perfectly, like it was built to please me. The bed still reeked of the hard, primal fucking we’d done last night, and already I wanted more. 

      

    “I’m not on the pill, Troy,” she teased, her eyes going wide in mock-astonishment. “You might have gotten my pretty little pussy pregnant last night! Does that make you even harder, Daddy?” 

      

    There was no need to speak – she could tell by the way I twitched in her hand that it did. 

      

    “I thought so,” she said, grinning. “But we’d better make sure...” 

      

    My boxers were down somewhere around my knees – I felt her yank them off completely with a tug. Then the head of my cock nestled in her soft, dripping folds, and all rational thought ceased in favor of primal animal need. 

      

    I grabbed her hips for leverage and thrust straight up, splitting her to the hilt with one smooth stroke. She cried out, arching her back as my cock drilled all the way into her, the fat purple head striking her g-spot. Her walls clenched and contracted around me, gripping my shaft so tight I could hardly believe the pleasure. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” she whimpered, rising up on me and slamming her tight teen cunt down as hard as she could. “Thank you, thank you, thank you for fucking me like a good little girl...” 

      

    In moments we were rutting like animals, bodies moving together like there was nothing in the world but fucking. The heat built between us, the friction of Becky’s walls sending sparks of pleasure down my cock with every thrust. Her tight, wet walls had the most wonderful ridges down them – every thrust made me more sensitive, more receptive to pleasure, until I was grunting and gasping as I pumped her pussy as hard as I could. 

      

    “Oh my gawd!” Becky’s eyes rolled back in her head, a blush rising to her cheeks as climax overtook her body. “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me!” 

      

    Her cunt spasmed around me, each pulse throbbing through her clit as I milked my little girl’s cunt for every drop of pleasure it could give her. One hand found her hips, the other grabbed her chin and twisted her so that I could go even deeper, stabbing directly into her core with inhumanly powerful thrusts. 

      

    How did I get so good at this? I thought deliriously, watching as Becky came helplessly all over my cock. Something is happening to me… 

      

    The thought was erased by a wave of building pressure. My balls slapped against Becky’s ass with every thrust, my cock a piston pounding away in her wet tightness. I could feel the rush growing behind my eyes, my body preparing to loose another fertile load into my tight little cheerleader’s womb. 

      

    Becky felt it, too. “Come for me, Troy,” she begged, half-babbling as she came down from her peak. “Spray down your little girl, Master, make my pussy all dirty and pretty with your cum...” 

      

    A growl rose, low in my throat, as I felt myself reach the edge. I grabbed hold of Becky’s hips with both hands and thrust upward as hard as I could, stretching her so wide it was a miracle she was able to hold me. A moment later I let go, erupting inside of her walls with enough force that I could feel every drop coating the insides of her womb. Becky let out a cry of awe and disbelief as she felt me drain into her, over and over again with a flood that left her dripping. 

      

    “Oh my gawd you did so good, Daddy,” she mewled, biting her lip as she ground down on my cock oh-so-slowly, milking it. “Give it all to me, Troy – every fucking drop. Show me that I’m your good girl, that I’m the one you like fucking the best...” 

      

    At that moment, I couldn’t think of any cunt I’d rather be inside than Becky’s. The last few spurts of my seed poured into her lazily, and when I finally pulled out of her a thin trail of my load dribbled down her thigh. 

      

    “Oh, I am so pregnant,” she said happily, leaning back and stretching against the mattress. “Mmmh, thank you, Troy. Addison is going to be so jealous that I’m carrying your heir...” 

      

    I was silent for a few moments. “Yeah,” I finally said, running a hand through my hair. What had just come over me? I wasn’t usually like this – I didn’t claim women or try to own them. I was respectful, kind – the kind of guy who “made love” to women. Now I was brutally fucking them. And even though Becky and Addison seemed to love it, there was something off about the whole thing… 

      

    I glanced over at Becky, and just for a moment, I swore I saw a pink glow flashing in her eyes. 

      

    Am I going insane? And if so, is insanity somehow giving me the ability to score with women way out of my league? 

      

    Just then, a voice called to us from downstairs. It was Addison, and while there was no way she hadn’t heard every moment of what her daughter and I had just done, she didn’t sound the least bit upset. 

      

    “Breakfast!” she yelled, almost laughing. “Come get something to eat!” 

      

    Becky sprang from bed, pulling her panties back up and tossing on an old t-shirt, and then she was skipping downstairs. “Coming, Mom!” 

      

    I shook my head, then started getting dressed. Might as well get something to eat, I thought. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Would you mind doing me a favor, Troy?” 

      

    I looked up from my plate, blinking for a second to remember where I was. I was stuffing my face in a way I hadn’t since college, but you could hardly blame me: Addison had made us a feast. On top of bacon and eggs, there were thick slabs of ham, buttery biscuits, toast with jam and some fancy bagels with seasoning I’d never even seen before. It was a spread fit for a conquering king, and as soon as I’d sat down my hunger led me to devour it just like I’d devoured Addison and her daughter last night. 

      

    “You worked quite up an appetite,” Becky said with a naughty grin, nibbling at her bagel. “Daddy.” 

      

    I blushed, looking at Addison guiltily, but the remark didn’t register. In fact, nothing seemed to ruffle Addison. I couldn’t figure it out: she seemed to be taking everything in stride, from bringing home a guy she barely knew and becoming his submissive bimbo to having a threesome with her own daughter. Even the fact that we were half-dressed, casually chatting about the fucking we’d done that morning didn’t provoke so much as a raised eyebrow.  

      

    “Yeah?” I swallowed hard, washing it down with orange juice. “What’s up, Addy?” 

      

    “Because of somebody,” Addison began, aiming a pointed look at her daughter, “I’m running late this morning. I already called my work, but is there anyway you could drop Becky off at school? I’m really not going to have time to go out of my way.” 

      

    I looked over at Becky, who was making the international sign for blowjob with her fist and cheek. She shot me a naughty wink and waggled her tongue at me. It was like Addison didn’t even notice. 

      

    “Uh, sure,” I said, getting a forkful of ham. “I’m off work today, anyhow.” 

      

    “You’re the best.” Addison leaned down and put her arms around me, kissing me hard. When she broke it, she leaned over and put her lips to my ear. 

      

    “Last night was amazing,” she purred, just loud enough for Becky to hear. “I haven’t been fucked like that in ages...” 

      

    “Yeah!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing – or maybe I could. Enough weird shit had happened under this roof that I was starting to roll with it. “I haven’t had fun like that in a really long time. We’ll have to do it again soon...” 

      

    “Absolutely,” Addison murmured, turning around and presenting her ass as if begging me to slap it. So I did, and she went away with a yelp and a dirty smile. 

      

    “I’m going to go get dressed,” Becky announced, pushing back her chair. 

      

    “Nothing too slutty,” Addison warned, sounding absurdly like an ordinary mother for a moment. “I know how those boys at school are. They’ll fuck anything that moves and gives them the time of day...” 

      

    Becky rolled her eyes and sighed explosively. I couldn’t help it; laughter bubbled in the back of my throat. This is like the porn version of a mother-daughter fight, I thought. What has happened to my life? 

      

    “How about this,” Becky said, pointing at me. “I’ll get dressed, and Troy can decide if my outfit is too scandalous for public consumption. K?” Before Addison could respond, she was out of the room in a huff. 

      

    Addy sighed, shaking her head. “Kids,” she whispered. 

      

    I cleared my throat, rising from the table. The last thing I wanted to do was broach the subject, but I felt like I had to. 

      

    “So,” I said, feeling awkward. “Should we talk about what happened last night?” 

      

    She turned to me, confusion in her eyes. “What do you mean? Did...I didn’t do something wrong, did I?” 

      

    The naked need in her eyes was so surprising I found myself wanting to reassure her. “No, not at all! Last night was amazing – seriously, you’re great, Addy.” 

      

    “Oh, good.” Her shoulders sagged as she relaxed. “What, then?” 

      

    “I mean...” God, please don’t let me be making a terrible mistake. “I mean, with you and Becky...” 

      

    Her reaction was not at all what I expected. For the briefest instant, her eyes widened in shock – then her eyes lit up like someone had stuck a bright pink strobe light behind them. 

      

    “Becky...” she purred, rolling the word around her lips like she loved the taste of it. “Becky fucked you so well, Master...” 

      

    “Master!?” The word shocked me almost as much as the pink eyes. “What are you talking about?” 

      

    “I loved serving you, Sir – and I loved making my daughter serve you, too.” What she was saying was horrible, but it came out lovingly – like what she was describing was utterly wonderful. “You should have lots of girls serving you, Troy – ones my age and ones like Becky. Young, tight cunts for you to breed with your superior god-cock – and MILFs like me to present our mouths and tits for fucking whenever you want.” 

      

    My mouth had dropped open at some point in her speech. My face felt cold, then hot. What she was saying was so shameless, so depraved – no one who wasn’t living in some kind of full-time submissive relationship would casually talk about stuff like that. Like she wanted to build me a harem of babes, a group of women devoted to my worship… 

      

    “Addison,” I said slowly, stepping forward. “Are you aware your eyes are glowing?” 

      

    “Hmm?” One eyebrow shot up, a vapid smile spreading across her pretty face. “Are they? Does that not please you, Master? I’ll change anything about myself that doesn’t make you happy – cut my hair, get bigger breasts, anything you want! Your wish is my command!” 

      

    “I see.” I was so confused; what she was saying sounded so good, but I needed to get answers. “You feel like you want to...what? Serve me? Worship me?” 

      

    Addison nodded eagerly. “I live to please you, Troy. You’re so powerful. So wonderful. I feel like I was born to make you happy, to take care of you – to make you come...” 

      

    “Gotcha. And, Addy – exactly when did you start feeling this way?” 

      

    Her eyebrows drew together. “Why, the moment I saw you, of course! It was like...it was like seeing God in the flesh for the first time. Like bowing before an Emperor, a King – I knew the second I saw your picture you were the alpha male who was always meant to control me...” 

      

    “My picture!” Something snapped into place in my brain. “You’re saying you were looking at AlphaDate when you suddenly decided you were meant to spend your life worshipping me?” 

      

    Addison frowned deeply, like she was terrified she’d offended me. “AlphaDate?” 

      

    “The dating app,” I said, gesturing to my phone. “The one we met on.” 

      

    She shook her head. “Master, I have no idea what that is.” 

      

    Huh? “Give me your phone,” I said, holding out a hand. “I’ll show you.” 

      

    She handed me hers – a slim iPhone – and I noted with some shock that the lock screen was a picture she’d taken last night of me fucking her daughter from behind, with cartoon hearts added as a frame. 

      

    “What the hell!?” I was so shocked I nearly dropped the phone. 

      

    “Huh?” I felt Addison look over my shoulder, giggling as she saw the wallpaper. “Oh – sorry I didn’t tell you about that, Master. The two of you just looked so good together – I had to get something to remember you by when you’re not here.” I felt her grin against my shoulder, squeezing me tight. “You’re not mad, are you? Say you’re not mad, Master...” 

      

    This was crazy. I had to find that app – had to prove what was happening. I scrolled back and forth through the three pages of applications Addison had installed on her phone, but the AlphaDate logo was nowhere to be found. 

      

    “Where is it?” There was a desperate edge to my tone. “What did you use to talk to me, Addison?” 

      

    She took the phone and tapped an icon. “This, Master,” she said – but it wasn’t AlphaDate. It was one of the major dating apps, the ones that hadn’t worked for me in the past. “Look right here.” 

      

    She’d opened up the Messages tab, and to my horror, I saw a text log – our text log. The messages I’d sent to Addison, sent from AlphaDate to whatever dating app she’d installed. And as soon as she’d seen me, my app had changed her – turned her into this submissive bimbo slut obsessed with pleasing me. 

      

    “No way,” I said, pushing the phone away. “No, that can’t be...” 

      

    A bright, cheery voice snapped us both out of our conversation. “I’m ready for school!” Becky announced, striding into the kitchen. “What do you think, Daddy?” 

      

    My eyes nearly popped out of my head. What Becky had on could only be called a “schoolgirl uniform” in the loosest sense of the term – it was more like what an actress pretending to be a student in a porno wore for two minutes before having her clothes torn off. Her skirt was criminally short, showing off flashes of her panties when she walked, and her top was tight enough that her tits nearly spilled out of it. Along with a thigh-hair pair of bright green knee socks and six-inch fuck-me heels, she was basically a walking male ‘Daddy’ fantasy – and from the look in her eyes, she knew exactly how it was affecting me. 

      

    “Perfect!” That was Addison, smiling at Becky like a proud mama. “I was worried you were going to pick something inappropriate, but look at how Troy is staring – he can barely restrain himself from tossing you on the table and fucking you right now!” 

      

    “You approve, Daddy?” Becky bit her lip, squeezing her thighs together suggestively. “I want to be a good girl for you...” 

      

    I must be losing my mind. “Let’s...let’s get you to school.” 

      

    “Have a nice day, you two!” Addison called as I hustled Becky out of the house and into my car. She wasn’t even carrying a backpack. 

      

    “So Daddy,” she purred as we pulled into traffic a few minutes later, “you’re not really taking me to school, are you?” 

      

    I risked a glance over at her. She had her legs spread wide, her skirt hiked up way over her knees like she was inviting me to stare. “That was the plan,” I said, a little strangled. 

      

    Her pout was theatrical. “I thought you could take me to a hotel,” she purred, putting a hand on my cock. “We could finally get away from my Mom for a bit – have some real fun.” 

      

    “I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” I replied. “I...” 

      

    I have to get out of here. I have to think about this, before I’m balls deep in my date’s daughter again… 

      

    But Becky was having none of it. She pressed her body against mine, her seatbelt snapping back with a little click. 

      

    “Come on, Daddy,” she purred, her tongue grazing my earlobe. “I can feel how hard you are for me. Trust me, I want it even more than you do...” 

      

    She did – but why? Something really weird was going on, and if I could just think with my brain instead of my dick for a few seconds I might just- 

      

    Becky’s head sank down into my lap. Oh shit… 

      

    “I wanna make you feel good, Daddy,” she murmured, licking the fabric of my pants. My cock swelled beneath, unable to do anything else, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to control myself. 

      

    “Has anyone ever given you road head, Daddy?” Becky’s giggle made it clear that she hadn’t, but was looking forward to it. “I just can’t wait until we stop somewhere, Troy. I need your cock in my mouth now!” 

      

    She unbuttoned my pants and freed me. My grip went white-knuckle on the steering wheel as I struggled to stay focused on the road. Then something wet and warm wrapped itself around the head of my cock and I cried out. 

      

    A low mmmmh left Becky’s throat as she engulfed me. Her pretty blonde hair bounced up and down in my lap as she bobbed, taking me deep. I hit the gas hard, and a moment later turned up the radio. Fuck that felt amazing. 

      

    I glanced from side to side, but there weren’t any cars high up enough to see what Becky was doing. Her wet little mouth was like a vacuum on my cock. Working hard and fast with absolutely no subtlety. This wasn’t teasing – this was about making me blow my load in her mouth as hard and fast as possible. 

      

    “Fuck, slow it down, Becky,” I growled, barely staying in lane. “You’re gonna fucking kill us...” 

      

    In response, she picked up the pace. It was like the thrill of danger made her even wetter – suddenly her head was a blur in my lap. I could feel her taking me all the way to the base on each thrust, wrapping her tongue around my dick in ways that sent chills down my spine, and it wasn’t long at all before I felt the hot rush building in my balls. The road blurred before me as I felt myself preparing to come, twitching and spurting between Becky’s lips as she brought me to my peak… 

      

    “Aww, yeah! Swallow it all, angel – every last drop...” 

      

    I lost control, bucking and thrashing as my cock erupted in Becky’s perfect little mouth. The car nearly drove off the road as burst after burst of sweet, heavenly pleasure exploded in my brain. Becky sucked and slurped eagerly, drinking down my semen as I fired burst after burst of it down her throat. She moaned deep in her throat, swirling her tongue around my shaft to milk me completely dry. 

      

    As I came down from my peak (and got back between the proper lines on the road), she leaned back in her seat and wiped her mouth. Then she grinned at me like a cat, licking her lips. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, her eyes glowing pink. “I love making you come.” 

      

    “Yeah.” I felt drained, but satisfied. My thoughts were clearer – and I didn’t like the direction they were taking. “Look, we can’t do that again.” 

      

    Becky frowned. “What? What’s wrong, Daddy? Didn’t I make you feel good?” 

      

    “I...yeah, but...” 

      

    The frown instantly turned to a grin. “See? Now let’s find ourselves a room somewhere, and I can show you how naughty of a girl I can really be...” 

      

    God damn it, I thought. I’m never going to get free of this girl. Unless… 

      

    I thought back to my previous experience with Becky and her Mom. Before, when their eyes were flashing pink, they’d do literally anything I asked them to – no command was too depraved or too outside of their comfort zone. And Becky was fully under my power now, after that little display. So maybe I could exert my will over her in other ways? 

      

    “Becky,” I said, making my voice as gruff and commanding as an angry father’s. “Who is in charge in this family?” 

      

    It had the exact reaction I’d hoped for. Instantly she went super-submissive, looking chastened. “You are, Daddy,” she whispered, sounding like her big eyes could be brimming over with tears any moment. 

      

    “That’s right,” I said. “That’s damn right. So you’re going to do what Daddy tells you to from now on, got it?” 

      

    I could feel her frown from the passenger seat – I didn’t even need to look. “Of course, Daddy,” she said, sounding a little surprised. “But-” 

      

    “No buts,” I growled, silencing her. I felt like putting my foot down, except that would have meant I slammed on the brake. “You’re going to school. Master’s orders. And you’re going to be a good girl the entire time – no acting out, none of this...weird nympho streak you’ve got going on. Not until you get home. Understood?” 

      

    I could tell she wanted to say no. She was still shaking with need, her body having been denied the orgasm she no-doubt desperately needed after sucking me off. But a moment later, I heard a sigh of resignation and saw her nod. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she said – although she didn’t sound happy about it. 

      

    I managed to get her to school and drop her off successfully, after promising about a dozen times that Daddy would take “special care” of his little angel as soon as she got home. Once I was free, I pulled into the parking lot and ran a hand through my hair, trying to cool down. The car stank of sex and Becky’s perfume, like two teenagers had been humping in the backseat, so I rolled down the windows and flipped the radio to a boring news report. 

      

    “Jesus,” I said after a few seconds. I barely even recognized my reflection in the rear-view mirror: what was wrong with me? This wasn’t the sort of person I was – I wasn’t some douchebag alpha-male wannabe who got sucked off by teenagers while driving. 

      

    Unless, I thought, that’s who I am now… 

      

    No. None of it made sense – Addison not having the AlphaDate app on her phone, the way every girl I went out with inevitably started falling all over herself trying to make me happy. There was more to it than just a streak of post-divorce luck – there had to be. There was a single word ping-ponging around my head – I wanted to say it, but saying it would make it real. It would mean it wasn’t just some crazy bullshit I’d thought up: that it was really happening to me. 

      

    “Hypnosis,” I whispered, glancing at the phone. It made no logical sense – hypnosis didn’t exist – but it was the only thing that fit. Somehow, AlphaDate was hypnotizing women. Turning them into submissive bimbo goddesses who wanted nothing but to fuck and suck me, to get on their knees and worship me… 

      

    It meant that everything that had happened: bedding Natalia, bringing Addison home, nailing Becky in the morning and on the drive to school, all of it was a lie. A lie created by AlphaDate. I didn’t want to believe it – I’d fought against it every step of the way. But it was true. 

      

    I wasn’t the world’s luckiest guy. I was a fucking dupe. 

      

    “I have a phone call to make,” I growled, opening my contacts. A certain nerdy best friend of mine was about to get an earful – one way or another, I was going to get some answers out of him. Where this thing came from. How it worked. And how much liability its creators had opened themselves up to by making barely-legal hotties become the sexual servants of ordinary guys like me… 

      

    But before I could place the call, my phone started to vibrate. It was AlphaDate. 

      

    We’ve made a match for you! It said. Someone in your area wants a date! 

      

    “Hell no,” I said, trying to dismiss the notification. I’d had dates a-plenty – what I wanted was answers. There was no one on Earth who could drag me away from that – I didn’t care if the app showed me the hottest woman I’d ever seen, my favorite actress, I wasn’t letting it bribe me away from discovering the truth… 

      

    The picture loaded – and I froze. My finger hesitated over the screen, on the verge of scrolling over to “Accept.” Because staring at me from the phone was the one person I wanted to see – the one date that might tempt me to put off my quest… 

      

    My ex-wife, Kimberly. 
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    Calm down, Troy, I told myself, checking my phone for the fourth time in as many minutes. You’re not going to do anything crazy. She just wants to come over and talk. 

      

    A short, mocking bark of a laugh left my throat. Talk? My ex-wife, Kimberly, the woman I hated and wanted more than any other in the world was coming back to the house she’d ruined six months later to talk? Miracle of miracles! 

      

    I ran my hands through my hair nervously and opened the AlphaDate app. Kimberly’s picture was still front and center, my current “date.” She smiled at me from the screen, like the events of the last six months had never happened. Like she’d never fucked another man behind my back, like she’d never tore up twelve years of marriage and threw them in the trash. Like she’d never broken my heart. 

      

    It wasn’t just nerves, I realized as I put the phone away. I felt...guilty, somehow, as absurd as it sounded. Like I was the one who was running around on her, instead of the other way around. But I was the one who’d stayed at home and mourned our relationship while her social media exploded with pictures of clubs and one-night stands. I have nothing to feel sorry for, I thought, pouring myself a drink. 

      

    As recently as a few weeks ago, the thought of coming back into contact with my ex-wife would have filled me with nothing but dread and revulsion. Kimberly was gone, the gorgeous girl who’d always been a little out of my league revealed to be a filthy cheating slut. I wanted nothing to do with her – but that was before AlphaDate. I’d been on three dates now, thanks to the awesome power of the app’s dating magic, but it wasn’t until the third that I realized it really was magic. AlphaDate was slowly turning me into a dominant, type-A stud – and every girl I went out with quickly became a submissive bimbo whore, obsessed with fulfilling my every sexual need and fantasy. The last few weeks had been some of the most fun and exciting of my entire life, but the revelation brought it all crashing to a halt. I’d been tricked. 

      

    I shook my head, still shocked at the brazenness of it. “And then along came Kim,” I said. 

      

    It was obvious that whoever or whatever was behind AlphaDate knew that I’d cottoned on to their business model, and unlike my nerdy best fried Steve I wasn’t cool with knowing that the new girls I took out every week were brainwashed slaves. So they were giving me what I wanted most, as a kind of bargaining chip. See how good things can be? It was like they were asking. You can have whatever you want… 

      

    Once it was over, I was able to think about things rationally – but in the moment, I was a wild animal. A beast. It was like AlphaDate took control of me, turned me into a barbarian who wanted nothing more than to own my date. I’d smack her around, fuck her so hard she screamed, and always always finished with a thick load deep inside her fertile womb. I couldn’t stop myself – and I was starting to no longer want to. 

      

    It had to stop. And rejecting Kim would be the first step. 

      

    It would be easy enough, right? I had enough experience with not having sex with Kim to last a lifetime. What was one more day, especially when I had hotties like Natalia and Addison ready and raring to go whenever I wanted? 

      

    Suddenly my cellphone started to vibrate, shaking in my pocket. I picked it up, half expecting it to be Kimberly, but instead it was a call from Steve. 

      

    “What does that asshole want?” I wondered. I’d been about to call Steve with my hypnotic revelation when the app informed me that Kimberly wanted to go on a “date” with me. From the very first time he introduced me to the app, it had seemed like he knew more about it than he let on. I was really interested in getting some answers from him… 

      

    “Hey, buddy,” I said as I answered the call, all mock-friendliness. “You’ll never guess what happened to me today...” 

      

    “I know.” 

      

    His voice stunned me into silence. Steve sounded more upset than I’d ever heard him – like he was on the verge of tears. 

      

    “Dude,” I said, “what’s going on? Is everything okay?” 

      

    “Listen Troy, I don’t have much time. You have to do as I say: do not open the door.” 

      

    “Huh?” A cold chill settled in my stomach. Steve never sounded like this, not even as a goof. Something was very, very wrong. “What door?” 

      

    “The front door! Jesus, did those girls fuck all the brains out of you? Promise me, whatever happens, you won’t let her in!” 

      

    “Let who...” I started to say, before it finally clicked. “Kimberly. Why shouldn’t I let her in, Steve?” 

      

    He carried on as if I hadn’t spoken. 

      

    “Whatever she says, whatever she promises you – do not let her in your house, Troy. You will regret it. Trust me.” 

      

    His words chilled me to the bone: but there was something I had to know. 

      

    “Steve,” I said, the words practically a growl. “What is AlphaDate? What is it really?” 

      

    There was a pause, then his voice came in at barely above a whisper. 

      

    “It’s everything you want it to be,” he moaned. “And that’s why you can’t let her back in, brother. You have to-” 

      

    The line went dead. 

      

    I stared at the phone for what felt like a good sixty seconds. The hairs on the back of my neck stood straight up. 

      

    “Jesus Christ, Steve,” I whispered. “What the fuck did you get me into...” 

      

    There was a knock at the door, so loud I nearly jumped out of my seat. It was followed by a voice that was muffled but so familiar I would have known it anywhere. It’s hard to forget the voice of the woman you used to say good morning to every day for twelve years. 

      

    “Troy?” Kimberly knocked at the door again. “Are you home?” 

      

    I can’t let her in, I thought. I was lucky: I’d turned off the lamp in the living room earlier, leaving nothing on but the kitchen light. It looked like nobody was home. 

      

    “Troy!” Her voice shot up into a squeaky, ditzy register, like some kind of porn star. “I can see your car in the driveway, you know. Where’s my big, sexy stud?” 

      

    Moving as quietly as I could, I made my way through the living room to the foyer. I had to know it was her – I had to see her. 

      

    I put my eye to the peephole, not sure what I was going to see. Was it the Kimberly I’d known for so much of my life, the one I’d thought would be mine forever? Or the nasty club slut who fucked other men behind my back? 

      

    As it turned out, it was neither. 

      

    My ex-wife was dressed as some sort of erotic parody of a traditional housewife, like a filthy Halloween costume. The apron I’d bought her that she wore one time lay tied over her slender neck, hanging down over the bulging orbs of her breasts and her tanned thighs. Underneath of it she wore nothing but a tight, lacy set of lingerie: a bra and panties so skimpy she was practically naked. She looked like she was ready to cook, clean, and serve a man on her knees. At the sight of her, my cock throbbed to life in my boxers. 

      

    “Troy? I know you’re there, Troy – please let me in.” Her voice was plaintive, needy – and oh so submissive. “Please?” 

      

    I caught my hand straying to the doorknob. Oh no, I thought, you’re not getting in that easily. 

      

    “Troy?” There was a sob beneath her words, choked off by my name. “Look, I understand if you don’t want to let me in. I came here to tell you something, so I’m just going to do it through the door, okay?” There was a long pause. “Please, if you’ve ever loved me – just give me some sign that you’re listening. Please?” 

      

    Absurdly, I felt a stab of guilt. She really did sound like she was pouring her heart out. Hesitating, I put my hand to the door then knocked on it. It was one short, quiet rap, but I saw her perk up through the peephole immediately. 

      

    “Thank you, baby,” she said, her eyes brimming with tears. “I...I made so many mistakes, Troy. I was – am – a shitty wife. A shitty person, a terrible friend. I’m probably the worst thing that ever happened to you.” 

      

    I caught myself nodding. She was right on that score. 

      

    “I did so many terrible things to you, baby. I abused you all the time. I cut you down whenever you were feeling good – I never gave you the support you needed to succeed. When you did, you did it in spite of me, not because of me – and that’s fucking terrible. I should be ashamed of myself, and I am.” 

      

    My eyebrows rose in surprise. Nothing about Kimberly’s confession felt fake or forced – instead, she sounded more real and genuine than she had since the earliest days of our marriage. I was suddenly dumbfounded, my anger dissipating, unable to do anything but listen to her. 

      

    “Cheating on you wasn’t even the worst thing,” she was saying, “just the last thing. In reality, I ruined our marriage a hundred times over long before the first time I let some guy who wasn’t you stick his dick in me. I want you to know, Troy, that I am...” 

      

    She broke off, sobbing. Shocked, I glanced through the peephole: genuine tears of despair were working their way down Kimberly’s cheeks, turning her mascara into ugly smears. I didn’t know she had enough shame left to cry. 

      

    “I am so sorry,” she whimpered, slumping against the door. “I have no idea why I did these things – I feel like the worst person in the world! I was looking at my phone last night, trying to get another date online, and all of a sudden you popped up. I looked at you, at that smiling picture of you on top of the profile, and it was like I woke up. I just started crying out of nowhere: big, ugly sobs. I felt so sorry for myself, and then I felt so sorry for you: and I realized everything. I understood that I was a terrible person, that I’d hurt you in ways no wife should ever hurt her husband. I’m so sorry, Troy, I’m so fucking sorry...” 

      

    Kimberly sounded like a mess. She was practically wailing now, clawing weakly at my front door like the promised land lay just behind it. And I… 

      

    I couldn’t help it. I felt amazing. Totally, 100% vindicated. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined an apology like this spilling from the lips of my awful ex-wife. It was more than I could hope for, even with the power of AlphaDate on my side. I felt lighter than air, all the neuroses and bad feelings and anger of twelve years melting away. 

      

    “Please, please just let me in,” Kimberly begged, sounding like the most forlorn girl on Earth. “I’ll do anything – I want to do anything, Troy. Anything you want. I want to spend the rest of my life making up what I’ve done to you.” 

      

    Mark’s warning flashed through my head – but he couldn’t possibly have meant THIS. He’d no-doubt been afraid of her hurting me, but this was the exact opposite of hurting: this was healing. 

      

    “Anything you want,” Kimberly repeated, a mindless tone coming into her voice. I knew without even having to look that her eyes were as pink as Barbie clothes. “You want me to blow you, baby? I’ll suck your dick whenever you want. I’ll give you the best head of your life. I’ll share you with other women – you don’t need to give up your dating app. I’d love to give you the threesomes and foursomes I told you I wasn’t comfortable with when we were together.” 

      

    “I...I can’t.” The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. On the other side of the door, I felt Kimberly stiffen. 

      

    “Why?” 

      

    My mouth opened soundlessly, trying to find the words. “I don’t trust you.” 

      

    “I’m not asking you to trust me.” In an instant, all the submission was back in her voice, practically falling all over herself to please. “I’m asking you to fuck me, Troy.” 

      

    “I can’t.” The words hurt to say, because right then I wanted nothing more than to throw the door open and fuck Kimberly so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk for a week. “I just can’t.” 

      

    Through the peephole, she bit her lip. “Do...do you want to take it out on me?” she asked. 

      

    This was something new. It was like someone lit a gas burner in the back of my mind. 

      

    “You can punish me,” she purred, her streaking makeup causing her to look like someone had been punishing her already. “You can hurt me, if you want. Show me that I’m a worthless cunt, that I never deserved you.” 

      

    If I felt my resolve starting to buckle, the next words out of her mouth were like a dam bursting. 

      

    “Do you wanna fuck me in the ass?” 

      

    My cock gave a twitch in my boxers, shooting a streak of precum into the fabric. Oh shit, I thought. God damn… 

      

    “I never let you do it,” she said teasingly. “Not once. Not even on our wedding night, when I promised...” 

      

    There was a grinding noise as my teeth pressed together. Of course she would bring that up, of all things… 

      

    “I promised you,” she said, rolling the word over her lips like she liked the taste of it. “I know how seriously you take promises, Troy – you never break them. It’s like they’re sacred to you or something.” I heard her giggle, like something about having personal integrity was funny to her. “So when you wanted to put it in my ass, I told you I was saving it for marriage – saving it for my husband. And I promised you, knowing exactly how crazy it would drive you, that on our wedding night I would finally give it to you. To you and no one else.” 

      

    Twelve years ago. Twelve fucking years, and it still hurt like an open wound. 

      

    “And I went back on my promise!” Her grin stretched wide, as if she was getting off on debasing herself this way. “I lied to you! I never let you fuck my ass – but I sure as shit let those assholes I cheated on you with plow me from behind. They loved my tight little hole.” 

      

    “I should have left you right then and there,” I growled, hot tears of my own dribbling down my cheek. “You fucking bitch...” 

      

    “I am a bitch,” she said, relishing it. “A dirty promise-breaking cunt. And now I want so bad to make all of it up to you that I’ll do anything, anything!” 

      

    I felt that primal, animal instinct inside of me rise to the fore. Whatever AlphaDate had done to me, I couldn’t turn down an invitation like that. I had to show my ex who was boss – I had to make her pay. 

      

    “Take this door away,” Kimberly purred, “and fucking take my ass like you’re a goddamn man! Show me what a worthless, stupid little piece of fuckmeat I am-” 

      

    Then the door was open. I had no memory of opening it, but now that Kimberly was on her knees in front of me, I couldn’t stop myself. Somehow my dick was out of my pants, throbbing like an iron girder, and with one hard stroke I slammed it home into her throat. She gagged around it, surprised and delighted, eyes rolling back into her head as I used her pretty little mouth. 

      

    “God will you just shut the fuck up,” I growled, grabbing hold of her hair. I forced my cock down her throat, taking exactly what I wanted from her. More tears streamed down her face, leaving her cheeks stained with makeup in a way that just made me want to brutalize her more. 

      

    “You fucking bitch,” I grunted, thrusting hard against her face. “I fucking hate you so much...” 

      

    “Mmmh hmm,” she moaned, taking me deep. Now that she’d recovered from her surprise, Kimberly concentrated on inhaling my cock. It filled her throat, stretching it until I could see the head against her neck with every thrust. 

      

    “I could fucking kill you,” I snarled, the words filling me with a dreadful certainty. “You know that? I could fucking kill you, and no jury in the world would convict me...” 

      

    In response, Kimberly pulled off my cock with a gasp, stroking me hard. “Hurt me, Troy,” she begged. “Make me pay for what I did to you! Punish me, Sir – punish me!” 

      

    I had only the most fragile control over my own body. Everything AlphaDate had done to me up to this point: increasing my aggression, making me more dominant and alpha – all of it led to this. I grabbed the woman I’d used to think was the love of my life and tossed her over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes, slamming the door behind us. She was inside now, but I didn’t care – I was in control, and I was going to enjoy this. 

      

    I tossed her over one arm of the couch, her apron string becoming untied and sliding off onto the floor. Her big ass was thrust in the air like an invitation, and I slid her panties to the side and brought my hand down on her ass with something like fury. 

      

    “Oh fuck!” Kimberly screamed, arching her back. The soft, pale flesh turned beet red under my fingers as her eyes flashed pink. 

      

    “Mine,” I grunted, barely able to form words. “Fucking cunt!” 

      

    Despite her ruined makeup and disheveled face, she beamed at me. “Yes, Troy. I’m a worthless fucking cunt. Now take me. I’m yours. You’re my Master, my King – my God. If you want to fuck me until you kill me, then do it – my whole life belongs to you, Sir!” 

      

    I thought about it. God help me, I honestly thought about it. You can’t know the depth of the rage you feel for another person until you love them that much – until you give your life to them. Only the thin edge of sanity remaining to me kept me from taking that final step, from doing something irreversible. 

      

    But that sure as fuck didn’t mean I was going to be nice to her. 

      

    “First of all,” I grunted, tearing her panties off with a strength I hadn’t known I’d possessed, “I think it’s time for you to make up that promise.” 

      

    “Yes, Sir!” Kimberly grabbed her ass with both hands, spreading the cheeks to show off her tight, ready pucker. “I know you should have been the only man to ever have me back there, Troy, but instead I let all those fucking losers plow my ass...” 

      

    “No one’s going to want it when I’m done with it,” I said in a low voice. My fingers caressed her ass for a moment, then stabbed her right in her most sensitive channel, making her wince. “This is going to hurt.” 

      

    “I want it to hurt,” she said, her voice thick with need. “I want it to hurt the way it hurt when you found that picture of another man’s cock on my phone-” 

      

    I’d heard more than enough. Gripping her hips, I pointed the head of my cock at her tightest, most forbidden hole and hammered forward. My cock sank into her slowly, grinding against the walls of her hole hard enough to throw up sparks. Her words became a scream of mingled pain and pleasure as I violated her ass, plunging my cock to the hilt inside of her like I didn’t care how much I was hurting her. Which, after all, I didn’t. 

