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This entire series was written as a commission for an amazing fan. This one’s for you, Sanford! – N.N.

“Please, Master, tell me how to live?”

John didn’t know quite how to respond to this.

Daniela, the hot blonde tour guide he’d been halfway lusting after all day (in between staring helplessly and hopelessly at the luscious parade of French ballet dancers who happened to be on the same tour) knelt down in front of him now. She was topless—or more accurately, she had ripped her top away, baring her naked tits to him. She knelt, fingers buried deep beneath her tight shorts inside her dripping pussy, on top of the scorch marks where the one girl had disappeared.

His cock did know to respond, of course. He was hard and ready, staring at Daniela’s lusciously large tits. Was she getting younger somehow? Her skin becoming smoother, crows feet disappearing, blemishes fading away and leaving all of her shiny and smooth.

“Please, Master,” Daniela moaned again. “Tell me how to live? Let me do all the things you say. Please?”

John couldn’t believe what was happening. Daniela’s eyes, once dull and brown, were now bright and blue. What little flab there had been on her arms and torso disappeared. Her lips grew puffier, wetter, glossier. And as her skin tightened, so too did her waist and arms and legs, every part of her becoming thinner and more alluring.

“Please?” Daniela humped the air with her dripping wet pussy, fingers mindlessly working away at herself. “Please, Master?”

He looked at the dark grimoire just underneath his open hand. The candles and runic symbols inscribed on the floor. The scorch marks underneath Daniela’s knees. The way Daniela, already pretty and becoming more gorgeous by the second, stared up at him with deep lustful pleading in her eyes. And then he stared at his own cock, thick and long and straining, still dripping with cum from the orgasm he’d just spilled all over.

“Holy shit,” he said, only just starting to feel the raw power of the universe filling up him up. “Holy shit. It worked!”

* * * * *
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THERE WAS PROBABLY, somewhere, a record of the best asses of all time.

John thought about this a lot. In his imaginings, heaven was just an incredibly comfortable, well-organized hall of records.

Like, you would be able to look up all your own statistics—how many times you took a shower, said the word “plop,” dropped your keys, or looked around for something while it was in your hand. How many people were really your friends, or how many times someone thought ill or well of you.

Of course there would be also recordings of every moment of all of history from every single angle, so you could swim through the past like a no-clip camera in a videogame and witness great moments in war or love or industry. Witness, harm-free, the Battle of Cannae or Hastings from close-up or from far above.

And then maybe also—because everything was catalogued perfectly—there was some kind of universal ranking system, and you would see where you and others ranked in intelligence, athleticism, or attractiveness.

The women around him, now—the whole gaggle of gorgeous French ballet dancers—would have to rank in the higher percentages of most attractive women of all time.

They waited for their tour guide in the entry hallway of Château d'Loure, the most famous castle in all of France. It was known for being remarkably well-preserved. It was the first of several stops for John, a history aficionado on a solo trip traveling through Western Europe.

The vast entrance to the castle had been converted somewhat to appear like the entrance to a museum. There was an information stand checkered with maps and pamphlets, a gift shop with muted blue lighting, some hanging shiny banners displaying the castle’s donors, and then a few large cardboard signs advertising the sit-in informational movies starring some C-level actor that John had never heard of.

From deep inside the castle, somewhere he couldn’t place, John heard some kind of singing. He assumed it was the movie, maybe, or some kind of visiting choir doing a show or something like that.

The ballet girls saw him looking at their tight, perfectly-formed asses in their ungodly tight coverings—yoga pants and exercise tights and leggings and so on—and giggled and rolled their eyes. They were very obviously used to having men look at them.

That was exactly the kind of attitude that turned John on, which didn’t help. Women who knew they were beautiful, who counted on being beautiful to interact with the world, really did a number on him. He was the kind of man who would prefer to be in charge of a relationship, but was only too happy to feel manipulated by a woman he was with to lavish her with gifts and attention.

European women seemed to have less reservations about that kind of thing, he had found. He was in the third week of his trip, and his substantial bankroll had made it easy to charm two girls to bed. They had been blonde and cute and fun and asked him to call again if he returned to their little villages during his tour.

That said, his bankroll was only so large, and the women in front of him—body-perfect, charismatic, graceful, agile, utterly fit, and energetic—made it seem as though his money would have to be endless to really earn their attention.

That turned him on too.

There were eleven of them. Besides the tights, they wore tight leather jackets and turtleneck sweaters that displayed the ungodly attractive cuts of their sharp jaws. It was almost like a uniform.

They were limber. They were fit. Many of them were busty, and the few that weren’t still had considerably perky, buoyant breasts that stretched their tight-fitting sweaters. They had long, long gorgeously brushed and styled hair, perfect make-up, and wore tall heels to put their legs and their asses on display.

And their asses...

Their asses were singularly incredible. All that jumping. All that squatting and bending and flying through the air.

They had to be some of the best asses ever, no?

It only made sense. John, trying not to stare—or at the very least trying not to be caught staring—looked at the postcard stand in front of the gift shop and considered.

Surely, given advances in nutrition and cosmetics and the nature of knowledge about exercise and the specializations required to slowly perfect the shape of the ass—not to mention the slow combination of any number of genes naturally selecting for quality breeding stock just from the nature of having great asses—almost the entire pool of the best asses were in the world today, currently alive and within the ages of 18-40 or so, right?

That made sense.

And it would only make sense for asses in particular to be perfected in today’s culture. Tits and legs and faces were all heavily determined by genetics, and while each could be altered to an extent with surgery or diet or other interventions, really you could always tell.

But asses...the ass of a woman was uniquely subject to being molded into perfection.

So, here. Staring at professional dancers—women who were professionally hot and classy and elegant and in incredible shape—surely he was witnessing the top of the percentage pile? It wasn’t just that the pool of alive women who could possibly be hotter than them was small, it was that the pool of women ever who could have been was absolutely miniscule.

And, given that more people were alive now than at any other time in history, when you stared at someone who was quantitatively and qualitatively hotter than anyone else around them, you were also looking at someone who was shoving down those lesser than them with a tall pointed heel and standing on a mountain of their inferiors. In terms of ranks, of course.

His breath was catching. God, they turned him on.

The leader—he caught that her name was Isabelle—turned and looked at him again and rolled her eyes once again, sneering.

Isabelle was like a goddess, the very embodiment of sensuality and grace. Tall and effortlessly chic in her tight jacket and tighter tights and tight-tight-tight boots, holy crap. 

Her dark hair fell in sleek waves down her back, framing her exquisite face, drawing attention to her stunning green eyes that seemed to glow with an otherworldly light. Her toned body was a marvel of symmetry and sinew, each curve and angle perfectly proportioned to accentuate her feminine allure. She moved with the fluidity of water, her hips swaying seductively as she posed and chatted with her company. Her clingy sweater stopped just above her belly button, and he could see her delicate stomach muscles flexing as she tossed her hair to one side. 

Each movement of hers sent a wave of desire coursing through him as he watched her perfectly rounded ass cheeks flex and sway, radiating confidence and power. 

He imagined someone suave, like a secret agent or a rock star, might be able to talk to these girls. To him, they were as unreachable as the kings and queens that once lived in this castle, and equally as un-relatable.

Then something unexpected happened. Isabelle, the leader, approached him with a small, cruel smile on her otherwise gorgeous face. In fact, the cruelty made her more gorgeous, somehow. 

Isabelle moved like a whisper of silk carried on a zephyr, her skintight thigh-high boots clicking methodically on the ancient stone floor of the Château d'Loure. Luxury tights hugged every inch of her toned, athletic legs like a second skin, accentuating the defined muscles that rippled with each step. 

She cut through the air with a grace that only years of disciplined dance could chisel into the human form. Her tight sweater and jacket appeared painted onto her sculpted figure, every curve accentuated, every line a small poetic tribute to aesthetic perfection. 

