
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

Submissive World by Greene, Nick

Submissive World by Greene, Nick

Submissive World by Greene, Nick

Submissive World by Greene, Nick

The Submission Formula by Greene, Nick

The Submission Formula by Greene, Nick

The Submission Formula by Greene, Nick

The Submission Formula by Greene, Nick

Alpha Serum: The Dominance Maker by Greene, Nick

Alpha Serum: The Dominance Maker by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene , Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick

Brainless City by Greene, Nick


[image: ]


Living in Submissive City was the hottest thing I'd ever done. Women everywhere wanted to fuck, constantly. My mind was always in a state of arousal, craving the next cock to fill me up. My body was permanently transformed into a bimbo sex slave, with my intelligence reduced to that of a horny teenager. I didn't mind one bit. In fact, I loved it.

I spent my days wandering the streets, chasing after any man who would have me. I was dressed in nothing but a skimpy bikini and high heels, my tits spilling out of a tight top. My ass was barely contained by the tiny bottoms. My makeup was always perfect, my eyes lined with thick eyeliner and my lips coated in bright red lipstick.

My favorite thing to do was to find a quiet alleyway and present myself to the first man who passed by. I'd drop to my knees and take out his cock, eagerly starting to suck. I didn't know his name or anything about him, but that didn't matter. All that mattered was the feeling of his hard cock in my mouth.

Once he was good and hard, I'd stand up and turn around, presenting my round ass to him. He'd smack it hard, leaving a red handprint, and then he'd plunge his cock inside of me. I'd moan loudly as he fucked me, throwing my head back in pleasure.

This went on all day, every day. It was the life of a Submissive City bimbo, and I loved every second of it.

One evening, a handsome man approached me, his eyes lingering on my barely-there bikini top and below. He was tall, well-built, with a confident stride that instantly turned my head. His dark hair was perfectly coiffed, and he wore an expensive suit that fit him perfectly. He was clearly out of place among the dingy alleyways and rundown buildings, but there was something about him that drew me in.

"Hi there," he said with a smile, his voice smooth and commanding. "Looking for some company?"

I felt my heart race in my chest. This man was different from the others; there was an air of authority about him that I found irresistible. Without hesitation, I nodded eagerly.

"Yes, please," I breathed, not waiting for him to make the first move. I moved closer, my body rubbing against his as I reached up to touch his chest. His skin was warm and inviting, and I felt a thrill course through me as I traced his muscles with my fingertips.

He chuckled softly, his eyes darkening. "I think you've got the wrong idea," he said, his voice low and seductive. "I'm not here to play games."

Before I could protest, he grabbed me by the wrist and pinned me against the wall. I gasped as his hard body pressed against mine, his erection clearly outlined through his pants. His other hand slowly raised my bottom lip, revealing my bright red lips. Without warning, he kissed me hard, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth.

I moaned into the kiss, my body melting against his. This was what I had been longing for—a man who took control. As he continued to kiss me, his hand moved down to my ass, squeezing and groping through my thin bikini bottoms.

Finally, he pulled away, leaving me panting and wanting more. "You're coming with me," he said, his voice soft but commanding. "And you're going to do exactly as I say."

Without waiting for a response, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me down the alleyway towards his waiting limousine. I didn't mind one bit. In fact, I was eager to see where this mysterious and powerful man would take me next.

****

Edgar’s POV: 

When I got the beautiful, busty babe into my place, I couldn't help but stare at her luscious body. She was even more stunning up close. I admired her curves for a moment before leading her to the bedroom.

Once inside, I closed the door behind us and turned to face her. Her eyes were full of curiosity and anticipation, and I knew exactly what she was thinking. I took a step towards her and she let out a shaky breath.

"You are going to be so good for me," I whispered, running my hands slowly up her sides until I reached her plump breasts. I paused for a moment, cupping them gently in my hands and massaging her nipples through her clothes.

Her breath hitched and she let out a soft moan. Without another word, I reached down and unclasped her bra, letting it fall slowly to the floor. Her perfect breasts bounced free, and I couldn't resist taking one of them in my mouth.

I sucked gently at first, teasing her sensitive nipple with my tongue. She cried out softly, arching her back as she pressed herself into my mouth. As I worked my mouth over her breast, I reached down and slipped off her bikini bottoms, finally freeing her luscious ass from its confines.

I stood up, admiring her naked body from head to toe. "You are exquisite," I murmured before leading her to the bed.

Once she was lying down, I started exploring her body with my hands and mouth, kissing and licking every inch of her soft skin. I moved between her legs, my fingers dancing over her wet folds. She squirmed with pleasure as I teased her entrance, circling around her clit before finally slipping one finger inside her tight pussy.

She let out a long, low moan, her hips bucking off the bed. I couldn't resist anymore; I needed to be inside her. Slowly, I pushed my cock against her opening, feeling her warmth surround me as I pushed inside.

She threw her head back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure as I began to move inside her. Our hips slapped together in rhythm, and I could feel her pussy milking my cock with each thrust.