      

    “Did that hurt?” I spanked her ass again, hitting the place where I’d bruised her the first time as hard as I could. “Tell me, whore.” 

      

    “Yes it hurts!” Fresh tears welled in her eyes, black with her mascara. “Fuck, it hurts so bad, Troy!” 

      

    “You want me to stop?” 

      

    She shook her head. “No!” 

      

    “That’s right.” A savage grin spread across my face as I fucked her harder, beaming with pride all the while. “You can take a little pain for me, can’t you? A little hurt for your Master?” 

      

    “I can take all the pain you want to give me,” she groaned, gasping with shock as I drove another few inches deeper inside of her channel. “OhfuckTroy, that feels really wrong...” 

      

    I didn’t care. This ass was mine. It had been promised to me! She swore she’d let me have it on my wedding night, let me have what no man could have before or after, and she LIED to me!  

      

    “You broke your fucking promise,” I hissed, putting a hand around her throat. “You worthless, cheating cunt!” 

      

    Her back arched like a bow as I grabbed her tight – too tight. She stretched herself, desperate for slack as I assaulted her from both ends. 

      

    “Take those fingers down your fucking throat,” I raged, ramming my digits between her lips and into the soft warm tightness of what was beyond. She gagged around them, coughing and sputtering as I fucked her, hanging onto me for dear life. 

      

    My fingers left her mouth, then a moment later I slapped her across the face. It felt good, so I did it again. 

      

    “Thank you, Sir,” she whimpered each time I stung her cheek. “Thank you. Thank you!” 

      

    It was more than I could take. Her ass felt so good, so tight and warm and perfect, and her body was mine to control. She was right – there wasn’t anything I couldn’t do to her that she wouldn’t love and thank me for. She was broken, utterly, a powerless piece of fuckmeat for me to speak with my cock. 

      

    “You’re going to be my slave,” I said with a smirk. A rush of pleasure built in my cock as my balls slapped against her ass – I was getting close to the brink. 

      

    “Yes, sir!” Kimberly’s eyes rolled back in her head, tongue lolling as I fucked her stupid. 

      

    “You can take care of everything in the house. Cleaning the bathroom with your tongue. Wearing next to nothing so I can bend you over and fuck you whenever I get an erection. Cooking dinner for me and my dates, so you can watch while we eat it and then fuck on the bed that used to be yours. In the house that used to be yours.” 

      

    “Yes, sir! Anything you want! I belong to you!” 

      

    I laughed as I came right up to the edge. “You’re such a stupid cunt, Kimberly. I don’t know why I ever loved you.” 

      

    I put my hands back around her throat, cutting off anything else she might have said, and bore down hard.  My cock swelled as I reached the peak, splitting her tight ass even harder as I filled her to the brim. One more good, hard thrust and the world came apart. The pleasure filled me until I couldn’t see, couldn’t do anything but grunt over and over again as white-hot come erupted from my cock like a fountain, glazing the insides of her asshole. I shot again and again, each burst an orgasm of its own as twelve years of pain and resentment drained out of me. It was like therapy – the most intense, erotic therapy of my life. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, I slid to the couch and collapsed. Peace filled me – the peace of total vindication, of perfect revenge. How could I ever have been afraid to let Kimberly in? She was as weak as a kitten – a perfect bimbo fuckdoll for me to use however I wanted. Mark had been talking out of his ass. 

      

    “Heh,” I snorted, thinking of where my cock had just been “Ass.” 

      

    “Thank you, sir,” Kimberly moaned, clutching her rear. “Thank you...” 

      

    She hadn’t moved from her perch over the couch, her pretty face stained with makeup and sweat. There were already angry bruises in the shape of my fingers rising on her neck. I had no idea what her asshole looked like, but I didn’t care. I had won, and that was all that mattered. 

      

    In fact, I thought, closing my eyes, I don’t even really need her here. Now that I was back to my senses, the idea of keeping Kimberly as some kind of slave had lost most of its appeal. I had girls who cared about me, like Natalia, who had tried to help me get over what Kimberly did to me. Having her around as some sort of ghoulish reminder would only hurt me in the long run. 

      

    Natalia, I thought. I wonder what she’d think of all this. She certainly didn’t have a problem with me getting my dick wet on the side, and she’d probably be thrilled that I was finally ‘over’ Kimberly once and for all, but the way I’d done it… 

      

    Maybe I didn’t have to tell anyone. I could just command Kim to leave, to go back to the way things were. With her eyes that crazy hypno pink, she’d have to obey. 

      

    “So, I’ve been thinking,” I said, cracking an eyeball. “Maybe the two of us need some time apart...” 

      

    Kimberly wasn’t leaning over the arm of the couch. In fact, she wasn’t on the couch at all. I leaned over the back, glancing towards the kitchen… 

      

    Kimberly stood in the doorway, naked and grinning. One of my butcher knives, a gift from three Christmases ago, was clutched in her fist. And her eyes were no longer glowing pink, but the bright red of arterial blood. 

      

    “What were you saying, Master?” Her voice was a girlish giggle, but the way she smiled was anything but. 

      

    Oh fuck. Ice settled in the pit of my stomach. Don’t let her in! 

      

    “I command you to put that knife down,” I said, putting every bit of ‘alpha male’ I could muster into my tone. “Now.” 

      

    She cocked her head like a marionette, giggling. “Oh, Master,” she said, sounding almost sad. “All I want to do is serve you. Forever.” 

      

    Then she lunged, knife held high between her fists. And struck. 

  

  


 

   
    Dating the Whole Harem (AlphaDate Part Five) 

      

      

      

    



   






 

    “We belong to you,” they said in unison. “We’re your whores. Your fuckdolls. Your possessions...” 

      

    A wall of female flesh greeted me. Heaving, round breasts. Wet, dripping cunts. Mouths open in awe, lips with heavy dark lipstick begging to pleasure me. All mine… 

      

    The three of them knelt before me, joined together in worship. They were naked, their bodies toned and tanned and shaved with perfect readiness. Their minds were filled with no thoughts except love and submission: the heavenly love they had for their new Master and the overwhelming desire to please him. 

      

    And that Master was me. 

      

    It was unbelievable, borderline insane that an average guy like me could have three bimbo goddesses at his beck and call, begging for my cock. A couple of months ago I was still reeling from a divorce, convinced that I’d never be able to re-enter the dating game. 

      

    But I’d won the dating game – all thanks to AlphaDate. 

      

    “Master,” the girl on the left asked, staring at my erection, “which one of us would you like to pleasure you first?” She was fresh-faced, beaming, as lithe and fuckable as an Olympic athlete. This was Natalia, my first – the girl who’d broken my bad luck streak, who’d turned me back into a man after my ex-wife tried to destroy me. She was my favorite – the Queen of my harem. 

      

    Harem, I thought, dizzy. Jesus. I have a fucking harem now… 

      

    “Come forward,” I said huskily. “Pleasure me with your mouths, girls.” 

      

    I watched, my cock dripping with precum, as the three beauties came forward to share my cock. Yet, strangely, my thoughts as they prepared to give me my very first foursome weren’t of contentment. 

      

    I should have more girls, I thought. Wouldn’t this be even better with some hotties going at it in the background? 

      

    After all, AlphaDate would give me all the dates that I wanted now. Now that we’d come to an understanding… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    My fingers trembled as I dialed the number. It rang twice, then I heard the voice of Mark, my nerdy best friend. The guy who’d gotten me into all of this, then tried to warn me against going too far. 

      

    He hadn’t succeeded. 

      

    “Troy?” He sounded upset – like he wasn’t sure it was going to be me on the other line. “Are you with me, man? What happened?” 

      

    What happened? I still wasn’t entirely sure. Things had changed so quickly – one moment I was plunging away inside of my ex-wife, finally fucking her the way I’d always wanted, and then… 

      

    “She...she’s upstairs,” I stammered, my teeth chattering. The adrenaline crash was hitting me hard. “In the bathtub.” 

      

    There was a short pause on the other end of the line. “Shit. You let her in, Troy?” 

      

    No point in lying, I thought. Hell, I was so shaken I probably couldn’t have come up with a lie to save my life. 

      

    “Yes,” I said, my voice trembling. “She...she came at me, Mark. With a fucking knife...” 

      

    I could still see it in my mind’s eye. The flash of the blade, so close to my skin as Kimberly lunged at me, eyes flashing bright red. It had passed inches from my neck, slamming into the couch with a force so great that for a few seconds all I could do was stare at it. 

      

    Then we grappled, and somehow I managed to overpower her. The knife was – where had it managed to end up? Under the couch, probably, or sitting on the floor of the kitchen somewhere. And Kimberly herself was out cold. I’d hit her so hard that as I carried her upstairs to the bathroom, I was sure I had killed her. 

      

    “Shit.” Mark made a humming noise low in his throat, like he was doing an equation in his head. “Okay. Okay, I can get you out of this. I’m coming over right now.” 

      

    I shook my head. “You...you don’t need to do that.” The last thing I wanted was to involve another person in this. I could just imagine the police arriving, throwing my innocent friend right into the same terrible situation as me. 

      

    “Trust me,” Mark said, a strange smug edge sneaking into his tone. “Just sit tight, I’ll be there soon. Have a drink, calm your nerves – and for God’s sake, stay downstairs. Don’t go staring at the body.” 

      

    My brow furrowed in confusion for a moment – then, despite everything, I laughed. “She’s not dead,” I said, shaking my head. 

      

    “What?” His tone was deadly serious. 

      

    “What kind of person do you think I am?” I found myself, somehow feeling put upon...offended, even. “I wouldn’t fucking kill her, Mark – she’s just knocked out...” 

      

    As if in response to my words, there was a sudden thump from upstairs. 

      

    “Oh shit!” I blurted. 

      

    “Troy? Troy, I’m on my way right now.” I could hear Mark running, dashing to his car. “Don’t call the police – just...just get behind a door and lock it or something-” 

      

    The line went dead. Oh crap. 

      

    “Troy?” The voice from upstairs was deceptively sweet. “Baby?” 

      

    Hide, I thought, panic filling me. I didn’t have enough time to make it upstairs, and the thought of fleeing my own home didn’t even occur to me. So I did the only thing I could think of – opened the pantry door as quietly as I could and slipped inside. 

      

    The door just barely closed behind me. I eased the door completely closed, muffling the click of the lock as best as I could. Through the slits in the wood, I could see Kimberly descending the stairs. 

      

    “Troy?” Her voice had become a parody of the ditzy bimbo sing-song she spoke in when her eyes glowed pink. Now those eyes were red, and they swiveled side to side as she sought me out. 

      

    She walked into the kitchen, then let out a little yelp of surprise and bent over at the waist. When she stood up, she was holding the butcher knife. So that’s where it went, I thought ruefully. She was armed now, and there were no words for how much I regretted not grabbing some kind of weapon myself when I had the chance. 

      

    She glanced the other way, staring into the living room. “Where the fuck are you?” she snapped, testing the blade with a sudden thrust. How long had it been since Mark’s call had been disconnected? Two minutes? There was no way he was going to make it in time – Kimberly would find me before then, and I was trapped. 

      

    Maybe I could run, I thought, watching her take a tentative step into the living room. My finger tightened on the knob. Walk all the way in there, you bitch. Put some distance between us… 

      

    Kimberly lifted her foot – then twirled around, pirouetting like some kind of crazy dancer. A wide grin spread across her face as she surveyed the kitchen. I could practically see her seeing my trail in the linoleum as she plodded in, the blade glinting. 

      

    “Are you hiding from me, baby?” Her voice moved closer every moment, rapidly closing in on my hiding place. “Why don’t you want me? Don’t you want to feel my sweet, tight cunt closing around your cock...” 

      

    If Kimberly found me, the only thing that would be closing around me would be the sweet release of death. I couldn’t let that happen – but I had nowhere to run. 

      

    From the other side of the house, I heard someone fumbling at the front door. For a moment, my heart jumped into my throat – then I remembered that the door was locked. Mark had no way to get in! In my anger, I slipped up against a shelf, jostling the contents, and instantly I felt Kimberly’s gaze travel to the door. 

      

    “There you are,” she said, creeping closer. “I’ll deal with your visitor once I’m done with you, Master...” 

      

    Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck! I slid down, my ass hitting the dusty floor. Frantic, I looked to both sides for something to defend myself, finding nothing but cans. I grabbed one, a friendly picture of corn on the cob clenched in my fist as I readied to throw it. 

      

    The noise coming from the other side of the house was louder now, but it was much too late. Kimberly was right in front of the door, evidently savoring her victory before plunging the knife into my chest. 

      

    Then the door swung wide open, and she stood there looking down at me. Even covered in sweat and crazy-eyed, Kimberly was fucking hot – a goddess of death, clutching my butcher knife in her fist. What remained of the clothes she’d had on when I fucked her were torn and tattered from the fight, clinging to her curves. 

      

    I can’t believe I’m getting turned on, I thought deliriously. I’m gonna die with a fucking boner… 

      

    “’Till death do us part,” Kimberly said with a giggle, gripping the knife in both hands and holding it high above her head. “I love you so much, Troy...” 

      

    I closed my eyes, readying myself for the pain. But instead there was a thud, and suddenly a warm body lay cradled in my lap. Opening my eyes, I saw Kimberly lying in a heap, her eyes staring at nothing as she gazed up at me. In disbelief, I looked up to see my savior, expecting Mark. How had he gotten in? 

      

    It wasn’t Mark. Natalia stood in the doorway, holding a bottle of wine with an unreadable expression on her face. Belatedly, I remembered giving her a key to my house. 

      

    She looked down at the woman she’d struck, face pale with fright. “Oh fuck,” she murmured. “Is she...” 

      

    I put my hand under Kimberly’s chin. Her pulse was there, faint but strong, and her breasts rose and fell against my thighs. “She’s alright,” I concluded. “Probably not going to feel too great when she wakes up, though.” 

      

    I felt Natalia’s arms around me, helping me to my feet, then we were in an embrace. In my terrified state everything about her was more real than life, the smell of her hair and the feel of her soft body against mine like a balm on my exposed nerves. 

      

    “Jesus,” she whimpered, tears coming to her eyes as she clung to me. “If I had showed up two minutes later...” 

      

    “Don’t even think about it,” I said firmly, gripping her by the waist. “You’re here, and that’s what matters. You saved my life, Nat...” 

      

    She glanced over my shoulder at the woman in a heap in my pantry. “That’s Kimberly, isn’t it?” Suddenly she was out of my arms. “Your ex-wife?” 

      

    “Yeah.” I watched her face change, an expression of repressed disgust settling on it. “She came over, and after we were done...being together, she – she just attacked me.” 

      

    Natalia didn’t say anything. So after a few seconds, I sheepishly added: “The dating app matched us together.” 

      

    “I thought you were done with her?” Natalia turned away from my ex-wife as if she no longer existed. “I thought you were over Kimberly – I thought I got you over Kimberly when I fucked you in her bed.” 

      

    “I just...” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My world had gone crazy, my ex-wife lay bleeding in my pantry, and one of the girls I’d made my bimbo servant was lecturing me!  

      

    I sighed. “Look, it was a mistake,” I said, putting my hands on her shoulders. “I’ve made a lot of mistakes – so many, to be fucking honest. Natalia, there’s something I have to tell you.” 

      

    Her eyes filled with tears. “You...are you going to tell me you don’t love me, Troy?” 

      

    That was not what I expected to hear. 

      

    “What? No!” Natalia instantly snapped to attention at my words. “Of course not! You’re – you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I care about you so much!” 

      

    She sniffed, glancing over my shoulder. “Really? You’re not leaving me for Kimberly?” 

      

    Kimberly!? Jesus, what happens to these girls’ sense of morality when they become bimbos? How could she possibly think that? 

      

    “Of course not,” I said, chuckling a little at the implausibility of it. “She tried to kill me, Nat.” 

      

    “But you fucked her.” Her gaze grew serious. “I’m okay with you having lots of girls, Troy – in fact, the thought of you getting your dick sucked by other women makes me so wet. She’s just not good for you!” 

      

    “I...I know that now,” I said, patting her shoulder in a way that couldn’t help but be patronizing. “But Natalia, there’s something way more important I have to tell you.” 

      

    “Of course, Sir,” she whispered, instantly slipping into her submissive persona. “I’m all ears.” 

      

    “Nat...” I sighed heavily, dreading what might happen when the truth left my lips. “You don’t love me. Not really. My dating app – AlphaDate – it...it hypnotized you. It brainwashed you into loving me.” 

      

    I don’t know what I expected. Tears, maybe, or anger and clenched fists. Instead, Natalia cocked an eyebrow, giving me a confused look. 

      

    “I know,” she said, sounding as confused as she looked. “So?” 

      

    I was so shocked I nearly stumbled back into the pantry. “You know!? How do you know?” 

      

    To my even greater surprise, I was met with giggles. “Well, I saw your dating profile, then my phone flashed with this weird pink light and I just fell instantly in love with you,” she explained. “I went from zero to oh-my-god-please-fuck-me-now in like two seconds. It’s pretty obvious something happened to me.” 

      

    “But...but you understand what this means, right? Our relationship – it’s based on a lie. All those things you did for me, you wouldn’t have done them without AlphaDate. You’d probably think I was just some disgusting middle-aged perv trying to get some young hottie in his bed...” 

      

    I trailed off, because Natalia was shaking her head. “But Troy,” she said firmly, “I did do those things. And I liked them. You think that fuck the other night was only good for you?” 

      

    She laughed, seeing how my mouth dropped open. 

      

    “I wanted to fuck you,” she purred, putting her hands around my neck and pulling me close. “The second I saw that light, I knew the thing I wanted most in the world was to suck you off and ride your dick into the stratosphere while you slapped my ass and called me your little girl. And I did, and it was the best experience of my life.” 

      

    Natalia’s eyes rolled back in her head for a moment, as if savoring the bliss of the memory. 

      

    My voice was tinged with disbelief. “But...but it wasn’t real,” I insisted, trying to get through to her. How did she not understand that she had been brainwashed? “None of it was real, Natalia. That’s not the way you really feel...” 

      

    “It feels real to me,” she said, staring into my eyes. “How do you not see that? It’s like – are you left-handed or right-handed, Troy?” 

      

    “Left.” 

      

    “Okay, then say that I came to you and told you that was a lie – that you’d been hypnotized into believing you were left-handed ten minutes ago and all along you were actually right-handed. Does that make it feel any less natural when you reach out for something with your left hand?” 

      

    She had me there. “No?” 

      

    “No,” she said with a smile, “because it feels real. Even if those feelings are fake, you’re still having them.” Her grin grew lopsided. “Honestly, I’m shocked you don’t understand this, babe. How many science fiction movies in the last thirty years are about this exact thing?” 

      

    I was so confused. All I could do was cling to Natalia: and I couldn’t help but note how she arched her back to let my hands slide lower, how she pulled me so close we were practically nestled against each other. 

      

    “So you don’t care?” I asked. 

      

    “I care,” she whispered, biting her lip nervously. “I care about you, Troy. I love you.” 

      

    It seemed like there was nothing left to do but kiss her: so I did. 

      

    I covered her mouth with mine, groaning with pleasure as she took a half-step backwards and parked her pert ass on the kitchen counter. Her legs parted to let me in, the warm heat between them building to a boil as my cock pressed against her. 

      

    “I know,” she gasped, breaking the kiss, “that right now I’m wetter than I’ve ever been. I want you so bad, Troy. I need you inside me, right now!” 

      

    No red-blooded man could turn down a request like that. My hands found my belt buckle, undid my slacks to free my cock as Natalia tugged down her jeans to expose a lacy pink pair of panties. 

      

    “No condom,” she purred, her breath hot against my ear. “No pulling out. No bullshit. I want to be sure this time that you put a baby in me, Daddy.” 

      

    “Oh, fuck,” I groaned, unbelievably turned on by what I heard. “Jesus, you drive me fucking crazy, Natalia...” 

      

    She took me by the back of the head and pressed my face into her cleavage. The tops of her breasts were delicious, but I wanted more. With a tug, they both spilled free, straining against the fabric of her tight top. I pulled one of her nipples into my mouth, savoring the way the contact made her gasp and arch her back. 

      

    “Fuck me,” she begged, grinding her panties against my crotch. “Fuck me now now now, please Troy...” 

      

    My princess didn’t want to wait, and I couldn’t blame her. My cock throbbed as I set it free of its prison, as stiff as an iron girder. Every neuron in my brain cried out for me to bury it inside of Natalia’s sweet, wet tightness – it was like a primal urge taking control of my body. A savage growl left my throat as I pulled Natalia’s panties to the side hard enough to tear them. 

      

    The fact that Kimberly was lying on the floor a few feet away didn’t matter. The fact that I’d almost been dead just a few moments before didn’t matter. All that mattered was fucking Natalia’s sweet cunt, spilling a thick load into her womb as fast and hard as possible. 

      

    I aimed the head of my cock at Natalia’s slit and drove it in with one smooth stroke, splitting her to the brim. She cried out in disbelief, inner muscles clenching around me as I buried myself to the hilt in her perfect, dripping cunt. Every inch of my cock felt alive with sensation, grinding against her smooth ridges as she welcomed me inside of her. 

      

    “Oh Troy!” Natalia’s nails dug into my back, her legs locking behind me as she trapped me deep inside of her cunt. I didn’t care, it was the only place I wanted to be – not counting her dirty little mouth and her sweet ass. We moved together, rutting like animals on top of the counter as we groaned and sweat. Natalia’s tits bobbed with every thrust, so gorgeous and tempting that a part of me just wanted to stare at them as I thrust until I erupted deep inside of her. But I held back, slowing down to a teasing rhythm that ground against her clit and drove her insane. 

      

    “Please, Troy,” she begged a few minutes later, right at the point when her moans were starting to go incomprehensible with passion. “Please fuck me harder! Fuck me so hard, Daddy, give it to me the way I deserve...” 

      

    Grunting, I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her around, coming out of her with a wet pop. She had just a moment to adjust before I parted her legs and drove into her from behind, fucking her doggy-style with her upper body splayed on the counter.  

      

    “Is that what you wanted?” I grunted, taking a handful of her hair in my fist for leverage. “To get fucked nice and hard, just like this?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Natalia was a picture of lust, a creature wholly devoted to my pleasure. Her body slammed down on mine in perfect time, hitting the perfect angle to let me go even deeper into her wet, waiting womb. “More, more!” 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. I’m fucking her brains out! The table shook beneath us with every thrust, so much part of me was afraid it might just collapse. I could see the surprise on Natalia’s face as well – a look of disbelief mingled with the brainless pleasure in her eyes. 

      

    “I’m going to breed you,” I snarled, placing both hands on Natalia’s back and pinning her to the table. I loved how helpless she was, like a ragdoll – even though the last thing in the world she wanted was for me to stop, knowing she couldn’t make me even if she wanted was a total turn-on. 

      

    “Fuck yeah! Make me a mommy, Troy! Make sure you bury that load deep inside my wet, tight little pussy!” 

      

    I could feel the rush building in my balls, a tingle that made them ache. I was getting ready to go over the edge, to spill myself in a way I never had before. The world shrank to the perfect point of connection between the two of us, everything disappearing except the tight, perfect seal her cunt made around my cock. 

      

    “Marry me,” I snarled, taking her by the throat and holding her against me as I buried myself as deep inside of her as I could go. “Be the queen of my harem, Natalia. Let Daddy put a ring on your finger and give you a dozen girls to worship your cunt...” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Natalia looked over her shoulder at me, and there was nothing in her eyes but pure admiration. “I’ll be the best wife ever for you, Master – I’ll take such good care of your home and your harem! I’ll make everything feel so good for you forever, sir, just please come inside of me...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any longer. With one final thrust I split Natalia so deep I knew her thighs would be bruised the next day, I drove deep into her womb and let go. The eruption melted the world around me, pleasure cascading through my body as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed coated the walls of her cunt. Each burst was like a bomb going off behind my eyes, shaking my core with pleasure sweeter than anything I’d ever experienced. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, sweaty and satisfied, I suddenly realized Natalia and I were no longer alone. Mark stood in the entrance of the kitchen, watching the two of us with a strange look on his face. 

      

    “Well,” he said, cocking an eyebrow. “I see I didn’t need to hurry.” 

      

    What the hell could I say? This was surely the least expected thing for him to see, expecting to save me from my murderous ex-wife and all. 

      

    “Hey,” I blurted, tucking my cock back into my pants. “Kimberly’s in the pantry – Natalia saved me. She showed up just in time...” 

      

    “I know,” Mark said smoothly, sitting at the kitchen table. “I sent her. She was closer than I was.” 

      

    “You...what?” My brain felt like it was coated in thick, warm mud. Thoughts came slow; I wanted nothing more than to curl up with Nat and forget this whole evening had happened. “Huh?” 

      

    Next to me, Natalia finished dressing and walked demurely across the kitchen, seating herself next to Mark. What the hell was going on? 

      

    “Hey, I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” I said, trying to sound collected, “but there’s an unconscious girl in my pantry...” 

      

    “She’ll keep,” Mark said. “Sit down.” 

      

    I did. As soon as I was sitting, Mark took off his glasses and rubbed them, collecting his thoughts. 

      

    “I haven’t been fully honest with you,” he said simply. “I’m not just ‘some guy’ who happened to get lucky with AlphaDate – I’m one of the designers of the app.” 

      

    To say I was shocked would have been an understatement. I had always known Mark had been smart – not to mention a horndog – but this? 

      

    “How?” was all I could ask. 

      

    “It’s pretty complicated,” he said with a smirk. “The science – and the psychology – would take all night to explain. But the gist of it is, it creates attraction. Between two consenting adults, of course – two people already looking for a casual hookup at minimum.” 

      

    I opened my mouth to interject – but stopped. There was so much I could say, so many objections about the morality of what Mark was doing. But all of them had been extinguished by my conversation with Natalia. Dimly, I wondered if all this had been set up as a way to educate me about the truth behind AlphaDate, but even as I thought it I realized it didn’t matter – just like Natalia, my feelings on the matter felt real, whether someone had manipulated them or not. 

      

    “It’s...amazing,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “What you guys have built, it’s going to change the world.” 

      

    “That’s why I wanted you to be in on the ground floor,” Mark said with a grin. “You’ve always been a great friend – the least I could do when I started drowning in pussy was pull you in with me.” His face grew serious. “I’m sorry I forced you to beta test, though.” 

      

    “Sorry? Don’t be! This has changed my life!” I meant it. Even with all the shit that had happened, I’d much rather have lived in a world with AlphaDate then without it. 

      

    “I didn’t expect it to link you with Kimberly,” he said, glancing at the pantry, “although maybe I should have. We have to fix glitches like that before the product goes live.” 

      

    “Glitches? That’s a funny way to call Kimberly trying to kill me.” 

      

    He chuckled darkly. “AlphaDate is designed to create feelings of passion between people who have never met and don’t know each other. When it works its magic on two people who already have a shared history, things get...complicated.” He looked sadly at the pantry, where Kimberly still lay in a heap. “It’s a scenario we hadn’t tested – apparently in Kim’s case it erodes the mental wall between love and hate, between ‘fuck’ and ‘kill’. If I had known...I’m so sorry, Troy.” 

      

    That was surprising. And yet, I found I couldn’t get myself worked up about it. 

      

    “Hey, no harm, no foul,” I said, nodding. “As long as you can get me out of this…?” 

      

    He started, as if he’d just remembered something. “Oh, of course. This will fix her.” He pulled a phone from his pocket. “I just have to expose her to a mirror image of the signal, to cancel it out. She’ll be right back to normal...” 

      

    “Wait.” Something had just occurred to me. “Could you use that to fix anybody affected by AlphaDate? Even Natalia here?” 

      

    He frowned, the lines in his forehead deepening. “I suppose,” he finally said. “Why?” 

      

    I looked at Natalia – at the woman I’d just finished making love to, the girl I’d proposed to – and saw tears rise to her eyes. I knew that moment was the most important one of my life: it could go one of two ways. I could free Natalia, make her remember her old life and probably leave me forever. I knew if I did that I’d have to do the rest – quitting AlphaDate entirely, living the rest of my life as an ordinary guy trying to find love the best I could. 

      

    Or I could keep her the way she was. And I knew, with just as much certainty as I did about changing her back, exactly where that would lead: to me as the king of a small harem of girls, all intent on worshipping me with Natalia their queen. All of them swollen with my heirs, competing to see who could pump out the biggest, strongest sons for their Master’s kingdom… 

      

    I saw all of it in an instant. And then I made my choice. 

      

    “No reason,” I said, watching the smile spread across Natalia’s face. I reached out and took her hand, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. “I’m sure I’ll never need to do anything like that. Right, Nat?” 

      

    “Damn straight,” she said with a giggle, wiping the tears from her eyes. 

      

    And I never did.
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    A voice came over the intercom, crackling with static. “Stand back from the door, D-2604.” 

      

    I wasn’t anywhere near the door – I was sitting cross-legged on the narrow cot in one corner, trying to remember where I was. Who I was, for that matter. My mouth tasted like dirt and my head throbbed like I’d been on a week-long bender, but I’d already figured two things out. One: my name was not D-2604, and two – this was a cell and I was a prisoner. 

      

    I held a hand over my eyes to shield them from the light as the door to my cell opened. A slim blonde woman in a lab coat stood in the entrance, flanked by two guards carrying wicked-looking rifles. Her hair was done up in a ponytail and she was wearing a thick-framed pair of glasses. There was just enough cleavage poking from her top for me to stare; she caught me looking and flashed a quick, conspiratorial smile. 

      

    “Well I can see hibernation didn’t hurt you too bad,” she said, stepping into the room. Turning to the guards, she added, “you can leave us.” 

      

    “No can do, ma’am,” one said. “He’s dangerous.” 

      

    Me? I was dangerous? That sent ripples through me, awakening memories in the back of my brain I could already tell I wasn’t going to enjoy. 

      

    “Nonsense.” I could tell from her manner that this was a woman used to being obeyed without question, despite her youth and appearance. She can’t be more than a few years older than me, I thought, and I was only nineteen. 

      

    “Suit yourself. Signal if there’s any trouble.” The door slid shut with an almost soundless little whir. 

      

    “Assholes,” the doctor – any woman dressed like her had to be some kind of doctor – muttered to herself. She pulled the chair away from the room’s tiny desk and sat down, tapping her pen against a clipboard. I watched her and she watched me, each apparently waiting for the other to speak first. I could have waited all day – what I needed was time, time to remember what the hell had happened to me and why I was here. And why I was dangerous. 

      

    Finally the woman shrugged. “Good morning, Declan,” she said, favoring me with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Do you remember me?” 

      

    I shook my head. 

      

    “We spoke briefly a few days ago, when you returned to consciousness. You were...considerably less stable then.” A pained little look flickered across her face before being snuffed out. “I’m Doctor Klein. I’m in charge of this wing of the facility and I’m here to help you.” 

      

    So she is a doctor, I thought. Her short statement had left me with about a million questions, but I had the impression I was going to need to figure out the answers on my own. I decided to test something. 

      

    “I’m sorry,” I said, sliding forward as quickly as I could to the end of the bed as I spoke. I watched her reaction, but Doctor Klein didn’t so much as flinch. She’s not scared of me, I realized, so maybe I’m not so dangerous after all. “I don’t remember being admitted to any kind of facility. I don’t remember much of anything at all.” 

      

    She nodded as if expecting this. “That’s a perfectly normal reaction considering what you’ve been through,” she said. “Rest assured, your memory will return in time.” 

      

    She glanced from one end of the cell to the other as if measuring something. I should mention that the room looked like nothing more than an ordinary (if cheap) hotel room, but I’d never been in a hotel that locked its occupants inside their rooms. 

      

    “You’re in a secure government facility,” she said gingerly. “A place where you – and people like you – can be helped.” 

      

    “What?” My fingers clenched my knees until my knuckles went white. I didn’t understand any of this – it made no sense at all. “Why am I locked up in here? Why the hell have I been asleep?” 

      

    Doctor Klein clicked her tongue and made a note on her clipboard. “I really do apologize for the way you’ve been treated to this point, Declan. Prior to my tenure, the service level of the staff here has been...well, ghastly. I’m hoping to bring a much more humane touch to things from now on.” 

      

    “Humane? How is it humane to keep me in a cell? Don’t I have rights?” 

      

    She cocked her head, as if studying me. “Of course you do, Declan. But those rights only extend as far as your person. With people like you, people who have...special gifts, sometimes they need to be kept away from people for their own good.” 

      

    As she finished her sentence, a vision overtook me. I was standing in a bedroom, and the hottest woman I’d ever seen in my life was on her knees before me. My cock was out of my pants and she was lapping at it, running her tongue along the underside of my shaft. Her breasts were huge, the nipples hard, and her eyes shined with the purest love I could’ve imagined. 

      

    “I’ll do anything for you, Declan,” she purred, sliding the head of my cock between her lips. “I belong to you...” 

      

    The vision faded. When I came back to myself, my cock was tenting my pants. 

      

    “I think you just remembered a little bit of what happened,” Doctor Klein said with just a hint of mockery. 

      

    I crossed my legs to hide my erection, feeling ridiculous. “What are you talking about?” 

      

    “You...were a bad boy, Declan. You have special powers, and you used them for some very naughty purposes.” Doctor Klein pursed her lips and leaned forward, looking for a moment like the woman in my vision. “That’s why you’re here, where you can’t cause any more trouble. But we’re not going to hurt you – we’re going to help you...” 

      

    I wasn’t listening. Because that memory had triggered something else inside of me, some primal part of my brain. It was like learning to ride a bike again or play a musical instrument. Before I knew what I was doing I was doing it, pushing with a gentle motion inside my own head… 

      

    And I could feel everything. 

      

    For a moment, I was gobsmacked. I could sense Doctor Klein in front of me, feel her thoughts and emotions. I could feel the boredom of the two guards standing outside my cell, and could get a feel for the people in other cells near mine. This facility, whatever she called it, was big. 

      

    Doctor Klein must have caught my glazed expression, because she sighed. “Right now, you’re reaching out for your powers and finding they’re not there,” she said in a withering tone. 

      

    What? She was wrong – I could see her mind glowing like a lava lamp. I knew on an instinctive level that I could touch it, make her feel what I wanted her to feel or think what I wanted her to think. But I also knew, like an animal able to sense an obvious trap, that touching her would be a huge mistake. 

      

    “Honestly, it’s so barbarous,” she said to herself. “The idea that they’d have to put you in an artificial coma to keep your powers in check. We’ve given you a powerful drug – its in your food and water – it suppresses your powers, keeps you from accessing them.” 

      

    That’s what she said. Only whatever they were doing wasn’t working. I had my powers, and they had no idea. 

      

    With a groan, I hung my head and feigned exhaustion. My performance was terrible, but apparently it fooled Dr. Klein. 

      

    “Declan,” she said in a low voice – almost cooing. Before I knew what was happening she leaned forward and put a hand on my thigh. I didn’t dare touch her mind, but I could read what was coming off of it and it sickened me: this was a calculated way to control me. Dr. Klein was going to string me along with her sex appeal and cleavage as a way to cooperate, another lever of control. 

      

    “We’re going to fix you,” she promised me. “Once we sever you from your powers completely, you can return to your family.” 

      

    I instantly knew that was a lie. Klein’s mind wasn’t filled with that: instead, she was thinking of how to use my powers for her “facility”’s projects. This woman was evil, and there was no way she would ever let me leave this building alive. 

      

    Her hand squeezed, as if testing me. My cock hadn’t stopped throbbing in my pants, and a little giggle left her lips as her gaze slid over to it. 

      

    “If you help me out,” she added in a whisper, her lips grazing my ear, “I can help you out, too. You are a handsome young man after all – a man with needs...” 

      

    God, she was hot. And if I didn’t have my powers, I might have fallen for that shit. 

      

    A few minutes later she was out of my cell, with promises to return in a few hours once I had rested some more. I knew from a peek at her mind that some heavy-duty testing would begin after that – likely the kind that would make hiding my powers impossible. I didn’t have long. 

      

    Closing my eyes and leaning against the wall, I pushed outward, testing my strength. I could feel Doctor Klein and her two guards as they made their way down the hall, then a sudden wrenching upward as I lost them – they must have stepped onto an elevator. 

      

    A quick scan showed just three other thought patterns on my floor. Two of them I immediately dismissed as guards, both from what little I could grasp of their thoughts and the fact that they were moving. Nothing I could use there. Sighing, I reached out to the third person, from their position in a cell just a couple down from mine… 

      

    I had to bite down to keep a scream from leaving my throat. The person in the cell, whoever they were, was in the middle of some kind of violent fit. Voices buffeted me as I came into contact with their mind, like the delusions of a schizophrenic patient. After a moment, I realized that’s just what they were. 