John was very, extremely, definitely lost inside of her beauty. He didn’t mind a bit. His mind felt like it was on fire. She tossed her hair to one side as she strutted his way. He let it burn. 

With each step closer, her phenomenal beauty seemed to intensify, casting an almost otherworldly glow in the dimly lit entryway. The soft light from the crystal chandeliers above caught gleams of her hair, which cascaded down her back in torrents of dark waves, each strand meticulously styled.

John couldn't help but notice how the lighting of the grand entryway seemed to play favorites, casting an ethereal glow on her. Her breasts were perfection underneath the form-fitting sweater, lifted and proud against the fabric as if challenging him not to admire them. The slight bounce as she moved sent waves of anticipation through him, eager for what else she might reveal when he touched her. The gentle rise and fall of her chest caused shadows to dance across her perfect pale skin, drawing even more attention to those succulent mounds begging for his mouth. 

His gaze traveled upwards towards her neck where he could see the outline of her collarbone poking out from beneath the fabric—so delicate yet so strong. 

He got philosophical in his arousal. Philosophical and wordy. She was fucking hot and he stood no chance with her or against her and he wanted to fuck her anyway.

Trying to stop himself, he just got lost in her eyes again...those eyes. Those piercing green orbs that seemed to see right through him, filled with contempt and superiority in equal measure.

John felt as though he were beheld by Medusa herself—not turning him to stone but ensnared with helpless, almost impotent lust.

"Can I help you?" Isabelle asked, her acidic tone laced with amusement as she watched John fumble with the postcard stand in front of him. 

She was a vision that could command attention without uttering a single word, yet her voice, sultry and confident, seemed carefully cultivated to enhance her allure.

“Can I help you?” She asked again. “Hello?”

French tinged her voice, of course. He’d always thought it was a beautiful language, especially when spoken by a woman, and she was a beautiful woman.

“Sorry?”

“Do you need something from us?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Sorry,” he said again. “I’m a little distracted because of uh...” he tried to think. “...the singing.”

It had only gotten louder since he arrived.

Someone suave would say something like, your number. Or the name of the place where you dropped your wings or something like that. Right? Something that just kind of made her interested in him.

“Oh, yes. You’re distracted. Because of the singing.” She turned back to her girls, clearly rolling her eyes. He wished he had a better look at her doing it. 

“Yeah, that’s right.”

She turned on him with her eyes flat. “This is a private tour. For my company.”

“Oh, that.” He smiled, sheepish. “Yeah. They didn’t call you?”

“I don’t talk on the phone.”

Right. She was young. She looked barely eighteen. And yet even so, all the other dancers looked at her with total submission and deference. 

Because she was beautiful, he suspected. 

Because she was insanely beautiful. 

The kind that would make other girls cry at night because of the easy, effortless smoothness of her skin. The kind that would break up relationships just because seeing her would make a guy jerk off to the memory of her for months instead of having sex with his—in comparison—fat, ugly girlfriend.

Honestly, John had no idea how he was keeping his composure. He was old enough to feel the vibe of a woman like Isabelle in the air itself, and to know it was exactly the kind of aura that would undo him if he let it. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—it was that she knew what kind of weapon her beauty was, and she had zero qualms about using it in every way possible to advance herself and her position. 

He’d already been to hell falling all over himself for gorgeous women in the past—ones that had let him donate paycheck after paycheck to their lavish lifestyles and who drained him like an old tub. 

He didn’t mind it at the time. He didn’t even think he minded it now. He just couldn’t afford it anymore.

“Sure. Okay. Well, they double-booked us. I paid for my tour date six months ago. They booked you last week. They wanted to move me around, but I have an itinerary, and they didn’t want to pay me to move it around. You know, cover flight costs and hotels and all that. So we’re just...together, today.”

“We are not together, little man. I saw you looking at us. Keep your eyes to yourself.”

Small chance of that.

“Jeez, Isabelle, take it easy. He’s just a tourist.”

Another girl approached—not nearly as pretty as Isabelle, but still deeply attractive. She had thick, shoulder-length red hair, pale skin, and powdery lips. Like all the dancers, she was incredibly fit. Where Isabelle looked like the ideal of classy femininity—tall and regal and exotic and alluring in every motion and aspect—this other girl looked more like a hyper-sexual version of the girl-next-door.

“Sorry,” she said, holding out a hand. It was soft and warm when he shook it. “I’m Adeline. You’re American too, right?”

John nodded. He loved a girl with red hair.

“Don’t mind Isabelle. This place is just special to her, that’s all. She’s been talking about it for months now.”

“The place is special,” snapped Isabelle. “The end. Not to me. It is.”

Adeline shrugged. “Right. You see? She doesn’t want some unknown party to ruin her good time. But you just want to do the tour, right?”

“I’m a big history buff.”

He procured his tour book from the satchel around his shoulder, displaying it like one might a security badge. 

“There, you see?” Adeline gestured between them. “You both love old weird castles. Would you get along now, please?”

The painful truth that real beauty revealed was that every emotion and thought had an expression. Only on ugly or plain faces did they all look the same, or were somehow hidden. He watched Isabelle’s pupils dilate, her eyebrows twitch, her cheeks tighten. 

“Stay out of our way.” Isabelle tossed her hair back. John’s cock twitched helplessly. “I don’t want anything insignificant ruining my view.”

“Oh my god, Isabelle!” Adeline laughed as the dark-haired goddess stormed away back to her flock. Adeline turned back to John. “Don’t stress about her, okay? Really. It’s just nerves. She gets this way before performances somehow, but she’s got...”

“...A good heart?”

Fuck, he hoped not. 

Adeline made a little face. “She isn’t going to go after you so long as you stay out of her way, I guess. Her or Constance.”

“Constance?”

Adeline nodded toward the tall, gorgeous blonde Isabelle immediately starting chatting with. Her face, framed with expertly and effortlessly styled golden hair, lit up with lustful delight at Isabelle’s proximity. From body alone, she was like a perfect clone of the incomparably hot Isabelle—tight, tall, slender, lithe, busty, long-haired, and long-limbed. They even had the same pale, almost ethereal complexion. They differed only in the face—and even then, not by much—and hair color. It would have been believable to say they were sisters.

“That Nordic goddess next to Isabelle,” said Adeline. Her voice became hushed. “They’re both principals. I’m just a soloist.” She said this with a little sigh. “But Isabelle is like, a principal of principals. And Constance’s right behind her. Probably because of the way she sucks up to Isabelle, which includes turning her wrath toward anyone she thinks it will amuse Isabelle to go after, so...”

John knew nothing about ballet hierarchy other than watching Suspiria a few too many times to creep on the girls in tight outfits in the privacy of his own home. But principal sounded high up in the ranks of a ballet company, if not the highest.

“So I should just stick in the back and not smear my hands over everything in this place.”

Adeline brought her hands up to her ample chest. “Yeah, if you don’t mind? She’s such a bitch when her blood is up. And...honestly, I should stop talking to you if I don’t want to walk back to the company when we’re done. She’s kicked girls off the bus for mixing dance cues, and she’s way more worked up about this than I’ve ever seen her about dancing, which is saying something. Basically, I just didn’t want you to think it was personal, the way Isabelle is. She kind of hates everyone who isn’t a dancer, and even then, barely rates anyone who isn’t a principal like her.”

Isabelle and Constance both flashed murder in their eyes toward John; they kept doing it even as Adeline trotted back to the group and immediately struck up a friendly conversation with another pretty dancer.

Around Isabelle and Constance were three other immensely attractive young women. Their bodies moved unnatural precision, their every step and gesture seeming perfectly choreographed even in the casual movements of conversation. Muscles rippling beneath their form-fitting outfits. They each had long, lean legs that seemed to stretch on forever, encased in shimmering tights that hugged every curve and highlighted every muscle. Toned, strong, slender arms. Each one had a different hair color—one with fiery auburn curls that cascaded down her back in a waterfall of passion, another with sleek raven locks that fell past her waist like a silk veil, and the last with sunlit blonde locks pulled up into an elegant bun atop her head.