The room was filled with the sounds of our moans and gasps as we lost ourselves in each other's bodies. Her tight channel gripped me like a vice, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer.

With one final thrust, I emptied myself into her, feeling the intense pleasure radiate through my body. She screamed my name as we both came together, our bodies shuddering with the force of our orgasms.

Collapsing on top of her, I held her close, basking in the afterglow. "That," I whispered into her ear, nibbling gently on her lobe, "was the most amazing sex I’ve ever had.” 

To my shock, she began going down on me. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock as she took me into her mouth. It was an incredible feeling, and I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be experiencing it. As she bobbed up and down, her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, squeezing gently.

The room seemed to disappear, leaving only the sensations of her mouth on my cock. I closed my eyes, lost in the moment. She was so skilled, so talented. Her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony to drive me wild.

Her free hand found its way to my balls, massaging them gently. It was almost too much to bear. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, but I didn't want it to end. Not like this.

And then, she took me all the way in. Her throat worked as she deep-throated me, and I felt myself exploding inside her mouth. She swallowed every last drop, moaning around my cock as she did.

When I finally regained my senses, I pulled her up for a passionate kiss. "That," I breathed, "was the most incredible blowjob I've ever had."

As we kissed, I couldn't help but marvel at the way her lips felt against mine. They were soft yet firm, like velvet against my skin. Her tongue danced with mine, exploring every inch of my mouth, leaving me weak in the knees.

She broke the kiss, taking a step back to catch her breath. Her eyes locked onto mine, a look of satisfaction and desire shining bright. She licked her lips, leaving a trail of saliva that only added to the sensuality of the moment.

I reached down, gently grabbing her by the waist and pulling her closer. Her body pressed against me, the warmth from her skin making my heart race even faster. Her eyes never left mine as she unbuttoned my shirt, her fingers tracing the lines of my chest as she went along.

She ran her hands along the length of my body, her fingers leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. I could feel her breath on my skin, her warm exhalations sending shivers down my spine.

She slowly removed her clothes, revealing a body that was as perfect as I had imagined. Her skin was flawless, her curves enticing, and her eyes, the color of the deepest ocean. I yearned to explore every inch of her, to taste her in ways only she could understand.

As I removed my clothes, she lay down on the bed, her legs spread wide open, inviting me in. I joined her, my body covering hers, our skin touching in the most intimate way possible. Her breathing became labored, her heart racing in anticipation.

I trailed my fingers along her neck, down her chest, and over her breasts. Her nipples hardened at my touch, a testament to the lust that was consuming us both. I leaned down, taking one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking as she arched her back, moaning in pleasure.

I moved down, kissing and licking my way along her stomach, leaving a trail of wetness that she would surely taste later. As I reached her core, I spread her legs wider, revealing her most intimate and beautiful part to me.

I leaned in, my tongue extended, and made the first contact. She tasted like honey, the sweetest nectar I had ever experienced. My tongue explored every inch of her, feeling her quiver and tremble with each touch.

I could hear her moans becoming louder, her breathing more erratic. I knew that she was close, and I wanted to give her the orgasm she deserved. I increased my pace, my tongue flicking and swirling, driving her wild with each stroke.

I felt her body tense, her muscles tightening as she reached the brink of climax. I pushed harder, my tongue dancing in sync with her heartbeat, coaxing her over the edge. As she came, she screamed my name, her body arching up towards me in a display of pure ecstasy.

As I gazed into her eyes, I couldn't help but notice the raw emotion that was present in her gaze. Her intensity and desire were palpable, and I knew that I had to meet her needs fully. So, as I delved into the deep recesses of my mind, I searched for the perfect words that would not only heighten our passion, but also allowing us to experience a connection that transcended our physical bodies.

I began to speak, my voice low and sultry, as I gently brushed her tangled hair from her face. "As I delve into the depths of your arousal, I am reminded of the ancient legends that speak of the enchanted gardens where passions run wild and desires are fulfilled with unparalleled ardor. The softness of your skin is akin to the finest silk, inviting my lips to explore every contour and curve, as if I were a humble seeker in search of the fabled Garden of Eros."

As the words left my lips, I felt a surge of energy coursing through my veins, and in that moment, I knew that I could give her the pleasure she so desperately craved. With a renewed vigor, I dove between her legs, my tongue dancing in time with the steady rhythm of her heartbeat.

Her breaths grew more ragged, her moans becoming louder and more insistent. I could feel her body tremble beneath me, the sweet scent of her arousal filling my senses. I redoubled my efforts, my lips and tongue working in harmony, caressing her most intimate parts with a tenderness that bordered on the divine.

As I sensed her nearing the precipice of ecstasy, I whispered into her ear, "I am the keeper of the enchanted garden, my love, and I have come to guide you through its wondrous pathways. Close your eyes and let me lead you there, where your deepest desires will be realized and your passions will soar higher than the galaxies above."

With a final stroke of my tongue, I plunged her into the very heart of the garden, her body arching up towards me as she cried out my name. Her orgasm was a symphony of lustful cries and moans, her body shaking with the force of her releasing years of pent-up desire.