      

    Whoever this was, they were in pain – both physically and mentally. And Doctor Klein wasn’t doing anything about it. So I decided to. 

      

    It was my first act with my new powers. I was clumsy and unpracticed, going on muscle memory, but I managed. I reached out with psychic fingers into the person’s brain, grabbed the babbling voices and pinched them off, sealing them away. Somehow I calmed them down, rubbing some kind of relaxation center I could never have consciously identified. I felt them slowly quiet down, stop slamming themselves against the wall. 

      

    I decided to take a chance. I’d worked my powers this much and I hadn’t set off any alarms. Hoping against hope that I was still beneath the facility’s notice, I made contact. 

      

    I made myself like one of the voices and pushed into the person’s head. Can you hear me? I asked. 

      

    I felt them freeze up for a moment, then nod. 

      

    Who are you? I asked. Think of yourself for me. 

      

    The person formed a picture in her mind. I was staring at a girl, college-age with long, dyed hair. Her skin was pale and flawless, her breasts were huge and almost too large for her frame in a tight t-shirt with her favorite punk band on it. 

      

    Hey, I like them too, I lied, pointing a mental finger at her shirt. What’s your name? 

      

    I felt confusion radiate from her. Just think it, I thought. Yes, I can read your mind. Don’t get too worked up about it. 

      

    I felt her frown, then the word Lila appeared in her mind. For a moment it flickered, replaced with D-5301 before settling back. 

      

    Awesome, I thought. I’m Declan. I think I can get us out of here, Lila, both of us – but I need your help. 

      

    She shivered for a moment and sent me another thought: Did you make the voices stop? 

      

    The thought was so pitiful, so broken, that it made me want to hug her right through the wall. Yes, I thought. They’re gone now. I’ll keep them away. 

      

    I felt her straighten up. I’ll help. 

      

    Good. I was going to need her to cooperate if this was going to work. I have these powers, but I don’t really remember how to use them. And I have to learn FAST, before Dr. Klein comes back. 

      

    At the mention of Dr. Klein, I felt her shudder. I hate her. 

      

    Me too. I need to test my powers, Lila – and you’re the only person I can test them on without getting noticed. 

      

    There was a pause. Test? Like, experiment? 

      

    I know, it won’t be pleasant. But I promise, if I get out of here, I’ll take you with me. There was no way I couldn’t – not after feeling this girl’s mind and knowing how she suffered. Please say I can, Lila? 

      

    I felt her waffle back and forth – a really strange sensation when you’re actually inside someone’s brain – then her resolve hardened like concrete drying. 

      

    Okay, she sent me. On one condition. 

      

    Condition? I didn’t have time for conditions. What? 

      

    Doctor Klein, she thought, sending with it so much hate I nearly fell off the cot. Hurt her. 

      

    Yeah. Yeah, I could do that. 

      

    Deal. 

      

    She nodded, crossed her legs and lay back against the wall, ready for me. 

      

    I was untested and untutored. Later on, I found out that the Company had kept me on ice for upwards of six months: just under the amount of time they could have me comatose without risking serious damage. It’s a wonder I remembered how to do anything at all. 

      

    But as I poked around in Lila’s brain, it started coming back to me. I made her so gloriously happy that she nearly danced around her cell, then so unbearably sad that tears streamed down her face as she whimpered silently in a corner. I turned her sight on and off, made her forget and remember her own name, sent shocks of pain through her body and made up for it with sweet, perfect pleasure. 

      

    I realized something very very quickly: I knew how to wield pleasure. I was a fucking pro at that. 

      

    A vision popped into my brain, just as powerful as the last. Two women in bikinis standing in a pool, untying each others’ tops as they licked their lips. 

      

    “Come join us, Declan,” they purred, rubbing each others’ bodies in a way that would best turn me on. “Come fuck your Mommy and your naughty little sis...” 

      

    I gasped as I came out of it. I remembered now. My adopted family, the upper-class assholes who’d taken me in as a permanent way to make themselves look better. As a way to bolster my stepdad’s chances of getting into office – he was a Senator or something… 

      

    When my powers had awoken, I’d used them on my stepmom and stepsister. I’d made them my slaves. And I’d liked it… 

      

    With a start, I realized I was pouring all that pent-up energy into Lila. I felt her slapping the wall, desperately trying to tap out as her athletic body shivered in orgasm after sweet orgasm. I let her go, able to feel the sweat on her breasts and forehead as she relaxed against the floor. 

      

    After a few seconds, she sent me a thought as clear as a bell: You are AMAZING! 

      

    I’m sorry I hurt you, I thought, spent. My own forehead was beading sweat as well. I didn’t mean to- 

      

    Do it again do it again PLEASE! She was practically ecstatic. I’ve never felt anything like that before… 

      

    Oh no. I remembered this, too: hitting women hard with so much pleasure that it fried their cognitive abilities. That much bliss all at once was like a drug, a hit of pure heroin, and doing it hard enough could get someone addicted to it… 

      

    Lila, I thought, had you ever had an orgasm before? 

      

    I felt her shake her head. Oh my god it was SO GOOD I totally love you now PLEASE make that bitch bleed and oh my god make me do that again… 

      

    I turned the pleasure drip back on, setting it a little bit lower this time. Lila ground her ass against the wall as she rode the wave of pleasure, biting her lip hard to keep from crying out. 

      

    I need to get some rest, I told her. Dr. Klein will be back soon. You okay if I leave you like this? 

      

    YES she sent back, so forceful I could feel the aftershocks of her latest orgasm. Fuck fuck fuck yes… 

      

    Chuckling to myself, I lay back against the pillow and closed my eyes. At least I’d done one good deed for the day. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    This time there was no voice over the intercom commanding me to step away from the door. It opened with that tiny little whir, Doctor Klein stepping inside like she was trying to sneak up on me. Only the proximity of her and the guards had jerked me back to alertness as they approached. I was lying on my cot playing the big faker, waiting to see what she would do. 

      

    “Declan?” I felt a surge of irritation bubble up behind Doctor Klein’s eyes. She turned around and put her hands on her hips as she stared down the guards. “Did you dose him with something?” 

      

    The two guards glanced at each other for a moment – and then slumped over, unconscious. 

      

    Doctor Klein stood there, uncomprehending for a brief moment. A moment was all I needed. By the time she’d gotten her wits back enough to scream she found she couldn’t – and that her long, gorgeous legs would no longer respond to her commands. 

      

    “I’m right here, Doc,” I said, sitting up. “I’ve been waiting for you.” 

      

    She stared at me, naked horror on her face. I waited for her to say something, but her mouth just moved soundlessly as she struggled to comprehend how fast the tables had turned. Then I remembered I’d robbed her of the power of speech and felt a little silly. 

      

    My invisible tendrils slid into her mind, rewriting her speech center. “You can talk now,” I told her, “though if you try to raise your voice, you won’t be able to.” 

      

    She tried to scream anyway – her cry came out as a croaking wheeze, pressed through the muscles of her throat. 

      

    “The drug,” she whispered, her eyes going unfocused for a moment as she gave up trying to yell. “How did you manage to hide it?” 

      

    “Beats me.” Now that I was on top, I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “I guess it just didn’t work on me.” 

      

    Now that she was powerless, there was no reason for her to keep the mask on. Her lip curled in a sneer as her face let me know how she really felt about me. 

      

    “You’re a monster,” she hissed, compressing as much hate into her voice as she could. “You almost ruined your family. You turned your mother and sister into sex slaves...” 

      

    “I’m adopted – they’re not my family,” I informed her. “And if you knew half the shit they put me through, you’d know I was going easy on them.” 

      

    “You won’t get away with this.” Her lips formed a tight little line, almost white. “There’s too much security in this facility. They’ll gun you down before you get ten feet from the entrance...” 

      

    “They won’t,” I told her with a laugh. “Because you’re going to get me out.” 

      

    She tried to laugh, but it came out as just another croak. “I’ll never help you. You’re scum, a grubby little pervert rapist...you make me sick...” 

      

    I wasn’t paying attention. Instead, I reached out and into Lila’s cell, gently prodding her with mental tendrils. Be ready, I thought to her. Leaving soon. 

      

    She nodded to let me know she heard. 

      

    “Are you enjoying this?” There was a mocking edge to Dr. Klein’s tone, like she knew her insults were just running off my back. “You enjoy having a woman tied up where she can’t show you how pathetic you really are?” 

      

    I thought about it for a moment. “I am enjoying this,” I admitted with a smile. “But not as much as you’re about to.” 

      

    For an instant, she stared at me uncomprehending – then I hit her. 

      

    I had re-learned my powers, thanks to Lila’s willingness to be my test subject. What had taken long experimentation with her was completely natural with Dr. Klein – all I had to do was slide my power into her mind and ram it into the pleasure center of her brain, hard, like I was fucking her mind. 

      

    Dr. Klein cried out, arching her back as an ego-destroying wave of pleasure ripped through her body. Every muscle went taut as she gasped, unable to comprehend the pure, sweet bliss coursing through her veins. The hardest, most satisfying fuck of her life was like nothing compared to what I was giving her – I could feel every one of her nerve endings on fire, her slim body radiating heat as she pushed right through multiple orgasms into something even deeper. Her voice, still constrained by my power, let out ragged screams no louder than a whisper. 

      

    I held her there for just under a minute, knowing on a base and instinctive level just how much pleasure it would take to wipe away any mental resistance she’d programmed herself with. Only when she started twitching like she was undergoing a seizure, tongue lolling and drool dribbling from the corner of her mouth did I let her go, returning her to the real world in an instant. It was like being tossed from a warm bed into a freezing snowbank – her eyes widened in shock. 

      

    “Ohhhhh shit...” 

      

    Dr. Klein sounded like she was coming down from the most intense high ever. And as she snapped back to reality, I saw what I’d been waiting for on her face: the need. She knew it too, was trying to fight it, but there was no way to fight something that deeply embedded inside you. I’d given Dr. Klein an addiction, as real and soul-consuming as if I’d spent months getting her hooked on an exotic drug. She knew her life was forever changed, and tears silently ran down her cheeks as she tried and failed to mount some kind of resistance to my power. 

      

    “What do you have to say now, Doctor?” My cock was throbbing in my pants – I made no effort to hide it now. I finally understood why I’d done the things I’d done – why I’d made those closest to me my slaves, why I’d turned their minds and bodies into my playthings. Nothing in the world felt better than this control, not even the pleasure I could give. 

      

    I watched her mouth move soundlessly as she tried to spit out an insult. Finally she gave up, her face crumbling. “Please,” she whimpered, the sound of her defeat so sweet I nearly shot in my pants. “More...more...” 

      

    I released the invisible bonds on her arms and legs. I no longer needed them. “Come here,” I growled. 

      

    She started to walk forward, and I seized control of her motor functions. She dropped to her knees, whimpering with fear. God I loved that. 

      

    “On all fours,” I said, slipping back into command like it was second nature. “I haven’t had a woman serve me in ages. I want to see what you can do with that naughty little mouth, Doctor...” 

      

    Inch by inch, the once-proud Doctor Klein crawled to me. I watched the hope fade from her eyes: her dreams of running this facility in a new way, of using it to climb even further up the ladder of whatever shadowy government agency she considered home. Her visions of the future shrank to one – one where she served at me feet, responded instantly to any command, let her body be used in any way I wanted for pleasure, until I decided to discard her on a whim. 

      

    She reached me and pawed at my cock through the thin fabric. Her eyes shined as she stared up at me. “Please,” she mewled, nothing behind her eyes. “More?” 

      

    I touched her pleasure center gingerly, letting the barest bit of what she’d just received through. She closed her eyes and whimpered with relief. Tears coursed down her cheeks. 

      

    “Put it in your mouth,” I commanded, “and you’ll get more.” 

      

    Groaning with disgust, Dr. Klein removed my cock from my pants. There was no shower in my cell, and they certainly hadn’t bathed me when I’d awoken from my coma – the thick musk of my manhood filled the small room, sending Dr. Klein’s gorge rising. I loved watching the war in her brain – the small but spunky urge to tell me to go fuck myself, the new portion of her brain that wanted the drug of my pleasure more than anything else. 

      

    But even more than that, I realized what I wanted. I’d gone from being serviced constantly every day to near-celibacy, and I was as hard as I could ever remember being. With a grunt, I grabbed the back of Dr. Klein’s head and pushed past her lips, filling her throat with my cock. It felt so good to fuck her warm, wet mouth, and as I locked into a hard rhythm I felt her give up and let it happen. 

      

    “That’s right, take it all the way,” I grunted, burying myself deep inside her. “Swallow that cock, you bitch...” 

      

    Dr. Klein teared up as she attempted to deep-throat me. She wasn’t able to, and it was negatively affecting my blowjob – so I reached into her mind and snipped that part of it like cutting a string. Instantly her throat relaxed, letting me fuck her as hard and fast as I wanted with no resistance. I thrust my hips hard, taking back every bit of self-esteem I’d lost from my captivity, making the haughty Doctor my bitch. 

      

    “That’s right, feel it inside you,” I snarled – whether I meant my cock, my power or both even I didn’t know. “Stretching you out like a little whore. You thought you were in charge here? You’re just a weak little skank, controlled by your fucking pussy. One little bit of pleasure-” 

      

    I pressed inward, shattering the reward center of her mind and felt an orgasm tear through the Doctor’s frame. 

      

    “-and anything that disgusts you starts turning you on instead. Even sucking the cock of a so-called monster.” 

      

    A few more hard thrusts had my balls tingling with the urge to come, but I wanted more – I wanted to make it really count. 

      

    “Turn around, Doc,” I said with a smirk, motioning towards the cock. “Let me see you stick out that big ass of yours. I’m going to give you a present before I go.” 

      

    Like a puppet on invisible strings, Dr. Klein put her hands on the cot and spread her legs. I yanked up her sedate, professional skirt and tugged her panties down to her ankles, groaning with need. Her cunt was as warm as an oven, wet and feral and so turned on that I could feel the heat pouring off it and smell her horniness. 

      

    “Yeah, you want this,” I laughed, grabbing a handful of her hair. “I’m in your mind right now, Doctor, making a few changes to your body chemistry.” Leaning forward, I let my lips graze her ear and whispered: “you’re more fertile right now than you’ve ever been in your life.” 

      

    She shuddered in my grip, pressing her big ass against my cock. My shaft glistened with her saliva, ready to plunge into her core and leave an indelible mark on her soul. She spread her lips with one hand, legs shaking as she stared at me over her shoulder. 

      

    “Please,” she begged, biting her lip. “Please, Declan...make me your whore. Make me a mommy...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back. With one hard thrust, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt, ratcheting her pleasure up to maximum at the same time. It was like she’d been struck by lightning – all her inner muscles went tight around my cock as I fucked her, her back arching and a series of absolutely filthy words spilling from her lips. Almost instantly I felt my balls tingling, building up to sweet release as they slapped against her ass. I didn’t care – I wanted to come. In a tiny, more rational part of my brain I knew that every moment I spent pounding Dr. Klein’s sweet little pussy was another one less that Lila and I had to escape, but that wasn’t why I went so fast, or refused to hold back. 

      

    Something inside me had been cracked when they’d taken my harem away. I’d been hurt by being kept in a deep freeze for six months: maybe it was my pride, maybe it was something darker. Whatever it was, I felt power flowing through me as I buried myself as deep in Dr. Klein’s cunt as I could ram my cock, soothing and healing me as I prepared to explode. 

      

    “Yeah,” I grunted, putting a hand around her throat. “You’re my little bimbo fuckdoll. You want your Master to come? You want a big, thick load inside your pussy?” 

      

    Dr. Klein nodded eagerly, gasping with pleasure as I fucked her body and mind simultaneously. “Come in me, Master! My body is your vessel – your cum dumpster – your fucking animal whore...” 

      

    As I reached my peak, my power reached inside of her almost of its own accord, moving on pure primal memory. I made the muscles of her pussy clench around me, gripping me tighter than a glove as I prepared to shoot, then I sent a signal through her that made her ovulate right then and there. Her body made itself ready to breed the very moment my cock started to twitch inside her: there was no way I wasn’t going to make her pregnant. 

      

    “Fuck,” I groaned, squeezing her tighter. “Fuck yeah I’m gonna come...” 

      

    My cock gave another hard jerk inside of her and then I was over the edge, breaking apart as I erupted between her tight, perfect walls. I lost control of myself for the barest instant, gripping Dr. Klein’s hips and fucking her like a madman as burst after burst of hot, sticky come shot from my cock. My hand came down on her ass, hard enough to bruise as I drained my white-hot seed into her womb, breeding her straight and true. Dr. Klein groaned with her own release as she felt me unload inside of her, pressing her body against mine and whispering what a good boy I was as I put my load inside her cunt. 

      

    When I was done she was dripping with it. As I pulled out of her, I slowly released my mental hold on her as well, letting her return to herself. I kept her from moving, of course; it was so much fun to watch her stand there with her legs spread, a trail of my come dribbling down her thigh. 

      

    “Thank you, Doctor,” I said as I tucked my cock back into my pants. “That was exactly what I needed.” 

      

    “You son of a bitch,” she whispered, grimacing. “You’re nothing but a fucking monster...” 

      

    “Oh really?” I glanced past her, and a moment later released her body from its invisible bonds. “Let’s see who she thinks is the real monster here...” 

      

    The door to my cell slid open, and standing there was Lila. It was my first time seeing her in the flesh, and I was surprised to see how well she matched the self-image she’d sent me when we were connected. She was a slim girl with punk hair, her tits both too big for her frame and too-big for the tight cotton top the facility had put her in. She was staring down the good Doctor with a look of hate that put Klein to shame. 

      

    “You,” Dr. Klein hissed, her eyes widening. “You can’t do this,” she said, turning back to me. “That girl is dangerous – you have no idea...” 

      

    “You hurt me,” Lila whispered, stepping into the cell. 

      

    Dr. Klein glanced back for a second – just a second. “This is madness,” she said, entreating me with her eyes. “Look, obviously things have changed between the two of us. I need you now, and with me on your side you could be running this place. I’ll get you a nicer cell – hell, you can have my office. Good food, women – whatever you want, as long as you keep giving me that power-” 

      

    “You HURT me,” Lila snarled. 

      

    Slowly I raised my hand. For a moment, as it ramped up, Dr. Klein stared at my fingers questioningly, looking like someone right at the beginning of a bad headache. Then her mouth opened, stretching almost too wide, and sweat broke out on her forehead. 

      

    She screamed – again it came out as a whimper. 

      

    “I can do pain just as easy as pleasure,” I told her. Every muscle in her body had seized up, pure animal panic overriding everything else. “I can just leave you like this, you know. Every cell in your body will do nothing but hurt for the rest of your life. No painkillers or morphine will touch it. You understand?” 

      

    “Y-yes,” she panted, just barely able to speak. “Please...” 

      

    I pulled out of her mind, cutting the pain in an instant. Dr. Klein crumpled to the floor, groaning with relief. 

      

    “You’re getting us out of here,” I told her. “Now. You’re not going to trick us, or lock us in another cell or call the guards. If you do anything besides sneak us out of here with all your might, I’ll turn that pain all the way up and tie it off. You might get us, but you’ll never escape that pain.” 

      

    “Okay!” Dr. Klein held up a hand to ward me off, staggering from the floor. “Okay.” 

      

    In the end, it was almost insultingly easy. Klein knew all the proper paths through the facility – maintenance tunnels and long stairwells that were outside of whatever was being watched by the Company she worked for. I kept a tiny tendril on her mind the whole time, checking for signs that she was trying to screw us over, but she was squeaky clean the whole way. Finally she opened a door and led us into a parking garage. There were only a handful of cars left: one of which was a pearl-white luxury sports car. This is what Dr. Klein led us to, taking out her keys and unlocking. 

      

    “Here,” she said, tossing the keychain to me. “I hope you don’t get far, Declan. I’m looking forward to seeing you again.” 

      

    “Do you know how to drive?” I asked Lila. She shook her head. “That’s okay. I’ll do it. Get in.” 

      

    “You don’t have to do this,” Dr. Klein whispered. For a moment, she sounded like the woman I’d met the first time she entered my cell – cool and seductive. “We can have lots more fun. The Company doesn’t even have to know you got out. We can put you back, and I will do anything you want. I won’t be able to betray you – you’re in charge now. You can make me hurt whenever you want. You’ll be the one running the show...” 

      

    I knew these were all empty words. This was a last-ditch attempt to sway me – and what made me sick wasn’t that Klein was trying to get me back under lock and key. It was that she was debasing herself like this for the chance to get another hit of the perfect pleasure I could give her – to feel my alpha-male powers over and over again. She was an addict now, and she needed another fix. 

      

    “What happens next is up to you,” I told her, cutting her off. “I’m putting a little timebomb in your head. It’s set for three hours from now. If you say anything to anyone about us between now and then, it’s a pain bomb. If you keep your fucking mouth shut and go sit in a closet until then – it’ll be pleasure. Choice is yours-” 

      

    A flash of motion caught me off-guard. It was Lila, stepping past me. I didn’t understand – I’d told her to get in the car – but she pushed right past me and wrapped a hand around Dr. Klein’s throat. 

      

    The Doctor’s eyes widened in pure terror – and then she was fucking on fire. 

      

    Ice-blue electricity crackled from between Lila’s fingertips, arcing across the Doctor’s slender frame. She cried out but it was too late. A smell of burning meat filled the air as her eyes rolled back into her head, her scream choked short. Lila lifted her off the ground one-handed like it was nothing, squeezing tight as the Doctor spasmed and twitched in her grip. 

      

    I watched her smile. I never wanted to see her smile in that way again. 

      

    A few moments later, the crackling stopped. Lila relaxed, dropping Dr. Klein like a sack of potatoes. Smoke rose from the Doctor’s clothing, a small fire erupting on her sleeve as her body curled up into a tiny ball. 

      

    “Holy shit!” I screamed. “What the fuck did you just do?” 

      

    Lila shrugged. “She hurt us.” 

      

    My brain still wasn’t processing it. “You...holy shit...you...” 

      

    “You’re not the only one who’s dangerous, Master,” she said with a grin. “Let’s go.” 

      

    We hopped in the car and roared out of the parking deck. There wasn’t even a checkpoint to stop us. 

      

    It was five full minutes before I realized what Lila had done – and that she’d called me Master...



   





 

    Part Two



   






 

    “I’m ready for you, Master,” Lila said, letting the towel slide down her flawless body and fall to the carpet. “Ready for you to take me.” 

      

    The room was still warm and steamy from the shower, the mirror next to the bed completely fogged up. I was still tingly from my first hot bath in ages, and the sight of the girl in front of me was making me even warmer. God, she was gorgeous. 

      

    A smile rose to her lips. “Sit back on the edge, Master,” she purred, motioning to my bed. “I want to show you what I can do when I don’t have to rush...” 

      

    Lila sashayed across the carpet, swaying seductively as she walked. She knew my eyes were on her, devouring every inch of her, and I could tell without having to touch her mind that it was making her wetter than she’d ever been in her life. 

      

    “Let me take those off for you,” she said, bending down and reaching for my pants. “Let’s see that cock-” 

      

    Suddenly Lila straightened up, her mouth dropping open in a perfect little ‘o’ of shock. I grinned, watching her reaction – I’d reached out with my mind, played a little prank, reminded her what I was capable of. I’d sent the sensation of being spanked into Lila’s mind, and as the pain shot through her she gasped, the pale skin of her right ass cheek reddening at my command. 

      

    “Oh!” Her cheeks flushed as she turned around to swat at a hand that wasn’t there. “You’re bad, Master!” 

      

    “Yes I am.” I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “You and I are going to have so much fun, Lila...” 

      

    Now that we were free, there was no one to keep us from using our powers however we wanted. We could do anything, be anything we wanted. And this gorgeous little slut was all mine now – I was her Master… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I couldn’t concentrate on the road. I was going way too fast, had to slow down, but I had the wheel in a white-knuckle grip and couldn’t let go. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I yelled, staring straight ahead. “You killed her. You fucking killed Doctor Klein...” 

      

    “Calm down, Master, please!” I felt Lila’s hand over mine, small and warm. She was so calm compared to me, it was unreal. “You’re going to crash!” 

      

    She was right. The car was weaving back and forth on the road – if there’d been anyone else out here, we’d probably have been lying in a ditch by now. I was lucky – we were both so lucky to have escaped, but one small mistake could screw it all up. 

      

    “How did you do that?” I glanced over my shoulder, suddenly paranoid that we were being followed. “Holy shit that was insane...” 

      

    It kept flashing through my head: the image of Dr. Klein struggling in Lila’s grip, lifted off the ground as smoke poured from her eyes. My new friend had just...just overloaded her, filled her with lightning that burned her from the inside out. A tiny part of my brain knew I was being crazy – after all, a guy with an ability like mine can’t exactly be shocked to find someone else has some – but I just couldn’t stop seeing that moment of raw, terrifying power. 

      

    “Master,” Lila said firmly. Her grip tightened on my hand. “You need to calm down. Now.” She glanced at the side of the road. “Pull over.” 

      

    In a daze, I maneuvered the sports car to the side of the road and let it idle. A quick glance backward confirmed we weren’t being followed, but I still had visions of black vans coming over the hill to recapture me. That is, until I felt Lila tugging at my belt.



   





 

    Part Four 



   





 

    “What are you doing?” I asked. She was half out of her seat, her hands between my thighs as she crawled into my lap. 

      

    “Calming you down,” she said with a smile so quick I wasn’t sure it had really been there. “You need a clear head if you’re going to get us out of this, Master.” 

      

    I was so confused. The events of the last few hours had pushed me to the breaking point, tuned my internal motor into overdrive and left me running so hot I could barely think straight. I’d woken up in a government facility under lock and key, learned I was being experimented on against my will, used my powers to escape, watched as the girl I’d freed along with me murdered the woman who had hurt us… 

      

    Then all of it – the stress, the worry, the anxiety – fell away. Lila tugged down my pants, freeing my cock, and slipped it between her lips. 

      

    Relief flooded me like a dam bursting. She took me all the way to the base without blinking, deepthroating me like a perfect, submissive little whore. Her mouth felt warm and wet and amazing, the suction of her lips wrapped tight around my shaft and the swirl of her tongue around my head sending shivers of pleasure through my body. 

      

    “Yeah,” I grunted, forgetting everything. I put a hand on her head, tangling my fingers in her long, dyed hair. “Yeah! Fuck that’s so good...” 

      

    Lila moaned around my cock, her own hand straying between her thighs to rub herself as she bobbed in my lap. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her fingers found her clit, her head moving even faster on my cock as she masturbated. 

      

    This is insane, I thought. We were in a stolen car, neither of us had had human contact for six months and the people we’d escaped from could be coming up on us at any moment. Yet Lila was giving me the blowjob of a lifetime, and all I wanted was for her to keep going. It was just her mouth, but what was happening between Lila and I made the fucking I’d given Dr. Klein look like a candle next to her bonfire.  

      

    “Jesus, I’m gonna come,” I grunted, pressing her down firmly on my cock. The fat, sensitive head grazed the back of her throat, tip swirling around the warm, soft flesh as I prepared to shoot my load. 

      

    Lila’s fingers were a blur between her legs. At the last moment, I decided to help her out a bit. I pressed into her mind – and gasped. 

      

    I could feel her. Everything she was experiencing, all the sensations and thoughts pouring through her mind. And she was having an even better time than I was! I could feel her body like it was my own, perched on the edge of a bone-shaking climax that she wasn’t going to give herself until she felt my load in her throat. I could feel my cock sliding into her throat, and felt how fucking amazing my cock felt as it slid down her throat, and the two things combined into a feedback loop that sent me right over the fucking edge. The pleasure built and built, growing stronger as I helplessly thrust my hips against Lila’s lips, coming closer and closer to the edge… 

      

    I reached the summit, and pushed Lila over with me at the same moment. We climaxed simultaneously, my hot load erupting into her mouth as fireworks exploded behind her eyes, my cock twitching and spurting in her wet mouth as her inner walls clenched around her fingers. A long, wordless cry of passion tore itself from my throat as I held onto her head with both hands, pouring myself into her as a pleasure beyond a normal orgasm infiltrated my body. Everything that had happened to me – my capture, my torture, my escape – faded into nothing as the world shrank to just her and me. 

      

    It felt like hours before I came back to myself. I realized the connection I’d built between Lila’s pleasure and my own was still active – I could feel the aftershocks pulsing in her cunt – and pulled away, whimpering just a little bit at being denied that sweet bliss. I slumped in my seat, utterly spent. 

      

    “Wow,” Lila purred, licking her lips as she raised her head from my lap. “That was so good, Master. You made me come like a fountain just from having your cock in my mouth. Don’t you feel better now? Didn’t your Lila make you feel so good…?” 

      

    She climbed up into my lap and rested her head in the hollow of my shoulder, purring like a cat. Slowly, like my arms had weights on them, I embraced her, stroking her back as she sighed with contentment. 

      

    “We have to have a talk,” I said sleepily, “about this ‘Master’ thing.” 

      

    I’d seen that during my peek inside her head, too. I should have known what had happened the first time the word left her lips, but in the chaos of our escape I’d allowed myself to ignore it. When I’d first discovered Lila in the cell next to mine, touching her mind with my hypnotic powers, she’d agreed to let me test my powers out on her. I needed to remember how they worked if I was going to escape, and I’d promised to take her with me in exchange. Only I’d forgotten how much of my power had to do with control and pleasure: I’d blown Lila’s virgin mind with multiple orgasms, putting her in a state of hypnotic bliss that left her helplessly addicted to me, her worldview rearranged to put me at the very center. Slave wasn’t the right word for what she was now, but there was no doubt she’d do anything I asked her to – just like Dr. Klein would have, before she’d met her end. 

      

    “Does that bother you?” Lila’s eyes shined with barely-restrained tears at the thought of displeasing me. “I’m sorry if that’s not the right word – I just love you so much, Declan. You saved my life – you made the voices in my head stop – and you made me feel so, so good...” 

      

    Lila’s eyes went unfocused and I knew she was reliving that night in her cell, where I’d put her in a blissed, bimbo state that had lasted for hours and hours, rewiring her brain chemistry. They’d also had the side effect of curing her delusions: I didn’t know if those were something she’d had naturally or were something Dr. Klein had put in her head, but they were gone now. She had reason to like me, to thank me, but even so, complete servitude and submission was a little beyond the pale. 

      

    “I...it’s okay,” I assured her. She relaxed against me, mollified. “It’s just – if you keep doing that in public, people are going to get suspicious.” 

      

    “Oh.” A girlish giggle, completely at odds with her disheveled appearance, left her throat. “Don’t worry about that, Declan. Besides, if anyone gets suspicious, you can just make them happy again...” 

      

    She was right, of course. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of that. 

      

    Just as I was thinking it, Lila grabbed the neck of my shirt and pulled me until I was looking her right in the eyes. 

      

    “I love you, Master,” she whispered. It was the kind of pure, tortured declaration I associated with love-drunk teenagers, but she was being totally serious. “It’s you and me now. I’ll do whatever you want – I’ll kill for you if you say so – but you don’t ever leave me. We protect each other. Right?” 

      

    I stared into her eyes for a long moment. I was touched, really I was. And I’d be lying if I said the thought of ditching Lila (after being the first guy to claim her virginity, of course) hadn’t occurred to me. But looking at her face, at the pure gaze of love and submission she was giving me, I felt ashamed of ever thinking I could leave her behind. 

      

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

      

    She nodded once, firmly, then kissed me. It was warm and good, and by the time I we broke the kiss my cock had throbbed to life again, pulsing against her thigh. 

      

    “Oh my,” Lila said, wide-eyed. “You’re already so hard. Do you want me to suck you off again, Master?” 

      

    “No...you were right.” I glanced over my shoulder again and started the car. “We’ve got to get out of here...I just had to calm down. Thank you, by the way – that was good thinking.” 

      

    Lila grinned. “There’s not much that can’t be fixed with a blowjob,” she said, rolling her eyes. 

      

    As we drove, I found my hand straying to her knee, then her thigh. “You’ve really never...been with a guy?” I asked. 

      

    She shook her head. “The facility...they had me for a long time. They did such horrible things to me...I don’t even know what year it is. Where are we, anyway?” 

      

    I turned on the car’s GPS and felt my eyebrows raise. “Wow. We’re west. Like, California west. I’m from the East Coast – how about you?” 

      

    “Texas,” she said in a tiny voice. “Where are we going, Declan?” 

      

    I was already thinking the same thing. “First, we need a place to stay,” I said, turning my attention to the road. “Some new clothes, a shower – once we have that, we’ll fit in a lot easier. And as much as it pains me to do it, we’ll have to ditch this car and get a new one.” 

      

    She leaned over and put her head against my side. “Sounds good. I could use a rest.” 

      

    So could I. We could think about long-term plans after we were in a more secure spot. Of course, getting all those things was going to require both money and some form of ID, neither of which we had being escaped prisoners and all. 

      

    But I wasn’t worried. I could be awful persuasive when I put my mind to it. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    The shower felt amazing. 

      

    The place we’d ended up wasn’t anything fancy, just a cheap hotel far enough away from the highway to be inconspicuous, but compared to the cells Lila and I had been in it was a palace. I had no idea how much I’d yearned for simple shit like running water, air conditioning and soda. 

      

    The room was ringed in steam, the shower up as hot as it could go. I had six months of the facility to wash off my body, and I was going to make damn sure I was clean when I was done. 

      

    I ran through the last couple of hours again as I scrubbed, making sure I hadn’t seen anything suspicious. It had all been pathetically easy: everyone from the cashier at the clothing store to the concierge of this hotel had minds wide-open to my powers. They were more than willing to believe I’d already given them payment, that my credit was good or that there was no need for Lila and I to pay. At the restaurant where we’d had dinner, I’d even selected a particularly wealthy diner to pay off Lila and I’s tab and give a tip equal to a whole day’s pay to our waitress. (She was a sweetheart). I hadn’t seen hair or hide of anyone with a single thought of the facility or prisoners in their heads, but I wasn’t stupid enough to think we’d somehow gotten away clean. 

      

    They’d find the body of Dr. Klein soon enough and know two of their prime subjects had escaped. And even though we’d hidden her car in the woods and pushed the used car dealership across the street into “forgetting” one of their SUVs existed, I knew that would be no protection once things ramped up.  

      

    I could burn that bridge when I came to it. Right now, all I could think about was how good it felt to be free, and how amazing something as simple as hot water could feel after it was taken away. 

      

    “Master?” Lila’s voice was muffled through the door. “I’m here.” 

      

    I perked up instantly. I’d gotten Lila a second room to give her space and let her decompress on her own time, but even as we were checking in it was clear she wasn’t going to be spending much time there. That excitement was in the back of my mind the entire shower. I’d made Lila come over and over again, felt her lips around my cock as I sat in the driver’s seat of my car – but she was still untouched in the way that mattered most. And we both knew on an instinctive, primal level that as soon as we were able we were going to cross that line. I was going to be the first and only man to have Lila, and the thought of that was like a lightning bolt to my soul. 

      

    “I’m here,” I said, shutting off the water. “Just finishing up.” 

      

    “You took a long time.” I could hear the mirth in her voice. “How dirty did you get, Master?” 

      

    As I dried off, I worked myself into the new clothes I’d bought and hung up by the sink. Nothing fancy; just some jeans, a t-shirt and a sports coat, but they were all of the highest quality. They felt almost silky as I pulled them on, so used I was to the awful, scratchy rags they’d given us at the facility. 

      

    “What’s taking you so long?” I could hear her teasing me from the other room. “I’m waiting...” 

      

    I could have reached out to her mind – hit her with a bolt of pleasure, given her an irresistible urge to fall silent – but I didn’t. I didn’t want to spoil anything. Once I had my clothes on, I slicked back my hair and stepped out. 

      

    “Hello, Master.” Lila’s face flushed as she looked me up and down. “You look amazing, Sir.” 

      

    My mouth worked soundlessly – suddenly I couldn’t move a single step. “You...you...” 

      

    Lila, apparently, had not put on any of her new clothes after her shower. Instead she’d made her way to my room completely naked, wrapped in nothing but a plush towel. It barely covered the tops of her breasts and ended so far up her hips that I could see a long expanse of pale, smooth thigh – I was drawn to it, growing dizzy as I took her in. 