As they spoke about technique and upcoming performances, their lips curved into seductive smiles, revealing perfect sets of pearly white teeth that glistened in the entryway lights. They exuded arrogant confidence and were hot enough to still appear charming. 

Their laughter had a tinkling quality to it, like bells chiming on a summer afternoon.

He assumed they were all the principals. All of them with deep, stark, open contempt in their eyes for him.

Each was stunning, but like Adeline had said, they each seemed subordinate in some intangible way—in their posture, in the way they looked at the ground, in the way they laughter sounded forced when either Isabelle or Constance displayed even a modicum of mirth.

And...there was something else in their posture. Something else he noticed just from being around the block a few times. 

He noticed it after watching Constance laugh at something Isabelle said and touch her arm. Blond-Bun girl gave Constance a panicked, jealous look, and the two other girls looked at one another knowingly. 

They were sleeping together.

He never would have thought it of these elite ballerinas, but the way they were with each other...

The way they all seemed to orbit around Isabelle and Constance, the way they hung on every word—the other principals were not only sleeping with each other, but they were sleeping with Isabelle and Constance as well.

He could almost smell the sex in the air, the pheromones wafting off of them. The two women at the top of this perfect little ballet food chain had these girls eating out of their manicured hands. 

Well, he reasoned. Why the fuck not? They were all gorgeous. And fit. And flexible. And if even 10% of the locker room rumors were true, these places were rife with affairs and scandals and other things a man like him could only dream about.

“Harem,” he muttered. “Of course she has one.”

He thought it was inaudible, but Constance’s eyes met his for a moment, and she didn’t blink as she slowly—no, deliberately—ran a hand down her body, down Isabelle’s back, and then up again while leaning in to whisper into Isabelle’s ear.

Isabelle shot him a look that would chill hellfire. Nothing in her eyes but complete and total arrogant contempt. 

Perhaps someone else would have been angered or wrathful at seeing that. Wanting revenge or to “put her in her place.”

But John was only turned on. In a perfect world, he would change nothing about their arrogance and vanity. He would just make it his.

But that was only a fantasy.

******
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THE TOUR GUIDE, DANIELA, was an attractive French native from Bayonne, a town in the Southwestern portion of France. She said this right away, apologizing for her strange accent, which sometimes had the too-many-sounds-in-her-mouth hints of the Basque language coming through.

She spoke in otherwise perfect English, and used this to guide the multi-national group of dancers and John through the Château d'Loure. Daniela's presence was a stark contrast to the catty, competitive atmosphere of the ballet troupe, her sunny disposition and the tilt of her accent like a warm breeze through the cold stone corridors of the Château d'Loure.

She wore her blonde hair in a loose ponytail that bounced with each confident step. Her shorts revealed long, tanned, toned legs—a testament to her active lifestyle navigated on cobbled streets and along countryside trails. Her button-up top, tied neatly at the waist, suggested a certain carefreeness that seemed inherent to her character. It was clear that Daniela took pride in her appearance, but there was an easiness to her beauty—a naturalness—that caused heads to turn almost involuntarily as she passed. 

She reminded John of a girlfriend he’d never had. That is to say—not someone he had ever known in particular, but rather the kind of girl he fantasized about having had known. Someone easy and pleasant in his life. The story formed remarkably easily in his head: after six months of on-again, off-again dating, maybe she lived with him for six weeks when a pipe broke in her apartment. Living together really sealed it—the attraction was purely physical. So, of course, they broke up after a passionate round of sex in the morning and discussed the specifics over some shared cherry pie at a diner; he took the television and the dog (she was a cat person anyway), and she took all the books and the couch. Everything remained amicable and they could chat at parties where they were both invited.

In the weird way that brains often work, just having this pretend story about her made him pay more attention to Daniela as she led the tour.

“This castle, home to kings and queens throughout many centuries, withstood several assaults over the years.” She spoke while walking backwards, occasionally using her long fingers to guide their vision. “It was known to be impregnable, largely because of its proximity to both the mountains and the sea, which provided natural barriers to approaching armies. Because of this, it was never conquered, and this is one reason why archeologists say it is so well preserved.”

Isabelle raised her hand. “Excuse me. That is not the only reason.”

Nodding with all the patience and presence of a school teacher, Daniela smiled. “And, of course...there is the legend that surrounds this place. It is said that this very castle was the meeting place between King Arthur and Morgana Le Fay, the king and sorceress of legend. Of course, this legend changes with every time it is told—sometimes she is his sister, sometimes his half-sister, sometimes just some magical creature given female form...and most of the time, the English king did not come to France!” 

She chuckled for a moment at her joke—and noticed when John did too. None of the ballet dancers seemed to find it that amusing. Isabelle looked at them like she might guillotine them if they did laugh. 

“Well. Morgana Le Fay was said to be a powerful sorceress. Sometimes the ally of King Arthur and sometimes the enemy; again, it really depends on the version you read. But in this legend, they met here, and some aspect of the magic of their meeting imbued this place with...a certain longevity, you could say?”

“Do you believe the legend?” asked John.

He saw Isabelle hissing at him with her thoughts; she remained silent, however. 

Daniela shrugged. “I would love to. But then, I have worked here long enough to see them doing renovations on the walls and floors. It is all in very good shape for its age regardless.”

The castle really did feel like it was a place out of time. The walls of the hallway seemed to softly whisper the secrets of its timeless existence, the air hung heavy with the scent of aged oak and a faint hint of lavender that might have once been used to freshen the chambers now long sealed. John could sense the weight of history in each carefully laid stone underfoot; stones that bore no visible trace of the countless footsteps that had traversed their surface. 

The craftsmanship was really impeccable; no mortar oozed between the blocks, no cracks marred their gray surfaces, as if time itself had conceded defeat against the enduring architecture. Each block so precisely cut that it seemed more like the castle had been born than made.

Daniela continued her talk as they advanced further into the castle's heart. High above, the arched ceiling boasted an unbroken expanse of mosaics, depicting both grand battles won and serene moments of courtly love. The scenes were so vivid, framed in gold leaf, that one felt as if they could step into the past just by looking up. The delicate artistry suggested artisans who had devoted lifetimes to their creation, each tile a miniature masterpiece in itself.

Massive tapestries graced the walls, their colors vibrant and threads tight without a single sign of fraying or fading. Scenes depicted in these woven masterpieces were lively: hunts in full gallop, battles with sword and shield clashing, and royal feasts where goblets overflowed with wine. John, ever the fan of logistics, wondered at the looms that had birthed these textiles.

The women in the depicted artwork, he had to admit to himself, seemed especially...lithe. And busty. And...pliant. There was only one man with them all, often the same one, and then there was the way they looked so much like...

Like...

What was that singing?

It had only intensified as the tour had gone on. He didn’t know why Daniela hadn’t addressed it. It only seemed prudent to bring up. 

Perhaps Daniela played for the other team and was as distracted as he was by the gorgeous women surrounding her. Every time he thought to mention it, he just wound up staring with a burgeoning hard-on at the ballet dancers. 

Following Daniela ahead of him, they chatted and whispered amongst themselves, their lithe bodies making him inwardly groan in lust even in the simplest motions. Everything about them was sensual and arousing, even the way their jackets landed on their shoulders and the small gaps between their pants and their hip bones. They seemed to float above the earth, barely touching the ancient stones beneath their feet. 

The cool interior of Château d'Loure was a stark contrast to the fiery temperament of these beauties. Their disdain towards him was palpable—outside of Adeline’s friendly indifference—but still he could not help but think of their sneering nature turned into adoration for him. Just for him.

It was a brilliant little fantasy. He expected it would last him the next several months. Already he was thinking of the way Isabelle had strutted toward him earlier—only shifting it, in the way fantasies do—to positioning her anger towards someone else and instead smiling at him the way she smiled so devilishly at Constance or the other principals.