As she came down from her heavenly high, I pulled her closer, our bodies entwined in a dance of primal passion. Her heartbeat slowed, and I felt the waves of her ecstasy still resonating within me. I knew in that moment that we had become one, forever bound by the magic of our shared experience.

And so, as the night enveloped us in its warm embrace, we lay there together, basking in the afterglow of our wondrous encounter, our hearts filled with a love that could never be extinguished. For in that enchanted garden, we had discovered a connection that transcended the mundane, and our souls were forever changed by the power of our shared desire.
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I lived in a strange world. Here, women were submissive to men, in bed and elsewhere, and it was considered an honorable thing. A good thing. I wasn't sure why. It wasn't as if we were weaklings, needing male protection from wild beasts or robbers. We had been running the world successfully, by and large, for many years.

It made the women and men both happy because everyone had a lot of sex, and men were strong and virile while women were fertile. But it didn't make much sense to me. For one thing, it meant I had been stupid, and now was worse than stupid: I was a criminal.

I had grown up normally enough.

I was born in a village where the women were as strong and capable as the men, and everyone believed in treating each other with respect and equality. We were a proud and hardworking community, and it was a joy to see the balance of power for once not skewed in favor of one gender. We were equal partners in everything, from plowing the fields to cooking and raising children.

As I grew older, I was fascinated by the stories of the world beyond our village. I yearned to explore it and learn from other cultures, but my parents warned me of the dangers and the harsh realities of the outside world, where women often lived in servitude and were treated as mere objects.

Determined to see the world for myself, I set out on a journey at the age of 18. I traveled far and wide, experiencing countless cultures and historical epochs, and I was flabbergasted by the inequalities I encountered. It seemed that, no matter where I went, men ruled over women with an iron fist.

One particularly dark era that stuck with me was the era of feudal Japan, where women were considered nothing more than property, barred from education, unable to hold property, and forced to serve their husbands and fathers. It was horrifying to see these women as little more than slaves, devoid of any rights or liberties.

But amidst these disheartening discoveries, I also encountered some extraordinary stories of resistance and resilience. Women who defied the norms and expectations placed upon them by their society, and who managed to find joy and fulfillment in life despite the odds stacked against them.

I was especially captivated by the tale of a woman named Tomoe Gozen, a fierce warrior and samurai in the 12th century. She defied the stereotypes of her time by being both beautiful and deadly, earning the respect of her male counterparts and the admiration of those who knew her.

Upon returning to my village, I was determined to share these stories with the women of my community. We gathered around the fire, listening to tales of defiance, perseverance, and strength. It was a powerful moment, one that sparked a revolution in the minds of my fellow villagers.

We began to question the traditional gender roles within our society, and the idea of striving for equality started to take root. We realized that we had the power to change our world, and we weren't going to let anyone stand in our way.

As I stood in the village square, addressing the crowd of women and men, I felt a surge of energy and determination. "From now on," I declared, "we are equal partners in this world. We will share the burden of responsibility, and we will create a new way of life."

My words were not taken kindly. I was imprisoned. And then when I finally broke free, I made my escape. 

“Halt!” said the beautiful, busty female officer who grabbed me. “You were sentenced for your crimes, but I can't ignore the fact that your heart is in the right place. You've seen the world and learned of the injustices that women face, and you want to make a change. Our society may be strict, but we do have a sense of fairness. Why don't you come with me?"

As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice her flawless appearance – her bright red lips, sparkling blue eyes, and long, wavy hair that cascaded down her back. It was as if she was a physical representation of the perfect woman that our society idealized.

"Where are we going?" I asked, hesitant to trust her.

"I'm an undercover agent who has been investigating the world beyond our borders," she replied. "I've gathered a team of women who want to create a new society where gender doesn't dictate power or responsibility. We're planning a revolution, and we need people like you who have seen the world and understand the injustices we face."

I hesitated, but then I realized that I had nothing to lose. Maybe this was the chance I had been looking for to create real change. With a sense of urgency, I agreed to join her mission.

We journeyed together across the land, gathering allies and resources, and working tirelessly to build a new world. We understood the risks, but we were committed to our cause. The road was long and fraught with danger, but we persevered, convinced that our efforts would ultimately be worth it.

As we worked, I couldn't help but feel an intense connection to the beautiful officer. Her intelligence, courage, and dedication to our cause were awe-inspiring, and I couldn't help but look up to her as a leader and a role model. Though I tried to deny my feelings, I couldn't help but feel drawn to her in ways I didn't understand.

It wasn't long before our revolution began to gain momentum, and we soon found ourselves on the precipice of a society where men and women were truly equal. We faced countless challenges along the way, but we never wavered in our commitment to creating a better world.

And then, in the midst of our final battle, something extraordinary happened. As the beautiful officer and I stood against our adversaries, I realized that she had been fighting for more than just equality – she had been fighting for me all along.