      

    Then she let the towel fall, and I gasped. 

      

    I had been attracted to Lila ever since I’d touched her mind, but in the facility she was a broken girl – filthy and half-mad, her hair a tangled mess, so out of it she was barely able to string two words together. Now she was cleaned and in full possession of her powers, and I saw the goddess I’d broken out of her prison. Lila’s body was pale but flawless, her breasts generous and hips curvy despite her imprisonment. She’d cut her long, stringy hair short and spiked it up, applying a new coat of hair dye so that it stood out in delicious contrast with her skin. Her pussy was trimmed and gleaming with juice, the lips practically throbbing with need. She was gorgeous and inviting and absolutely everything I needed. I couldn’t wait to be inside her. 

      

    “I made myself ready for you, Master,” she whispered, presenting herself like a harem girl prostrating herself for her sultan. She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing crimson, and I decided right then and there that I loved her. “Do I...do I please you?” 

      

    “Lila,” I said, my voice deeper and rougher than I’d intended. I was charged with emotion, and she responded to it instinctively. “You’re amazing.” 

      

    A smile rose to her lips. “Sit back on the edge, Master,” she purred, motioning to my bed. “I want to show you what I can do when I don’t have to rush...” 

      

    I sat down, removing my jacket. Lila sashayed across the carpet, swaying seductively as she walked. She knew my eyes were on her, devouring every inch of her, and I could tell without having to touch her mind that it was making her wetter than she’d ever been in her life. 

      

    “Let me take those off for you,” she said, bending down and reaching for my pants. “Let’s see that cock-” 

      

    Suddenly Lila straightened up, her mouth dropping open in a perfect little ‘o’ of shock. I grinned, watching her reaction – I’d reached out with my mind, played a little prank, reminded her what I was capable of. I’d sent the sensation of being spanked into Lila’s mind, and as the pain shot through her she gasped, the pale skin of her right ass cheek reddening at my command. 

      

    “Ah!” She rubbed her ass, flashing a naughty look. “You’re bad, Master...” 

      

    “You have no idea how bad I can be,” I told her. Memories rolled in the back of my mind, half-remembered instances of me doing things just like that to other women. Using my powers to drive them wild, blow their minds – make them serve me. Now I was going to use them on someone I cared about. I wanted Lila to enjoy this just as much as I was going to. 

      

    “I think I have some idea,” she said, recovering smoothly. She sank to her knees in front of the bed, running her fingers through her hair like she still didn’t believe it’d been cut. “Now shut up and let me taste this. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about your dick since the car...” 

      

    Smirking, I hooked my thumbs in my pants and tugged them down. My cock was already at full-mast, springing out of my boxers like a tower and dripping precum. A big vein on the side throbbed in time with my heartbeat, which was off-the-scale from excitement. 

      

    Lila oh so slowly drew her finger down the side of my shaft, then replaced it with the tip of her tongue. I shuddered in bliss, barely able to process the pleasure. 

      

    “I love you, Declan,” Lila murmured from between my thighs. “I love you and I love your cock so fucking much...” 

      

    Without any further prodding, Lila parted her lips and slid me all the way to the base inside her mouth. In contrast to the frenzied, sloppy blowjob she’d given me in the car, this was slow and sweet – totally loving. My ass sank into the mattress as she gently pressed down, holding the base of my cock tightly between her lips as she let me feel the back of her throat. I was in heaven. 

      

    The sight of her on her knees, working that perfect little mouth up and down my shaft was the sweetest thing I’d ever seen. I leaned back onto my elbows, watching as she bobbed up and down before taking me out of her mouth with a wet little pop. 

      

    “You taste so good,” she groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. She ran her tongue up and down my shaft, working it in a circle around the sensitive head as she hummed low in her throat. “I can’t wait to have you inside me.” 

      

    I waited for her to take me deep again – and then I reached out. I sent another sharp, stinging slap to her other ass cheek, smirking as her eyes widened and her body went taut. Her eyes rolled in her head for a moment, only the whites showing as she rode the pain and pleasure. 

      

    “Fuck,” she gasped, pulling back and rubbing her face right between the base of my cock and my balls. “Oh fuck that’s so good, Master...” 

      

    I wanted Lila to feel even better – I wanted to blow her mind before I penetrated her. I wanted that tight little pussy nice and warmed up for my cock. 

      

    “Lay down,” I commanded, rising from the bed. 

      

    She must have thought I was going to fuck her. A nervous look passed over her face as she lay down on the end of the bed. She spread her legs, her pussy right on the edge so I could grab her and fuck her right into the floor if I wanted. Her thighs quivered with excitement as she bared herself to me, spreading her folds with two fingers. 

      

    “I’m ready for you,” she whispered. “Stick that big cock in me-” 

      

    But I wasn’t ready for her. Instead of putting myself inside of her, I dropped to my knees and buried my face in her cunt. Lila let out a groan of surprise that turned into sheer pleasure as I found her clit, teasing it with slow strokes as I slipped two fingers inside of her. Her cunt was as warm as an oven, dribbling all over my fingers as I pumped them inside of her, seeking her g-spot. 

      

    “Declan!” Lila’s back rose off the bed, only her shoulders and ass making contact with the sheets. I could feel her skin humming beneath my fingers, crackling with erotic energy. “Oh my gawd yes, Master, keep doing that – oh fuck baby, I’m gonna cum...” 

      

    “No you’re not,” I growled, pulling back from her juicy folds long enough to speak. Then, as I lowered myself to the task, I entered her mind. It was easy to grab hold of her pleasure center and squeeze – it felt like the mental equivalent of having my hand around her throat. It created a bottleneck, and as I lapped at Lila’s cunt I felt her pleasure reach a fever pitch, building and building past the point where she normally would have found release… 

      

    Lila noticed it, too. There was an element of frustration in the way she ground against my face, desperate to come. The pleasure kept building and building, heating up to brain-melting force, but still I didn’t let her come. She was going to have to beg me for relief. 

      

    As she reached the boiling point, I gave her clit one more hard lick and pulled away – then sent the mental impression of that tongue right to Lila’s pleasure center. Then I doubled it, and doubled it again. Lila’s body rose off the bed, a series of unbelievable moans spilling from her lips – it felt like she had four tongues teasing and lapping at her pussy, driving her insane with bliss. 

      

    “You want to come?” I asked, smirking as I mounted her. 

      

    “Yes! Please Master please let me fuckin’ come, I need it so fuckin’ bad!” 

      

    “Look at me,” I whispered. Her eyes opened, the clear blue orbs shining with love and devotion. My hands found her shoulders, pinning her to the bed, and then I reached into her mind and snapped the threads keeping her away from orgasm. 

      

    “Come for me,” I commanded, and she shattered like a plate-glass window. 

      

    Lila clawed the bed, thrashing and moaning as her body rode out the throes of an orgasm way more powerful than anything a normal woman could have experienced. She was screaming loud enough that everyone in the hotel could hear, but I didn’t care. I was entranced by the sight of her, the gorgeous play of the muscles in her face as she surrendered to pleasure, the sweat on her tits and smell of her sex as it clenched around my phantom tongues over and over as she released. She was beautiful. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, I grabbed her hips and tugged her ass over the edge of the bed. Her pussy was spread wide for me, open and inviting, and my cock was so hard it hurt. I needed my own relief now – I needed to be inside of her, to fill her with my essence and bind her soul to mine forever. 

      

    “Are you ready for me to fuck you?” I asked, massaging the firm flesh of her ass beneath my fingers. 

      

    “Yes,” she panted. She sounded half-exhausted, half-energized from having her pussy eaten. A wide, genuine smile spread across her face as she pulled her thighs farther apart. “Make me a woman, Master,” she whispered. “Make me your woman.” 

      

    Holding her oh so tight, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt in a single smooth stroke. I had thought after the orgasm she’d had that she’d be able to handle me, but Lila’s face spasmed with pleasure in an instant, her virgin cunt gripping a man’s cock for the very first time. 

      

    “Oh fuck Master I’m coming,” she groaned, arching her back as her inner muscles started to clench around me. “I love you so much, Master! I love you, I love you, I love you...” 

      

    With one stroke, I mastered her. Lila came apart, clinging to me as she poured out her devotion through the pleasure. She grabbed my shoulders and lifted herself against me, biting my chest as the pleasure of my cock inside her filled her to the brim. And I hadn’t even really started to fuck her yet! 

      

    “Oh my God,” Lila moaned, hips rocking against me as she tested my cock inside her. “Oh my God. Oh, my God.” 

      

    That’s me, I thought, hearing the change in her voice. I’m her God now. 

      

    Then God started to fuck her, and things got even better. 

      

    Everything about Lila was perfect. She was exactly what I needed after the facility: her tight, untouched cunt fit around me like a glove as I thrust inside her, bottoming out inside her warm, wet womb. The head of my cock hammered her g-spot, a flood of juice dripping down my cock as I fucked her hard. 

      

    “I’m going to come,” I growled, reaching down and grabbing twin handfuls of her overflowing tits. The nipples were diamond-hard beneath my fingers, and for a moment I was overcome with a vision of hot, creamy milk flowing from them. I knew with a primal, caveman certainty that I could make Lila lactate as easy as thinking about it – that I’d done it to other women before. Women whose faces were becoming clearer all the time. 

      

    “I’m ready,” Lila panted, rising up to meet me on every thrust. “I’m ready to feel you come inside me, Master. I’m ready to carry your seed, to let it into my womb and make me swollen with your heirs...” 

      

    I hadn’t even thought of that. But suddenly the realization that I wasn’t just fucking Lila but breeding her was the hottest thing I ever heard. I drilled her cunt even harder, losing my rhythm as I pounded her body with hard, fast strokes. The bed slammed against the wall, her body shivering with pleasure as her tight walls pushed me to the breaking point. 

      

    “Make me pregnant,” Lila begged, sweat beading on her forehead as she fucked me back as hard as she could. “Force me to carry your heirs, use me as hard as you want – I belong to you, Master, I’m yours...” 

      

    Her words sent me over the edge. One more hard thrust, the head of my cock grazing the entrance to her womb and I was finished. I unleashed my load, masculine essence pouring like a flood into her cunt. Her body tightened against mine, eyes going glazed with pleasure as her own body soared over the edge into her third sheet-clenching climax of the night. I spurted again and again, each hot pulse sending sweet release through my body in time with my heartbeat. 

      

    Slowly, I pulled out of her, spraying come across her thighs and belly. A jet shot with unexpected force, leaving a streak of seed across her swollen tits. She cooed and moaned my name as I came down from my peak, the last few bursts of come splashing on her pussy. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” Lila said, pulling me down to her and kissing me hard. “Thank you so much for making me your slave. I love serving you – I’m so happy...” 

      

    I was happy too – and exhausted. Minutes later, the two of us were curled up beneath the sheets, Lila’s head against my chest as she explored my body. Her fingers grazed my cock, but I knew I wasn’t going to be ready to fuck her again for a bit – right then, I just wanted to relax and feel her body against mine. 

      

    “I wonder what the fuck’s going on in the world,” I murmured, reaching for the remote. There was a small flat-screen TV mounted to the opposite wall. 

      

    “Hmm?” Lila was in her own little world, drunk on me. 

      

    “We might have missed anything,” I mused. “There could have been another war – the President could’ve been impeached and we’d have no idea...” 

      

    It all sounded so small and petty compared to my powers, but I switched the TV on and turned it to a news channel anyways. And while there hadn’t been a war, and we still had the same President I remembered, my eyes went wide as I realized I knew the person they were talking about. 

      

    “And as election season heats up, Senator Wolfe gave remarks today at a rally in advance of voters’ turnout. Wolfe of course the heavy favorite to win reelection given his party’s total domination in his state, along with the sympathetic story of his son’s disappearance seven months ago...” 

      

    I stopped hearing what they were saying. There was a blandly handsome middle-aged man in a suit standing at a podium, giving remarks. And I knew him. I hated him with every fiber of my being. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I whispered. Lila felt me tense up and looked at me questioningly. “That’s my Dad.” 

      

    “Your father?” Lila blinked, staring at the screen. “Him?” 

      

    “My adopted father,” I whispered, closing my eyes as a flood of memories rushed through me. The fights, the awful treatment, the awakening of my powers – and the two gorgeous women who’d initiated me into manhood… 

      

    Come here, Declan. Your Mommy and your horny little sis want to make you feel good… 

      

    “I made them my slaves,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s why he had me locked up in that fucking cell. And now he’s using me to win sympathy votes...” 

      

    Lila watched the screen for a few moments, flushing. It obviously pained her to see me so upset. 

      

    “I’m sorry, Master,” she purred, rubbing my thighs. “Is there anything I can do?” 

      

    The anchor droned on and on, then said something that made me sit up and take notice. “Senator Wolfe will, of course, be in his hometown three days from now to cast his own vote for reelection. His family is expected to be right beside him, except for that wayward son who vanished without a trace, becoming the subject of so many headlines seven months ago-” 

      

    Lila gasped and checked under the covers. “You got hard fast, Master,” she cooed, stroking my cock. “Are you alright?” 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said. 

      

    Fuck me harder, Declan! Fuck Mommy’s tight little pussy… 

      

    Let me suck you off while Mom watches, bro. It’ll be so much hotter… 

      

    Those were memories I was going to cherish – and with Lila by my side, I wanted to make more of them. 

      

    “I think we should pay my old family a visit,” I said, groaning as she lowered her face to my lap and took me into her mouth. “Let them know that I’m okay. I’m sure they’ll be so happy to see me...”



   





 

    Part Three



   






 

    She's asking for it, I thought, my cock straining in my slacks. And she knows it. What a dirty little tease...

I followed just behind Lila, my gaze glued to her ass as she sashayed her way through the crowded airport. Her dress was criminally short, cut low to show off her ample breasts and so high up her thighs that it barely cleared the curve of her backside. Every few steps, she let out a little giggle and hiked it up a bit, flashing her bare, dripping pussy for a few seconds before covering it back up. I didn't even need to reach into her mind to feel how turned on she was, to understand that behaving so boldly right in the middle of a crowd of people was making her pussy boil over with need. 

    
Not that she needs to worry about being caught, I thought with a smirk. Lila stepped onto an escalator, glancing over her shoulder to make sure I was behind her, and started walking up the steps - apparently waiting for it to take her up wasn't fast enough. As she made her way upwards it was like parting a river - a heavyset guy in a business suit slid to the side and dropped down a step as she passed, moving just before they collided. So did a harried-looking stewardess. Lila started taking the steps two at a time, practically skipping with an almost girlish glee at her new power. As she reached the top, the crowd reconfigured itself around us, giving us a foot or two of space at all times. 

    
"You're so cool, Master." Lila flashed a grin over her shoulder, then darted straight at a woman dragging a heavy suitcase on wheels. But before she could jostle her, the woman stepped to the side and hauled the suitcase out of Lila's way. 

    
"Don't tax my powers," I said with an indulgent smile. "It's hard enough cloaking us without you messing with people." 

    
For security purposes, I'd decided that no one should actually see Lila and I get onto our plane. Masking our movements was surprisingly easy - it was a trick I'd honed through years of practice, just requiring a small change in perception. We were something like a mobile blind spot, a splinter in the brains of everyone around us - they didn't even realize they were moving aside to let us through. That kind of power - the ability to alter people's minds without them knowing, to do it while barely breaking a sweat - filled me with an almost electric energy. It charged my batteries, left me feeling in control and hard as hell. It made me want to fuck - and staring at Lila's ass was only making it harder and harder to control myself. 

    
As if she were reading my mind, Lila stopped and bit her lip. "I need to freshen up," she said, glancing over her shoulder at the nearest restrooms. "We've got time, right, Master?"
  

    I pulled out my phone and checked the time. "Sure," I said, even though we both knew it was theater. I could have that plane leave as late - or as early - as I wanted, if I wanted it enough. "Go get yourself all dolled up, babe. Although you look fucking amazing already." 

    
Lila blushed so hard I could feel the residual tingle through her skin. I was always at least a little bit connected to her now, keeping the mental channel between us open, and the sudden flare of heat between her thighs was like standing near an open oven. She rubbed her thighs together, favoring me with her naughtiest "come fuck me" look before turning to the bathrooms. 

    
"I'll be right back," she purred. "Try not to take any new playthings while I’m gone." My gaze slid from her ass to her heels as they clacked on the hard concrete. They were the strappy kind I loved to grab a hold of as I held her legs above her head and drove deep inside of her, the pair I'd bought her that made her calves and ass look fucking delicious. I was so fixed on them that I didn't notice was Lila was doing until she started laughing. 

    
She'd pulled her dress all the way up to the small of her back and was playing idly with her folds, massaging her clit with the tips of her fingers as she walked into the restroom. Into the men's restroom. 

    
If there is a stronger fuck-me-now signal in the whole fucking world, I've never seen it,  I thought with a grin. We were both worked up, high on the excitement of our escape and being with someone as powerful as ourselves, and blowing off a little steam would feel good before being trapped thousands of feet in the air inside a metal tube. 

    
When I walked into the men's room, Lila was bent over the counter facing the mirror, legs spread. She was playing with herself openly now, moaning gently as she slid two fingers in and out of her snatch. She gnawed on her lip as she turned to look at me, flushing guiltily. 

    
"There's no one else in here," she panted, her voice thick with lust. "I was kind of hoping we'd have at least one gawker to watch us." 

    
I cocked an eyebrow. I would have thought Lila would have hit up the ladies' room if she was looking for a third. I was learning new things all the time about this girl. 
  

    "Want me to get someone?" I asked. 

    
She shook her head. "I can't wait any more, Master. Please, please just fuck me?"
  

    I stepped forward and brought my hand down on her exposed ass cheek. She cried out, arching her back with mingled pain and pleasure as the stinging slap made the pale flesh of her ass redden.
"You're such a bad girl," I said, working my zipper down. "Exposing yourself like this, whoring yourself for any man who might happen to see you. Right in front of the mirror, too." I turned her shoulders so that she faced her own reflection. "You wanted to see yourself, didn't you? You wanted to see someone watching you, watch them get hard - isn't that right?" 

    
Lila swallowed hard and nodded. "I don't know what's happening to me, Master. It's like - it's like whenever I'm around you, I stop being able to think about anything but my pussy. I want to snap out of it, but it just feels so good - it makes me want to be around you more and more, to serve you more and more. You making me feel so fucking alive, Master, so fucking perfect..." 

    
I slid my hand around her throat, cutting off her words. 

    
"That's because you're addicted to me," I growled, nestling the head of my cock in her folds. The feeling of my cock pressing against her opening combined with the tug of my fingers around her neck to make Lila melt instantly. She relaxed in my grip, leaning into me and mewling like an animal. "I made you an addict the night I reached into your mind and made you come for the first time. I brought your body to orgasm over and over and over again, and now you need it. You need me, Lila. You need your Master." 

    
"I do," she wheezed, choking out the words. "I need you to fuck me - use me - please!" 

      

    She turned towards the mirror, shivering with need as she saw herself spread out for me. She placed her forehead against the glass, whispering, pleading - praying for me to bless her with my dick. The submission was a total turn on, and the praying? Like a bolt of pure self-esteem right to the base of my cock. Lila made me feel like more than just a ‘real man’ - she treated me like I was her God. 

      

    A moment later, Lila’s God buried his cock inside her, and she came. 

      

    “Oh fuck, yes!” Lila’s face flushed crimson as she clawed the counter, pressing hard against me to get my cock as far inside of her as it could go. The fat head slammed into her g-spot and she came apart, the act of giving her Master pleasure breaking her mind into a million blissed-out, bimbofied pieces. I grabbed her hips and thrust hard, the walls of her cunt spasming around me as she climaxed, juice dribbling down my cock. 

      

    “I love you, Master!” Lila pressed her cheek against the glass, howling loud enough that if it weren’t for my powers we’d have had security knocking down the door. “I love you! I live for you - I worship you! Oh God, pound my dirty fucking pussy like you own it!” 

      

    I do own it, I thought, bottoming out inside her tightness. Just like I own you. 

      

    I drilled Lila’s cunt hard and fast, not bothering with anyone’s pleasure but my own. I didn’t have to, after all - even as I used her cunt like my own personal sex toy, Lila was flying over the edge into her second brain-melting orgasm. I’d calibrated her personal pleasure while we lay together in that hotel room, increasing the sensitivity of her erogenous zones to the point that all it took was my big dick inside of her and a few uses of the word Master to send her into a submissive tailspin of bliss. 

      

    “Please,” she begged, her tongue lolling from her mouth. It left a trail of drool across the mirror that made me think of come. I pictured myself letting my cock explode across the glass and commanding her to lick it up and started fucking her even harder. 

      

    “Please what?” I snarled. 

      

    “You know,” she whimpered, cunt clenching around me as she groaned through another climax. “Only you can do it, Master. Take me.” 

      

    Part of me wanted to draw it out more, to smirkingly insist that I already was taking her, but I knew exactly what she wanted. Leaning back as I buried my cock deep inside of her, I closed my eyes and concentrated. Instead of the normal reaching out I did with my powers, hunting for people to bring under my will, I contracted them around Lila and I, wrapping her body in tendril after tendril of my mental control. I could feel pressure building up in my mind like a raging river behind a dam as it filled her, spilling into her mind as every inch of her submitted to my power. 

      

    Then all at once the dam burst, and we were one. 

      

    The irony wasn’t lost on me: that I could alter the perceptions of hundreds of people without so much as breaking a sweat, but assuming complete control of one person took nearly all of my energy. But the first was poking someone gently in the cheek to distract them, what I did to Lila’s body was the mental equivalent of slapping them in the face and grabbing them around the throat. Every inch of Lila’s body came under my control - she felt herself locked out of her own mind like she was standing behind a thick pane of glass. Her movements, her decisions - practically her thoughts were under my total control. It was total and utter submission. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered - but she wasn’t saying it. I moved her mouth, I made the words spill out, I made the muscles of her cunt tighten even snugger around my cock as I approached orgasm. I could feel every cell in her body like I was her, like she was nothing but an extension of my own body. It was simultaneously the most degrading and the most intimate thing she’d ever experienced. 

      

    Her pleasure pressed into my own. I could feel her climaxing around me, coming on my cock, and I could feel my own cock spasming and twitching at the entrance to her core. The twin expressions of pleasure fed on each other, doubling and doubling over and over again like a feedback loop. It built and built, pressing right on through orgasm, pushing me into a higher state of consciousness. It was so good, so pure, and only controlling two people at once as they reached the heights of pleasure could give it to me. 

      

    As the world shattered, I wondered how fucking amazing it would be if I were controlling two girls. 

      

    Waves of pleasure infiltrated my body, each one sending a shiver down my spine and a fat jet of come from my balls. I sprayed down Lila’s wet, quivering walls as I came, filling her insides to the brim with thick streaks of honey-warm seed. I kept coming, the pleasure giving no sign of abating, until her thighs were coated with jizz and sweat dripped from every pore of her freshly-fucked body. Then all at once I let her go, severing the connection between us, and the pleasure became something I could comprehend. 

      

    It was an instant orgasm - all at once I felt myself explode again inside her womb. Grunting, I seized her neck and held her tight against me, showing her how helpless and weak she was as she came back to her senses. She entered her body completely controlled by my strength, and the feeling of it combined with the warmth of my load inside her to send her body into another powerful, welcoming orgasm. 

      

    We climaxed together, nuzzling and kissing each other where we’d been one flesh moments ago. It was so intense that it took me a while to come back down; when I did, I slid out of her cunt and left a fat gob of seed across her tanned, pert ass. She collapsed onto the sink, her face pressed against the mirror, fogging up the glass with her ragged panting. 

      

    “Fuck,” I groaned, riding the aftershocks. “God damn that was amazing…” 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, and this time it was all her. “Thank you so much. I love it when you take control of me like that…” 

      

    “Oh yeah?” I cocked an eyebrow, both of us laughing with release. “You like me pushing you out of your own mind?” 

      

    She nodded. “It makes me feel...like a doll. Like I’m not a person, just an object for your pleasure. It makes me feel like nothing at all.” 

      

    I frowned. “That doesn’t sound great to me.” 

      

    She shook her head. “That’s because you love to be in control, Master. You were born for it. Me, I have all this bullshit in my head that gets between me and what’s really important. When you take control of me, all that fades away and I’m just...I dunno, happy. Like an animal, almost.” She blushed, apparently thinking she’d said too much. “I’m being totally weird, aren’t I?” 

      

    “Not at all,” I assured her, taking her hips and pulling her toward me. We kissed hard, only breaking it when something started vibrating in my pocket. It was my phone, and the message on it wasn’t welcome. 

      

    “God damn it.” I tried to sound angry, but it was hard when you’d just experienced the kind of fuck session I had. 

      

    “What is it?” 

      

    “Automated text,” I growled, holding up the phone. “Our flight’s been delayed. They’re ‘estimating’ two hours, but who knows how goddamn long we’re going to be waiting here…” 

      

    I trailed off as Lila nuzzled my neck, running the tip of her tongue beneath my chin. 

      

    “That doesn’t sound so bad,” she murmured, clinging to me tight. “We’re having so much fun. Why stop?” 

      

    Now that I thought about it, it didn’t sound that bad. We could have lots of fun - and maybe I’d have the opportunity to make that idle thought about controlling two women at once a reality. Lila would certainly be for it. Did I have that kind of power? Taking direct control of Lila’s body felt like it took a lot out of me, but at the same time I felt...strangely energized from the whole experience. Like I could lift cars with my mind, or leap tall buildings in a single bound. 

      

    Only one way to find out, I thought with a smile. 

      

    “Are you hungry?” I asked as Lila readjusted her dress. There was going to be no way to hide the come all over her thighs - she wasn’t wearing any panties and it just kept dripping out of her freshly-fucked pussy - but I didn’t really want to hide it, anyway. With a small mental exertion, I reestablished the little blind spot I’d created for us, masking our presence to anyone who happened to be nearby. 

      

    “Ravenous,” she purred with a lascivious grin. “Fucking always makes me feel like I could eat a horse. Or sleep for a week. Take your pick.” She grabbed hold of my belt and pulled me to her, letting me feel her soft curves against my body. I started to swell back up, just a little, but tamped the thought back down. 

      

    Food first, I thought. Then we can hunt for a playmate. 

      

    “Let’s grab a bite to eat,” I said, putting a hand on her ass. “Somehow I don’t think we’ll have to wait in line…” 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    “It’s so weird,” Lila said with a giggle. 

      

    “What is?” 

      

    The two of us were sitting at a table near the center of the airport’s food court, and it felt like the entire population of the city was there with us. Everything was available, from burgers and fries to Chinese food and sushi (Lila had opted for some California roll) - and with the lunch rush in full swing, the lines were all full and the tables were occupied. That hadn’t been a problem for me, of course - it was easy as putting a suggestion in the cashier’s head to give us what we wanted - but there were definitely more than a few grumpy folks in attendance. 

      

    “We’re sitting here eating,” she said, dribbling soy sauce from a packet on her roll. “We’re the only table that isn’t completely full. And it’s like we’re not even here.” 

      

    I took a sip from my soda and nodded. Part of me had figured that masking us in front of so many people would have been an impossible task, but it was like there was no limit to my powers beyond what I thought they could do. Turning the table into a blind spot was as easy as thinking about it, and Lila and I could eat in peace. Or, if I wanted, not in peace… 

      

    Holy shit, I thought, perking up. Look what’s coming. 

      

    Across the food court, a gorgeous young blonde in a stewardess’ uniform was making her way towards us, a tray held beneath her ample breasts. She stared down at her food, then glanced around the crowded cafeteria and sighed. Her tits jiggled with the motion, and in the same moment I elbowed Lila. “Check her out.” 

      

    “Who - oh.” Lila’s groan was almost feral in its lust. “Damn, look at her. That little outfit of hers is practically painted on.” 

      

    She moved from table to table, looking for anywhere to set her tray down and eat. I could picture her thought process without even needing to reach inside of her head: a harried airport worker, trying to wolf down her lunch in time to hopping on another flight and getting her ass pinched the old guys in first class, and maybe have time to check her phone. She looked like she could use a mental vacation - a break from her worries and cares. And with a body like that, she definitely needed some dick in her life. 

      

    “What do you think?” My hand strayed up Lila’s leg, teasing her warm thighs. “Should we invite her over?” 

      

    “If you want, Master.” 

      

    As the stewardess got closer, I plucked the veil from her eyes. She did a double-take at the sight of our half-occupied table, as if she couldn’t believe how many times she’d missed it. I could see concern flicker on her face: had this thing just materialized in front of her, or was she blind? Was something wrong with her eyes or was she coming down with something and did she need to take another pill… 

      

    Woah, I thought, disentangling myself from her mind. What an anxious lady. Let’s see what we can do about that… 

      

    “Excuse me.” The stewardess was now at our table, gnawing on her lip as she stared at the pair of us. “Is this seat occupied?” 

      

    “Go right ahead.” I flashed an indulgent grin and watched her sigh with relief, then sink into the empty chair. “Our flight just got delayed - we’re stuck here for a while.” 

      

    “Thank you!” She sat down and immediately tucked into her food, ignoring us. I let her go for a few minutes, grinning over at Lila, then sent a little prick of curiosity into her mind. 

      

    “I’m so sorry,” she said, swallowing her food. “I’m being so rude. I’m Anna - sorry about your flight.” 

      

    “No worries. I can tell you’ve been working hard.” She extended her hand and I took it. It was soft and warm, and I sent a little spike of dopamine through her bloodstream right before I let go of it. 

      

    Let’s have some fun, I thought, sending the words into Lila’s brain. Follow my lead? 

      

    Lila’s grin was answer enough, but just to be safe she sent me back another thought: your wish is my command, Master. It came with a little stab of warmth between her thighs, like the first falling rocks before an avalanche. 

      

    I’d already put my blind spot back on the table; and just for kicks I’d added Anna to it as well. As far as the rest of the patrons eating, waiting in line or just lounging in the food court were concerned, this table didn’t exist: they didn’t even see a space where it should have been. Their minds slid over it, refused to process anything their eyes saw. And that meant that I could do anything I wanted. 

      

    As Anna ate, I went to work in her mind. Touching her made me hungry; something about the pleasure receptors involved in eating a good meal filled me with the reflected desire to eat what she was eating. I ignored it and started twisting a few of her own mental blind spots, decreasing her anxiety and making her a much more “chill” person. When I was certain I could stamp down anything that might shock her and keep her from making a scene, I coughed to get her attention. 

      

    “I’m sorry to bother you,” I said. “I’m just...well, Lila and I are together, and things are pretty hot and heavy between us.” 

      

    Confusion flickered on her face; somewhere deep down she knew she should be made uncomfortable by my words, but the feeling wasn’t there. “I don’t understand,” she said. 

      

    “I’m really horny,” I said, nodding at Lila. “You...you wouldn’t mind if she sucked me off right now, would you? Just under the table - I promise we won’t disturb you.” 

      

    Lila looked like she was about to burst out laughing. I could see Anna, despite everything, frowning and taking my question very seriously - like she was actually weighing the etiquette of it. I knew that inside her mind, a very strange tug-of-war was taking place - deep down, she knew she should be freaking out, rebuking me, or at the very least walking away. But something she didn’t understand was making her feel alright - better than alright, in fact. A tiny, growing part of her wondered what it would be like to watch these two attractive people she’d just met going at it in front of her. 

      

    “Um...sure,” she said quickly, looking away. Her cheeks burned red as she tried to get a hold of herself. “I guess that’s fine, just - won’t you guys get in trouble?” 

      

    “Oh, no trouble at all.” I assured her. Lila’s chair squeaked as she sank to her knees next to me, her hands already searching out my zipper. “No one will bother us. We’ve, um...we’ve got a permit.” 

      

    “Oh!” I could feel the fact enter Anna’s brain, swim around in her neurons. A funny thing happened: she knew it was a lie, was certain that I was making that up, but the tenacious little piece of information wouldn’t go into the false category in her brain. Instead, like a square peg trying to enter a round hole, it slid firmly into truth, her mind accepting it despite her reservations. 

      

    “Well, I suppose that’s fine then,” she said, trying not to stare. “Just, um, just try not to cause too much of a scene…” 

      

    Lila didn’t give a shit how much of a scene she might or might not have caused. She wanted my cock in her mouth, now. I could sense her mouth watering as she undid my zipper; she was practically shaking with excitement at the prospect of tasting her own juices on my dick. 

      

    “Fuck,” I growled, leaning back as she made a perfect, tight little ‘o’ around the head of my cock and buried it deep in her throat. “God, that’s fucking good. Doesn’t she look good with that dick stretching her lips, Anna?” 

      

    Despite herself, Anna stared. I could feel her internal tension as she tried to look away, but found that she couldn’t. 

      

    “Um, I guess so,” she murmured, trying to focus on her food. “You have a very, um, pretty girlfriend.” 

      

    “She’s not my girlfriend,” I said with a smirk, putting my hand on the back of Lila’s head. “She’s my whore.” 

      

    As I said that word, two things happened. One, I felt Lila stiffen between my legs as the nasty insult sent a bolt of pleasure straight to her clit. And two, the trigger I’d already set up in Anna’s brain detonated, making her drop her fork and moan so loudly that the people at the next table over would have heard if not for my powers. 

      

    “Oh, you like that word,” I said teasingly, thrusting my hips up a bit to meet Lila’s lips. She really was giving me one of the best BJ’s I’d ever had, but right now I only had eyes for my new acquisition. “Admit it - it’s making you a little jealous to watch my girl go.” 

      

    “That’s...that’s not true.” Anna shook her head as if she were trying to shake the thought, but it was no use. It was firmly latched now, dug deep into her soul with my commanding words. There was jealousy boiling in the back of her mind - along with a growing certainty from watching Lila that whatever she was doing to me must make her feel utterly amazing. 

      

    “Yes it is. You can’t lie to me.” I’d had enough of the appetizer, it was time for the main course. I liked to play with my food before I ate it, but I had Anna nice and warmed up - I could smell her arousal mingling with Lila’s. There was just one thing I wanted to do first. 

      

    I tapped the table, commanding her attention. “Come sit next to me,” I said, dropping my voice into a husky whisper. “I know you want to.” 

      

    She looked hesitant, then scooted her chair over until our thighs were practically touching. With Anna on one side of me and Lila on the other, I felt like a King: not in the least because the second girl had my dick in her mouth. But now, I decided it was time to go to work for real. 

      

    I remembered most everything now. How I’d turned my stepmother and my stepsister into my bimbo slaves, almost without meaning to. How I’d used my pleasure to make Lila an addict, overloaded her broken mind until she became a creature utterly devoted to serving me and worshipping my cock. But there was one thing I hadn’t done - something I’d been thinking about since the night I accidentally made my sister tear off her panties and masturbate in front of me, coming over and over again on her fingers until she was begging to ride my cock. 

      

    I was going to make Anna fall in love with me. 

      

    It turned out to be simpler than I thought. The levers that control love and hate are some of the most basic ones in our mental architecture: compared to making someone think you’re someone you’re not or making them not see you when they’re looking right at you, it’s almost child’s play. As Anna sat next to me, watching my best girl work her lips up and down my shaft, I took her brain through the sort of chemical reactions and pair bonds that normally took a lifetime of intimacy and sharing to form. I could feel her flush, her heart racing in her chest like a hummingbird’s as she looked at me with new eyes. 

      

    Eat your heart out, ‘love at first sight’, I thought, internally rolling my eyes. I’ve got the real fucking deal. 

      

    “It’s so amazing,” Anna purred, a sudden excitement in her voice. “You two are just so...just so fucking sexy. I can’t believe I’m watching this girl blow you - and I’m enjoying it!” 

      

    “You might find all kinds of things out about yourself when you’re with me,” I said, playing with a strand of her hair between my fingers. She practically melted against me. Oh yeah, I thought. I’ve got her. 

      

    “God you’re so fucking hot,” she blurted, then covered her hand with her mouth. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to say that, it’s just...I can’t help it!” 

      

    Lila pulled off my cock with a wet little pop, stroking me hard. “It’s cool,” she said, running her tongue along the underside of the head. “Everyone loves Master. You can’t not fall for him.” 

      

    “Oh God!” A confused, worried look struggled to assert itself on Anna’s face. “Falling for you? Is that what I’m doing? I’m...I’m not! I barely even know you! But I just, I just…” 

      

    I could feel her internal struggle - I yearned to soothe it. “Just what?” 