Smiling at him and then sneering still—but at someone else, someone lesser. Some lesser dancer—maybe that one with the short dark hair who wasn’t quite as thin as the others. 

The thought had a musk to it, a deep intoxicating scent of lust, and it almost made John choke with need. His breath hitched and he had to turn away before his erection became too obvious.

As Daniela led them through the grandiose castle, her voice echoed off the walls, bringing life to the stories of lords and ladies who once danced where they walked. 

And yet, John could hardly pull his gaze from Isabelle's silhouette as she moved ahead of him. Torn between the historical beauty and the present-day spectacle of elegance that was Isabelle and her entourage. 

He would likely only ever visit a place like this a few times in his life. But how many times, ever, would he be in the presence of so many beautiful women all at once? He wished his brain was like a computer, able to record everything about them, including the effect they had on his physiology. The way his muscles flexed, his cock tightened and pulsed, his heart racing. He felt permanently light-headed.

The ballerinas' laughter rang out like chimes in the vast chamber they entered next—a ball room. The ceiling soared high above them, lost in shadow.

And even in the vast room, John heard the singing louder than ever. In the hallway, it had felt distant, like he was in the wilderness atop a plateau and it was being carried across a valley. But in here, it seemed close. Was there a choir or something practicing?

“Here we find ourselves in the grand ballroom,” Daniela announced, gesturing to the vast space around them. Its ceilings soared into shadows, supported by columns that could have been carved by the gods themselves. The dancers' eyes lit up as they imagined themselves pirouetting across the polished floors.

Isabelle stepped forward, her every movement exuding a sense of ownership over both the ballroom and the gazes that followed her.

“This space,” she began, her voice a silken thread weaving through the air, “it demands perfection.” She spun on her tall stiletto heel once, effortlessly graceful, rolling her neck and arms together in a way that suggested she could spring into a solo right then.

Daniela, watching Isabelle, smirked slightly. “Everyone has a different reaction to a space like this. It is the highlight of the castle. I expect dancers must like it in particular?”

Isabelle nodded solemnly. “We do very much.”

“This ballroom,” Daniela gestured, “was a late addition to the castle, as you might expect. Originally this whole structure was created for defense. Everything practicality and strength and destruction.” Daniela pounded a fist into her open palm. “But then came literature, the Renaissance, the printing press...people slowly starting wanting more from life than just being alive. A little flavor was needed. So this ball room—”

“Excuse me,” said John. “But what’s that sound? That singing sound?”

He couldn’t wait any longer. It really was getting out of hand. 

The eyes of all the dancers snapped to him.

Isabelle, of course, was instantly upset. “You think it’s okay to interrupt the tour guide, American?”

“Sorry. It’s just really noticeable, and—”

“I hear no sound. Does anyone else hear a sound?”

John turned to Daniela.

“I’m sorry,” he said again. “But really, it’s distracting. Can’t you hear it?”

Daniela shook her head, smiling slightly. “No, but then, this is an old place, with many old ghosts. Perhaps one communes with you now?” She shrugged. “Or perhaps you just have a headache from, how you say, tying one on last night?”

John frowned. He hadn’t had a drink since landing in France and many more weeks beyond that besides. To be honest, he didn’t indulge much. He valued his brain and wanted his thinking to be clear and precise, always.

“Well, if there are no other questions about ghost sounds...” Daniela turned back to the girls, who all laughed politely at his expense.

Annoyance burned within him. He wasn’t crazy. There wasn’t even any mental illness anywhere in his family, and even if there was, it wasn’t like it would manifest just from stepping into some old castle.

He wandered away from the tour group, feeling ostracized anyway, and examined the long tapestries on the walls. They were beautiful—vibrant red and blue and purple cloth with gold or silver trim, bearing insignias of noble houses long past. And again, he saw—or thought he saw—depictions of beautiful women serving one man, with a woman behind him. But that was crazy, and they were...religious, weren’t they? Wasn’t that a saint or a passion or something?

The singing seemed to intensify as he walked along the walls and tried to focus, and he could not help but flex his hand, imagining flexing it inside Isabelle’s perfect ass and gripping her like he owned her. Owned her like the girls in the tapestries were so deliriously happy being owned by a true king. 

She would laugh and whisper in his ear, begging for a sweet loving blowjob while she showed him pictures of her prettiest friends on her phone, and when she was done, stroking and cleaning him, she would ask him politely to—

“Sir? I’m asking politely. Please step away from the tapestry.”

John looked dreamily back at Daniela, who had raised her voice from a few dozen feet away. The rest of the dancers were all looking at him. Only Adeline looked sympathetic. The rest all delivered scorn, led by Isabelle and Constance. They were so fucking hot; he was raging hard.

Daniela had been talking to him; this was clear. 

He looked back at himself. Somehow, he had taken a tapestry on the wall and lifted it towards himself so that he could see behind it but the dancers could not. Instead of a dusty, well-built wall behind the dense hanging cloth, there was an opening with a stairwell. The singing was clearly coming from there. Only, it didn’t sound like singing anymore. It sounded like chanting.

How close was the connection between enchant and chant? Was that what was happening? The chanting, enchanting him, filling him with thoughts of taking Isabelle, his cock so fucking hard...

“Sir...Sir!”

Daniela’s protest, and the gasps of the other women, drowned away almost immediately as he stepped down the stairwell.

*****
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IT OCCURRED TO HIM only in the final few flights of stairs, rushing headlong into a subterranean basement lit only by an eerie purple fungal glow, that perhaps he should be scared. 

But the singing—no, the chanting—was so damn beautiful, and the steps were so invitingly cool and dustless for being in something that should have been closed up for centuries, and he was so hard...

Fuck, was he hard. Only upon entering the hidden staircase did he notice how truly hard he was, or maybe it was entering that allowed him to be as hard as he wanted to be. The thought of all those women, especially Isabelle and Constance, and especially Isabelle Isabelle Isabelle holy fuck, clogged up every pipe in the shipping complex of his brain. 

That they were just there felt so incredibly unreal to him. That there was the potential, in the world, in the energies of the earth—energies that felt like they now flowed through him—that he could simply walk up to those girls and take them no matter what they had to say about it...

He lost several seconds, stepping still down the steps closer to the source of the chanting and stroking himself through his pants.

“Damn...” he groaned. “...damn, damn...”

He should stop. Be scared. Think about this. Go back upstairs. 

The chanting—hell, what was it saying? Him...Something about Him...

He could leave and be scared. 

But also he could take Isabelle. Just walk up to her perfect body—oh fuck, stroking again, losing steps—walk up to that body, that body—more stroking—and push her down—more stroking and stepping—and make her scream his name in submission and—

He was at the bottom of the steps, his pants loosened and wet with his precum. 

“Oh...damn, damn, damn.”

He had meant to think about this. Instead, here he was. The chanting came from beyond the door at the bottom of the stairs. The walls were cylindrical, like he had been descending some underground tower or silo. Long chains meant to hold something criss-crossed the stone. 

The feeling of deep and unmistakable danger clogged his senses. This was a way that people died in movies; heck, it was a way people died in life. Chains on the walls. Weird puddles in the corners. No electricity. Strange chanting. The awful copper smell of blood and something like rotten eggs.

Was it sulfur, maybe?

What it really was was a warning.

He could go back now. Nothing was really keeping him down here except a highly potent cocktail of curiosity and fear of embarrassment. If he went back up the stairs and out the secret doorway, then he would face the mockery of the ballerinas once more, led by Isabelle. 

Only now, they wouldn’t have nothing to hate him for. They would know he was some kind of coward, that he had backed out of something, that he had no follow-through.

It had been ignorable, even kind of hot, when the girls hated him just for being there. He didn’t want those jaw-dropping ultra-fit beauties to stop hating men ogling at them or to stop despising common people for just being around.