Our eyes met in a silent exchange, filled with unspoken words and emotions that had been brewing beneath the surface. The chaos of battle raged around us, but in that moment, everything else faded into insignificance. I saw the flicker of something deeper within her gaze, a vulnerability that matched my own.

Without a word, we fought back to back, a seamless dance of survival and trust. The adrenaline surged through my veins, heightening every sensation until it felt like the world around us had slowed to a standstill. Our movements were fluid and synchronized, a perfect unity of purpose and understanding.

And then, as the last of our enemies fell defeated at our feet, the tension between us snapped like a taut wire. She turned to face me, her chest heaving with exertion and emotion. Without hesitation, she closed the distance between us, her lips claiming mine in a fierce and passionate kiss.

The world around us melted away as we gave in to the undeniable pull between us. Our hands roamed freely over each other's bodies, mapping out every curve and contour as if trying to memorize the other's essence. The heat between us ignited like a wildfire, consuming all thoughts except for the desire pulsing through our veins.

In that moment of raw intimacy, we shed our armor and let down our walls. Our souls intertwined in a dance as old as time itself, each movement echoing with the weight of centuries of longing and unspoken truths. And as we finally came together as one, I knew that this connection was more than just physical - it was a merging of hearts and minds that transcended mere existence.

As we lay entwined in each other's arms, bodies glistening with sweat and hearts beating as one, I knew that our revolution had achieved more than we ever imagined possible. For in each other's embrace, we found a kind of freedom that no society could ever grant - the freedom to love openly and unapologetically in a world still learning what it truly meant to be equal.

“May I service your cock, Master?” asked the girl, surprising me. 

She wasn't just any girl; she was my enigmatic slave, one who had been trained in every art of pleasure known to man. Her dark eyes held a mixture of reverence and desire, and I couldn't help but be drawn into her spell.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice hoarse with anticipation. "Take it in your hand and guide it to its destination."

As she slowly stroked my erection, I closed my eyes and reveled in the sensation of her warm hand surrounding my length. Her fingers rubbed against the sensitive head, sending jolts of electricity down to my toes. It had been too long since I'd last tasted this sweet agony, and now it seemed the wait was almost over.

Slowly, the girl lowered herself onto her knees, her eyes never leaving mine. As her lips brushed against the sensitive skin on my thigh, I felt a shiver run through me. It was as if some ancient goddess was wrapping her cool, tender fingers around my erection, her mouth now enveloping the tip, tight and wet, as she teased me with the merest hint of her tongue.

I groaned softly, my hands tightening in her hair as I felt myself losing control. She was like a siren, calling me to the deepest depths of passion. Her mouth continued to work its magic, her tongue flicking across the sensitive skin as she licked circles around the head. I could feel the pleasure building inside me, like a tidal wave about to crash down, and I knew I was close.

Suddenly, she thrust her head forward, taking all of me into her mouth, her throat tightening around my shaft as if trying to keep me prisoners forever. Her eyes locked with mine, a flame of passion igniting between us, and I knew that we were no longer just two individuals. We were one entity, a living, breathing embodiment of desire and ecstasy.

And as I surrendered to the exquisite torture she was inflicting upon me, I could feel the orgasm building, cresting higher and higher. With a gasp, I thrust upward, my hips bucking wildly as the climax took hold of me, pouring forth every last drop of my lust into her waiting mouth.

I collapsed onto the bed, spent and sated, while the girl gently cleaned me with her tongue, her body still quivering from the aftershocks of her own release. We lay entwined, our hearts beating as one, the taste of each other still lingering on our lips.

Her mouth sucked hard on my cock, her skilled hand pumping the base in time with her suction, bringing me closer to the edge with each passing moment. I could feel my body tightening, every nerve ending reaching out for her touch, as if it were the only thing that could ground me in this new world.

Her lips were warm and soft, her breath hot and damp against my sensitive skin. She was a creature of pure sensation, seemingly designed to fulfill my every desire, and I could feel her need to please me almost as vividly as my own.

Her tongue darted out, tasting me, exploring every inch of my erection like a map to a world of pleasure beyond comprehension. I could feel the tension building, my balls drawing up tight against my body, readying themselves for the flood of ecstasy that was about to wash over me.

I thrust forward, my hips bucking wildly as the orgasm took hold of me, my cock pulsing and throbbing in her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of pure bliss crashing down on me, and I knew that I would never be the same again.

As the last waves of my climax subsided, I collapsed onto the bed, spent and sated. The girl lay beside me, her eyes still locked on mine, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her own passion. Our hearts were still beating as one, the taste of each other still lingering on our lips.

And as we lay there, entwined in each other's arms, I knew that I had found something that I had been searching for my entire life. A connection so deep, so profound, that it transcended the limitations of our physical bodies, and spoke to the very core of our souls.

In that moment, I realized that I had never felt more alive, more complete, than I did in that very instant. And as I looked into the enigmatic eyes of the girl who had borne witness to my deepest desires, I knew that we would never be apart again.

“So you’re a police officer?” I asked. 

She smiled softly, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me. "Yes, I am," she said simply, her fingers still stroking my sensitive member gently. "I've been serving and protecting for many years now, and I've seen things that would make the bravest man shudder."