      

    “I just can’t stop looking at you!” She leaned in close, almost brushing my lips with her own. “You’re so perfect, you’re so wonderful - I know we’ve just met but it feels like I’ve known you my entire life! Like my whole life was just some shitty rehearsal for this moment, this meeting, this...this everything. I think...I think I’m obsessed with you! Can you be obsessed with someone you just met two minutes ago?” 

      

    “You tell me - oh,” I growled. Lila had gone back to deepthroating me, bobbing in my lap harder and faster than before. A thick froth of her spit and my precum was building on my shaft, making it easy to drive deep inside her throat. Fuck that felt good! 

      

    “I’m so...I’m so hot,” Anna moaned, half-delirious. Before I could do anything, she unbuttoned the top two buttons of her jacket and slid her hand under her shirt, massaging her breast beneath the thin fabric. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, eyes rolling back in her head as she squeezed her thighs together, flushing harder than if she’d been in the middle of a sheet-clawing fuck. 

      

    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” I was a tiny bit worried - just a bit. I’d never done this before - would Anna’s mind be able to handle the strain of being pushed into such a position? 

      

    “So good,” Anna groaned, hammering her fingers beneath her skirt. She was utterly shameless; there was no way I could have stopped her. She squeezed her breast mercilessly as she rubbed her clit, animal instinct taking over from rational thought. “You’re so good, Sir. You’re so special, so...so awesome.” A girlish giggle left her lips. “I...I think I lo...I luuuu….” 

      

    All of a sudden, Anna reared back, looking absurdly like someone about to sneeze. Every muscle in her body tensed up, her mouth falling open as her face contorted in beautiful agony. She was right on the edge, her body ready to fall, and her fingers were a blur between her thighs. 

      

    “Oh fuck I’m gonna cummmm,” she whined, jamming her fingers deep into her hungry slit. A moment later I reached into her mind and pushed her over the edge. She shattered, growling and whimpering like an animal as an orgasm just as strong as the one I’d enslaved Lila with tore through her body. She was so wet she left a puddle in her chair, legs gripping the sides and squeezing like she wished there was a cock inside her for her walls to clamp down on. 

      

    “Fall to your knees,” I commanded, and she did. It was so easy now. She was mine. 

      

    Anna sank down next to Lila, and lay there helplessly as my girl finished unbuttoning her blouse. Her panties went next, tugged down to her ankles in a sopping pile, but I stopped Lila before she could remove the stewardess’ skirt. I liked the short skirt, and I wanted her to wear it while I fucked her. 

      

    “Here,” Lila said when she was done. She took hold of my cock and turned it towards Anna, like an offering. “Taste master.” 

      

    Still out of it, Anna pressed her face hard into my crotch, inhaling the smell of it and moaning in relief. She smiled, rubbing herself against me like a pleased cat, all biology and need. 

      

    Then she looked up at me, her eyes shining with the love and devotion I knew so well. 

      

    “I love you,” she whispered, taking hold of my cock and stroking it. 

      

    “I know you do,” I said with a nod. “Now suck me off, slave.” 

      

    Anna moaned like I’d just put my tongue on her clit at hearing the word slave. Then a perfect expression of bimbo lust settled on her face and she took me between her lips, sucking the head of my cock like it was a lollipop. 

      

    “Good God!” If Lila’s deep, enthusiastic head was the kind of meat-and-potatoes treatment I loved on a day to day basis, Anna’s tongue work was like a fancy dessert: all teasing, all delivered with a wink and a smile, almost too much for me to handle. She had a knack for finding the most sensitive parts of my cock and giving them so much attention that I almost unloaded in her mouth instantly, provoking her to giggle and stroke me for a bit before readying another attack. I knew the two girls’ styles would complement each other perfectly and was looking forward to seeing them tackle me together, but right now all I could focus on was Anna. 

      

    She pulled back, swirling her tongue around the tip of my cock so fast it made my balls ache for release. “You like that, Master?” she gasped. “Am I a good little whore for your cock?” 

      

    “Yes you are,” I said, reaching into her mind and jamming a mental finger into her pleasure center. “Come for me. Come for Master.”
  

    Anna froze up as another mind-melting orgasm infiltrated her body, sending cascading waves of pleasure through her clit. Any resistance she might have been able to muster against my conditioning was certainly gone now - a quick peek into her mind revealed nothing but love, devotion and subservience to my will. Along with so much pleasure I had to pull back before I unloaded all over her face. That come had a different destination. 

      

    “You’re mine now,” I told her matter-of-factly, cupping her chin as she came down from her peak. “You really are my whore, Anna. Say it.” 

      

    She looked up at me, any thought of resisting gone. “I’m your whore, Master,” she said, making it sound like the most wonderful thing in the world. “Your plaything. Your fuck toy. Every part of my body belongs to you. My mouth belongs to you - my pussy and my ass belong to you. I’ve never let any man fuck my ass before, but I’ll let you do it whenever you want, Master - it’s yours. Anything you want is my command…” 

      

    My hand slid down to her throat and tightened, cutting her off. “Anything?” I repeated, arching an eyebrow. 

      

    “Anything,” she stammered, gasping in my grip. 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “I want you to quit your job,” I said. 

      

    She nodded, more than grateful to put years of thankless work behind her. “You’re my job now,” she said, beaming with excitement. “Just you, Master!” 

      

    “You’re going to come with us. Your old life - that doesn’t matter now. Did you have a husband? A boyfriend? Kids? A family?” 

      

    Slowly, she nodded. “Ex-husband, Master. A...a-and a daughter…” 

      

    I smiled sweetly at her. “You’ll never see them again.” 

      

    Her brief moment of resistance collapsed. She leaned into my fingers, kissing them, tears dribbling down her cheeks. “Yes, Master. They mean nothing to me.” 

      

    “You don’t even remember them,” I insisted, twisting the knife. Fuck, when did you get so mean, Declan? “I command you to forget them right now.” 

      

    Pain flickered across her face for a moment - then she relaxed. “Forget who, Master?” 

      

    “Perfect.” I tightened my grip on Anna’s throat, grabbing a handful of her breast with my free hand. “You’re a perfect little whore. Come for me now.” 

      

    Anna rode another shockwave of pure bliss, coming her brains out, and if she noticed the tears drying on her cheeks as she came down from her peak, she must have assumed they were tears of joy. 

      

    “Sit on the table,” I commanded her, stepping to the side. “Spread your legs. It’s time for your Master to fuck you.” 

      

    The words were like a lighting bolt in Anna’s soul. I’d never seen a woman so excited; she was so nervous she could barely get her ass on the lunch table. Lila had to help her. 

      

    “Are you on any birth control?” I asked, motioning for Lila to finish taking off my pants. 

      

    “No, Master,” Anna mewled. “I’m completely bare. Raw. So if you come in me, you might get me pregnant…” 

      

    The look I gave her cut her off instantly. When I spoke, my voice was sex and smoke. “That’s just what I want,” I told her. 

      

    A shiver of excitement trickled down her spine, making her shudder with delight. I swore her legs widened just a little bit further, as if welcoming me in. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. 

      

    Part of me whispered that this was insane. There was a gorgeous naked girl spread on the table in front of me, and random people were walking past her, coming inches away from her supple skin. We could hear the sounds of people shuffling around, settling in their seats. Surely someone had to notice me fucking Anna. But none of them would. I knew they would remain blind. 

      

    I was going to pound her brains out, breeding her fertile body inches away from a huge group of completely unaware people, and I was going to love every moment of it. 

      

    “Now listen to me,” I said, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage. “I’m going to make you fertile, Anna. More fertile than you’ve ever been in your life. You can feel your body ovulating right now, can’t you, slut?” 

      

    For a moment, she couldn’t - then she could. Anna moaned as her pussy boiled over, a flood of juice coating her folds as she ground them against my thigh. “Oh fuck, Master, you’re doing it,” she panted, barely holding on to her sense of place. “Fuck, you’re making me pregnant…” 

      

    “I’m not making you pregnant,” I said with a little laugh. “Not with my mind. Not even I can do that. I’m just making you ready for it - making your body want it, getting it ready to welcome my seed. Aren’t you feeling ready for me to come inside you, Anna?” 

      

    At the mention of me coming she arched her back, hissing as she raked my sides with her nails. “Please,” she panted, utterly shameless, “please come inside me, Master. My pussy needs it! I need to feel you explode inside me, paint my walls down with your load. I haven’t had a man shoot in me in years, I’ve always made them wear condoms…” 

      

    “I will never wear a condom when I’m inside you,” I said, teasing her entrance with the tip of my cock. “You don’t want me to, do you? Say it.” 

      

    “I...I don’t want you to wear a condom.” The heat in her voice was delicious. 

      

    “You don’t want me to wear a condom, because you want to feel me come in your cunt. Say it.” 

      

    This time there was no hesitation. “I want to feel you come in my cunt,” she panted, locking her ankles behind my hips. “Please, Master, please come in my cunt…” 

      

    With a grunt, I pushed my hips forward and penetrated Anna’s folds. She was as warm as an oven and dripping with juice, and it was nothing for me to slide all the way into her womanhood and slam the head of my cock against her g-spot. As I bottomed out inside of her, I felt her walls clench around me, gripping me as tight as a glove as they welcomed me inside of her. She was primed and ready for my load, and with all the foreplay I’d gotten from Lila’s mouth it wasn’t going to take long for me to explode. 

      

    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Anna cried out, her ass shaking the table as I pounded her twat with hard, savage thrusts. A woman walked right by her, brushing a lock of her sweat-stained hair as she left the food court, completely unaware of the sights and sounds of a woman giving her body to her Master inches away. I was thrusting my brains out, laughing, and no one could see. We were having the most public sex of my life, and we were completely secure. 

      

    “Tell them!” I couldn’t believe how good this felt! “Tell them all how good Master’s cock feels!” 

      

    “Oh fuck you’re fucking me so hard, Master! Fuck you’re stretching my tight little walls around you so much with that big dick! I love the way you reach all the way inside me and just fill me up when you fuck me!” 

      

    Grinning, I reached out into the food court and started delivering what I could only think of as flashes. A sexy little Latina in booty shorts and a crop top froze, nearly dropping her tray as I tore the blind spot away from her eyes for a fraction of a second. For an instant, she saw a sexy blonde with her tits bouncing up and down as she screamed at the top of her lungs, praising my cock - then it was gone. She walked away quickly, but I teased her pleasure center as she went, making her wet enough that I knew she’d masturbate to it later. Then I gave the guy in the corner getting harassed by his shrewish wife a longer taste - a whole second, long enough for him to wonder if he was going nuts - before hitting his wife with such a hard burst of pleasure that she was going to pull him into the bathroom and suck his dick. I kept on doing it, ghostly images of Anna and I in various positions flashing in peoples’ brains just long enough to leave them disoriented and turned on. Anna in doggy style, her big tits slammed into the table as she begged me to breed her. Anna on her back, clinging to me as she asked me how her tight, wet cunt was treating my dick. And Lila on her knees, tonguing my balls and Anna’s clit as we fucked in hard, primal strokes, adding to the pleasure as both of us began to reach climax. 

      

    “I’m gonna come,” I announced, watching her eyes light up with subservient praise as my cock started to twitch inside of her. “Gonna fill you up. Gonna fucking breed you, slut…” 

      

    “Yes, Master!” Anna was desperate for it, her entire being concentrated on nothing but getting the reward of my creamy load inside of her. “Please come inside me - make me a Mommy! Fill me up with your load, make my belly swell with your babies! Complete me - own me - use me to get yourself off and make your heirs!” 

      

    Anna kept begging, crying out come for me every time the head of my cock pushed past her folds, and after another few hard thrusts I let myself go over the edge. Only practice and control kept me from revealing the whole scene as I erupted inside of Anna, hot sticky seed spraying straight into her waiting womb. I could feel her walls clenching, pulling, then amazingly sucking my load in: her body so primed for breeding that she was able to accomplish feats no normal human woman could do. The resulting feeling was like having my cock milked inside of her warm, wet cunt - it nearly made me have the first multiple orgasm of my life as the muscles of her pussy practically jerked me off while I was inside her. It was the most amazing thing I’d ever experienced, and as I looked into her eyes I knew I’d imprinted my power on her soul: she would serve me for life now, no matter what. 

      

    Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pouring myself inside of her, I pulled out of Anna’s sopping wet cunt. Everything below her waist had been left sloppy with my seed: it dripped from her like a fountain. 

      

    “Oh, Master.” Anna’s voice was pure bliss, drugged out from her alpha male pleasure addiction. “Oh Master, thank you so much. Thank you for fucking a baby into me…” 

      

    I was just about to scoop some of the come up and fuck it back into her cunt when Lila shook my shoulder. “Master!?” 

      

    She sounded so nervous that it instantly took me out of my aftershocks. That was when I noticed what I should have become aware of seconds ago: the food court had gone completely silent. It hadn’t cleared out - there were still just as many people there - but they weren’t moving. Weren’t talking. Were, in fact, completely frozen in place - as if time itself had stopped. 

      

    What the hell? Had I done something without realizing it?
  

    Anna screamed and jumped up from the table, looking frantically around the room. “Master! Why aren’t they moving? What the fuck is happening…?” 

      

    “I don’t know,” I admitted. 

      

    Lila reached out and touched the shoulder of someone in mid-step, shaking them gently. “Can you reach into their minds, Master? Find out what happened?” 

      

    Shit - that was a good idea. I closed my eyes and concentrated, and felt a chill run down my spine. I felt nothing coming from these people. No thoughts, no emotions, just...just blank space. An unpainted canvas - not the kind I made with pleasure when I was turning a girl into my plaything, which was made with lust and devotion. These people were utterly blank. I couldn’t do this. No person on Earth could do this… 

      

    Oh no. I reached out further, already half-dreading what I was going to find. And as I expanded my range, they popped into view: people. Lots of them. 

      

    “The building is surrounded,” I said without opening my eyes. “They’ve done something to the airport. They’re going to grab us.” 

      

    Lightning crackled from Lila’s fingers. “Like hell they are.” 

      

    “I...I don’t understand!” Poor Anna was frantic - unable to reconcile the pleasure she’d been feeling until a moment ago with the fear coursing through her now. “Who is coming? What is going on, Master!?” 

      

    “Whatever happens, stay with me,” I commanded them both. “They’re coming…” 

      

    A small group of minds were converging on the food court, moving with a speed that shocked me. They must have been highly-trained tactical units, adept at subduing and capturing people with special powers. People like me and Lila. We didn’t have a chance. 

      

    “Contact!” Three figures entered the food court, carrying rifles. They were dressed head-to-toe in tactical gear, like something out of a video game. Lila stiffened next to me, readying herself to attack. I rallied as well, spreading my mental tendrils through the room. If they were going to try and capture me, I was going to make them experience all manner of unpleasant sensations along the way. 

      

    The lead figure held up a hand, and the others froze. Then they did something I didn’t expect: the leader reached up and took off their helmet, letting it fall to the tile floor of the food court. I felt ice settle in the pit of my stomach, and Lila hissed next to me. 

      

    It was Doctor Klein. 

      

    “I’m sure you already know you’re surrounded,” she purred, as casually as if she were interviewing me in my cell. “There’s no hope of escape, Declan. If the two of you come along quietly, I promise you won’t be hurt.” 

      

    “Hurt!?” Sparks flew from Lila’s fingers, arcing along the floor. “Fuck you! All you do is hurt!” 

      

    A cold smile spread across Doctor Klein’s face, stopping just short of her eyes. “We’ll have to undo all of the damage you’ve done since your little escape attempt, of course. I see you’re already damaging innocent women.” She turned to Anna for a moment, favoring her with a bland grin. “Don’t worry, ma’am, we’ll restore you as soon as we capture this fugitive.” 

      

    “I don’t want you to restore me,” Anna growled. “Master is my life!” 

      

    Doctor Klein just shook her head and clucked her tongue. “And of course, we’ll have to reset the damage you’ve done to D-2302.” She put her hands on her hips, staring down Lila with a smirk that was not at all professional. “Do you have any idea how long it took us to give her those psychiatric disorders? And you just cured it all without even thinking. It’s going to take quite a lot of shock treatment to put her back in the state she was in when you met her…” 

      

    “No!” Lila’s face fell, and for a moment the electric current flowing from her hands faltered. “Not the voices! Never again!” She turned to me, her eyes brimming with tears. “Master, you promised!” 

      

    “I’m not letting you take them,” I said. “I don’t know how you’re standing here when I watched you die, but we’ll be more than happy to kill you again!” 

      

    Doctor Klein giggled. For some reason, it scared the hell out of me. 

      

    “You want to kill me?” She stepped forward, walking right into the range of Lila’s powers. “Go ahead. Reach into my brain and stop my heartbeat. Zap me with ten thousand volts. Stab me with that knife your little blonde slut is hiding behind her back…” 

      

    “Gladly,” Lila snarled. Her hands exploded with lightning, filling the air with the smell of ozone. 

      

    “Wait!” I reached out to stop her, but it was too late. “Don’t-”
  

    The arcing electricity reached Doctor Klein and engulfed her. Flames shot out from the seams of her outfit as her body trembled, power like a whole thunderstorm at once cascading through her body. 

      

    “Die!” Lila screamed. Tears stained her cheeks, powering her fury. “Fucking die, you bitch!” 

      

    She poured so much power into Doctor Klein’s body that it started to glow. She was still making noise, but there was no way anything was going on in that brain of hers except pure animal reflexes. I had no idea how the evil doctor had survived what Lila had done to her at the facility, but she was fucking dead now. 

      

    With a grunt, Lila tossed Doctor Klein’s body to the side and prepared to unleash hell on her guards. Then, all at once, she stopped. The lightning died, and her mouth dropped open. It took a second of smoke clearing for me to see why. 

      

    The “guards” had removed their helmets as well. And both of them were Doctor Klein. 

      

    “What the fuck!?” Anna threw her knife away and bolted, screaming at the top of her lungs. 

      

    Lila just turned and looked at me, the expression in her eyes clearer than any message she could have sent telepathically: we’ve lost. She’s going to take me. She’s going to make me crazy again… 

      

    No. I couldn’t let that happen. 

      

    The guards raised their rifles. 

      

    I tossed up every illusory monster my subconscious had ever created, blinding them with every boogeyman the human brain was capable of fathoming all at once. I hoped it was enough. It had to be enough. 

      

    I grabbed Lila’s arm, tugging her along with me. “Run!” I screamed. 

      

    We took off through a dead-silent, frozen airport, the sounds of gunfire echoing just behind...
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    “It feels so good to be inside you again, Mommy,” I growled, shoving my cock deeper into Sue’s cunt. 

      

    After so long apart from my family, the feeling of my stepmother’s naked body all over mine was at once intimately familiar and excitingly new. Her walls clenched around me, welcoming me deep inside the womb I’d filled with my virile seed dozens of times before. I knew every inch of her body, had known her for over a decade as she’d raised me through adolescence, and all of it combined into a heady, incestuous brew in my head that just made the whole thing even hotter. 

      

    “Oh fuck, Declan! My pussy’s so hot for you, son!” Sue definitely wasn’t lying; a quick glance inside her head confirmed that every inch of Mom’s body was on fire with pleasure. “It’s so good to have your cock inside me! I went so long without you. I tried so hard to forget - that clinic your father sent your sister and I to after you left told us we’d been ‘detoxed’ from whatever you did to us, but I missed it so bad. I’m so happy you’re back - so happy you’re fucking me…” 

      

    I lowered my head to Sue’s tits and pulled one of her nipples into my mouth. It stiffened instantly, and a moment later a flood of warm milk coated my tongue. It warmed me inside and out, making my cock swell and twitch inside of her as the hypnotic milk made me higher than any number of bong hits. All the sharp edges in my vision blurred and I found myself rubbing my face in between Sue’s firm mammaries, lapping at them. 

      

    “Oh Declan, that feels so good...fuck!” From the way her walls tensed around me, I could tell Mom was right on the edge. “It feels so incredible to have you drinking from me, son - so intimate and special. I think I’m gonna come…” 

      

    “Speaking of intimacy,” I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, “where’s Kayla? Shouldn’t my bratty little sister be here by now?” 

      

    Mom’s eyes narrowed shrewdly. “Oh, I just can’t wait to see that little tramp get what’s coming to her, Master. Ever since treatment, she’s been walking around like what happened between the three of us wasn’t even real - like she’s all innocent and sober now.” Sue rolled her eyes and stuck out her tongue, letting me know exactly what she thought of that. “Once you hit her with a spike of that pleasure, she’ll be begging to get on her knees and clean Mommy’s pussy juices off your cock. She’ll be your little cum junkie, Declan…” 

      

    She damn well better, I thought, thrusting harder between my Mom’s thighs. Because getting here had nearly ruined me. I was standing on the precipice of revenge, moments away from turning my vicious stepmother and stepsister into my bimbo slaves - and I was completely alone. 

      

    In order to get here, I’d lost everything… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    It was like racing through the world’s largest mannequin warehouse. 

      

    The sound of gunfire echoed behind us as we ran, feet pounding against the tile as we sprinted through the packed airport. All around us were people: commuters carrying heavy luggage on carts, employees mopping up a soda spill, a group of co-eds in varsity jackets taking selfies. All of them were frozen in place, unmoving, like time itself stood still. Even the awful muzak playing on the loudspeakers was silent. People stood in the middle of whatever they were doing, and nearly all of them were obstacles to our escape. 

      

    This place is so weird, I thought, spellbound for a moment by the utter strangeness of it all. Then a bullet smashed into the departure board above me and I started to run. 

      

    “Go! Get to the escalators!” Lila was in the lead, but as she opened her mouth she turned around and stopped, lightning shooting from her fingertips. It crackled across the concourse, electrifying the air as the guards behind us dove for cover. Lila’s powers were just as amazing as my own - if we were going to make it out of this somehow, I’d have to thank her with a nice long fuck. 

      

    Next to me, Anna the stewardess stumbled over someone’s service dog, then recovered and raced on. 

      

    This is no use. The thought appeared in the back of my mind and wouldn’t let go. They have us surrounded. There’s nowhere to run. What are we doing? But I knew what awaited us if we gave up: the facility, and Doctor Klein’s “humanity,” and the return of all of Lila’s mental demons. I’d rather die than go back there, I realized - and wondered if I’d have to make good on that threat before too long. 

      

    The main bank of escalators split the airport in two both horizontally and vertically - they were the only way to get to the second floor of the concourse outside of employee-only stairs. Climbing them was a risky gamble. If we made it up to the top before the guards could train their rifles on us, it was possible to get a head start or even shake them - but if they caught up to us before we could disappear onto the second floor, we’d be sitting ducks. They’d turn the airport into a shooting gallery and turn us into swiss cheese. But there was no other option. 

      

    Of course the stairs weren’t moving - they were frozen, like everything else in this hall of horrors. We took the down stairs up, since there were fewer people on it. I raced up them two at a time, not daring to look behind me to see how close our pursuers were. A few steps behind me Anna fell again, then rose up clutching a broken high heel, groaning as she chucked the expensive shoe down the stairs. 

      

    I heard the crackle of Lila’s electrical attacks as I reached the top of the stairs and practically tossed myself onto the landing. Gunfire erupted beneath us, but a moment later Anna rose over the lip, shaken but unhurt. For a long moment I was sure that would be it, but then Lila literally jumped off the top of the escalator, screaming obscenities at the guards. 

      

    “I slowed them down,” she said with a grin, looking past me. “Maybe if we can get to our plane, we can - what the fuck is that?” 

      

    I followed her gaze. About thirty feet past where we were standing, a shimmering radiance hung in the air. It was like a curtain, glowing with an uncanny light that rippled like soap bubbles. 

      

    And past that curtain, people were moving. 

      

    “Come on!” I had no idea what the fuck was happening anymore, but I was willing to seize on any chance. Dragging Lila by the hand, I ran full tilt towards the strange wall, lowering my head like I was going to smash my way through if I had to. Dimly, I wondered if it might be solid right before the three of us passed through. 

      

    It was like entering a whole new world. Instantly, all the ambient sounds we’d been missing rushed in, the sound of people walking and chatting and automated announcements. Someone walking by stopped for a moment and gawked at the three of us looking terrified and covered in sweat, but quickly walked away. 

      

    “What the fuck?” I turned around, expecting to see a glowing wall behind us, but there was nothing. “Did we just escape?” 

      

    Lila stared behind us, gawking openly. “Whatever they did, we must have outrun it,” she said, sounding amazed. “It-” 

      

    A moment later, everything froze. 

      

    We were right back in the strange, unmoving version of the airport. Now the shimmering wall was a few feet away from us - and it was moving down the concourse at a leisurely pace. Almost as if it was walking… 

      

    Lila and I figured it out at the same moment. “Oh shit,” I blurted. 

      

    “Will someone please tell me what the fuck is going on!?” Anna sounded on the verge of a mental breakdown. 

      

    “This aura - they’re generating it.” Lila frowned at the top of the stairs, where we both knew the guards were slowly but with determination making their way up. “It radiates from them, freezing everything...we outran it, but when they get close it puts us right back in range.” 

      

    I had reached that conclusion too, and it filled me with a grim hope. “We can beat them,” I said, taking Lila’s hand. “We just have to get far enough away-” 

      

    But she was shaking her head. “No. You have to get far enough away, Master. You have to get to the plane!” 

      

    I felt like someone had slapped me in the mouth. “What? I’m not leaving you-” 

    “It’s the only way, Master.” Lila’s voice was deadly serious. “They have us surrounded, but if you can get to the plane, you can fly right out of here. Once your in the air, they won’t be able to stop you. They won’t risk shooting down a commercial airliner.” Her fingers crackled with power. She turned towards the stairs with a determined look on her face. “Anna will help me hold them off. Just go!” 

      

    “I...I can’t.” Was she being serious? No fucking way! “You’re mine, Lila. I’m not letting them have you - think what they’ll do to you in that facility…” 

      

    “You think I don’t know that!?” Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her expression didn’t soften. “You mean everything to me, Master - everything.” She put a hand to my chest, whimpering. “You’re the most important person in the world, Declan. You have to get what you want - you have to get back at your family.” Her eyes narrowed. “And I’m going to help you.” 

      

    “Lila, you can’t.” Even as I said it I felt my resolve wavering; the shimmering wall moved another few feet away, as slow and steady as footsteps. “I won’t make you.” 

      

    “I love you, Master.” She turned to me, and the full force of the love and devotion in her face nearly tore me apart. “You’re the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me. I worship you. You’re my King, my God. I’d gladly die for you.” 

      

    She stood before me revealed, like a warrior goddess. “Let me do this, Master.” 

      

    Anna was looking helplessly between the two of us. “I...I don’t know what kind of help I can be,” she stammered, looking nervously at the stairs. “I’ve never even been in a catfight before…” 

      

    “Shut up,” I said. Then I pulled Lila close and kissed her. She melted against me, trembling in my arms as she gave herself over to the one moment of weakness she’d allow herself. 

      

    “I’m going to save you,” I growled as I broke the kiss. “Once I deal with my father, I’ll have all the power. I’ll shut that facility down and walk you out of it myself. And then we can tear it down together, brick by fucking brick. You and me. I promise you.” 

      

    “I know, Master.” She sobbed as she turned away. “Now get out of here so you can rescue me later.” A cold smirk spread across her face as she charged up. “Take your time. I’m going to have fun killing as many of these fucked-up Klein clones as I can before they get me.” 

      

    I felt like a complete shit - but I ran. I heard Anna cry out behind me, then the sounds of the air being torn in half by a titanic thunderbolt. I fell through the wall, the sounds of Doctor Klein’s screams echoing in the air behind me, and didn’t stop thinking of anything but Lila until I was in the air. 

      

    Only once I was at thirty-thousand feet and had personally verified the minds of everyone onboard the plane were clean did I collapse against my seat and start to sob. 

      

    Bastards, I thought bitterly. They’re going to make Lila pay for this. They’ll take it out on her that I got away. The fact that she wouldn’t have had it any other way didn’t ease the sting one bit. 

      

    I had some payback of my own to dish out. My former family awaited me, and with Lila and Anna gone I was in the mood to make their lives as degrading as possible… 

      

    xXx 

      

    “Ladies and Gentleman, may I present to you the Senator of our fair state, Daniel Wolfe!” 

      

    I hate that man, I thought, glowering down from the balcony. The convention center was at maximum capacity, full of people waving flags and cheering as the man who once called himself my father stepped to the podium. He had the bland, good-looking face you’d get if you had a computer generate a composite based on a half-dozen male celebrities, and a suit that cost more than most of his audience made in a year. I was sure there wouldn’t be one genuine word in his entire speech. 

      

    If I’d wanted, I could have walked right down to the stage and put a knife in him. It wasn’t outside of the scope of my powers; even with thousands of people surrounding him Dad was completely vulnerable. No one would see me until it was too late. But even though my gut churned pure acid as I watched him wave to the crowd, I knew I wouldn’t do it. 

      

    I’ve got other plans for you, I thought, making my way backstage. The din of the crowd became a muffled roar as I followed a guard into a rear hall, stepping through just as the heavy door slammed behind me. 

      

    I knew that if he was here, the family wasn’t far away. My stepmother Susan, and my stepsister Mackayla: the always smiling, always available props. Ready for a hug in front of the cameras, a kiss on the cheek about as real as a Pop-Tart. 

      

    But not long ago, both of them had felt something genuine: addiction to me. They might have been clean since I’d been locked away, but I had a feeling neither of them would be able to resist. 

      

    The green room was tucked away in a far corner of the convention center: I had to reach into the minds of a couple guards to get the exact directions. By the time I’d gotten there, I made sure that we wouldn’t be disturbed. Any guards assigned to my stepmother now had a giant, Declan-sized blind spot in their ears and eyes. I could make Mom scream so loud she shook the foundations of the arena and wouldn’t notice a thing. 

      

    I sent out a quick test pulse as I opened the door. There was only one person inside, and from the shape of her thoughts I could tell it was Mom. Even if I hadn’t used my powers, there was no mistaking that angry voice, chewing someone out on the phone: 

      

    “What the hell do you mean, escaped?” I could hear her pacing back and forth, heels clicking on the concrete. I smirked: Mom had always hated high heels and refused to wear them, even at official events - until I’d reached into her mind and made her love wearing tall, strappy fuck-me heels for her Master. It seemed some remnants of my control remained, even if Mom and Sis no longer lived to worship me. 

      

    “She did what? Oh my God!” Mom tapped her foot, betraying her nervousness. I grazed the edges of her mind, not probing deep, just savoring her emotions. She was angry, and taking it out on whoever she was talking to on the other end of the line - and she was also terrified. 

      

    Reaching out, I pressed gently into Mom’s consciousness. After so long without her, touching the parts of her mind I’d gotten used to controlling was like slipping into a warm bath. I literally sighed with pleasure as I soothed her worries, flooding her bloodstream with calming hormones like she’d been slipped two hits of Xanax. 

      

    “I...Look, just tell me this - are we safe? He wouldn’t fuck with us here, right?” An evenness returned to Mom’s tone. “Yes, I know. I take the pills every day. Kayla too. I know we’re safe, but what if he decides to - I don’t know - use someone else to take us hostage?” 

      

    Pills? Safe? It took me a moment to realize what she was talking about - when she did, I nearly burst out laughing. The people who’d detoxed Mom and Sis must’ve given them anti-hypnosis pills - made out of the same stuff Doctor Klein had been giving me in the facility. The stuff that had stopped working. 

      

    Sue and Mckayla’s minds were completely open to me, and they didn’t even know it. 

      

    Mom sighed. “Okay, thank you. Daniel knows - security is tight. We’ll start the guards taking the pills too. Nothing can get in the way of this vote.” I heard her hang up and sigh heavily. 

      

    Let’s have a little fun, I thought, hiding just around the corner. Relax for me, Mommy… 

      

    I pushed harder on Mom’s anxieties, banishing them from her mind. At the same time, I teased her pleasure center with a mental tendril, grazing it ever so gently as I relaxed her. I heard Mom settle into a chair, sighing with sudden relief. 

      

    That’s right, Mommy, I thought, stoking her inner fires. Get really chill. It feels so good to just relax, doesn’t it? In fact, it’s making you a little wet… 

      

    I heard a gasp from inside the room. There was no denying it - Mom was getting turned on. Confusion flooded her brain, a dim realization that she normally never felt like this, but I brushed those away like a mental hand on her shoulder. I was in control, and Mom was only going to feel what I wanted her to feel. I relaxed her even further, until her neural receptors were almost the way they were when she was drunk: if she’d tried to get up and run, she’d find herself dizzy and giggly, unable to walk a straight line. 

      

    She had no idea what was going on. She had no idea I was there, or that I was in her mind. All she knew was she was backstage at another one of her husband’s boring events, and all of a sudden she was good and horny - more turned on than she’d been in months. More aroused than she’d been since… 

      

    Yes, I thought, pushing the image into her mind at the same moment she thought about it. Since you belonged to Declan… 

      

    I sent pictures into her mind, unspooling them like a film reel. Mom on her knees, stroking my cock as I erupted all over her face and tits. Mom dressed up in sexy lingerie as she cleaned the house, feeling like the sexiest, most desirable woman on Earth. Mom with her ass in the air and her face in the pillows, groaning as I drove deep inside her cunt and made her come over and over again with hard, savage thrusts… 

      

    In the back of her mind, Mom was horrified with herself. She was clean now; she hadn’t thought about her time as my slave in months. She’d thought that chapter of her life was gone forever. That small part of her tried to make her stop, filling her mind with shame - but I snuffed out that shame even as she tried to let it flood her. All she could feel was pleasure, and the memories of serving me were amplified by my powers, made as real and tangible as life. 

      

    You want to touch yourself, I sent straight into her brain. Frig your cunt while you think about being Declan’s plaything. 

      

    She resisted for a moment, biting her lip and glancing back and forth like a teenager wondering if they were going to get caught, then slid her hand beneath her dress. I could feel the softness of her silk panties as she reached beneath them to cup her sopping wet mound - experienced the naughty thrill of her forbidden pleasure as she slid one finger inside of herself to swirl around her clit. 

      

    Harder, I commanded. If I hadn’t been holding her mind tightly, she almost certainly would have realized by now that something was very, very wrong. Fingerfuck your cunt. Spread your legs wide like you did for your own son, you filthy whore… 

      

    I could hear Mom’s ragged gasps as she worked inside her cunt, grinding three fingers along the sensitive flesh of her clit. Her mind was on fire with memories, all of them involving me: her spread wide for me in the shower, riding my body as I pinned her against the wall; her and McKayla on their knees next to each other as they shared my cock between them; her holding the video camera and getting the perfect angle as my cock twitched and spurted inside of Mckayla’s cunt, filling her with my cream in the video that nearly ruined Dad’s career. Mom still felt so much shame and guilt around that video, and I took all that and inverted it into pure heat. She was telling herself how naughty she was, how wrong all of this was to think about as she brought herself off - and that just made her even wetter. 

      

    “Fuck,” Sue groaned, the walls of her cunt clenching around her fingers as she drew close to orgasm. “Oh fuck, oh...oh Declan, yes, fuck me harder, son…” 

      

    Hearing my name spill from her lips made me throb in my boxers. I was so hard that it hurt, so turned on by the sounds of my mother debasing herself without realizing I was pushing her into it. I had to have her; had to reveal myself and claim what was mine. 

      

    I’m going to fuck you, Mommy. I’m right there with you. Right… 

      

    Mom was right on the edge - I used my powers to keep her there, letting her get oh-so-close to release but not quite to the finish. I felt her furrow her brow, rubbing herself harder, the fantasies in her mind getting even more depraved as she tried to bring herself off. 

      

    Fucking… 

      

    “Fuck me Master,” she panted, her voice thick with lust. “Use my pussy, fuck me hard - you own me, Master...fuck I’m gonna cum…” 

      

    Now. 

      

    “Good girl,” I growled, walking around the corner. Mom’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head as she saw me, her mouth dropping open in shock. “Keep working that cunt. Get it nice and hot for me.” 

      

    “Declan!?” Mom was every bit as attractive to me as she’d been the day we parted, and not just because she had her legs spread and was fingering her hot, wet pussy in front of me. She was the perfect politician’s wife: a bleached blonde trophy girl with huge, mouth-watering breasts and legs that made men ache. Every photo-op she participated in got scores of internet comments about how hot she was, and Mom thrived on the attention. Her hair and makeup were flawless, handled by world-class artists and assistants - in short, she was the woman every guy with mommy issues fantasized about at night with their hands around their cocks. 

      

    “Hi, Mom. Oh, don’t stop on my account.” She’d pulled her hand from her panties, her face almost as red from anger as it had been from arousal. “Here, let me help you.” 