He just wanted all that negative attention to be about pleasing him. 

And that was a fantasy, it was true—a fantasy with no way of ever becoming true. But it was a fantasy without any hard edges working against it.

But if he went back up now, their hate would have a latching point on him, wouldn’t it? They would be able to know he had given up. Their hatred would have an object inside him, instead of just him generally being what they didn’t like.

What were the chanting voices saying? It sounded like...

Was it really?

He pushed his head against the door.

He comes...he comes...

Oh, fuck it. He opened the door.

...he comes...HE comes...

Nine figures gathered around a podium with a large book on it, circling and chanting. Each was still, their hands to their chests. He could tell from the outline of their thin, tight robes that each one was a woman and a well-built one at that. Their faces were impossible to see in the darkness, covered in shadow by the hoods of their robes.

He comes...HE COMES...

He stepped inside the doorway and the figures in the robes disappeared.

Not like, they ran away into the darkness. They just stopped existing. One moment, they were there, the next their robes were empty and hanging as if suspended on invisible lines, and the next the robes dropped down to the floor.

“Hey, wait a minute!”

He ran into the middle of the circle, on top of the runes, to try and maybe grab one of them somehow. He watched, horror mixing with awe, as the robes melted into the stone like shadows under the sun.

“Right.” He nodded. “Got it. Fuck this.”

But the doorway was gone. There was only stone there. Quickly he surveyed the room, stepping carefully to avoid the gathered bones and various twig-and-rock symbols and totems. It was like an orgy of symbology; wherever he was, those women had spent a lot of time trying to ensure that it meant something. 

He scanned all four walls, the ceiling and the floor. No exits. No grates, no vents, no openings whatsoever.

And the only light in the room—brought from nowhere—was on the book on the podium.

“Shit.”

He approached the book, fully expecting for something to fly across the room and decapitate him or suck his soul out or something at any moment. The smell of sulfur and blood was stronger than ever. The book’s pages were thick and wide, the “ink” probably anything but that. 

In fact, the pages themselves were awfully leathery, and he had a terrible suspicion as to where they may have come from.

He knew that old dark practices were a part of the old world of the middle ages. It was a sunnier time than most people thought—with generally everyone being incredibly religious, strangers were often met with kindness and curiosity, and so long as there was surplus of food, everyone got along. All the witch burnings and accusations of dark magic only really happened during times of disease and famine.

But there were people who practiced occult magicks. It was easy to hide—like any crime back then—but also difficult to develop and keep interested groups. It wasn’t like there was a discord server for anyone who wanted to summon the devil, and it wasn’t like there were internet searches for cool spells. 

So, what he had read that happened most often was that groups posing as nunneries or monasteries that had the most success in occult circles (“success” in terms of membership and gathering of knowledge), as they were expected to be literate and secretive anyway. As long as too many virgins didn’t end up murdered or livestock was stolen, no actions were taken. How many people would have been willing to accuse an institution of the church and risk eternal damnation, after all?

And certainly it was possible that somewhere in all the unrecorded history of this castle that some evil nunnery had taken ownership of it. 

Anyway.

The book in front of him was definitely a grimoire—a witch’s spell book. Or at least a spell book of some kind. It emanated bad vibes. John approached it like a bomb, with his hands weirdly outstretched as if he might catch whatever magic it would throw his way.

In the grimoire—on the page that was already open—was a drawing of him standing in front of the book just as he was now.

A picture right next to that—like some 14th century comics panel—was a picture of an attractive redheaded girl arriving in the strange room, looking confused. The “panels”—if they were that, were made of runes etched so deeply into the page that they seemed branded there. They glowed red, as if still burning.

“What’s going on? I heard shouting, and...”

It was Adeline. Of course it was. She had run down the stairs, looking out of breath. The door shut behind her and then melted back into the wall of stone. Adeline didn’t see it, but she was trapped. 

And John...

John...John was hard.

John was naked. When had he gotten naked? His clothes were neatly folded outside the runic circle. Behind the podium, Adeline would easily see he was disrobed, but couldn’t see his constantly streaming, utterly hard cock as he softly urged his throbbing cockhead into his hand.

He didn’t remember undressing. He didn’t remember shouting. And yet, here he was, naked and having shouted loud enough that Adeline came running.

“Um.” Adeline giggled—but it was a flattering giggle. She was surprised. “Gosh. Get a girl’s number first, yeah?”

He didn’t reply, looking at the page still. It showed Adeline getting inside the circle. Then kneeling down with little spirals on her eyes, like she was mesmerized. And then it showed her sucking his cock. And then an explosion of light...and then him, somewhere else, under the sun, with a crowd of women on their knees before him.

“Are you all right?” she asked him. “Maybe, uh...maybe we should dress you.”

His cock spurted with excitement, hidden from Adeline’s view by the podium. What was this grimoire telling him? 

Could it really be what it looked like? What every fiber of his being was telling him was true?

“Would you...” He bit his lip, thinking. “Would you come look at this?”

“Look at that book?”

She stepped closer, painfully close to the circle. His cock pulsed, precum jetting out against the podium. It sizzled and flashed as it dripped on the ground, like a miniature fireworks display.

“Yes,” he nodded. “You’re in it, actually. Would you like to see?”

People were sent to hell for less. But he looked again at her powdery lips, the tilt of her jaw, the thick mess of her gorgeous red hair, and he ached. He needed to know.

“I’m in it?” she made a face, walking towards him. “But what could it—“

The weirded-out, interested disbelief on her face transformed instantly to lustful, tongue-wagging emptiness the second she stepped inside the circle’s confines. Her knees hit the stones exactly on the runic marks that the book had described.

John stepped forward toward her, still somewhat cautious, guarding his erection with one hand. Was it all a trick somehow? Some strange game?

Tentatively, he pushed a hand through the dense, soft layers of her hair.

She moaned. Her nipples visibly hardening. Her tights obviously wet from the sudden flooding of arousal from her pussy. Her eyes, though still bright blue, were empty. Her jaw slack. She stared up at him helplessly, awaiting his instruction or his action. She knelt before him, unable to do anything to stop him. And his cock...

His cock.

His hard, throbbing cock was mere inches away from her.

A warm wind poured into the space from somewhere. How it entered the closed off area—he had no idea. But it made his buttocks clench, and then his cockhead pushed gently into Adeline’s preciously puffy lips. She moaned, taking him in almost immediately, and John could resist no longer.

He sank forward, shooting hot precum down her throat, slowly fucking her mouth and then her tight flexing esophagus. His fingers dug into her hair, her skull, holding her tight and guiding her up and down. She was warm, receptive, licking and sucking—but also deeply passive. He had to guide her, using her skull as a toy, masturbating himself with her gorgeous face and her empty eyes looking up at him aching for his seed.

“Fuck...” he groaned. “Oh fuck. Oh god...”

She was so empty. Her eyes completely devoid of any of that lively, flirtatious spark that had been so personality-defining when he met her upstairs. She was nothing but a puppet in his grip, and his cock grew and grew in her mouth. It felt thicker, longer, girthier than ever before, its slick turgidity bulging her tiny throat and making her choke.

“What’s going on here?”

It was Daniela. He hadn’t heard her come down. So taken with Adeline, with forcefully fucking the beautiful dancer’s skull whether or not she wanted or willed it, consumed him.

“Hey, you have to stop. You need to...stop that...”

Daniela’s voice became quiet as the runes on the floor floated upwards and spun. They circled faster and faster, accelerating just as John’s throat-fucking of Adeline accelerated. A rune struck Daniela in another small fireworks display—and then another, and another, hitting her one after another. Like holograms flashing through space, contorting and spiraling and constantly shifting in bright blood-red color.

Daniela dropped down to her knees just like Adeline had. The runes pushed past her. John’s orgasm came closer and closer, and as it did, the runes continued to press out against the walls of the room. First they merged with the stones of the ceiling and floor and walls, and then they pushed outward further, and he could feel his influence expanding and enveloping more and more of the area.