"But not everything I've done has been strictly by the book," she continued, her voice low and seductive. "I've had my fair share of undercover work, indulging in things that most would deem taboo. It's all part of the job, after all."

I couldn't help but be entranced by her words; there was something undeniably alluring about a woman who could not only fulfill my every desire, but also protect me from the dangers of the world. As she continued to stroke me, I could feel my arousal returning, the desire for her growing stronger with each passing moment.

"What kind of undercover work have you done?" I asked, my voice hoarse with anticipation.

She glanced at me then, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Oh, just the usual," she said coyly. "I've posed as a siren, calling men to their doom. I've been a temptress, luring them into the depths of passion with nothing but my body and my wit. And I've been a bimbo, using my charms to get what I wanted."

I laughed then, a deep, hearty sound that shook my entire body. "You've been all of those things?" I asked, still laughing.

She smiled then, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "And so much more," she said, her hand continuing to stroke my erection. "But for now, let's just focus on this."

And as I looked into her eyes, I knew that she was right. There was nothing more important than the moment we were in, the connection between us, the passion that burned bright and fierce. In that moment, I knew that I wanted nothing more than to be lost in her embrace, to be consumed by her desires, and to give her everything she needed.
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Submissive World was a weird place. I was realizing that very quickly. 

“Hey, man!” Said one of my friends, who was currently playing with a beautiful woman’s breasts on the side of the street. 

I tried not to stare as the scene unfolded in front of me, the surreal atmosphere of Submissive World enveloping my senses. The air was thick with a heady mix of desire and liberation, the boundaries of societal norms melting away into a blur of hedonistic abandon. Everywhere I looked, there were couples entwined in passionate embraces, their bodies moving in synchrony like a choreographed dance of lust and submission.

As I continued walking through the bustling streets, I couldn't help but marvel at the sheer openness with which these acts of intimacy were being displayed. It was as if the people of Submissive World had cast off the shackles of inhibition and shame, embracing their desires with an unabashed fervor that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

I passed by a group of individuals engaged in a primal orgy, their bodies a tangle of limbs and pleasure as moans and sighs filled the air. The scene was both mesmerizing and overwhelming, and I found myself torn between fascination and discomfort at the raw intensity of it all.

But amidst the chaos of flesh and desire, there was also an undeniable sense of freedom that pulsed through the very fabric of Submissive World. Here, there were no judgments or restrictions, only a raw expression of human desire unfettered by convention or expectation.

And as I watched my friend lose himself in the ecstasy of the moment, his hands exploring every curve and contour of the woman before him, I realized that in Submissive World, anything was possible. It was a place where fantasies became reality, where boundaries blurred and pleasure reigned supreme.

“Jerk me faster,” he said, as her hands wrapped around his dick. 

As her hands tightened their grip, I couldn't help but notice her skilled touch, each stroke perfectly calibrated to elicit the most exquisite sensations. His eyes rolled back in pleasure, and his breaths came sharp and ragged. It was a sight to behold, and I felt a rush of arousal coursing through my own veins.

Intrigued, I approached the scene and watched as her skilled hands continued to pump his dick with an expert rhythm. Her fingers worked in tandem, one hand moving up and down while the other stroked his balls, creating a delicious friction that sent shivers down his spine. 

The woman looked up at him, her eyes filled with a burning desire that mirrored his own. They locked gazes for a moment before she leaned in closer, her warm breath ghosting over his skin as she whispered into his ear.

“You want it rough, don't you?” she growled, her voice low and sultry. “You want to be dominated, to be taken and used for nothing but your pleasure. And I am more than happy to oblige.”

His eyes widened in response, a mix of surprise and lust flashing across his face. He nodded eagerly, and she smiled wickedly.

“Then let me show you true submission,” she crooned, her voice dripping with promises of pleasure yet to be unleashed. With that, she released his dick from her grip and spun him around, placing him on all fours before her. 

I watched in fascination as she guided him into position, his body poised and ready for whatever she had in store. As she stroked his dick one last time, I could see the anticipation building within him, a powerful storm gathering in his eyes.

With a sudden, swift motion, she inserted her fingers into his ass, sending a jolt of unexpected pleasure through him. He gasped, his body arching forward in response. The woman took this as a cue to begin, her hands pumping in and out of him with an intensity that bordered on cruelty.

His body writhed beneath her touch, each thrust bringing him closer to the edge. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I watched, longing to be the one to surrender to her expert hands.

As she continued her assault on his dick, the woman whispered dirty secrets into his ear, her words fueling the fire that now raged within him. He moaned and writhed, every inch of his body consumed by the pleasure that washed over him.

I could tell that the climax was close, his breathing growing more ragged with each passing second. The woman sensed it too, her own arousal growing alongside his as she worked him harder and faster.

Finally, he reached his breaking point. His body convulsed, his orgasm rippling through him like an earthquake. He cried out, his voice hoarse from the intensity of the experience. As he came, the woman continued to pump his dick, milking every last drop of pleasure from him. Her eyes locked onto his, and in that moment of ecstasy, he felt the power of her dominance pulse through his veins.