      

    I pressed into her mind - and suddenly she could feel her fingers right on her clit, swirling hard and fast even though both of her hands were at her sides. She arched her back, riding the sensation as she struggled to clear her mind. 

      

    “What are you doing? Stop - get away from me…” 

      

    “I’m not touching you,” I said, holding up my hands. “See? It’s all in your mind, Mommy - and your mind is one dirty little place. I could see you fantasizing about me while you fingerfucked yourself like a camgirl - it was hotter than anything’s been since I’ve been gone, right?” 

      

    “Oh, gawd!” A look of horror spread across Mom’s face as she realized there was nothing she could do. If my hand had been between her thighs she could have pushed it away, even bitten me - but there was nothing she could do to stop her own mind. And I’d let go of my hold on her ability to climax, allowing her to go right to the edge… 

      

    “You want to come all over those fingers, Mommy?” A wicked smirk spread across my face. “I know what you really want. You want to feel this…” 

      

    The change was small, but produced an immediate effect. Instead of fingers, Sue suddenly felt my cock working deep inside of her: the sensation of being penetrated, stretched, fucked. It was too much for her; there was nothing she could do to resist. 

      

    “Fuck! Fuck, Declan, stop - you’re going to make me cu...you’re making me cu…” 

      

    “Come for me, Mommy,” I growled, undoing my belt. “Come all over that big dick. Let your brain drain out of that pussy and remember that you’re my whore. Forever.’ 

      

    As I spoke the last word, I reached into Mom’s already overheated pleasure center and jammed it, hard. Sue shattered, her pussy boiling over as she arched her back and screamed my name, her tits heaving with huge, shuddering gasps. It was like standing in front of an explosion, basking in the reflection of Mom’s pleasure as I pushed her far beyond orgasm. She came again and again, pleasure filling her like the first hit of the needle to a long-sober addict. Mom relapsed all over my cock, grunting and sobbing and whimpering with pleasure. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, I let my pants fall to the floor. “You remember now, don’t you, Mommy?” 

      

    She looked up at me through lidded eyes - at the cock tenting my boxers, at the dark stain of precum oozing from the tip - and licked her lips. 

      

    “Yes,” she whimpered in a tiny voice. “Oh fuck, Declan, you made Mommy feel so good-” 

      

    “It’s time to make me feel good now, Mommy.” I tugged my boxers down, showing her my cock an inch at a time. She squirmed with naked need, the desperation in every cell of her body getting me even harder. “It’s time to serve your Master - just like you used to. Like you’re meant to.” 

      

    She started to rise, but I held up a finger. “Uh uh. On your knees.” 

      

    For a moment, I wondered if she could resist. Mom had just been given her first hit of my sweet, alpha male pleasure, but there’s always that moment. The one where the alcoholic takes a single shot and thinks: I could stop right now. I could go back to the way things were, no harm, no foul. It was bullshit, of course - there was no way she was going to escape - but for a brief moment, I let her feel like she still had control. I tasted her mental strain, her struggle to stand up and walk out instead of wrapping her glossy lips around my cock and getting another hit of that ultimate drug. 

      

    I felt her give in, and smiled. 

      

    Slowly, she sank to the floor, landing on her knees. “Declan, you don’t have to do this,” she mewled, crawling forward slowly. 

      

    “Let’s play a game, Mommy.” I had no desire to deal with her bullshit. “I’m going to give you a choice. The door over there is open - it’s totally unlocked. You can walk out right now, and you’ll be free - I won’t chase after you, won’t get in your head, won’t ever fuck with you or Mckayla again. Or you can suck my dick, and I’ll give you another hit of that pleasure.” 

      

    A low whine escaped Mom’s throat. She looked at the door for a moment, but my cock compelled her back. 

      

    “It’s your choice,” I said mockingly. “You can taste freedom, or you can taste my dick. Although I’ve got to say, I’m so fucking hard that I’d really prefer a blowjob…” 

      

    Mom hung her head. Tears streamed down her cheeks, her shoulders shook in a silent sob. “I’m sorry, Kayla…” 

      

    “What, you can’t leave? This dick mean more to you than your own daughter?” I stroked myself a few times, hard, leaving a streak of precum on the floor. “Come here.” 

      

    I walked forward, grabbing Mom by the hair. She yelped as I brought my cock inches from her face, waving it in front of her. 

      

    “You love this,” I told her. “You love serving me. You love sucking this cock. Taste it.” 

      

    Shuddering, Mom leaned forward and slipped the head of my cock between her lips. And at the same moment, I reached into her mind and threw all the breakers. Her pleasure center lit up like a Christmas tree as pure, sweet bliss poured into her mind. The tears of shame that had been dribbling from her eyes turned into tears of joy as she tasted my precum. 

      

    “Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, eyes rolling back in her head. “Declan, you taste so good…” 

      

    “You love this cock,” I told her, putting my hand on the back of her head. “You love this cock more than your husband. You love it more than your own daughter.” 

      

    She nodded, eyes brimming as she stared up at me. 

      

    “Say it,” I commanded. 

      

    “I...I love your cock, Master. I love it more than I love my husband. I love it more than I love my...my own daughter…” 

      

    “Then choke on it, you bitch,” I growled. Taking the back of her head hard, I thrust between her lips and bottomed out in her throat. Mom gagged around my dick - I hadn’t taken away her gag reflex yet like I had when I’d owned her before - and trying to swallow my big cock was agony. I felt her struggle to pull out and sent the sensation of a hard smack - not to her ass like I’d done before, but right across her back. It was the mental equivalent of a whip between her shoulder blades - it left no mark, but hurt like hell. 

      

    “Stop struggling,” I grunted, thrusting against her lips. “Take it, take it...good girl, that’s a good little cunt.” 

      

    Mom finally relaxed, letting me savage her throat with hard thrusts. Her mouth already felt amazing, but it was the submission that really did it for me: that moment where she just gave up and let it happen. She relaxed her throat, and I filled the breach, not caring how uncomfortable it made her. After everything that had happened - the facility, losing Lila, nearly being killed - this was more than just stress relief. It was therapy. 

      

    “I’m fucking your face, Mommy!” I could feel myself getting close to the edge: my cock swelled even bigger inside of her throat as I buried it as deep as I could go. “I’m going to shoot right down your throat…!” 

      

    With a final, hard thrust I let go, erupting between Mom’s lips. I shot again and again, pleasure washing over me in a tidal wave of bliss as I coated the inside of her throat. My hips moved of their own volition, grinding against Mom’s lips and tongue as I milked every drop of pleasure out of my orgasm. Mom’s eyes watered as she struggled to swallow the flood of sweet, milky cream: she gagged around it as I forced it down her throat, fucking the load into her stomach. 

      

    When I was finally done coming (and not a moment before), I leisurely pulled out of Mom’s throat. She coughed and gasped, dropping to all fours as struggled to keep from passing out. A thick gob of my seed dribbled from her lips and landed on the cold concrete in a streak as she shuddered and cried. 

      

    “You’d better clean that up,” I growled, seizing her mind. I made her lean down, extend her tongue and lap my seed off the floor. Disgust filled her, along with shame that she was so owned and controlled - but the moment she swallowed, I hit her with pleasure so intense she forgot everything. 

      

    “What do you say?” I asked, cupping her chin with my hand. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she said, still gasping a bit. “Thank you for fucking my throat. Thank you for using me…” 

      

    The sight of my Mother on the floor, curled up in a ball and degraded so totally sent a spike of sympathy through me. Also my cock was already rising back to the occasion. “Get up,” I said, nodding at the couch. “Sit there and spread your legs.” 

      

    Nodding eagerly, Mom rose off the floor and parked her sweet ass in the middle of the couch. Her outfit was stained with sweat and a little rumpled, but other than that she was still the picture of a politician’s conservative, camera-ready wife. I could have left her just like that - but I knew I couldn’t. I wanted more, always had. 

      

    “Take off your panties for me, Mom,” I said. “Then toss them in the corner. We’re going to leave Dad a little going-away present.” 

      

    Slowly, Mom worked the silk panties down her smooth thighs. Her pussy was gleaming, the folds swollen and engorged from the multiple orgasms I’d pushed her body into. She was still super-sensitive, ready to sail over the edge at the slightest provocation. 

      

    “Turn around and spread your legs.” Mom flipped around, sticking her big ass in the air. The points of her fuck-me heels wiggled in the air as she adjusted herself. Without her panties, the hem of her skirt was hiked up high enough to see her pussy. It was on display, and I was welcome to it whenever I wanted now. 

      

    I bent over her, pushed the head of my cock gently into her folds and tugged her hair so that her ear was right against my lips. “You love me, right, Mommy?” I asked. 

      

    “Yes, Declan,” she purred, completely in my power. “I love you so much, baby. Mommy’s pussy is so hot and wet for you, all the time - you can fuck Mommy whenever you want…” 

      

    I entered her with a single thrust, her voice collapsing in a moan as I stretched her walls around my cock. Mom was tight and wet and primed for me, her channel so snug around me that every movement sent amazing friction down my dick. 

      

    “All those bad things you said,” I whispered, bottoming out inside of her. “Those awful things you did to me. You didn’t mean any of them, right?” 

      

    “Of course not, baby,” Mom panted, groaning with disbelief at how large I was inside of her. She was remembering everything now, reliving it, and she knew I was going to fuck her senseless. “I love you so much, Declan. You’re my Master. They took you away from me, and I was so sad. But now you’re back, and Mommy’s going to take such good care of you. I’ll cook and clean and fuck you whenever you want. I’ll make every fantasy you’ve ever had come true. I just want to make you happy, baby…” 

      

    I could feel my cheeks getting wet as I pumped Mom’s cunt. I opened myself to her mind, feeling the love and devotion my addiction had put inside of her brain. It was warm and welcoming, the kind of love I’d never had in my real life - the love of a mother for her son. 

      

    “I love you, Mommy,” I groaned, bringing myself rapidly to the edge. “I want to come inside you - is that okay?” 

      

    “Yes, baby! Mmh, Mommy’s cunt is so hot for you, son!” She rocked back hard, meeting me stroke for stroke just the way I liked. It let me go so deep, fill her so full, be so intimately inside of her. “Fill me up, baby, fill Mommy’s cunt up with your come…” 

      

    “Say I can come in you whenever I want,” I whimpered, grabbing her tits. 

      

    She smiled, looking at me over her shoulder. “You can come inside Mommy whenever you want, Declan,” she said with a giggle. “That’s what Mommy is here for. Mommy’s so turned on, she’s going to come all over your big dick when you shoot inside her. Is that what you want?” 

      

    “Yes, Mommy!” Fuck, I was so close. I felt so amazing. “I want to shoot inside you! I want to make a baby with you - I want to breed you, Mommy!” 

      

    “Oh fuck I’m so fertile right now, son! Spray me down - make me a Mommy again, Master! Make me feel like a real woman - your woman - and come inside Mommy’s hungry cunt…” 

      

    Then I was coming, and everything was perfect. Warm, enveloping bliss wrapped my body like a blanket as I came inside of Mom’s cunt, spraying her wet walls down with my white-hot cream. She came in the same moment, gripping me tight and sucking the load inside with her inner muscles, welcoming my alpha male seed inside of her womb. Somehow she turned around with me still inside her, pressing my head between her breasts and stroking the back of my head as I pumped burst after burst of come inside of her. 

      

    “Good boy,” she whimpered, motioning for me to suck on her tits. “You made Mommy’s pussy so sloppy and wet. Did that feel good? You made Mommy come so hard - did Mommy’s pussy make you come hard, son?” 

      

    “Yes,” I gasped, lost in her embrace. I’d never felt so complete before - Sue’s words and touch were hitting me in a primal, instinctive part of my mind. I had hated her, but she was truly the mother I’d never had, and now I was being hugged and comforted the way I’d always wanted even after fucking her cunt and spraying my load inside her womb. I reached down and rubbed her stomach, hoping that I had made her pregnant. 

      

    Then I pulled away from her mind, and the feeling faded. I didn’t despair - I knew I could make it come back whenever I wanted. It was heavenly; but there were more important things demanding my attention. 

      

    “Where’s Kayla?” I asked as I buttoned my pants. Mom had tried to restore her outfit, but it was no use - it hung on her in tatters. I’d have to mask her to the crowd to get her out of here. 

      

    “At the hotel.” Now that I had control of her, Mom didn’t even think of lying or disobeying me. “Your father has us hunkered down there with guards. I wanted Kayla to come to this speech, but she wasn’t hearing it.” 

      

    “That man is not my father,” I said. But the hurt faded when Mom leaned forward and took my hand. 

      

    “Of course he’s not, baby,” she apologized. “I’m so sorry - I won’t make that mistake again. God it feels good to be your slut again, Master!” 

      

    “It feels good to have you back, Mommy,” I said with a grin. Despite everything bad that had happened, it really did. “Let’s get out of here. I think it’s time you and I had a little family reunion with my wayward sister…” 

      

    And after I took his family, I’d take the rest of Dad’s kingdom for myself. Then Lila would be mine, and my revenge would be complete...



   





 

    Part Five



   






 

    They knelt before me, worshipping my cock with their mouths. 

      

    My stepmother and my stepsister, their bodies naked and freshly-fucked, shared the head of my cock between their pouty lips as they got me ready for yet another round of hard, primal fucking. Their eyes shined with identical expressions of lust, their minds empty of everything except the need to serve me - to feel my power inside of them once again. 

      

    “Please,” Mckayla begged, whimpering with need as she ran her tongue along the shaved surface of my balls. “Please do it again, Master…” 

      

    Grinning, I reached out and pushed with my mind. Both their mental states were completely open to me, like the settings panel on a computer. I could do anything I wanted with them - make them feel pleasure or pain, make them love me or fear me. I could wipe their memories as easily as arching an eyebrow; make them forget they were ever mother and daughter. All this was open to me, and the knowledge that I had total control of their souls made the head of my cock swell inside my Mother’s mouth. 

      

    Mckayla could feel me probing her mind; she leaned into it, mewling like a cat. “Please, Master, please,” she whined, only the whites of her eyes showing. “I need it so bad…” 

      

    I could hear that tone creeping into her voice. It was the junkie tone, the ‘I-need-it-now-I’ll-do-any-degrading-thing-for-it’ monkey that was on the back of both of my former family members. When I’d first made them my slaves, I’d fucked their minds hard and fast with my power until they shattered into a million pieces - now only I could put them back together. Too long away from that sweet, blissful pleasure and they started feeling withdrawals - as real as they would from any drug. They would do anything for a hit, even things they had considered too dirty and wrong before they’d started to serve me. I loved nothing more than to stretch their limits, degrade them like good little whores… 

      

    “Hmm, I don’t know,” I growled, taking my sister’s chin and cupping it in my hand. Mom happily sucked away on my cock, bobbing in my lap - the withdrawals must not have hit her yet. “I think if you want another taste of what I’ve got, you need to give me something else. Something new.” 

      

    “Anything!” Her eagerness to please was almost disgusting. There was a feverish look in her eyes, the glazed look the girls I took as slaves started to show when their Master abandoned them. “You know I’m totally no-limits, Master, right? Please fuck my mind, Sir - just tell me what you want! I’ll do anything to feel you inside my brain again…” 

      

    I knew she would. And I was going to enjoy every moment of using her. I was Mom and Sis’s God now. And I was going to make up for every day they thought they were finally clean and sober from my addictive powers... 

      

    xXx 

      

    I’ll say this for my father: I might have hated the man with the fury of a thousand suns, but he certainly did know how to travel in style. 

      

    The limousine tore down the highway, taking curves like a sports car as it made its way past the convention center. Neon lights reflected on the wet asphalt, giving the whole city the appearance of some cyberpunk, science-fiction metropolis. Not that I spent much time staring out the windows - I was focused on the gorgeous blonde MILF in my lap. 

      

    “You like Mommy’s pussy, son? Mmh, yeah, you like watching that big cock slide inside of Mommy, don’t you…” 

      

    My stepmother Susan was currently straddling my lap, her short skirt hiked up over her ass and her panties back at the convention center where I’d ordered her to leave them. She was lowering herself onto me an inch at a time, letting me watch as the head of my cock penetrated oh-so-slowly into her soft folds. I watched as her inner muscles quivered at my touch, a flood of juices from inside of her slit dribbling down my cock. She was so warm, so primed, and I loved to draw out this moment - to savor the experience of becoming safe and welcomed inside of her cunt. 

      

    “That’s a good little slut,” I said, grabbing my cock by the base and running it over the swollen button of her clit. “Now I want to be inside you.” 

      

    Grabbing Mom’s hips, I thrust upward and buried myself inside her to the hilt. She arched her back and cried out, screaming with pleasure as we drove at top speed down the highway. There was no way the limo driver didn’t hear us, but this was just an ordinary day for him: I’d expected to have to blind him to our activities, but it turned out he was used to hearing my father bang some slut’s brains out across his leather seats. I didn’t even need to use my powers. 

      

    “Oh fuck that feels so perfect, Declan.” Now that I was all the way inside her, Mom swirled around a bit, testing the feel of my cock inside her tight walls. “Your cock was made for me, son.” 

      

    “It’s meant to be inside you,” I said, leaning back against the plush seat. God, I could get used to this luxury. “Filling a gorgeous slut like you with all the come from those big, heavy balls.” 

      

    Mom bit her lip, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Tell me what you’re going to do to my daughter when we see her,” she teased, rocking her hips up and down on my cock. “Tell me how you’re going to ruin that little brat even harder than you did me!” 

      

    No matter how many times I saw this side of Mom rise to the surface, it never failed to draw a chuckle out of me. Sure, Mckayla was far from ‘daughter of the year’ material, but Mom really seemed to loathe her - to hate her with a kind of intensity I never suspected a mother could harbor for her own daughter. Maybe she saw Mckayla as a kind of rival: a younger, prettier version of herself who existed to remind her that her own co-ed days were over. That would explain why it felt like she always brought my stepsister up as soon as I was balls deep inside of her. 

      

    “I’m going to love watching the look on her face,” I growled, reaching behind Mom and grabbing a big, firm handful of her ass. I used it as leverage to go deeper inside her, watching as my cock parted her tight slit over and over again. Mom’s cunt was softer than silk and tighter than a woman half her age - with such an incredible view I wasn’t going to be able to keep my seed inside my balls for very long. 

      

    “She thinks she’s so innocent,” Mom growled, letting me spread her ass cheeks with my palms. “The first time you hit her with a little bit of that pleasure, I bet she’s going to drop to her knees and beg to make you come. That whore will probably offer you all her holes - even the one she’s been saving for Mr. Right.” Sue arched an eyebrow as if something had just occurred to her. “I want to see you make her suffer, Master.” 

      

    “Suffer?” God, she was so hot. Her walls clenched around me, her big tits swayed in my face, and I could barely contain myself. 

      

    “Really make her beg.” I could tell Mom was concocting elaborate fantasies in her mind, thoughts of making her daughter kneel and submit like something from a bondage film. “I want to see her desperate and shaking. I want to suck your cock so good that you explode all over Mommy’s big tits - then I want you to order her to crawl on her knees and lick it up. She’ll look so disgusted with herself when she gets on all fours and starts lapping at me like an animal. She’ll look like she hates herself so much - but the pleasure when she tastes your cum will make her feel so dirty and so fucking good…” 

      

    “Fuck, I think I’m gonna come!” I buried my head in my Mom’s cleavage, sucking on one of her hard nipples as she bore down as hard as she could on my cock. “I’m gonna come, Mommy, I’m gonna come inside your filthy whore cunt…” 

      

    I grabbed her mind as I reached the edge and pushed it over the brink. The two of us climaxed at the same moment, the muscles of her cunt spasming around my cock as I erupted inside of her, swelling up until I stretched her walls as I filled her channel with my thick, virile load. It felt so good and so wrong all at once, and as I clutched her big tits I lost control of myself. My hips rocked upward of their own accord, milking every drop of pleasure from my cock, and my fingers in her mind started moving of their own volition… 

      

    Suddenly Mom’s cries took on an entirely different timbre. A new kind of pleasure arced through her, making her arch her back and press her gorgeous breasts against my face. I had just a moment to wonder what I had done when the most delicious, sweet tasting milk flooded into my mouth and coated my tongue. 

      

    It was like ambrosia. I felt my eyes roll back in my head as the incredible, sinful taste of my Mother’s breast milk filled me. My cock swelled again and then I was twitching, spurting, grunting as a shocking second orgasm rocked my body. Mom cried out in surprise as she felt more streaks of white-hot come fill her womb, squirting inside of her in time with the milk squirting into my mouth. 

      

    Holy shit that tastes good, I thought, delirious. Any safety or health concerns I might have had from drinking straight from Sue’s tits vanished in an instant. There could be nothing wrong with this - there was nothing more natural in the world than a mother’s milk. My eyes met hers as I continued to suckle at her breast, and the look on her face let me know the two of us had just entered an entirely new level of intimacy. 

      

    “Oh son,” Mom groaned, putting a hand on the back of my head. “That’s right, baby, keep sucking. Suck Mommy dry…” 

      

    I had moved past the level of conscious thought. All I knew was that milk tasted better than anything I’d drank in my entire life, and I wanted more. As I felt the flood drain to a trickle in Mom’s breast, I grabbed the other and squeezed. A thick jet of milk squirted from the nipple, splashing my face and chest as I pulled it into my mouth. Mom giggled, running a finger through it and bringing it to her own lips. 

      

    “I love taking care of you,” she murmured. Even after two orgasms, my cock was still half-erect inside of her. Her hips worked slowly up and down, letting my cock grind against the walls of her sloppy pussy as I drank her milk. “It makes me feel so...maternal. I know I was a terrible Mommy to you, baby, but - I hope I can start making it up to you a little bit now.” 

      

    In response, my hips pistoned upward, shocking her with their ferocity. 

      

    “Yes, Declan,” Mom said, as if she were the one reading thoughts. “You can keep fucking Mommy. You can fuck Mommy all you want. Her cunt is always hot and wet for you...and you can suck on my boobies whenever you get hungry.” She giggled, putting two fingers to her lips like she couldn’t believe what she’d just said. “Is it alright if I call them ‘boobies’, son?” 

      

    Boobies. Tits. Knockers. Funbags. Whatever the most primal, caveman way of describing them was, that’s what I wanted. I nodded eagerly as I sucked, pumping away inside her cunt. I would never have been able to manage it otherwise, but I could feel myself reaching the edge one more time. This climax wasn’t like the others - it was less a pulse-pounding, falling off the world feeling and more a warmth that covered me from head to toe, slipping over me almost before I realized what was happening. 

      

    I shuddered as I came, holding onto Mom’s body tight. I pumped one last sticky load directly into her womb, fucking the seed I’d left inside her all the way into her core. As I came down from the amazing, floaty high, I leaned back and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. It was covered with milk. Mom looked down at me, beaming like she’d just won a Mother of the Year award. 

      

    “Did Mommy make you feel good, baby?” She licked her lips, squeezing her thighs together with aching slowness. “Oh look! You were so impressed with Mommy’s new boobies, you didn’t even notice we got home!” 

      

    She was right. The car had stopped - I could see the house through the window. 

      

    “Mom.” Talking was hard - I just wanted to lie there and bask in the sensations. I felt...well, I felt high as fuck after drinking Mom’s milk - dimly, I wondered what kind of chemicals my deviant brain had commanded Mom to generate in her breast milk. “Mom, you just lactated.” 

      

    “Of course I did, sweetie.” Mom pulled off me, settling her skirt as she reached for the door. “You decided my boobies should make lots of hot, delicious milk, so now they do. I’m so happy I can please you like that - it makes me feel so good to take care of you that way…” 

      

    Holy shit. I had changed Mom’s body. And not something small - I’d kicked a process that normally only occurred during pregnancy into gear, ratcheting it up to the point that I could already see Mom’s tits starting to swell again with milk.  

      

    If I could do a thing like that without even thinking about it - what else could I do? 

      

    I thought about it as we made our way up the driveway and into the house. All the lights were on in the downstairs parlor, but above ground level the only the light was coming from a single upstairs window - that had to be where Mckayla was. 

      

    As we entered the foyer, I sized up the place. It had been so long since I’d walked through my own front door; like Mom’s body it was both intimately familiar and excitingly new. 

      

    “Tell me,” I said, gesturing at Mom, “does Dad still have that fancy rec room downstairs?” 

      

    Her eyes lit up. She knew exactly what I was talking about: a few years ago, Dad had had a whole new addition dug out in our basement. The resulting space was huge, mostly furnished, and contained luxurious bachelor accouterments like a Jacuzzi, a pool table, an open bar and a private bedroom. At the time, he’d made the excuse that whichever kid went to college first could use it as housing whenever they came back home for the holidays, but I knew its purpose was two-fold. Dad needed a place to hold political meetings with important people - meetings that couldn’t be overheard or recorded with ordinary surveillance methods - and second, a place to blow off steam and fuck around on my stepmom. I’d thought of it as the “Mistress’ Suite” before today, but now I was going to take it from him - just like I’d taken his wife, and was about to take his daughter. 

      

    She nodded eagerly. “Oh yes. In fact, he’s added a few things.” 

      

    “Good. I’m going downstairs - I don’t want Kayla to see me just yet. Call her down here, have her come to the rec room.” 

      

    “Of course, Master,” Mom grinned wickedly, her eyes shining with malicious glee. “Kayla!” She put a hand to the side of her mouth and hollered, doing a pitch perfect imitation of the ‘angry Mom’ voice she used when we were teenagers. “Get your ass down here!” 

      

    I started down the steps. I could hear Kayla’s muffled voice from upstairs, asking Mom what was going on as I descended into the basement. I wasn’t worried about whether or not Mom could actually coax her downstairs - if worse came to worse, I could always slip into her mind and plant the suggestion in her head. By this point I was just having fun - there was no way I was going to let Mckayla escape. 

      

    Downstairs was even nicer than I remembered. At some point while I was gone, Dad had replaced the couches with an even fancier leather set - probably to celebrate my coma and incarceration. A shiny new video game console was hooked to a flatscreen TV in one corner. And a quick glance into the downstairs bedroom left me shocked: not only was there a place to sleep down here, there was now a huge, luxurious bathroom with a walk-in shower. 

      

    I went into the bathroom and stepped just behind the door, hiding me from sight. A few moments later, the sound of Mckayla’s feet stomping down the stairs reached my ears - it sounded like she was pissed. 

      

    “What the fuck is going on, Susan?” Mckayla pointedly refused to call her mother ‘Mom’ - a habit I was hoping to break her of soon. “What happened to your clothes? Did something happen to Dad at the rally-” 

      

    “Dad’s fine,” I said, cutting her off. Her face contorted in a whole range of expressions as I stepped out of the light: first shock, of course, then anger - then what I was looking for. That almost-buried thread of need, that hopeful, eager look of a long-sober junkie confronted with her drug of choice. I reached into Mckayla’s mind as easily as thinking about it, sending a little spark of pleasure through her clit just to remind myself how I used to control her. I wasn’t trying to addict her just yet - I was still moving below the level of conscious awareness, just heightening her discomfort as her own pussy betrayed her by getting wet at the sight of me. 

      

    “You!” Mckayla didn’t hesitate for a moment. She reached into the purse she’d brought with her downstairs and pulled out something that shone in the light. My eyes widened as I realized what it was: a tiny, snub-nosed pistol. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. She came prepared. 

      

    In the end, my mischievous nature was what saved me. If I hadn’t already touched Mckayla’s mind, familiarizing myself with her mental levers, she almost certainly would have been able to get a shot off before I could have done anything. Scrutinizing her mind later showed that she had had no hesitation - there were no qualms in her soul over putting a bullet in her own brother. Sober sis thought I was a monster, something to be slayed before I could get my hooks back inside of her. 

      

    As she pulled back the hammer, I sent a mental tendril into her brain and gave her the impression that the metal of the gun had suddenly become white-hot. She yelped loudly and tossed it into a corner, grabbing her hand and staring at it like she was expecting it be injured. 

      

    “Careful with that,” I said, teasing her. “Things like that are dangerous.” 

      

    She stared at her hand, her eyes watering from the phantom pain and the shame of being so easily stopped. “You bastard,” she whimpered, raising her head and meeting my eyes. 

      

    “God, sis - it’s been so long since you called me that. I was honestly starting to miss it.” 

      

    Her cheeks flushed with anger. “How could you do this, Sue? You fucking slut…” 

      

    Mom didn’t look upset at all - her smirk was as wide and knowing as my own. “You’ll understand soon, Kayla. Master is so wonderful - I love serving him with my body…” 

      

    “Fucking gross.” Mckayla made a disgusted face, but with my mental powers I could see her arousal dial itself up a notch. The knowledge that she wanted me, even while she hated me, had my cock straining against the fabric of my slacks. “I don’t want you,” she said evenly, trying to put as much hate as she could into the words. 

      

    “You know something, Sis? I think you do.” 

      

    She shuddered - but at least a little bit of it was from the pleasure. I was letting it trickle into the back of her mind, making her feel as good as I could without her becoming consciously aware of it. It was a fun game to play, like sneaking up on someone and seeing how close you could get to them before they noticed you. 

      

    “You’re a...you’re a monster,” Mckayla growled, her voice thickening with lust. Mom, taking the hint, left her place by her daughter’s side and walked around to me, reaching down and unzipping my pants. My cock sprang free, stiffening in the air conditioning. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip and both girls stared at it, spellbound. 

      

    “I am,” I admitted. “This house made me that way. Now I’m going to take what I want.” 

      

    I nodded at Mom, and she dropped to her knees. Staring up at me, she tugged down the low-cut hem of her shirt until her huge, firm tits popped free. They were constrained tightly by the fabric, pushed up and together as if she were giving a titfuck to an invisible cock. Her fingers gripped my shaft, stroking it hard as she opened her mouth and ran her tongue along the underside of my swollen, spongy head. 

      

    “That’s fucking sick,” Mckayla whimpered - but the heat had gone out of her voice. Her eyes were locked on her mother, watching as she teased my cock with her tongue. “You...you fucking perv…” 

      

    “You know, I haven’t done anything to you yet,” I lied. “Those warm, fuzzy feelings I get coming from between your thighs? Those are all you, slut.” 

      

    “N-no…” Mckayla shook her head, struggling to rise above her body’s urges. “You’re doing this to me. You’re controlling both of us…” 

      

    “Not at all,” I said with a smirk. “And I haven’t done a thing to Mom since we got here. She doesn’t need to be controlled anymore - she understands her place in life perfectly. Why don’t you explain it to her, Mommy?” 

      

    “I’m your whore,” Mom purred, grinning over her shoulder at her daughter. “Your fuck toy. Your bimbo bitch. My mouth, tits, pussy and ass belong to my sexy Master son. I live to make you come - to drink it down, to feel it squirt into my womb as you make another baby inside of me…” 

      

    “Stop!” Mckayla held up a hand, but her cries were weak. I was sapping her energy, her resistance, watching her crumble and give in to her horniness as she watched her mother debase herself before me. “You can’t be fucking serious, Sue! You can’t make a baby with this fucking monster!” 

      

    “Of course I can,” Mom said with a giggle. “I was made to bear Master’s heirs, silly. If I wasn’t, why would I be able to do this?” 

      

    And Mom gave her tit a squeeze, sending a jet of milk streaking across the floor to splash at Mckayla’s feet. 

      

    I watched her, savoring the shock and horror that tingled up her spine at the sight of this new power. I felt it as the knowledge that I’d rewritten her mother’s body hit my sister like a mental slap in the face - and that moment of weakness was exactly what I’d been waiting for. As Mom leaned down and slid the head of my cock between her lips, I reached out and took hold of Mckayla’s mind. I could feel all her emotions as my own, taste the echo of her thoughts as her mind raced. And now I decided to reveal myself to her - to plant the first compulsion since I’d been locked away inside her pretty little head… 

      

    Drink it. 

      

    She was sinking to her knees before her rational mind even knew what she was doing. She hit the carpet, bent over the puddle of milk at her feet, and froze. Her eyes widened in horror as the reality of what she’d been about to do hit her. 

      

    “You fucker,” she mewled, licking her lips. “You’re disgusting. You fucking use people, wring them out and throw them away…” 

      

    “I never threw you away, Sis.” My voice was tight, Mom’s lips gripping my shaft tightly as she bobbed up and down in my lap. I sat down on the edge of the pool table, the velvet upholstery grinding against my ass as Mom went full-throttle in her quest to deepthroat her Master. 

      

    “Yes you did,” she repeated, her eyes glassy with need. 

      

    “No - that was Dad’s doing. He made me abandon both of you. He locked me away in that fucked-up prison. I was never going to let either of you go. You’re my possessions, my harem - you belong to me. Don’t you miss that, Mckayla? Miss it right in your core, in your fucking bones?” 

      

    She shook her head, struggling to resist. The call of the milk in front of her was hypnotic. I kept sending little spikes of the taste to her tongue, making her hungry and horny and needy all at once. 

      

    “You can’t lie to me, Sis. I can see inside your mind. I know you want to give in. I know you’ve been miserable every day since I left. Deep down, all you really want is what I’m giving Mom right now - a beautiful life as my brainless, happy fuckdoll. So do it, Sis - drink the milk. I promise the second it hits your tongue, I’ll give you everything you want.” 

      

    “No!” She bent lower, her face inches away from the milk. All of her muscles strained towards it - it was only by marshalling every ounce of willpower in her head that she could resist. “Never!” 

      

    “You can forget all your troubles,” I said soothingly. “You’ll never have to worry about money, or a job, or your family, or anything ever again. The only things you’ll have room for in that brain will be makeup, fashion and porn. The only thing you’ll have to think about again are looking good for me and coming up with new, exciting ways to fuck your Master.” 

      

    She looked up at me, meeting my eyes. Her tongue darted out of her mouth, coming oh-so-close to the milk. She could smell it, the sweet scent mingling with the feral tang of hers and Mom’s pussies as they boiled over from contact with my alpha male power. 

      

    “I know it’s what you want,” I said seriously. “It’s all you’ve ever really wanted. You’ve been the independent, feminist millennial your entire life - always wanting to do everything on your own. But deep down, what you really fantasize about is having a man take care of you - take care of everything for you. No thinking. No worrying. It’s what you think about when you touch yourself at night. It’s why you feel that stab of disappointment in the back of your mind every time you go on a date. And it’s why you’re going to drink that milk, and remember every naughty thing I put inside your head…” 

      

    “Stop!” 

      

    I froze. Mom had stopped sucking me off, had pulled her flawless lips away from my cock - and was, instead, talking to Mckayla. 

      

    Suddenly my sister straightened up, Mom’s words giving her the mental equivalent of a second wind. She rose to her feet, shaking as she struggled to stay upright. 

      

    “You see that?” Her tone was mocking - a bitter smile spread across her face. “You can’t even control our stupid bimbo mother. How the fuck did you think you could control me? I’m sober now, Declan - you’ll never make me spread my legs for you again. Get out of my mind!” 

      

    “Oh, honey!” Mom stepped forward, smiling with her arms outstretched. “I didn’t mean that!” 

      

    Confusion flickered on Mckayla’s face. Wasn’t she about to win? 

    “I only meant Mommy’s milk has been sitting on that floor a while,” she purred, stepping right into my sister’s comfort zone. “Surely you’d want it straight from the source?” 

      

    Mom grabbed her tit, giving it a squeeze, and Mckayla crumpled. All her resistance fell apart in an instant as she sank to Mom’s chest, planting her face between the warm, soft tits that had nurtured her as a child. A whimper of relief escaped her throat as her lips latched onto Mom’s nipple, sucking greedily at the warm milk within. 

      

    “That’s right, sweetie,” Mom whispered, putting her hand against the back of Mckayla’s head in case she got any last-moment thoughts of trying to escape. “I’ve been such a terrible, wicked Mommy to you - now I’m going to start making it up to you. Drink from my boobies and get strong, just like Declan…” 

      

    I felt the high tear through my sister’s body. Instantly her pussy gushed with juice, dribbling down her thighs as her core boiled over. Pleasure erupted like fireworks in her brain as she rode the hypnotic tide of Mom’s amazing milk, getting high and horny off it all at once. She was primed and ready for me, and I stepped into the breach ready to take what was mine. 

      

    “Let her pull off,” I commanded Mom. Her fingers left the back of her daughter’s head, and Mckayla leaned back, looking dazed. She licked her milk-covered lips, staring at me with new eyes. 