“M-Master...” Daniela moaned, ripping at her blouse. “Master...please...”

He came, unleashing a torrent of cum down Adeline’s throat. Her eyes seemed to suddenly regain the old spark, her old self, as he shot one hot load after another down her tight young throat. She came visibly, again and again, each load of thick sticky spunk against the back of her throat somehow hitting her in her spiritual g-spot and making her entire existence orgasm. He saw in her eyes total acceptance, total understanding, total submission.

And then—just like the book depicted—everything vanished in a flash of bursting light. For several moments, there was just heat and post-orgasmic shudders. He felt encased in a solid, thick suit of lustful air, like the castle itself was kissing him with invisible lips. 

When his vision returned, Adeline was gone, and only scorch marks remained.

Orgasmed out of existence.

Sacrificed.

But he was changed forever. And so was Daniela.

“Please, Master,” Daniela moaned, crawling before him. “Tell me how to live?”

* * * * *
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BEFORE HE COULD REALLY respond to Daniela, the lights went out completely. 

“You did it,” whispered a sultry female voice. “I’m so delighted. Finally, after so many years...I have found someone worthy.”

The book—the book was talking to him. The voice clearly came from the podium, and the pages fluttered as the words passed through the air. 

The torches had gone out and the glowing runes had disappeared. Other than the light pouring from the book, the room was dark. 

Maybe he was just losing his mind? 

Daniela rubbed her face against his naked cock, kissing and cooing and murmuring sweet prayers of affection. Her lips seemed to increase in puffy glossiness with every kiss, and her growing tits had started to leak milk. 

“Master...” she whimpered still, coaxing him to full hardness again. “...oh, Master, please. Tell me how...please...”

If he was losing his mind, it wasn’t such a bad way to go. 

The book spoke again, pages shifting. “You’re not losing your mind, my Lord. I promise. Reality is simply shaping itself to your will for fulfilling your part of our new bargain.”

“Bargain...?”

The book glowed with renewed vigor. The light emanating from it transformed slowly into something halfway solid—like the light show with the runes when he had been throatfucking Adeline. 

After a moment, this shifting and sparkling light coalesced into a regal-looking woman wearing a silken robe. She had incredibly long, straight blonde hair, down to her ankles. Each strand was gorgeously shiny and perfect. Like some luxury curtain designed purely to decorate her utterly smashing form. Her face was beautiful, and her curves instantly had him harder than any of Daniela’s attention. 

Her features were exquisite: high cheekbones, full lips painted a deep red that begged to be kissed, and eyes that seemed to hold worlds within them.

But what truly captivated him were her breasts - they were impossibly large for such a thin woman, two perfect globes straining against the fabric of her sheer gown as if trying to break free. The gentle sway of her hips grew into a more sensual glide, the fabric of her dress lifting and pooling at her feet as she walked closer. Each footstep left a line of shimmering light on the stone beneath them.

“Of course, my Lord. Our bargain. I needed someone strong, capable, and intelligent. Someone like you.”

She walked around him, gesturing slightly. At each little wag of her fingers, Daniela twitched and came, suddenly humping her entire body against his leg with gasping need. 

He watched this level of control more unaffected than he might have predicted; after Adeline’s fate, little felt like it could faze him. 

“Who are you?”

“My name is Morgana Le Fay.”

“The...” he almost scoffed, except he could see her. “The...sorceress?”

“I know.” She smiled. “It must be strange. But you and I, we’re here to right some old wrongs, yes?”

“But you were...I mean. You were the bad guy. Evil.”

Her ghostly hand petted Daniela’s hair as her orgasm subsided and she began to suck and lick his hard-again cock with her new, younger, bimbofied mouth and face. John shuddered at the sudden wave of heat through his entire body. 

“Do you really mind if I’m a bad girl, my Lord?”

No. Not at fucking all.

“I...I’m not sure,” he said instead.

“Whatever story you heard, you heard it because I lost. At the time. But I’ve been biding my time. Waiting. For you.” She whispered in his ear, pushing him against Daniela’s puffy mouth. “Strong. Capable. Intelligent. Mighty.”

He could feel himself drowning in her eyes as they traced every line of his face and body like tongues of flame. And as she spoke, he noticed the change in his own body. 

Just like Daniela, his flesh seemed to be shifting into something more ideal. Unlike Daniela, his was the masculine ideal—becoming thick with muscle, his hair growing atop his scalp, the fat of several years of too much during the holidays melting away. 

"With me, you will be a man of immense power," she whispered in a voice like warm honey. “Won’t that be pleasurable?”

His heart pounded in his newly muscle-bound chest; sweat beaded on his forehead as he fought against the intoxicating pull he felt toward her. It was clear to him she was playing him. Stroking his ego so that he would help her more. But if it felt this good being used, he almost wanted to be used up. His hips shook despite his attempts at self-control, aching for his cock to be unleashed completely inside Daniela. 

“Go ahead and fuck her, my Lord. You will enjoy it, I promise.”

At his feet, the stones were suddenly buried under long, soft pillows and blankets. Moaning as she relinquished her mouth’s grip on his cock, Daniela positioned her tightened, slender, busty body on top of a mound of such pillows, on all fours with her shorts completely ripped away. Her lactating tits quickly made a puddle, and her hips were so wide that her ass was a natural handle to grip for a hard rutting session.

“Do it,” Morgana urged him. “Please? Fuck her. Cum in her. Become my champion.”

His cock hovered over Daniela’s entrance. Why hesitate?

Why did this feel so wrong?

Besides all of it, of course.

“I know everything you ache to have.” Despite being intangible, Morgana expertly stroked his body with her ghostly hands, sending waves of heat through him at every stroke. “I want to give it to you. You will bring me back to life. Be my champion. Be my king. And in return, I shall live again and know greater power than I ever did centuries ago. Together...we will commit terrible atrocities to those who cross us. And exquisite rewards for those who please us.”

God help him, her talk of atrocity excited him as much as the exquisite rewards. With his new strength, hard swollen biceps flexing, he pushed inside Daniela’s sweet, hot, wet folds—feeling his soul swell with satisfaction as she moaned in sudden hot orgasm just at his presence inside her. 

After several long, slow, satisfying pumps in and out, he looked at Morgana. She waited patiently, licking her lips, clearly enjoying what she witnessed.

“What,” he huffed, “do I have to do?”

“Fuck who you want. Take who you want. Force them if you desire. I don’t care. My champion deserves all the hot, perfect, young pussy he desires, no? But,” she arched an eyebrow, donning an officious air, “I expect steady progress toward my resurrection. There are two other parts to the ritual, inscribed in the book there.”

She pointed and the book’s pages flitted. He saw pictures of himself holding a scepter and wearing a crown. 

But always beneath Morgana. Placed at her feet or in front of her just below. 

“And I’ll...serve you?”

Daniela was tight. His thinking was getting heated. Everything Morgana said sounded so hot.

She smiled. “Naturally. But I’m a loving mistress. Especially for someone so strong. You’ll have all the toys you want. I will just have you. Isn’t that lovely?”

Resistance filled him, despite being inside Daniela. 

He shook his head, almost pulling out. Stopping his thrusts. “That sounds wrong. I’m not any kind of sissy or sub.”

Morgana pushed up against him. Her phantom touch urging him back inside Daniela. “Of course not, my Lord. You are my Lord. I just happen to supply you with all your power. It’s a trade. You will remain, forever, the most masculine, powerful, godly man to ever grace the earth with his powerful presence. You’ll just happen to lick my slick, hot, eager, needy cunt when I request it. Will that be so bad? To have all that...and to call me Mistress?”

As she spoke, he had started to fuck Daniela again. 

To lick...lick her pussy. Fuck. She was so hot. And so was Daniela—now clearly bimbofied, her tits bigger than ever before and her body so much tighter and tanner.