As the last few drops of his climax spilled onto her hand, she leaned in and licked it clean with a slow, sensual stroke of her tongue. He gasped, overwhelmed by the sight of her taking control, her confidence and dominance turning him on even more.

With a devilish grin, she pulled her hand from his dick, the wetness shining on her fingers. She reached up and rubbed his cheek with them, leaving a trail of his own release behind. She then placed her fingers in her mouth, sucking them clean, and her moans echoed through the room as she tasted him.

The man could barely breathe, his heart racing with desire and awe. He had never experienced anything quite like this before, and it left him craving more.

As she stood up from her position between his legs, she lifted her dress, revealing her sex - shaved and glistening, inviting him in. In that moment, he knew that he would do anything to be inside her.

She reached down and took his dick in her hand, guiding him to her entrance. He hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do next. But with a gentle push, he felt himself sliding inside her, feeling the warmth and wetness envelop him completely.

She moaned as he filled her, their bodies now intertwined in a dance of passion. Her hands gripped his back, pulling him deeper into her, her nails digging into his skin. The pain was pleasurable, and he could feel his own climax building once again.

Then, she began to move, her hips bucking against his, her body tempo matching his own. The left him breathless, unable to think straight, consumed solely by the need to please her.

As she continued to fuck him, she leaned in and whispered into his ear, her breath hot and heavy. "You're mine now," she whispered, "You're just a toy for me to use."

He could barely comprehend her words, his mind lost in the pleasure she was unleashing upon him. But the submission excited him, and he found himself craving more. He wanted to be her plaything, her slave, her victim to her sexual desires.

And with that thought, he surrendered to her completely, letting her take him to a world he had never known before - a world of dominance, submission, and pure, unadulterated lust.

I wanted this. I wanted a woman like that, serving me. But… who? 

I continued down the street. I knew here, I had the choice to claim any woman I wanted; it was nationally decreed. 

I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of emptiness as my mind wandered back to the memory of the woman and her dominance. I knew that in this city, I had the power to claim any woman I desired, but somehow, the idea didn't seem as exciting as it once did.

As I walked, I spotted a woman in the distance, her long hair flowing in the wind, her eyes locked on me. As she approached, I couldn't help but be drawn to her confident stride and the way her body moved with a sensuality that left me wanting more.

I knew what I had to do. I approached her, my mind already racing with ideas of what I would do to her once she was mine. Her eyes widened as I stood before her, my dominating presence taking over her senses.

"You're mine now," I whispered, my voice dripping with promises of pleasure yet to be unleashed. With that, I took her hand and led her away from the bustling streets, towards a quiet alleyway.

As we entered the shadows, I could feel her body trembling with anticipation. I spun her around, her eyes wide with fear and excitement. I placed her against the wall, my body towering over her, my dominance evident in every move.

"Let me show you true submission," I crooned, my voice echoing through the alley. I reached down and unzipped my pants, my erection springing free, begging for attention. She watched in awe as I positioned myself between her legs, my eyes locked onto her sex.

I began to thrust, my hips moving in a rhythm that left her breathless. Her hands gripped the wall behind her, her nails digging in as she surrendered to my every command. I could feel her body shaking, her moans of pleasure filling the alley.

As I continued to fuck her, I leaned in and whispered into her ear, "You're just a toy for me to use." Her eyes rolled back in her head, her climax washing over her as she succumbed to my dominance.

With each thrust, I could feel her body convulsing, her orgasm rippling through her like an earthquake. I cried out, my own body arching forward, my climax joining hers in the alleyway.

As I pulled out of her, I leaned in and kissed her neck, my tongue tasting her sweat and desire. She moaned in pleasure, her body still trembling from the experience.

I could see the flush of passion still on her face as I pulled back, my eyes never leaving hers. She whispered something inaudible, her voice hoarse from our activities. I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear.

"But remember, my dear," I said softly, "you are not the only one who holds power here. There are others who will want to claim you as their own." She shuddered at my words, her eyes widening in fear and desire.

I stepped back, allowing her to catch her breath. As she stood there, panting and disheveled, I couldn't help but notice the beauty of her body. Her curves, her firm breasts, her tight nipples, all on display for me. I reached out and ran my fingers along her neck, down her chest, and over her trembling abdomen.

She gasped as my fingers found their way to her wet embrace, her body reacting to my touch once more. I slipped one finger inside, then another, feeling her heat and the slickness of her desire. I moved my fingers in and out, her hips bucking against my hand as she yearned for more.

I knew then that I had her hooked, that she would follow me anywhere and do anything I commanded. With a final thrust of my fingers, I pulled out and watched as she collapsed to the ground, her body spent and spent again.

As I walked away, leaving her panting and gasping for air, I couldn't help but smile to myself. The game of submission and dominance was far from over, and I knew that my beautiful toy would be a willing participant in the twisted fantasy we were weaving together.