      

    “That’s enough for now,” I told her with a mocking smile. “You’ll get more once you’re willing to call me Master. Come here, Mommy…” 

      

    I led Sue to the pool table while Kayla stared at us, almost comically upset at being denied Mom’s milk. While she watched, I parked Mom’s pert ass on the edge of the table where I’d been sitting and spread her legs. The last few minutes had made me harder than I could ever remember being, and my cock ached for relief. I was going to give my sister a little show, degrade her a little bit more before I made her my whore. 

      

    With one smooth stroke, I buried myself inside of Mom’s cunt to the hilt. It was easy; she was soaking wet for me, her slick walls welcoming me inside of her with a warm embrace. She moaned low in her throat as I bottomed out inside of her, pushing her hips forward to meet me. The tip of my cock grazed her g-spot, causing her to dig her nails into my back and cry out with ragged passion. 

      

    “You see this, Sis?” I wanted her to see - I knew she had no real love for her mother, but the sight of seeing the woman who brought her into the world getting fucked like a cheap whore was sure to overload her brain with shame and arousal. “You see the way she’s taking my dick? Mom’s such a good fuck - she might actually end up being better than you…” 

      

    “Fuck me deep, son!” Mom was getting into it now, enjoying a little twist to the knife. “Pound my pussy, Master! Fuck it feels so good to have you drilling me so hard - you’re like a fucking animal!” 

      

    I could see Mckayla’s eyes filling with the emotion she reached for most instinctively: jealousy. Despite herself, despite everything, she naturally grew envious of Mom whenever she had something up on her - and leaving her standing there horny while I plowed a woman twice her age had to do something to her female ego. 

      

    A few more hard, savage thrusts inside of Mom and I pulled out, groaning with pleasure as the walls of her pussy quivered and clenched around nothing, hungry for more. She’d have plenty soon. 

      

    “Come here,” I grunted, turning around. “Taste your Mommy’s pussy, Mckayla. Suck my dick clean.” 

      

    Her mouth dropped open - but she sank to her knees, unable to resist. She crawled like an animal, ass rising and falling as she stared up at me, biting her lip hard. I could see the last futile pulses of resistance flickering behind her eyes, telling her that this was crazy and I was dangerously insane - but there was nothing she could do now. It was amazing how people could be so easily ruled by their genitals - Mckayla was a slave to her pussy, everything that would have disgusted her turning into pure heat as her clit throbbed. 

      

    My sister’s lips closed on my cock, but before she could ease me into her mouth I grabbed her hair and pulled it into a rough ponytail. She had just enough time to wonder what was going on when I thrust deep inside her throat, fucking her mouth with a roughness she’d never experienced before. Not even when I once controlled her had I ever treated her like this - it was so fucking hot to see her gasping and sputtering around my dick as it slammed into the back of her throat. 

      

    “That’s right, taste it,” I growled. “Good girl. Take it all the way in the back of your throat. I’ve got a present for you…” 

      

    She was struggling, fighting, resisting me by habit more than conscious thought. So I reached into her mind and slammed my mental powers into her pleasure center. She’s waited long enough, I thought. Time to make her serve. Time for her to become my loving slave. 

      

    She stopped fighting. It was like her gag reflex had disappeared: all of a sudden Mckayla couldn’t get enough of my cock, swallowing it like a practiced whore on every stroke. I could feel the reflection of the pleasure exploding in her mind like I was standing in front of an open oven door. It was a kaleidoscope of bliss, a orgasmic fireworks show that would go on as long as I wanted. I’d relearned it with Lila, perfected it with Sue, and now I was bringing it all to bear on my sweet sister. Her body trembled as she climaxed over and over again, shuddering with pleasure as everything except her slender throat and mouth lost control. I could see a puddle forming in the space between her knees as she sucked me, her pussy squirting and dripping with juice as I wrung all the orgasms out of her lithe body. 

      

    I was getting close to coming - and the sight of her was pushing me closer to the edge. I grabbed the back of her head with both hands, fucking her hard enough to bruise. If she hadn’t been riding a tidal wave of bliss, I never would have gotten away with it, but I believe in that moment I could have done anything to her sweet body and she would have kept sucking me. I could have picked up that gun and shot her and her last actions on Earth would be to tease the come from my balls… 

      

    It was that thought that sent me over the peak. I erupted, shooting white-hot ropes of come directly into my sister’s throat. Pleasure washed over me, my knees trembling as she sucked greedily at the head of my cock, teasing more and more spurts of seed from me. At some point I felt Mom behind me, massaging my shoulders and pressing her tits against my back - sandwiched between mother and daughter, I grunted as I shot my load into my sister’s stomach. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, Mckayla ran her tongue all the way down my shaft in a shivering delight, licking her lips as she cleaned me off. “Thank you, Master,” she purred, eyes shining. 

      

    I barely recognized her. Or, rather, only now did I truly recognize her - it was like looking down into the face of an old friend. She was my pleasure junkie again - newly addicted to the mind-melting bliss only my alpha male power could give her. She belonged to me now, a possession - mine. 

      

    I lifted her onto the pool table and spread her legs. It was the most natural thing in the world to sink into her; even moreso to put Mom next to her and compare their two gorgeous pussies. I moved from one cunt to the other, pounding Mckayla hard enough to make her squeal before moving on and savaging Mom’s soaking wet slit. Every time my throbbing cock left their openings, I entered with my mind, filling them with whatever mental suggestions my imagination could come up with: two copies of my cock thrusting inside their cunt and ass, tongues, a massive vibrating dildo, the cock of a dragon I’d seen in a lewd fantasy drawing once, stretching their walls to the breaking point. I can’t remember when exactly I opened them up to each other, letting Sue feel Kayla getting fucked and vice versa - I just know one girl’s orgasm set off the other, cascading into a feedback loop that sent both of them into shuddering, passionate convulsions. 

      

    I watched them for a moment, then plunged inside the sensation. Instantly I came, my cock erupting and spraying all over Mom’s pussy and tummy - holy shit that was amazing! It was beyond multiple orgasms, so good I nearly passed out - how had I created this? 

      

    I passed it back and forth for a bit, barely holding on to my own sense of self as the three of us joined together in pleasure. I lost track of how many muscle spasms tore through my cock, how many bursts of seed sprayed all over my Mother and sister’s bodies until their tits, cunts and faces were glazed with it. I only know that at some point I realized that I needed to pull back or be lost - the flood was too much to bear. Groaning with the knowledge that I was losing out on the sweetest, most perfect pleasure of my life, I drew it down and forced it to dissipate. 

      

    The three of us lay naked on the pool table, nearly comatose. Juice dripped from both women; my come trickled down their bodies, staining Dad’s pool table as they lay in a tangle together. As I came back to myself, a stray thought flickered through my head: I can’t wait to show this to Lila. 

      

    Lila. In all the fun, I’d nearly forgotten her. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” both women said in unison. They’d do everything together now - any resentment or jealousy that had been between them was washed away. They were my creatures now, my playthings - and I always wanted my playthings to get along together. 

      

    “Good girls,” I said, patting them on the ass wearily. “I’m just gonna...gonna lie here for a while.” 

      

    I could have basked in that sensation all day. But I knew eventually I was going to have to get up. I’d taken Dad’s family from him, fucked their minds and bodies in his very house, and I would be lucky if angering him didn’t cause more trouble than escaping from the Facility had. But I knew I would win. My power was stronger than ever, and I was using it in new and exciting ways. 

      

    I finally had my revenge. Now it was time to get Lila back, and close the fucking Facility down once and for all...



   





 

    Part Six



   






 

    Game over, I thought, groaning with pleasure as my cock sprayed jets of thick come all over my true love’s face. The winner, and still champion: Declan! 

      

    Lila shut her eyes tight, teasing the fat, pulsing head of my cock with her tongue as I coated her with sperm. Burst after burst of hot, sweet cream drained from my balls, spraying out in time with my heartbeat as she milked me dry. The pleasure was intense, warm – everything I wanted. I felt like a King. I felt like a God. I felt like the Master: the man entitled to take whatever and whoever he wanted. 

      

    “God, I’m so fucking messy,” Lila purred as I came down from my peak. “You really showed me you love me, Master – do you like how pretty you made me look? Next time you’ll have to shoot all that hot come inside of me...” 

      

    Next time. There would be a next time, and a time after that, and a time after that. Because we didn’t have to run anymore. The Facility, Doctor Klein, my asshole father – they were in my rearview now, rapidly shrinking as my life pulled away from them forever. 

      

    There was only one thing left to do. 

      

    “Why wait?” Growling, I picked up Lila and tossed her on the bed. She gave a little whimper of relief as I climbed on top of her, parting her thighs with my knee. She could feel my cock, already grown back to full-mast, throbbing against the mound of her sex. Her curves felt amazing against me, the sensation of skin-on-skin so intimate and raw. 

      

    “You know I’m always ready for you, Master. I love you!” Lila spread her legs, her cunt dripping with juice. She was so wet that I could slide inside her easily, bury myself inside her walls to the brim – and soon, that’s exactly what I was going to do. 

      

    “I want to breed you,” I grunted. My fingers found her throat, pinning her down – showing her how weak and submissive she was before me. Her inner muscles quivered as I took control, the walls of her cunt clenching as if excited to be ravaged. 

      

    “I’m going to spray right in your womb,” I told her simply. “Then I’m going to make you come so hard that sweet little cervix sucks all of it right into your core, so you get pregnant. I want you swollen with my heirs, Lila – I want you to bear dozens of them for me. I want you to be my Queen, Lila. Can you do that for me? For Master?” 

      

    She looked like I’d just given her everything she’d ever wanted. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she sobbed with pure joy. 

      

    “Yes, Master!” Her hips rose to meet me, desperately trying to get my cock inside of her. “That’s all I want! I want to be yours – your Queen, your whore, I don’t care! Fill me up with your babies, breed me! I want to do that for you so fucking bad!” 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. As the head of my cock pushed past her folds, making her shatter and melt against me as she arched her back, I let my thoughts fall away. There was only her, and me, and the most important task on Earth: fucking a baby inside of Lila’s womb. 

      

    The rest of my world-conquering plan – and my harem – could wait just a little while… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    Somewhere in the pile of discarded clothes my stepmother and sister had left next to our bed, my phone started to vibrate. I rolled over, half-asleep in a tangle of bedsheets, and pushed Mom’s shoulder, grunting. The bed was soaked with sweat and reeked of sex – I had no idea how long it had been since I’d passed out, but the feral musk left behind by the hard fucking I’d given my family wasn’t going to fade any time soon. 

      

    Mom looked around for a moment in confusion, then started digging through the fabric. She came up with it and handed it to my sister Mckayla, who was pressed up against me and in the middle of coaxing my cock to full hardness with her free hand. She sniffed and rolled her eyes, but handed the phone to me. 

      

    Mother-daughter rivalry, I thought with a chuckle. Even when they’re slaves, it never ends… 

      

    Then I got serious when I saw the name on the phone. It was one word, three letters, and I hadn’t seen it on the screen of my incoming call list in over a year. If I’d had my way, I’d never see it again. 

      

    I answered the call, forcing a smile on my face as I held the receiver to my ear. “Hey, Dad,” I said, leaning back against the pillows. “How was the speech?” 

      

    No matter how many times I heard it, the sound of Senator Daniel Wolfe’s voice never failed to send a spike of pure disgust through me. To him, I’d never really been part of the family: I’d been a political prop, the adopted boy he’d brought under his roof to prove his humanitarian credentials to a certain demographic of voters. I was something to trot out for photo ops and puff pieces, nothing more. When I’d discovered that I had telepathic, hypnotic powers shortly after my eighteenth birthday, he’d used his connections to have me locked away in a secret government facility, where I spent nearly a year in an induced coma enduring horrific experiments. I had more reason to hate Daniel Wolfe than I did any man in the world, and hate him I definitely did. 

      

    So what if the first thing I’d done with my powers was fuck his daughter and his wife? I was a horny-ass teenager who didn’t understand the kind of power I was wielding – the first time I’d done it, I didn’t even really understand what I’d been doing. That didn’t give him the right to lock his own adopted son – someone that was supposed to be his own flesh and blood – away in a fucking torture lab. I might have been called a monster a time or two, but from where I was standing, he was the monster. 

      

    “The speech did what it needed to,” he said blandly. “I understand you have Susan and Mckayla with you?” 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said, relishing the words. “I’ve got your family with me, Dad. Guess what we’ve spent the last two hours doing?” 

      

    Daniel was supremely capable when it came to reigning in his emotions and projecting a bland front, but I fancied I could hear him shuddering from the other end of the phone. “I have no desire to hear about your perversions,” he said sternly. “I wanted to talk to you about your future, Declan.” 

      

    Future? I smelled a trap, but I was having too much fun toying with Dad to stop the conversation. 

      

    “What kind of future?” I asked, making my tone as mocking as possible. “Flying cars? Space ships? Friendly robot pets?” 

      

    “I have no time for your jokes,” he said dryly. 

      

    “No, I’m sure you don’t. After all, how long do you have before the press covering the campaign trail notice your two favorite photo-op partners are missing? I’d give it about forty-eight hours before the top news story next to your name is people asking why your family has just disappeared a week before the election. You think that might hurt you just a little bit at the polls, Daniel?” 

      

    There was such a long pause that I started to wonder if he had just hung up. Then he spoke, and I heard something I couldn’t remember ever experiencing from my bland, political father: a genuine emotion. 

      

    “It would, son,” he said, sounding almost sad. “That’s why I wanted to make you an offer.” 

      

    Sounded interesting. And hearing something that made it sound as if my father actually cared for once in his life surprised me enough to keep listening. 

      

    “What kind of offer?” At my feet, Mom and Sis perked up, but I shushed them down – then motioned for Mom to suck me off. She crawled between my legs with a grin, lapping at the spongy head of my hardening cock. Something about talking to the man while his own wife blew me was a total power trip. 

      

    “A sort of prisoner exchange,” he said, dropping back into his bland politician’s speech. “I’ve been speaking with Doctor Klein, the head of the facility which housed you-” 

      

    “Oh yeah? How many of her have you talked to? I think I’ve killed four or five of her so far.” I stifled a groan as Mom went deep, burying my cock down her throat until her lips pressed against my balls. “I wouldn’t trust her, Dad – she’s a weird one.” 

      

    “Be that as it may,” he said, acting as if he hadn’t heard, “Doctor Klein has been very informative. She gave me a full accounting of your time in the Facility and exactly what they believe your powers are capable of...and I was informed that you apparently did not escape alone.” 

      

    My blood turned to ice in my veins. Lila. 

      

    A new voice cut in on the line. It was Doctor Klein. The tone in her voice was just as friendly and conversational as it had been the day we met, when I’d been her prisoner. 

      

    “We have Lila,” she informed me brightly. “She’s been sedated, but we haven’t begun the process of undoing the damage you did to her – yet.” 

      

    “Fuck you,” I spat. “Damage? I saved Lila – fixed her after you bastards turned her completely insane. I’m going to take that out on every last one of you I can find.” 

      

    “Declan?” Dad took the phone. “Son, listen to us. I’m more than willing to make this go away – to make a deal.” 

      

    “Oh yeah? What’s the fucking deal?” 

      

    “You give me back Sue and Mckayla,” he said, as if he were explaining himself to a particularly dim staffer. “In addition, you agree to stop interfering with our affairs. In return, we will release Lila into your custody.” 

      

    I wanted to ask him what had happened to Anna, the gorgeous young stewardess I’d also made part of my harem, but I didn’t want to tip him off. Maybe she got away, I thought. 

      

    “You know it doesn’t matter if I give them back, right?” I was actually trying to keep the venom out of my voice – trying to hear him out. “They’re addicted to me again – total fucking junkies. Even if you put them back through your little deprogramming center, they’re not going to love you...” 

      

    Dad sighed. “I don’t need you to tell me how to deal with my own family,” he said. “Do you agree or not?” 

      

    “You know what’s funny, Dad?” I could hear myself getting upset – hated it, but I couldn’t stop it. “I actually believe you. I totally believe that you’d be fine if I fucked off, gave you back your trophy wife and daughter and never bothered you again. But Doctor Klein won’t agree to that, even if she told you otherwise. The Facility will never stop hunting me.” 

      

    “Son,” Dad said, as calmly as if we were discussing the weather, “if you don’t agree I’m going to put a bullet in your little whore. Are you going to get with the program, or am I going to have to paint the walls with her brains?” 

      

    I gasped. 

      

    “That’s right,” Dad said with relish. “Your old man’s a real bastard. If you want her back, you’re going to have to play by my rules, son.” 

      

    I grit my teeth, biting back the words I really wanted to say. He would kill Lila if I refused, maybe even if I just pissed him off – and I couldn’t let that happen. Not when she’d risked so much to free me, not after what happened between us that magical night in the hotel after we escaped. 

      

    “Alright,” I growled. “Where are we doing this?” 

      

    “Saginaw Beach,” Dad said. “You’re being texted the exact location now. Right on the water. Bring my family, and I’ll bring yours. One hour. If you’re not there by then – she dies.” 

      

    The line clicked and went dead. 

      

    “Master?” Mckayla licked her lips, groaning with need as she watched Mom bob up and down in my lap. “Is everything okay? Can...can I help Mom worship your cock?” 

      

    I thought about it. We had more than enough time – it would only take a few minutes to get to the beach. And while I felt like a little bit of a bastard getting my dick sucked while Lila was in danger, this might be the last time I got to enjoy my Mom and sister’s mouths around me. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, putting the phone down. “I want to watch you two share it.” 

      

    With a giggle, Mckayla sat up and pulled off her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath it, and her tits were perky and firm – the flawless handfuls of a gorgeous college-age cutie. Her nipples stiffened in the cold air as she sank down next to her mother, gazing at my cock as if it were the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. 

      

    “Here.” Mom gripped it tightly by the base, cupping my balls in her palm as she held it out for her daughter. “Taste it, baby. Suck your brother’s cock like a good little whore...” 

      

    A wave of pleasure washed over me as Kayla opened wide and took me into her mouth. She took to it like a natural; there was no hint of a gag reflex as she deepthroated me, her tongue swirling around the base of my cock as her lips pressed into my crotch. 

      

    “Wow,” Sue groaned, using her now-free hand to slide two fingers into her slit. “I thought I was going to have to teach you to suck dick, but you could give me a few pointers.” She grinned up at me, shamelessly frigging her cunt while my sister sucked me off. “Does she feel good, Master? Does it make you hot to have your own sister deepthroating your cock?” 

      

    “Fuck yeah,” I groaned, putting my hand on the back of sis’s head. Her lips were so sweet and tight around me: it was all I could do not to thrust forward and fuck her throat until she gagged around my come. But I let it happen slow; let the pleasure build as Mom and Sis passed my cock back and forth, each trying to outdo the other with their oral skills. 

      

    Finally I felt like I was ready to shoot. “Put it between your lips,” I commanded. “Do everything you can to make it feel as good as possible. I want to erupt right between you...” 

      

    Mom and Sis obediently complied, taking my cock and practically making out with it between them. They moved up and down the shaft, tongues twirling together as they kissed hot and heavy. I could feel two pairs of lips on my dick, two tongues teasing the most sensitive spots on my head and shaft, and it was only a few moments before I felt myself approach the edge and sail right over. I came with a cry, jamming down mentally on my slaves’ pleasure centers and sending them into orgasms of their own as the tip of my cock erupted like a volcano of come. 

      

    Fat white streaks of seed shot like a geyser from the tip, nearly reaching the fucking ceiling as the two girls expertly teased and edged me with the tips of their tongues. It was almost too much to take – my seed started oozing down my shaft, dribbling over my balls like a waterfall as they worked the super-sensitive skin of my cockhead with their tongues. I writhed and moaned, a second orgasm hitting me with a shock that made my balls empty. 

      

    “Good boy,” Mom moaned, finally bringing the entirety of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. The relief was so palpable I nearly came again, a few aftershocks of seed coating her tongue. Meanwhile Sis cleaned my balls, her nose wiggling back and forth over my sack as her naughty tongue licked up every drop of my load. 

      

    When it was over, I lay back against the pillows, feeling like a conquering king. This has been so much fun, I thought, moaning a bit as the two women worked to clean me off with their tongues. I almost don’t want to give these whores back to Dad. 

      

    But there was Lila to think of. Lila, who understood me better than either of these women even though we’d never lived under the same roof – Lila, who’d risked her life on multiple occasions to save mine. What sort of person would I be if I didn’t give up a couple slaves to get her back? 

      

    And after all, I thought, smiling, there’s so many women in the world. Models, actresses, popstars – I can make any of them drop to their knees and beg to ride my cock… 

      

    Once I was clean, I instructed Mom and Sis to get dressed. I was just barely going to make it to the beach on time. I had a girl to save. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    “You know what I love about the ocean?” 

      

    I turned, caught off-guard for the first time since I’d awoken to my powers. Cold air rolled in off the ocean, tasting of salt, and the sand was still warm under my feet from the heat of the day. How had he snuck up on me? 

      

    Dad walked across the sand, dressed in the same suit he’d worn to the rally. He was smiling – one of the few things I’d learned in his house was never to trust when Dad smiled. 

      

    “Nowhere to run,” he said, spreading his arms. And they appeared behind him, as if they’d been hidden under a blanked: six guards carrying rifles, with Doctor Klein in her Facility outfit at their head. 

      

    I glanced up and down the beach, quickly realizing he was right. They’d formed a half-circle around us – the only route of escape was the ocean, and they’d shoot us if we tried to swim. 

      

    “Where’s Lila?” I wasn’t about to be knocked on my ass by a little trick. So maybe Doctor Klein had reverse-engineered my stealth power – that didn’t mean shit. That didn’t mean she had the upper hand. 

      

    “Somewhere safe.” The wind blew the cuffs of Dad’s sleeves, knocking his whole perfect ensemble out of joint. It was probably an effort for him just to risk his expensive shoes walking in the sand. “Somewhere secure.” 

      

    Next to me, Mom and Sis stiffened. “You lied to me,” I said evenly. “You never even let Lila out of the facility, you son of a bitch!” 

      

    “That’s not true,” he said, yelling over the sound of the surf. “She’s in a secure location – not the Facility.” 

      

    I started to laugh, shaking my head. “Is that what Doctor Klein told you? She’s playing you, Dad – she’s been playing you since the beginning. Did she tell you about the clones? Did she tell you that underneath those helmets, all her guards are her?” 

      

    “I don’t know what nonsense your broken mind has caused you to believe,” Dad said, frowning, “but I’m not going to entertain you any longer. Give me my family, Declan.” 

      

    “M-Master?” Mckayla’s voice sounded very small. “Please don’t do this. Please don’t make us go...” 

      

    “He’s awful,” Mom protested. “I’d rather die than spread my legs again for that terrible man!” 

      

    If Dad was affected at all by his family’s total lack of love for him, he didn’t show it. “Enough. You’ve been outplayed, son. Give them to me.” 

      

    I looked back and forth. Nowhere to run, just like he said. I’d run clear out of road. 

      

    “If I let you have them,” I asked, trying to make my voice hard, “will you let me leave this beach alive?” 

      

    “Of course!” He said it so magnanimously that I didn’t even have to reach into his head to see it was a lie. “I meant what I said, Declan. Your little whore is too dangerous to let back out into society, but you can have others. Leave my family alone, and we’ll leave you be.” 

      

    Liar. I knew the second Sue and Mckayla were more than a few feet away from me they’d open fire. Only the risk to them kept Doctor Klein from gunning me down where I stood. 

      

    “We can stand here all night if we have to,” Dad said, almost mockingly. 

      

    “She’s a monster, Dad,” I snapped back, staring right at Doctor Klein. “She hurt me. She’s hurting hundreds of people like Lila who did nothing other than exist. And she’s already started trying to duplicate my powers. Once she gets them, she’ll be unstoppable – she’ll kill you. Don’t you see that?” 

      

    Doctor Klein stepped forward, an offended look on her face. “Enough of this,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I tried to be humane with you, Declan, really I did. Life in the Facility could have been good for you. But now you have to pay the price.” She lifted her rifle. “Give up the girls, or I’ll gun them down myself.” 

      

    Dad gave a start, suddenly angry. “That wasn’t part of the deal,” he said, his voice filling with rage. “They are not to be harmed-” 

      

    “You want to watch them die, Declan?” A wicked smile curled one corner of Doctor Klein’s mouth. “Well, alright. I didn’t know you hated them that much...” 

      

    “Stop!” I raised a hand, and everyone froze. “Go to them,” I commanded. 

      

    “Master, no!” Mckayla looked heartbroken. “Please!” 

      

    “Do it!” My teeth ground together as I made the call. Dimly, I wondered how badly getting shot would hurt. “Go to them, both of you. Your Master commands it.” 

      

    Sniffing and sobbing, the two girls raced across the sand. They didn’t even have time to make it to Dad: almost instantly, the guards and Doctor Klein raised their rifles in unison. 

      

    “Now wait a minute,” Dad said, holding up a hand. “I don’t want my family to see this-” 

      

    “Fire!” Doctor Klein screamed. 

      

    There was an explosion of light and sound. Rifles erupted, firing dozens of bullets in an instant down the beach. The air crackled with explosions as shells rained onto the sand – then blood. 

      

    The guard’s aim was true. Every bullet hit home, severing arteries and impacting brain matter. They were so deep that there was no hope of recovery – all that was left was to bleed out, dying alone on a deserted, sandy beach. 

      

    Dad closed his eyes, holding up a hand to shield his face from the carnage. And when he opened them again, he did not see what he was expecting. 

      

    Mom and Sis were gone. I was still standing. And surrounding us in a semi-circle, Doctor Klein and all her guards lay bleeding in the sand. They’d fired on each other, just as I wanted. 

      

    It only took a moment for him to regain control of his senses. He pulled a massive pistol from the pocket of his suit, aimed it at me, and fired. Then fired again. And again. 

      

    Nothing happened. Nothing at all. 

      

    “What the fuck!?” He dropped the gun, his hand trembling. “What...what are you!? What did you do with my wife and daughter!?” 

      

    “They’re in a secure place,” I said, unable to keep from smirking. “You didn’t hold up your end of the deal, Dad – why would I hold up mine?” 

      

    “You...you little twerp!” Dad dropped to the sand, trying to help Doctor Klein to her feet. “You fucking monster...” 

      

    “I’m not the monster, Dad.” Closing my eyes, I reached into the guards’ dying brains and gave them my final command. “You want to see the real monster?” 

      

    With the last of their strength, the guards pulled off their helmets. Beneath each were identical blonde ponytails – each with the bruised, bloody face of Doctor Klein. 

      

    Dad dropped the Doctor Klein he was holding and jumped backwards. “What...what the hell?” 

      

    “She’s evil, Dad. But don’t worry. I’m going to stop her.” I took a step forward, lips curling in a smile. “Hey. Dad?” 

      

    He was shaking – whether with fear or rage, I couldn’t tell. “What?” 

      

    “You know what my favorite thing about the ocean is?” 

      

    Before he could respond, the bottom half of my body faded away. He gasped – and only then did he realize how thoroughly he’d been tricked. 

      

    “Beachfront housing,” I said with a laugh, winking out. 

      

    Dad was left alone on the sandy, cold beach. He turned and scrutinized the hotels for a long time, trying to find me long after the last Doctor Klein clone had expired, but I’d already gone back inside. As soon as I was back inside the suite, I collapsed onto the carpet. That had taken nearly everything I had – and it had only barely worked. 

      

    I had never been on the beach – neither had Mom or Sis. I’d made them, all eight of them, believe I was there – put my voice in their head, the image of me, making it real. And when the guards had aimed their rifles at my heart, they’d actually been staring down the barrels at each other. It was a virtuoso performance, the most difficult thing I’d ever done with my powers, and I’d just barely pulled it off. 

      

    Dad had to have realized by now that I could have killed him, too. He was probably wondering why I didn’t. But I had a much more fitting fate for him. 

      

    Once I’d recovered somewhat, I went into the bedroom of the suite. Mom and Sis were curled up together on the bed, wearing matching pairs of scintillating, barely-there lingerie. Garter belts and stockings covered their long, luscious legs, and their fuck-me heels were so high and pointed they were good for nothing except being held onto as their wearer was tossed on a bed, fucked hard and bred. I became the center of their attention the moment I walked in the door. 

      

    “How did it go, Master?” 

      

    I nodded. “It was a trap. Just like I thought.” I nodded at the camera I’d set up in front of the bed, the red light blinking atop its tripod. “So it’s time for plan B. You’re both ready for that?” 

      

    Both girls wore identical expressions of lust and devotion. “Yes, Master,” my sister purred. “We can’t wait to show the world how much we love our King.” 

      

    “Perfect. I’m looking forward to it.” I pushed the button on top of the camera and started to undo my pants and shirt. “So girls, why don’t you tell the camera who you are?” 

      

    Mom bit her lip and waved to the unseen viewer. “I’m Susan Wolfe,” she purred, running her hand between the swell of her cleavage. “And this is my daughter Mckayla.” 

      

    “Hi,” Mckayla groaned. Not one to be outdone, she spread her legs for the camera. The outline of her mound showed clearly through the thin fabric - she was so turned on that a wet spot was starting to grow between her thighs, her swollen lips sticking to her panties. “I’m so fucking wet for you, Master…” 

      

    As I watched, growing hard, Mckayla reached between her legs and started to rub her clit through her panties. Her pussy boiled over, the wet spot growing until moisture from her overheated cunt started dribbling down her thigh. Her face and neck flushed as she panted with pleasure, abusing her young girl’s slit like this was something she did for strangers on the internet every day. “Fuck, I love you so much, Master…” 

      

    “And who am I?” I stepped into view, turned sideways so the camera could see my erect cock standing straight from my body. At some point I’d used my own powers to enhance my natural attributes, and the average-sized dick I’d sported before my awakening had swollen to a huge, foot-long rod that made the spot between women’s legs ache with need. Both Mom and Sis certainly couldn’t tear their eyes from it - Mckayla’s rubbing grew faster and more insistent as she watched a bead of precum dribble down my shaft. 

      

    “You’re my son,” Mom said with a smile. “My sexy, naughty son.” 

      

    “You’re the best brother ever,” my sister said, moaning with pleasure. “Please, I want you to fuck me. I need it. I want to get me pregnant, bro!” 

      

    “Me too,” Mom added, spreading her own thighs for the camera. “Although I’m pretty sure I’m pregnant already, Declan - I’ve even got these nice big titties to show off…” 

      

    With a naughty grin at the camera, Mom tugged down one cup of her bra to expose a firm breast and its dark nipple. She squeezed it, her eyes shutting tight as a spike of pleasure shot through her body. A streak of creamy milk dribbled down her taut belly, squirting with enough force that half of it ended up on the bed. 

      

    “You two are so fucking dirty,” I said with a smirk. “Mom, don’t you know I’m your son? You raised me, for God’s sake!” 

      

    I knew that perfectly well - I just wanted to make sure all the people who saw this video knew it. 

      

    “I don’t care,” Mom purred, raising herself onto all fours. “I know I’m your mommy, Declan. I’m also your whore. Your fuck toy - your bimbo slut, a hole for you to fill with that big man’s dick whenever you want. I don’t care if Mckayla’s your sister - to me she’s just another one of your possessions, a tight little hole for you to fuck and breed.” 

      

    “Come here, Kayla,” I said, stepping right next to the bed. My cock stuck out over it, and my sister gratefully crawled over and wrapped her lips around my aching, throbbing shaft. I gasped as she took me all the way to the base, my cock disappearing down her throat while she stared up at me with that perfect submissive porn star look. 

      

    “That’s so fucking good,” I told her, stroking her head. “Good girl.” While she shuddered in the throes of a praise-induced orgasm, I turned to Mom: “What about your husband, Mom? What about the vows you made to him?” 

      

    “I don’t care about him,” Mom said, sounding almost giddy. “I love your cock, Declan. I love it more than my husband. More than my own daughter! My life belongs to you, Master - all my money, my house, you can have all of it. We’re yours, son!” 

      

    “That’s right.” I put my other hand on Mckayla’s head, guiding my cock deep down her throat with long, scintillating thrusts. “Look at the happy Wolfe family. Always putting on a good show for the cameras. Mom, why don’t you take those panties off and get your pussy hot and wet for me? As soon as I’m done fucking Kayla’s mouth, you’re next.” 

      

    I watched Kayla’s ruby-red lips as she worked them up and down my shaft, an expression of absolute pleasure on her face. She looked enthralled, given over to my control, as if sucking on my cock was the only thing she ever wanted to do. As she worked me with her mouth she kept eye contact, but occasionally her eyes rolled back in her head and a burst of pleasure rolled through her body, making her moan and shudder. I thrust my hips forward, burying the head of my cock deep in her throat and making her go even wilder. 

      

    I could feel my balls tingling as they slapped against her chin. She moved faster and faster, building up a thick froth as she sucked me desperately, begging for my load. On the other end of the bed, Mom fingered her dripping pussy, moaning as she watched her own daughter bring me to the brink of orgasm. Then I erupted, the big vein in my cock throbbing as I fired burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down my sister’s throat. 

      

    “Fuck!” I grunted, spreading my own legs to let Mckayla go even deeper as she milked me dry. “That’s right, sis, swallow every fucking drop. Keep fucking sucking me…” 

      

    She did - her body writhed as she rode the throes of her own orgasm, the sensation of my thick load in her throat and the knowledge that she’d made me come causing the reward center of her brain to light up like a Christmas tree. Kayla was riding high on bliss, sucking and swallowing around the head of my cock even after the last few streaks of my come had drained from my balls into her mouth. 

      

    “That’s enough,” I growled. I pulled out, still hard as a girder, and crawled over to mount my Mother. “I want more. I want your cunt, Mommy…” 

      

    “It’s right here, baby!” Mom moved her fingers out of the way, letting me see the pink interior of her walls. “Come take it - it’s all yours!” 

      

    I plunged into her with one smooth stroke, stretching her walls around my shaft as I bottomed out inside of her. Her ass ground into the bed hard, thrusting back on me as I fucked her mercilessly. I reached into her mind and heightened her pleasure, until she was coming on every thrust of my massive, godlike cock. Each time I drove deep into her I could feel her perfect cunt clench around me, fucking me back as the head of my cock grazed her cervix. Despite blowing what felt like the biggest load of my life only a few moments before, I already felt ready to fertilize Mom’s ovaries with a tidal wave of baby-making juice. If she wasn’t pregnant already, I’d make damn sure she was knocked up by the time I was done with her. 

      

    “Yes, Master! Thank you, Master!” Mom’s cries were enthusiastic and loud, no way the rest of our floor couldn’t hear her taking my dick. It didn’t matter: soon the whole world would be watching, seeing exactly what filthy perverts Senator Wolfe’s family were. 

      

    “You like taking your own son’s dick?” I grabbed Mom around the throat, turning her so that she faced the camera. Her face lit up with naughty glee as I made her face whoever would be watching this video. “Tell the world how much you like your own son’s dick, Mom.” 

      

    “I love riding your dick!” Her eyes rolled back in her head and a big smile spread across her face as she spoke, her face showing clearly how much she utterly loved what I was doing to her pussy. “I love being your incestuous whore, Son! It makes me so wet to suck your dick with the same lips that used to kiss you before you went to bed at night…” 

      

    “You never used to kiss me goodnight,” I snarled, pressing her head into the mattress. “I thought you were the party of family values, Mom?” 

      

    “That’s right,” she groaned, nearly cumming all over my cock, “family values.” Mckayla leaned down and kissed her hard, tongues intertwining as I pounded her mother like a cheap whore. “Go make your brother feel good,” Mom said, her voice thick with lust. “Show him how much we love him!” 

      

    A moment later I could feel Kayla behind me, her tits pressing against my back. Her mouth was hot against my ear, her tongue teasing me as she nibbled at my neck. 

      

    “You deserve this, Master,” she said, loud enough for the camera to hear. “You deserve to fuck us whenever you want. You own us, Master - body and soul. We’re yours, your slaves. Your bimbo fuck dolls. Keep fucking Mom, Master - it makes me so fucking wet to watch you control the woman who raised me…” 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” Mom whimpered as she came again, shuddering as a torrent of juice squirted out of her and dribbled down my cock. “Thank you for putting your dick in me. Thank you for fucking me without a condom. Thank you for breeding me…” 

      

    My cock was like a piston inside her, pumping her full over and over again. Between the utterly amazing feeling of her walls around me and the fucking shameless whispers of submission coming from her daughter, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I lost control, pounding Mom hard as I grabbed a handful of her hair for leverage. She raised up off the bed, held up by her hair as I fucked her like a ragdoll. She was my human fleshlight, and if she’d been a real fleshlight there was no way she wouldn’t have ended up broken by how hard I was fucking her… 

      

    I let go and came, the air around me erupting with pleasure. My sister held me oh-so-tight, purring in my ear and encouraging me as I shot more and more come into my mother’s tight, spasming pussy. I stayed between them, pinning one and showing my strength to the other as the sweet nectar of my balls poured out, flooding Mom’s fertile womb and breeding her true. I’d done a proper job of it, a man’s job, and soon the whole world would know that Daniel Wolfe’s wife was carrying his adopted son’s child. His daughter, too, soon enough. 