“You can say it.” Morgana’s voice became so intimate and urging. Like she was whispering directly into the folds of his brain. “Say Yes, Mistress. Just the once. And an entire world of dominant pleasure will await you.” Her ghostly visage flickered. “I am running out of time in this form. I cannot hold it for long. We must strike the bargain now, or I will take everything from you forever. All your control will go away. Your tour guide shall accuse you of terrible things. Your body will became what it once was. Adeline will be found dead, scorched alive. Or...” she smiled. “You make this small concession. Just the once.”

Fuck. Did it matter? She was so fucking hot. And everything she promised him...and all he had to do was say that and lick her cunt once she was real?”

“And then, of course...” Morgana whispered. “There’s the girls upstairs. Shouldn’t they bow to my champion?”

It was a dream. And he was no fool. 

“Yes, Mistress.”

She nodded, flickering her fingers once more—and he felt himself cum immediately at her beckoning. But with it, he felt also his power expanding once more. Morgana had held nothing back, delivering on her promise a thousand times over.

His cock, which had already felt huge, swelled yet more inside Daniela—his already impressive girth stretching her wider than ever before.

Daniela moaned louder, her eyes rolling back as she too came. 

“Yes, Master!” Daniela’s entire body shook with orgasmic pleasure. “Yes, Master! Yes, Master! Oh yes, Master!”

The ease with which his ego—bruised by his brief but final submission—was soothed by the beautiful tour guide proclaiming him her Master was almost unsettling.

Almost. Feeling “unsettled” with his cock inside a pretty young submissive sex slave was beyond him even now. 

The blissful energy coming from he and Daniela engulfed the room in a red, swirling aura. The book vibrated, and then abruptly settled with a brief shake, like a ball hitting a backstop. 

The door appeared through the stone on the wall and opened once more. This time, he could see how it worked—the many runes inscribed on all the surfaces of the castle. 

Morgana’s form flickered, fading as she retreated. “More prizes await upstairs, my Lord.”

And then she disappeared back into the book. 

* * * * *
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UPSTAIRS, HE WALKED out through the tapestry to the gaggle of gorgeous girls. All of them stopped mid-sentence to look at him—naked, sculpted, chiseled, hung, and hard.

They laughed at first—but in disbelief.

Like, “Really? I’m this lucky?”

Then they smiled. Oh fuck, did they smile. The room lit up with all the smiles of these beautiful women all at once—expectant smiles, desirous smiles, aching smiles, lustful smiles. Each of them hoping to have a word with him. 

He remembered, almost like it was a lifetime ago, the desire to be able to be someone suave. To live his life like some movie character, knowing exactly what to say. 

Now he realized that everything he had to say was exactly the right thing to say to these girls, because they would be hanging off of every last syllable out of his mouth. 

“Hey, ladies.”

They all gushed and simpered and curtsied and smiled. “Hiiiiii!”

They bit their lips. Toyed with their hair. He felt like god. He stepped forward among them, enjoying their gazes and enjoying letting his fall wherever he wanted.  

Like a dream. All of these gorgeous, fit, slender, busty, beautiful women smiling brightly and presenting themselves. Most of them teenagers, barely eighteen. The oldest one barely twenty-one. Tossing their hair back. Preening. Licking and biting their lips as he got close. Breathing hard. Sweat gathering on their foreheads in their sudden, unstoppable heat. Flushing. Blushing. Blood rushing to their sex organs, making them ache and shake and whimper. Their nipples erect. Pushing their jawlines out, tugging at their blouses and sweaters to expose their heavy tits. 

Every single one of them was a ten, and they treated him like he was a million. 

The women flocked around him, desperate for even the slightest touch, the barest whisper of his breath on their naked skin. They all spoke in the same small, eager, reverential voice. Like they were reciting prayers:

What’s your name?

Do you have a girlfriend?

How many girlfriends do you have?

Do you need your cock sucked?

Will you feel me up?

Would you let me know if these tights are tight enough?

Feel my tits, please? Are they the right size for you?

It felt good to be wanted so badly. To be desired and adored and lusted after, to craved and worshipped. 

He walked by each one, ogling openly. Groping them. Grabbing them by the tits, the ass. They moaned and thanked him. 

One exceptionally attractive dark-eyed Portuguese beauty with a terrific smile, he snatched by her cunt. Just grabbed there, pulled her tight, and dared her to say no. 

Of course she just giggled and clung to him.

“I’m Viola,” she said. “I um...don’t have a boyfriend. Unless you want to be him.”

He had deliberately picked a girl who wasn’t a principal. Not Isabelle, not Constance, not the three they were with. He had wanted to see what would happen. The five of them stood just behind Viola, staring with smoldering eyes, all of their hands interlaced. The message was clear—come and get us, it’s a package deal.

Instead, still goading them, he focused on Viola. 

“I don’t know.” He grabbed her chin, sliding his thumb across her lips. “Do you really think you’re good enough to be my girlfriend?”

“Oh!” She smiled brightly, pushing against his thigh. “Like, totally. I mean—”

He could feel Isabelle and Constance rolling their eyes. God, that was hot. 

“Why would he ever want you to be his girlfriend when we’re right here?” Constance snapped. 

She stepped forward and unceremoniously hip-checked Viola out of the way, knocking her to one side and making her trip over a nearby chair. She smiled sweetly at John like nothing was amiss. He spurted precum all over her heels. 

“Hi,” said Constance. “I’m your real new girlfriend.” She laughed, tossing her gaze to Isabelle for a moment. “One of them, I mean.”

“We’ve never shared a man before,” said Isabelle. “Although...” she slid her hand down his chest, purring and shivering at his enhanced physique. “I guess you would be sharing us. That seems like the only way it would work? If we belonged to you utterly. Totally. Completely.”

“Absolutely,” said Constance. “It’s kind of like, totally what he deserves.”

“Yeah...it’s like...um...o-oh!”

Isabelle stopped talking as John slipped his hands around her waist and tugged her to him, kissing her hard. 

She came. Right away. The second his lips touched hers. 

It only made her kiss him harder. 

Her fingers brushed through his hair, holding him tight. Her tongue invading his mouth with a hunger that mirrored his own. He tasted the sweetness of her berry lip gloss, and their tongues danced in an erotic dance, exploring each other's mouths in search of deeper intimacy. His hands gripped her bottom, pulling her closer to him, grinding their hips together, sending shivers of pleasure through her body. The girls around them whimpered and moaned as his cock grew. The hard ridge of his erection pushed against her stomach, and she moaned in response, arching into it instinctively. Her kiss was intoxicating; she tasted like heaven and sin all at once.

Her hands raced up his chest and neck, tangled in his hair as she deepened the kiss further, sucking on his bottom lip gently before releasing it with a soft popping sound and then sliding back in with her tongue. His own hands were lost in her deep dark mane, her beautiful back muscles, her ass, her legs. One of her long legs popped up like a school girl writing a valentine on a locker. She simpered. His cock spurted another jet of precum all over her outfit.

He could feel her heart racing against hers in time with hers as they stood there locked in an intimate embrace. The sensation was almost overwhelmingly intense. The way she made love to him with her tongue was unlike anything he had ever experienced; it was as if she wanted to suck off his soul through their kiss. She came—again—and harder than the first time, pushing into him with muffled half-shouts into his mouth as she wept in pleasure. 

Finally—if for no other reason than he wanted to kiss the other girls—he pulled away. 

But when he looked at Isabelle’s face, he forgot all about the other girls. Again. 

Her eyes were wet with passion and lust. Her forehead pushing against his, her body shaking rhythmically as she worked through the aftershock of her orgasm.

Through all her bitchiness and arrogance, he’d forgotten one critical piece of her—of every woman—that turned him on more than anything else: vulnerability. 

And he saw it now. Yearning, naked and exposed for him like it almost certainly had never been for anyone else. 

“I...” she gulped. Laughing slightly. “I...I love you.”