***

The city bustled around him as he made his way back to the marketplace. His mind still swirled with the memories of the alleyway, the woman's submission, and the power he felt within himself. He knew he couldn't go back to the life he once led; it no longer held any allure for him.

As he walked, his eyes wandered over the women around him. He saw them as potential playthings, toys to be used and discarded at his whim. But he also noticed something else. They saw him too, their eyes following him with a mix of fear and desire.

He smiled to himself, knowing that he held a unique place in this world. He was the ultimate prize, the one who could grant a woman the chance to experience true submission. It was intoxicating, this power he now wielded.

He spotted a woman in the crowd, her eyes locked on him, her body language pleading for his attention. He sauntered over to her, his confident stride making her shiver with anticipation.

"You want me?" he whispered in her ear, his breath tickling her skin. She nodded, unable to speak. "Then come with me." He led her to a nearby alleyway, her heart racing in her chest as she followed him.

In the shadows, he spun her around, his hands running over her body as he took in her reactions. She was trembling, her breasts heaving, her eyes pleading with him for release.

"Tell me," he growled, "what do you want?" She whimpered, unable to speak. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. "Say it."

"I want you to use me. To make me yours. Please." Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it sent shivers down his spine.

Without another word, he grabbed her hard against him, his hips pressing into hers. She gasped as she felt his erection pushing against her wetness. He began to thrust, his movements rough but powerful.

Her cries of pleasure echoed through the alleyway as she surrendered to him completely. He could feel her body shaking with each thrust, her climax building towards an explosive finish.

As he felt the first spasms of her climax, he knew she was his. She was the perfect toy, ready and willing to submit to his every desire. He roared in triumph as he felt his own climax wash over him, the two of them lost in the ecstasy of their twisted fantasy.

In the midst of their shared release, their eyes locked, and for a fleeting moment, there was something more than lust in them. Something akin to understanding or even love. But it was fleeting, as the intensity of their passion began to wane.

Breathing heavily, he pulled out of her and stepped back. She stood there, naked and exposed, but there was no shame in her eyes. Instead, there was a mixture of satisfaction and longing.

"That was... unforgettable," she whispered, her voice hoarse from pleasure.

He smiled, his eyes glinting in the moonlight. "I thought you'd like it," he said with a cocky grin.

She smirked back at him. "You have no idea how much."

They stood there in the silence of the alleyway, both knowing that this was just the beginning of their twisted game. The city lay before them, filled with people who were nothing but pawns in their sordid desires. And together, they were going to explore every inch of it, seeking out their next conquest, their next rush of power.

But for now, they had each other. And that was enough.
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Now that I was an alpha male in Submissive City, I had sex with as many women as I wanted. 

As the sun began to set over Submissive City, casting its golden hues across the skyline, I found myself wandering through the bustling streets. The air was thick with the scent of exotic flowers and spices that hung in the humid air. The sounds of laughter and music filled my ears, mingling with the rustling of silk robes and the soft footfalls of bare feet on cobblestone.

Suddenly, I caught a glimpse of her. She was like a vision, standing by a fountain in the town square. Her long, raven hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall, shimmering in the light. Her skin was like porcelain, and her eyes were the color of emeralds, filled with a mysterious light. She was dressed in a flowing gown that hugged her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

I felt my heart race as I approached her. She turned to face me, her lips curving into a small, demure smile. "Hello, sir," she said softly, her voice like the warm caress of silk on my skin.

I couldn't help but be drawn to her. There was something about her that was different from the other women I had encountered in this city. She seemed almost ethereal, like she was from another world. "May I join you?" I asked, taking a seat beside her at the fountain.

She nodded, gracefully placing her slender hands in the cool water. "Of course, sir," she replied, her voice melodic and soothing. "What brings you to this corner of our beautiful city?"

I couldn't help but lean in closer to her, drawn in by her scent, a heady mix of jasmine and sandalwood. "Truthfully, I'm not entirely sure," I admitted. "But I feel like I've known you for a lifetime, even though we've just met."

A soft blush stole across her cheeks at my words. "You flatter me, sir," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "But I assure you, we have not met before today."

As we spoke, I found myself lost in her eyes, Queen City, as if I could drown in their depths. I reached out, gently taking her hand in mine. She didn't pull away, instead placing her other hand over mine. Our skin was like two pieces of fine silk, sliding against each other in a sensual dance.

Suddenly, I could feel the energy between us building, like a storm brewing on the horizon. It was intoxicating, addictive. Without a word, I leaned forward, pressing my lips against hers. She gasped softly, her lips parting beneath mine.

Our tongues danced together, seeking and finding the perfect rhythm. I ran my hands up her arms, feeling the warmth of her skin under my fingertips. 

She shivered in my arms, her body trembling against mine as we continued our passionate kiss. I couldn't get enough of her taste, the feel of her soft curves molding against me like we were meant to be. It was as if all the stars in the night sky were guiding us to this very moment, a cosmic dance between two souls destined to meet.