      

    I left my two slaves basking in their own hypnotic pleasure on the bed, moaning and panting and going skin-to-skin with each other as much as possible. “You shouldn't have locked me away, Daniel,” I growled behind the camera. “You fucked with me, now everything you have is mine.” 

      

    I switched the camera off and opened my laptop. It took less than ten minutes to transfer the file, lightly edit it and post it to the five largest pornography websites on the internet. They’d try to scrub the file, of course, but tactics like that have a way of just making the original clip go even more viral. This video was going to go far and wide - a political scandal with this level of eroticism was destined to be front-page news, Plus, just as a porn film it was pretty fucking hot, if I didn’t mind saying so myself. 

      

    By the time I was finished, Mom and Sis were kneeling on the bed, awaiting my command. “What would you like us to do next, Master?” they asked. 

      

    “Stay here,” I commanded. 

      

    They shared equal looks of disappointment. “Master?” 

      

    “Where I’m going is too dangerous for you,” I told them simply. It was probably too dangerous for me as well, but I didn’t have a choice. “You need to lie low for a while. Use whatever money you’ve got to stay off the radar. I’ll contact you when I’m done.” 

      

    They both looked none-too-happy with this arrangement, but they accepted it. “Yes, Master.” 

      

    My father was done. His career was over, and his family were my eager slaves. I had my revenge - against him at least. But there was one more person who’d hurt me, hurt the ones I love, and what I had planned for them was much harsher than what I’d dished out on Senator Wolfe’s campaign. 

      

    Doctor Klein, I thought, growling. Whatever the hell you are, I’m going to keep killing you until there’s no more fucking clones of you left. I’m going to burn your fucking Facility to the ground… 

      

    They still had Lila - the girl I owed my life to. The woman I wanted to make my Queen. And I wouldn’t be satisfied until I took her back - and destroyed the people who’d hurt us in the first place. 

      

    Stay strong, baby, I thought, reaching out for her mental signature. It was nowhere to be found - but I knew just where she’d be held. I’m coming...



   





 

    Part Seven



   






 

    So this is it, I thought, staring at the squat building in the distance. Where it all began… 

      

    It certainly didn’t look like the location of a secret government research facility; in fact, it barely matched my memories of the place. But then again, last time I’d been here I hadn’t exactly been walking around taking the lay of the place. 

      

    Somewhere in there was Lila, the girl who’d been my cellmate months ago. Without her, I never would have escaped the Facility and it’s devious, evil director Doctor Klein – yet when push came to shove, I’d chosen escape over keeping Lila from falling into her clutches. The fact that she’d begged me to go – had practically pushed me onto the plane before her power to control lightning to secure my escape – none of it got rid of my guilt. Only rescuing her would. 

      

    I’d been staring at the building for a half hour, the big desert sun dropping beneath it over the horizon like a stage curtain, but hadn’t seen anything of note. No cars coming or going, no helicopters...it was like the place was deserted, empty. Maybe it was: maybe my prison break had prompted whoever funded the Facility to move its operations elsewhere for security reasons. Was I going to head down there only to find a “closed for business” sign tacked to the door? 

      

    I’d been waiting long enough. I climbed into the front seat of the sports car and drove the final mile, a huge plume of dust rising behind me. 

      

    The gate was open. 

      

    “Now ain’t that something,” I chuckled, slowing down as I entered what passed for a parking lot. The Facility was a small, flat block of buildings clustered around a slightly-taller central structure: it looked like nothing so much as a cheap, terrible apartment complex. I knew it was all a front, that the real action was many floors underground where the real Facility lay. 

      

    Still, the fact that there was absolutely nothing going on topside unnerved me. Steeling myself for a trap, I closed my eyes and pushed outward, sending a pulse of mental energy out on all sides. I’d done something similar the first time I’d woken up in one of Doctor Klein’s cells, and it allowed me to sense Lila and speak to her for the first time. I only hoped it would let me speak to her now. 

      

    I frowned. There was nothing. Had they really packed up and left town? Was I just chasing ghosts? 

      

    The feeling of being completely alone failed to fade as I parked the car, found the elevator down and felt the gentle tug as it made its way downwards. I watched the glowing light showing the current floor work its way down and thought of every bad sci-fi horror movie I’d ever seen. How many times did someone who went exploring the abandoned, secret government lab make it out alive? 

      

    The elevator stopped with a small thud; the doors opened onto darkness. The air smelled fresh and clean, so the air conditioners were still working, but there wasn’t a single bit of illumination outside of my little elevator. 

      

    “Last one out, shut off the lights,” I grumbled, stepping out of the box. “Maybe I can find a flashlight or something-” 

      

    The hallway lights all cut on at once, shocking me with their brightness. And suddenly I was no longer alone. 

      

    They stood around me in a semicircle, weapons at the ready. They obviously knew it was me – this time there was no pretext at hiding their identities. None of them were wearing helmets – all of them had the fresh face, blonde hair and haughty expressions of Doctor Klein. 

      

    “Welcome back, Declan.” Two of the Doctor Klein’s dressed in tactical gear stepped aside to admit one wearing her customary lab coat and skirt. She looked exactly the way she did the first time she walked into my cell. “Honestly, if I had known you’d have walked back into the Facility of your own accord, I wouldn’t have wasted so much time chasing you.” 

      

    Where’s Lila? Is what I wanted to say. Instead, what came out of my mouth was more insulting. 

      

    “Where is everybody, Doc?” As I spoke, I reached out gently to graze their minds, satisfying myself that they were there and accessible. “I thought you were going to add a more ‘humane’ touch to the place. Did your pet project get shut down?” 

      

    Doctor Klein – the version of her I assumed from her dress to be the leader, anyway – shook her head, laughing sadly. 

      

    “You haven’t changed a bit, have you, Declan? You still can’t see the nose in front of your face.” She turned abruptly and motioned for one of the guards to start walking. “Come with us,” she said. 

      

    “I’m not going anywhere with you.” I pulled in so much of my power that I could feel the air vibrating between us. With a thought, I could have Doctor Klein and all of her guards hunched over in pain, faces contorting in an agony unlike any they’d ever known. They’d have to tell me where Lila was – they’d have no choice… 

      

    “Yes, I know, you could easily destroy us all.” Doctor Klein scoffed, as if it were impolite of me to even be considering such a thing. “Do please come with me, Declan – if you don’t like what I have to say, you can destroy me when I’m done. Deal?” 

      

    “I...guess so,” I finally said. I really had nothing to lose here. “On one condition.” 

      

    “Name it.” 

      

    Tell me where Lila is, I thought again, but instead what came out was: “I’m not a fan of having guns pointed at my face.” 

      

    Doctor Klein looked at the rifles as if she’d forgotten them. “Oh, of course. Drop your weapons, girls.” 

      

    Four sets of rifles clattered to the ground. 

      

    “Now, are you coming?” Doctor Klein arched an eyebrow. “Don’t be stupid – I promise it will be worth it.” 

      

    With a shrug, I followed her. As we made our way through the halls of the abandoned Facility, I couldn’t help but notice the way her ass swayed seductively in her too-short skirt. The fabric clung to the curve of her hips like a second skin, showing a flash of dark silk panties every few steps. 

      

    Fuck, she looked good. Despite everything, I felt my cock swelling to life in my pants. And was that a little bit of reflected excitement I felt in the guards around me, a little quickening of their heartbeats? A little quiver in their step as they noticed the bulge in my pants. It hadn’t been that long ago that I’d turned Doctor Klein into my personal sex toy, bending her will to serve my own while I fucked her on top of the desk in her own office. Did these versions of her remember that? 

      

    It was all very confusing when you were dealing with clones. 

      

    Doctor Klein, however, did not lead me back to that office. Instead, we took a trip downward, where the walls hummed with the energy of some unseen reactor. 

      

    “Are the cells down here empty?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant. “They didn’t leave anyone behind, did they?” 

      

    “Who is this ‘they’?” Doctor Klein didn’t break stride, but I saw an identical little smirk on the faces of her clones. 

      

    “Whoever runs this place.” 

      

    “And who,” she began, turning around and walking backwards like it was just as natural as going forwards, “do you think that is, Declan?” 

      

    I found myself at a loss for words for a moment. “How are you doing that?” 

      

    She took the corner like she had it memorized, not even flinching as she passed an inch away from bruising her ass on the wall. “Humor me, Declan. How do you think?” 

      

    My eyes flashed from her to her clones. Realization flooded me. “You can see,” I said, nodding slightly. “What they see. You’re all connected somehow.” 

      

    “Exactly. And you thought we were just clones.” The whole procession stopped for a moment as Doctor Klein leaned in close. “When one of us catches you checking out my ass, we all take it as a compliment.” A girlish little giggle escaped her lips. “We all have the same ass, after all.” 

      

    She was so close I could feel the heat rolling off her skin. Suddenly her whole group seemed to be really, really close – close enough that I could reach out and do whatever I wanted with them. It was almost like she was inviting me to. And if all of them felt anything I did to her… 

      

    I cleared my throat. “Where is Lila?” I asked firmly. 

      

    Doctor Klein rolled her eyes. “Of course. Come on, I’ll show you your precious little cunt.” 

      

    There was no more talking the rest of the way, as if she’d grown bored of me. Her entourage led me into the lowest level of the Facility, then down a series of dizzying corridors. No matter where we went, the place was lit up but abandoned. Finally we reached a door with a keypad, and Doctor Klein typed in a long string of numbers too fast for me to catch. 

      

    “Here we are,” she said, shrugging her shoulders as the doors slid open. “Prisoner D-5301...” 

      

    There she was. There was something weird about this room, but in that first instant, all I could see was her. Lila, the girl who’d saved me, lying motionless on a gurney like some sort of princess from a fairytale. She was so close I could almost reach out and touch her, and nothing was going to stop me from claiming her. 

      

    Then I saw the other bed. 

      

    It dominated the center of the room. Plush, large enough for a dozen or more people, it looked like it had been the site of a very large party at some point in the recent past. There were bottles of wine stacked along one end of the room, most of them empty. The whole place smelled so strongly of sex that I felt my body naturally responding, my cock throbbing as I thought of all the cunts that had been lined up in this room. 

      

    Then it hit me that there had probably only been one. Along with a bunch of her copies. 

      

    I took a step forward. “Wait, Declan, let me explain,” Doctor Klein called from behind me. I didn’t listen. I had total tunnel vision, all I could see was Lila… 

      

    “Declan, stop!” 

      

    I froze, And turned around. Because that was Lila’s voice. 

      

    Where Doctor Klein had been standing only a moment ago, there was Lila. Lila exactly as she’d been the night we spent in the hotel after we escaped, the tight leather jeans and halter top she’d bought clinging to her curves like they’d been painted on. She was so real, so perfect, that my heart jumped in my chest. 

      

    “Thank you so much, Master,” she purred, a sob entering her voice as she stepped forward. Her hands rested on my chest, and they were her hands. 

      

    How was this possible? 

      

    “I knew you’d never give up, baby,” she said, biting her lip and beaming with pride. “I knew you’d rescue me – my Prince Charming. I love you so much, Master...” 

      

    I blinked. And in an instant, it was no longer Lila holding me. 

      

    My stepmother Susan grinned at me, wearing nothing but a set of garters and jet black fuck-me heels. A thin trail of milk leaked from one of her nipples, like she was so turned on she couldn’t stop it. 

      

    “Mommy’s here,” she cooed, so exactly like the woman I’d broken and made mine that it sent a shiver down my spine. “Mommy’s here, and she’s going to take such good care of her little boy. Why don’t you bent Mommy over this nice bed and fuck her from behind until she’s squirted so much milk all over the sheets that they’re dripping with it-” 

      

    I blinked again, and it was my sister. 

      

    “Wow, bro – look at this place!” Mckayla’s naughty smile was pitch perfect. “I bet we could shoot a real movie here. Something with a torrid incestuous relationship between siblings...” 

      

    Blink. She was my favorite actress. Blink. She was the girl I had a crush on in tenth-grade, the one I’d fantasized about taking to prom and fucking in the back of my car. 

      

    Blink. 

      

    Doctor Klein stood in front of me again – but she was different this time. Her hair was shorter, her face wasn’t made up, and her clothes were the same awful rags they’d made us all wear in the Facility. I took a step backwards, steeling myself against whatever this new form might bring. 

      

    “Did you enjoy the show? This is the grand finale.” Her voice didn’t sound as bright or cheerful anymore – I felt like I was really hearing the real Doctor Klein. “Have you figured it out yet?” 

      

    “Who...” I took another involuntary step backward and almost fell onto the bed. “Who are you?” 

      

    A sad smile flickered across her face. “Prisoner D-1842 at your service. Not that there’s much of a classification system left – or a Facility.” She sighed, glancing past me at Lila on the table. “She’s a beauty, isn’t she?” 

      

    “I...I don’t understand.” Fury welled up in me. “You’re lying! You’d do anything to destroy me, even pretending to be one of us! You’re not a prisoner – you run this fucking place!” 

      

    “I’m not pretending,” she said gravely. “I run it now, but I came in through the same door as you, Declan. My parents weren’t politicians, but they still were more than happy to let the government take away the strange girl they couldn’t control.” 

      

    “Bull shit.” I wasn’t interested in hearing whatever self-serving story Doctor Klein was going to lay on me. I had to get Lila out of here. 

      

    “We all have our powers, Declan. Your girlfriend had lightning, you’ve got minds – I’ve got bodies. I can take them, mold them the same way you do to people’s psyches. You can make them love you, I can make them into me. Kind of fucked up, when you think about it.” 

      

    For a moment, I was stunned out of my thoughts. “You...make more of you?” 

      

    “I had a sister once, you know that?” Tears dribbled down Doctor Klein’s cheeks – and looking around, I saw them on the eyes of all her guards as well. “I didn’t know what I was doing, any more than you did. I didn’t understand my powers. You turned those closest to you into your slaves without meaning to, while I turned the person I loved the most into a carbon copy of myself!” As she sobbed, one of the guards stepped forward and put her hand on her shoulder, commiserating. 

      

    “I keep her close to me always,” Doctor Klein whimpered. 

      

    My eyes widened. “She’s…?” 

      

    “The first clone.” Doctor Klein stroked her clone’s cheek, wiping away her own tear. “And I’m the first me. At least, I think I am, and how would I really know the difference?” 

      

    “How did you get out?” I took a half-step around the edge of the bed, trying to get myself close enough to leap over it. If I could keep her talking, I might have a chance to get out of this. 

      

    “Drugs didn’t work any better on me than they did you,” she said with a harsh little laugh. “I turned my guards into me, then they started going after the administrators. It was like some dumb marketing strategy: everyone tells two of their friends! Only...” A guilty little smile flickered across her face. “By the time they brought you in, I had the run of the place. We were alone, just you and I.” 

      

    Halfway through another slinking step, I froze. The full impact of her words just hit me. “And Lila,” I added. 

      

    She shook her head, fresh tears brimming as she stepped forward. “Declan, baby, you don’t understand...” 

      

    “And Lila! She was here, just like you and me!” Several things Doctor Klein had said hit me in a rush – that Lila ‘had’ lightning powers, past-tense. That she kept those she cared the most about closest to her. I remembered that she’d been able to find Lila and I no matter how far we ran, and that I’d only truly known freedom since we separated… 

      

    “No.” I felt all the blood run out of my face. Ice settled in the pit of my stomach. It was like I’d been punched in the gut. “You’re lying. She was here...” 

      

    “Declan,” Doctor Klein said, shaking her head as she sobbed. “Master...” 

      

    I was dizzy. I was going to pass out. This wasn’t happening. Lila was right there, right there! 

      

    “...she was the very first prisoner I consumed.” 

      

    “NO!” I flailed out in all directions, sending a shock of pure pain to everything around me. Doctor Klein sank to her knees, gasping in agony as her clones writhed, clutching at their chests. On the gurney, Lila twitched and grunted in whatever coma she’d been put into. Only when I saw foam coming out of the corner of her mouth did I snap to my senses and stop. 

      

    “You’re not her! You can’t be her! You’re a monster!” I pointed at Doctor Klein, focusing my power into her brain, forcing her to her feet. She stood on her tiptoes, shivering with pain as I nearly lifted her off the ground with the force of my anger. 

      

    “I am,” she sputtered, eyes rolling in her head. “I’m so sorry, Master...” 

      

    “Why? Why did you do it!?” I was beyond anger now – this was something primal. I’d been wronged by Doctor Klein on a deep, instinctive level – I wanted to make her pay. 

      

    “At first I wanted to hurt you,” she wheezed, struggling in my grip. “I was so angry when you took control of me in the Facility. I wanted to follow you and wreck your shit. But that night in the hotel...” 

      

    “Don’t talk about that.” I was quiet, and that was more dangerous than yelling. I bored a hole into her with my gaze. “Don’t ever fucking talk to me about that...” 

      

    “That night, I fell in love with you,” she said, a look of pure devotion coming over her face. “I wanted so badly to bring you back to the Facility. To explain everything...” 

      

    “Liar!” I sent a harsh slap through the connection between us. All of Doctor Klein’s clones reacted as if struck as one; on the gurney, Lila remained still. 

      

    “It’s the truth,” she whimpered, writhing in my grip. “I love you, Master. You’re so wonderful: just being around you is so amazing. I think it’s what Heaven must feel like – just lying around, basking in your glow, worshiping you with my body...” 

      

    I looked at her like she’d gone completely insane. 

      

    “You’re nuts,” I finally said. “I could never love you.” 

      

    “Oh, Master.” Doctor Klein cocked her head, giving me the same look my stepmother used to give me I’d gotten a little out of hand, but not enough to make her mad. “I know you’re upset. But once you think about it, you’ll see. I am Lila, she’s inside me – and so is everyone else. We can be everything you’ve ever wanted, Declan!” 

      

    Before I could speak, the guards around me began to change. One of them was Lila, exactly as she’d been the night we fell in love – another was my stepmother. A guard passed her hand in front of her face, and when it fell away my sister Mckayla stood grinning at me. All of them were dressed in tight, form-fitting lingerie that showed off their tits and ass flawlessly. It would have taken hours in the real world to get them looking so perfect and fuckable: Doctor Klein could do it in seconds. 

      

    “You want a harem,” she purred. Unlike her clones, she hadn’t altered herself – not yet, anyway. “A whole mansion full of girls, with no thought in their pretty little heads outside of serving you. A girl for every purpose: a blowjob slave with soft, puffy lips.” She touched my sister’s face and her lips puffed out, becoming perfect, bee-stung pillows any model would have killed for. “A whore just for proving you milk.” At her touch, Mom’s tits swelled up even more, milk leaking from the nipples to soak her bra as she gasped. 

      

    “What are you doing?” 

      

    “Making them better,” Doctor Klein cooed. Her voice was filled with heat, feverish, the whisper of a lover in the middle of a good, hard fuck. “Making them perfect for you, Master. Just the way you deserve.” 

      

    She reached for Lila, but I grabbed her hand before she could touch her. 

      

    “Not her,” I growled. “She’s already perfect.” 

      

    “Oh, I know!” Doctor Klein pulled her hand away, her eyes flashing as she devoured Lila’s body with her hungry gaze. “She’s the most important slave of all: the one you fuck and breed, the one you spray your unprotected load into over and over until she’s swollen with your heirs.” 

      

    I shook my head. The anger, so visceral and raw moments ago, was starting to fade. The whole thing had taken on a drugged, dreamlike quality, like I couldn’t believe it was truly happening. 

      

    “And you?” I asked, trying not to laugh. “What’s your place in all this, Doctor? You think I’ll welcome you in with open arms, tell you I’ve secretly loved you all along?” 

      

    She shook her head slowly, her grin growing even wider. “Oh no, Master. Of course not. I have a very special role...” 

      

    She held up her hands – and then she was amazing. 

      

    Black latex covered her body from her neck to her feet, clinging like a second skin to her curves. It fit her body so tightly that it was like she was naked – the material stretched over the soft flesh of her mound, caressing her tits as it supported them. There was a gag hanging loosely from her neck – she held it up for my inspection, turning in a circle to let me see the way the latex practically made love to her ass. 

      

    “You hate me,” she whispered. “Just as you’re supposed to. I’m the girl you hurt, Master – your painslut. All those nasty things you want to do sometimes, those dark fantasies you wouldn’t dare share with Lila – you can take them all out on me.” 

      

    She was offering me revenge. She was offering me vengeance. And yet if I took it, wouldn’t she be the one who really won? 

      

    I put my hand around her throat, nearly lifting her off the ground. “I should kill you,” I grunted. 

      

    “You can kill me if you want,” she said, nodding eagerly. “I have so many clones – too many, really. Squeeze the life right out of me, Master. Stab me, shoot me, beat my body to death – anything you want. I love it – I’ll come my brains out while you hurt me. It makes me so wet to think about you killing me over and over again.” She leaned into my palm, desperate for more. “Harder, Master. Choke the life right out of me!” 

      

    In an instant, all the fury that had faded leapt right back into my fingertips. I should have been concerned about how easily my emotions were being manipulated, but I hadn’t thought that far ahead – and really, I could barely think at all. My other hand joined my first, my grip tightening on Doctor Klein’s throat until her face started to darken. 

      

    “Kill you,” I groaned. My cock throbbing in my pants. “Kill you, you bitch...” 

      

    I felt someone fumbling at my belt and looked down. It was Mckayla, licking her lips as she pulled my cock out of my pants. 

      

    “Don’t mind me, bro,” she giggled, winking. “I know you’re going to come buckets when you kill this whore, and I want to drink every fucking drop...” 

      

    Her mouth closed on my cock, taking me all the way to the base in one motion. Pleasure infiltrated my body as I squeezed tighter, choking the life right out of Doctor Klein. God that felt good! It felt good to hurt her, to make her pay for robbing me of my revenge. I wanted to kill her for taking away my true love, for ruining my life… 

      

    “That’s it.” That was Mom, purring at my ear. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back, leaving warm milk stains on the fabric of my shirt. “Keep going, baby. Make that awful bitch die. See what funny colors she’s turning – she’s not even fighting you!” 

      

    She wasn’t. And that, unlike anything else, snapped me out of my trance. Even at their most suicidal, people still struggled to escape when they were drowning or hanging – it was simple animal reflex. The fact that she wasn’t even twitching meant something, something I could just barely grasp in the middle of my fog… 

      

    I relaxed my grip on Doctor Klein’s throat. And a very strange thing happened – nothing. No gasping, no wheezing, just comfortably resting against my palms. 

      

    The lights are on, but no one’s home, I thought. If she wasn’t in her own body, that meant- 

      

    Hands gripped me. Suddenly I couldn’t move. 

      

    “You idiot.” I heard Doctor Klein’s voice in my ear as the arms gripped tighter. Strangely, my sister didn’t stop sucking me off – if anything, her mouth got faster and more excited. It was so wrong to feel this amazing while I was being captured. 

      

    “You didn’t even ask yourself how I hid from you.” The voice was sneering with triumph. “I copied your stealth trick, and you didn’t even think anything was wrong.” 

      

    “What...uhh...what are you doing?” 

      

    “I had really hoped you’d fall for everything,” she said with a petulant little whimper. “I was looking forward to fucking you one last time before I finished the job, Declan. One tearful reunion where your poured out your soul and really gave it all you had with fucking me senseless. I’ll just have to settle for a blowjob.” 

      

    I tried to speak, but Mckayla’s tongue swirled around the sensitive head of my cock and my legs nearly gave way. Good lord that girl knew how to treat a dick. It felt so good I almost wanted to let whatever evil Doctor Klein was about to do happen. 

      

    “What are you doing to me? Stop!” 

      

    “Oh, I don’t think you want me to stop.” At least three clones held me now, keeping me in place while Mckayla did her work. “I think you’re liking that wet little mouth working its way up and down your shaft, Declan. I think it’s not going to be long before you can’t hold back and shoot all that hot white come in your sister’s mouth. Why don’t you do it right now, Declan? Wouldn’t that feel good?” 

      

    “Why are you so eager to suck me off, Doctor?” I struggled in their grip, trying to break free. Easy enough, I thought, pushing out mentally. Here comes the pain… 

      

    My power wasn’t there. 

      

    “’Right now, you’re trying to access your powers and finding they’re not there’,” she recited, using the same tone as she had on our very first meeting. “Except this time, I mean it. I’m stealing your powers, Declan. I copied your stealth ability back at the airport, and now I won’t be satisfied until I have everything: and you have nothing. As you come, as you lose control, I’ll reach into your mind like you’ve reached into hundreds of peoples’ and take control.” 

      

    “You fucker!” I tried to push outward, grabbing at my powers, but it was the mental equivalent of flailing against a concrete wall. 

      

    Mckayla looked up from her knees, staring up at me lovingly. “Come on, bro,” she begged, stroking my cock. “Please come for me. I wanna taste my brother’s come in the back of my throat!” 

      

    “Maybe you need some of Mommy’s milk?” Susan’s voice came from behind me, and I felt the warmth of her breasts on my shoulders. “Mommy’s so wet for you, Declan. Finish blowing a wad in your bratty sister’s mouth so Mommy can spread her legs and make you a man...” 

      

    I wasn’t going to be able to hold back much longer. Already I could feel the familiar tingle starting in my balls, rushing inch my inch up my shaft as it started to twitch and swell. I was going to shoot, and then I’d be finished. 

      

    “It won’t be that bad, Declan,” Doctor Klein purred in her real voice. “You won’t have any powers, sure, but you got revenge against your family. Except I guess that means you won’t have anyone left to go to. Oops!” 

      

    Her teasing words let me force the pleasure back down for a few more seconds. But almost instantly, it started to rise again. The sucking around the head of my cock intensified, Mckayla’s naughty tongue sliding down my shaft and lapping at my balls as she worked. I was starting to see stars, the world going as white as the load I was getting ready to blow down my sister’s throat. 

      

    “Come for me,” Doctor Klein whispered, her voice sex and smoke. “Come for me, Declan. Show me what a man you are!” 

      

    I put my hand on the back of my sister’s head and thrust deep inside her throat, unable to control myself. There was a bright light, and the smell of something burning… 

      

    Then everything stopped making sense for a bit. 

      

    I felt cold concrete against my cheek. The air above me crackled with heat; my cock pulsed against my thigh, the load my sister had been so desperate to taste squirting out of me in bursts across the floor. I felt so good, and I felt so terrified, and when I looked up I started to wonder if Doctor Klein hadn’t killed me. 

      

    There was a Valkyrie standing in the middle of the room. There was no other way to describe it. A crown of pure light surrounded her like a halo, darting back and forth through the room as it struck Doctor Klein and her clones. There was a howl like the world splitting apart, and it took me a few moments to realize it was coming from her. She grabbed a clone, incinerating it in an instant as lightning devoured its body, burning it out from the inside. 

      

    I got to my feet just as the sprinkler system cut on. In moments the floor was wet with water and blood – the lightning surrounding the woman in the middle of the room winked off as quickly as someone flipping a switch, and I could see her for the first time. 

      

    It was Lila. 

      

    “Son of a bitch!” she screamed, kicking a wounded Klein-clone into the corner. “The whole room is wet – I can’t do anything without hurting you, Master!” 

      

    It was Lila. She was here. And I couldn’t do a thing. 

      

    “We...we’ve got to get out of here,” I finally managed. “Get the fuck away from her...” 

      

    “You go,” she said quickly. “The sprinklers are only on a floor-by-floor basis. Once you’re in the elevator, I can electrify the whole place-” 

      

    “No!” I yelled, too loud. She snapped at attention as if struck. “Not again. Not this time. I’m not leaving you.” 

      

    The smile I knew so well curled at one side of her mouth, and any doubt that she was the genuine article vanished. This was her, alright. 

      

    “If you insist, Master,” she said with a cute little shrug. She took my hand. “Let’s go-” 

      

    Both of us froze. Not because we wanted to; because we suddenly had to. Lila’s eyes widened – then her expression went glazed as her eyes rolled back in her head. I’d seen that expression on her face, seen the way her cheeks flushed as she arched her back and moaned enough times to know what was going on – my girlfriend was coming her brains out. 

      

    A moment later, the pleasure hit me too, and all I could think about was how blissfully good it felt. 

      

    I have no idea how long it went on, but it stopped as quickly as it had started. When my vision cleared, Doctor Klein stood in the center of the room, laughing. The sprinklers had cut off, but her clothes had been molded right back to dryness. 

      

    “You’re not going anywhere,” she cackled, rubbing her hands together. “Either of you. Oh, this is really amazing. I can see inside your heads...” 

      

    Oh shit. I reached for my powers, dreading what I was going to find, and groaned as I grabbed at nothing. 

      

    Lila looked poleaxed. “Master, what…?” 

      

    Both of us doubled over in pain at the same moment. I fell to my knees on the concrete, the pain of slamming them nothing compared to what was exploding in my head. I heard Lila sobbing with agony and fear, her body vibrating as she struggled to rise above it. Neither of us were successful. 

      

    “Pleasure, pain...good, good, yes!” Doctor Klein snipped whatever connection was causing us pain as easily as she’d done to the one that made us climax. “I don’t know why you needed to spend a whole night practicing on that cunt to relearn your powers, Declan – they seem pretty simple to me!” 

      

    “You stole them,” I managed. My mouth felt like it had spent the last six hours getting slapped. “You stole my powers.” 

      

    “Oh, and what powers!” Doctor Klein sent a shiver of emotions through us – rage, fear, lust, disgust – all in a matter of seconds. “Everything you do, everything you think – I can control it all!” 

      

    “No!” Lila’s face went white with shock. “She...she can’t do that, Master, can she?” 

      

    Doctor Klein’s grin let her know that not only could she, she had. “You two,” she purred, sounding almost contrite in victory, “will be the first slaves of my new harem. You’re both already so acquainted with these powers, I think you’ll get used to them nicely. Declan, I think I will get that final fuck after all...” 

      

    Our feet moved of their own accord, making us walk to her. Our new Mistress. Our new Queen. Every step, I put my entire will behind an attempt to stop, but it was useless. She’d won. We were hers. 

      

    “Wait,” Doctor Klein suddenly said, a little laugh escaping her lips. “Why do I even need you?” 

      

    She scrunched up her shoulders – and then she came. Her back bent nearly double as a titanic wave of pleasure washed over her body, making her twitch and writhe with pure bliss. She cried out, breasts heaving as an orgasm stronger than anything she’d ever known coursed through her. Lila and I felt its reflection through the connection – it made me feel good, but didn’t overwhelm me. 

      

    “Oh fuck. That feels amaaaaaazing,” Doctor Klein grunted. “Fuck me that’s better than any man I’ve ever had...” 

      

    A second orgasm, stronger than the first rocked her body like an explosion. For a moment I couldn’t think, could only stand there while my cock spurt more hot liquid on the floor in a puddle. 

      

    “And that was better than any woman I’ve ever been with!” she said, laughing gleefully. “Fuck, I think I can do even better...” 

      

    This time I nearly passed out. When I came to, Lila and I were on the ground before a constantly-orgasmic Doctor Klein. The good doctor was standing perfectly straight, every muscle in her body drawing taut as she pushed her way into her own pleasure center and lit the place up like the Fourth of July. 

      

    “Yes! Yes! YESSSSSSS!” Her cries of ecstasy echoed off the walls, loud enough to fill the entire Facility. “Fuck yes, ohmigawd this is Heaven! This is better than anything! Fuck, why would you need anything else...” 

      

    She made herself come again and again, pushing the pleasure even higher. Doctor Klein shot right past multiple orgasms and went higher, into a state of being nearly impossible for normal humans to reach. I felt it as pure pleasure, like standing in front of an open oven full of flaming orgasms, and Lila and I basked in it even as we tried to run away. 

      

    “Yes! Yes! Oh, I can’t stop! Why can’t I stop? It feels so good...I don’t want to stop! More! More!” 

      

    “You better be careful,” I muttered, just barely able to control my lips. “Too much of this shit is addicting.” But she couldn’t hear me. 

      

    Suddenly my straining paid off. I could move my legs, my hands, just a tiny bit. As Doctor Klein completely lost control, she lost her hold on Lila and I. 

      

    “Oh fuck fuck fuck!” She spread her legs wide, her clit throbbing as orgasm after orgasm infiltrated her body. Her cups overflowed with juice, milk spilling down her top in time with her heartbeat. The entire room filled with light, like a doorway being opened to the center of the sun. 

      

    Lila’s hand grabbed my shoulder. “Run!” she screamed. “We have to get out!” 

      

    Walking was like trying to wade through marmalade, but somehow, together, we made progress. We stumbled into the elevator as the pleasure behind us drew tighter, pushed to ever-more addictive heights by Doctor Klein’s feedback loop. 

      

    I could hear her climaxing even with the elevator door closed. We could hear her cries of passion, in the air and in our heads, the whole way out of the Facility. A few moments after we crossed the threshold, the ground began to shake. 

      

    “Master! Quick!” Lila grabbed my hand and tugged, jumping free just in time. The ground opened up, the buildings that made up the Facility’s false front tilting until they snapped and fell into the widening pit. The earth opened up in a mammoth sinkhole, sucking the remains of the Facility down into it, and Lila and I lay along the edge, watching helplessly. 

      

    Finally, with agonizing slowness, I felt Doctor Klein leave my mind. Lila felt it too: she rolled over and put an arm over my shoulder. “It’s over,” she whispered. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said. “Yeah, that was close...” 

      

    We made our way back to the car and collapsed into the seats, lying there for what felt like an eternity. Eventually strength made its way back into my limbs and I could look around, could talk, could think again. 

      

    “You okay?” I asked, looking Lila up and down. She was covered in blood and dust, but otherwise appeared unharmed. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she whispered, nestling her head in the crook of my shoulder. Then she started to sob. 

      

    “What’s wrong?” 

      

    “That woman...” she sniffed against my shirt. “She hurt us so badly. But she’s gone now, right, Master?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said after a moment. Then, nodding: “Yeah.” There was no way she could have survived that. I’d experienced the moment Doctor Klein’s influence left my mind, and it hadn’t been a powerful person who had let me go. It had been a scared, needy girl with too much power and not enough sense. 

      

    After a moment, I realized that might be the last bit of telepathic contact I ever had. 

      

    “Master?” It was like Lila could read my thoughts. “I don’t care if she took your powers, Master. I...I love you. I’ll still serve you, no matter what. I’m yours, forever.” 

      

    “I know, baby.” The weight on my heart grew lighter – even more so as she leaned over and kissed me hard. “Fuck, I don’t even care. I’m just so glad you’re okay...” 

      

    She was okay, right? She wasn’t a Doctor Klein clone in disguise? The only way I could know for sure was to peek inside her head – and that was the one thing I could no longer do. I was just going to have to live with that. 

      

    Oh hell, I thought. It doesn’t matter. I have her, and I have revenge. Not bad for a few months’ work. 

      

    Lila’s hands were slowly starting to move down my body. My cock responded naturally to her caresses, swelling in what was left of my pants. 

      

    “I love you so much, Master,” she whispered, as reassuring as she could be. “I’ll always be here to make you feel good – oh!” 

      

    Lila’s eyes shut tight as she climaxed, the walls of her cunt clenching around an invisible cock. A cock I’d put inside her mind, as easy as blinking. 

      

    “Master!” Her eyes widened; her mouth dropped open. “Did...did you do that!?” 

      

    I stared at my hands, disbelievingly. “I...I think I did,” I said with a grin. 

      

    That bitch, I thought with a laugh. You can copy things, but that doesn’t destroy the original. The one and only, the champion… 

      

    “You know something, Master?” Lila’s eyes narrowed; a wicked smile spread across her face. “I don’t know if you’re really at one-hundred percent. There’s only one way to know for sure.” 

      

    “Way ahead of you,” I said with a smirk, reclining the seats. “Don’t worry. I’m going to make damn sure you give my ‘powers’ nothing but flawless ratings from here on out.” 

      

    And I did. 
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    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! 


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? 


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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