He gripped her jaw—like he had to Viola. Rubbing it in that he had so easily discarded her for Isabelle. 

“I know.”

She cocked an eyebrow, smirking just slightly. He could tell that, for her, no other answer would have been nearly as good. Her deft, agile hands landed on his cock as she kissed him again, joined this time by Constance and the other principals—Auburn, Raven, and Sunlit. They quickly introduced themselves, between kissing his shoulders and back, as Chessa, Iva, and Priscilla respectively. As Isabelle pushed herself into his chest, breathing deep and stroking his cock with tangible, wet gratitude, John leaned in and kissed Constance. 

He thought of how she had sneered at him before and kissed her harder—and then harder still, holding her skull and almost raking her lips with his teeth. Doing whatever he wanted. The kiss was fierce and demanding, almost violent in its passion, but there was an undeniable tenderness to it as well. He could feel the desperation in her touch, the way she clung to him as if her life depended on it.

Power coursed through him. Her life did depend on him. 

Chessa moved closer to John's ear, whispering filthy nothings that made him shudder with desire. 

You’ll breed us so fast. Do you think you can break us in half with your cock? We’re so lucky to be here with you, Sir...

She ran her fingers through his hair and down his neck, nipping at his skin lightly as she went. Iva traced circles around his the small of his back with her fingertips while Priscilla kissed along his shoulders and neck, leaving trails of hot breath behind. They were all so beautiful and eager, their bodies showing off their flexibility and strength as they writhed and pushed into him.

The room was warm with the smell of their sopping wet cunts and his constantly streaming precum. 

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, easily in the best mood of his life. “You girls were total bitches to me.”

It hadn’t occurred to him that they might not know who he was. In fact—he was quite sure they did. He just knew that they didn’t really care that he had looked like someone else; they just wanted who he was now. 

“You’re right. We were bitches to you. But...” Isabelle smiled wickedly, taking up primacy before him by shouldering Chessa and Iva out to one side. Constance smartly dropped to her knees and began licking his thick, grapefruit-sized balls. “I mean. That’s because you kind of sucked before, right?”

Ungh.

The two of them were getting in a bad, dangerous habit of saying exactly the right thing to one another. 

“Go on.”

“I mean, all I really care about you is your strength and power and how...mighty you are.” 

Constance nodded into his crotch, kissing and licking. “You’re a total fucking hunk.”

“I wouldn’t care about you at all if you were some slob or dumb ass walking down the street. You’re fucking hot. You know? Are you going to stay that way?”

He grinned. “I am.”

“Then I’ll stay yours. And so will all of us.”

Next to her, dark-haired Iva bit her lip. “I mean, I’ll—”

With incredible speed and violence, Isabelle turned and slapped her. The cracking sound rang out across the enormous space of the ballroom. Constance, watching this on her knees, giggled wickedly.

“You’ll do what I tell you, won’t you?”

Iva shuddered and nodded. “Yes, Isabelle. Of course, Isabelle. I’m sorry, Isabelle.”

Isabelle turned back to John and smiled that sweet, adoring smile. “You need someone to keep these girls in line. Especially since all your time fucking is going to be spent exclusively with just a few of us.”

“Is it now?”

“Oh yeah.” She tossed her hair back, wrapping her arms around his thick, muscular neck. “You don’t really think anyone else is as deserving as me, do you?”

Fuck.

“I mean, you only want me because of how hot I am. You want me because I’m a total bitch to most other girls. Because I hate people. Because I love how I look. Just like how I’d drop you in an instant if you were ever less hot or mindfucky. Right?”

Fuck, fuck, fuckity fuck. This girl was trouble. He was going to have work very hard not to fall too deep in love with her.

But he could work on that later. He kissed her again, and they fell down in their embrace but landed in what felt like a sea of eager, needy flesh. All the girls pressed in on them, pushing their hot, young, firm bodies against his. Several pairs of tits massaged his back and side. He ripped Isabelle’s tights off completely and spread her legs. She nodded at him with furious need, her lips quivering—her whole body was a prayer for him. 

He enjoyed the moment, the look. The other girls hoping he would fuck her hard and fast so that he could fuck them next. 

He pushed into her—feeling her virginal resistance break with ease from the size and force of his massive, enlarged cock. 

“I—” The air was knocked out of his lungs with how good it felt. “I’ll fuck you all senseless.”

Isabelle groaned, shuddering and arching her back, and he could feel her orgasming around him almost instantly. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me, John. Fuck me like I’m the only one that matters.”

“You are,” he growled, and then plunged deeper, watching the cascading orgasms wrack through her incredible body. For several seconds, she looked possessed—her eyes somewhere else far away and her body convulsing with silent, unstoppable pleasure. He kept fucking her, different pairs of girls pushing him to go deeper every minute or so. 

Isabelle dragged her arms around his neck, tugging him close, whispering to him like they were alone. She turned him on so much. He fucked her in short, urgent strokes, dying to spill in her. 

“You don’t want me to change, do you?”

He shook his head. “Not a bit.”

“You just want me to be yours.”

He nodded, kissing her harder. She got it. She understood. She knew. Fuck. 

“I’m everything a girl a should be.”

The other girls all echoed this new chorus, moaning and pushing in on John’s hips. 

Everything...everything...everything...she’s everything we should be...

“I’m vain, I’m self-obsessed. Confident. Arrogant. Cruel. Wicked. Loving. Adoring. Desperate. Beautiful. Thin. Flawless.”

He was losing control. God, he wanted to fill her up so bad. 

“Vain,” she said again, breathing hard, clearly on her way again to her own orgasm.

Fuck. 

“Self-obsessed...”

Fuckity fuck.

“Confident.’

Yeah. Yeah she was.

“Arrogant.”

Fuck yes!

“Cruel.”

Yes—to everyone but him, yes!

“Wicked.”

Desperate to murder for him if he wanted, yes!

“Loving.”

Her eyes opened, locking with his, her voice so desperately soft and needy. 

“Adoring.”

Her gaze wet, her eyes like polished glass. 

“Desperate.”

She really was. He could see it. 

“Beautiful.”

She smiled now, knowing he loved her beauty. 

“Thin.”

Fuck, so thin. Size Triple-Zero Uber-Beauty, fuck!

“Flaw. Less.”

That was it. His orgasm hit him hard—harder even than the one Morgana had elicited from him. 

She pulled his face into hers and shuddered, looking at him with the kind of pure orgasmic adoration that he didn’t even know existed. 

“And I belong to you, Master.”

John’s seed spilled into her bare, unprotected pussy. He felt his loads rocket hard into the back of her tight cunt, flooding her fertile orgasming body with his unstoppable force. 

His name continued to echo in the room from the gathered slaves cumming with them, and he knew—just knew—that the harem was now his completely. And there was nothing quite like that—nothing quite like owning the most perfect trophy wife in existence.

He collapsed on the ground. Someone gathered rugs and blankets and pillows, Daniela directing traffic. She knew where it all was. 

“I think you should know, mon amour.” Isabelle whispered to him as they organized themselves, even as Constance happily licked and cleaned his cock. “I’m deeply wealthy. I have the kind of money that would embarrass some peon to think about.”

“How?”

“My family is very old. From very noble lineages.” She licked his neck. “And I only allowed very, very wealthy girls to be my principals.”

That meant the girls now vying for his cock besides Constance—beautiful, ultra-fit dancers—were incredibly wealthy as well. 

“It will be nothing to ensure that you have full access to our funds, as you deserve. So that we can live out our days how you would like, with beautiful girls loving you and looking after your every desire, no?”

He nodded. Words failed him. 

“Je t'aime,” Isabelle whispered, dragging her lips across his. “Je t'aime tellement.”

The hottest woman he had ever seen, anywhere—hotter even than the wicked sorceress who had him under her spell—adored him in a foreign language. Praying to him. Promising to be his arrogant, cruel love slave forever.

And this was only the beginning. 

# # #
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