Without breaking our embrace, I led her toward the edge of the rooftop, guiding her to an unoccupied bench shrouded by lush foliage, providing us with a veil of privacy from prying eyes. The city lights twinkled around us, humming with a life of their own as we surrendered to our desires. Underneath the velveteen canopy of the night sky, we broke apart for air, both panting heavily from our heated exchange.

"I want you," she breathed, her words barely audible above the din of the city below. "I want you more than I've ever wanted anything in my life."

Her confession set my heart aflame, and without hesitation, I began to undress her, each pull of fabric revealing a new masterpiece of creation. Her skin was flawless, like porcelain dipped in moonlight, adorned with intricate tattoos that danced along her curves like a secret language known only to us. Each ink-kissed contour was a mystery begging to be solved, and I vowed that I would spend eternity trying to decipher them all.

As her last piece of clothing fell away, she stood before me in all her naked splendor, and I couldn't help but marvel at her beauty. "You're stunning," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. She merely smiled, running her fingers through my hair before leaning in to capture my lips once more.

Our kisses grew deeper, wilder, as our bodies met in a forbidden dance. She arched her back, offering herself to me, and I couldn't resist the temptation. I entered her with a single, fluid motion, feeling her tightness surround me like a second skin.

We moved together as one, lost in the moment, our breaths syncopating in perfect harmony. Every thrust of my hips sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, and every moan from her lips fueled me with renewed vigor.

Her nails dug lightly into my skin, drawing droplets of blood that mingled with our sweat. It was a primal scene, a taboo act played out under the watchful gaze of a million stars. And yet, it felt right, like we were destined to be together in this way.

As the orgasm approached, she gripped me tighter, her eyes squeezing shut as if bracing for impact. And then, it hit us both, a wave of ecstasy so intense it left us shattered. We collapsed onto the bench, our hearts racing, our bodies spent.

After what felt like an eternity, we managed to catch our breath. Slowly, we pulled apart, gazing into each other's eyes. "Who are you?" I asked, my voice raspy from the heat of our encounter.

She smiled softly, running her fingers along my jawline. "My name is Queenia," she replied. "And I think I might have just fallen in love with you."

For a moment, I was speechless. Had she just confessed her love to me? It was impossible, yet I couldn't deny the way my heart skipped a beat at her words. "Queenia," I whispered, tracing her name on her collarbone with my fingertip. "I think I might have fallen in love with you too."

As we laid there in each other's arms, basking in the afterglow of our passion, I couldn't help but wonder how we had found each other. It felt like fate, like we were destined to be together. But then again, fate had a funny way of working sometimes.

"Can I ask you something?" I said after a while, my voice still hoarse from our lovemaking.

"Anything," she replied, nuzzling her head against my chest.

"When we met...you didn't recognize me, did you?"

She pulled back to look at me, confusion etched across her face. "No, why would I?"

I hesitated, unsure how to explain. "It's just...I had this strange feeling that we've known each other for a long time."

She laughed softly, her breath tickling my skin. "Maybe it's because we are kindred spirits," she said. "Two souls meant to find each other in this big, chaotic world."

I wrapped my arms around her tighter, feeling a sense of peace wash over me. Maybe that was it. Maybe we were just meant to be. Whatever the reason, I knew one thing for sure: I never wanted to let her go.

We stayed like that for hours, lost in our own thoughts and feelings, our hearts beating in perfect rhythm. And as the sun began to rise over the horizon, painting the sky with hues of orange and pink, I realized that this was just the beginning. Together, we would face whatever the universe threw our way, and we would do it all over again a million times over.
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A hot preview… 

"But you like me being a dirty slut for you, don't you?" she said softly as she reached for his hips and pulled him towards herself, opening her mouth to suck the tip of his dick.

His groan filled the air around us.

Fuck! I wanted to be that guy so bad. But how? Women wouldn't look twice at me... Especially not a hot, young, sexy babe like Annabelle. She was clearly experienced in everything and I wondered why she'd chosen this older, boring man for her first time doing these things.

While still sucking on him, she began rubbing her hands across his torso, up and down his abdomen, until finally reaching around to grasp his ass. My hand followed suit again, stroking my hardness slowly, trying to keep quiet while I watched this erotic display in front of me.

She let go of his cock and ran her tongue down to the base of his shaft, licking and nibbling gently along the shaft until she reached his balls, sucking one into her mouth while massaging the other with her fingers. His hands grasped her head tightly, and I heard him breathing heavily through his nose. After a moment, he started rocking his hips, pushing himself further into her mouth with each thrust.

After a couple minutes, he released her, backing away slowly, watching as her head followed him until he stopped. She licked her lips, smacking them together as though savoring a delicious dessert. Then she opened her mouth wide and swallowed him whole, all the way down to the base, without gagging. It made my cock twitch again.

His moaning grew louder when she began sucking harder, humming and bobbing her head. His hands returned to her hair, gripping her curls tightly as he used her.

"Annabelle, get on your knees." His tone had turned authoritative, dominant again, causing Annabelle's eyes to widen with excitement. The girl complied instantly, moving into a kneeling position in front of him.

"Now open your mouth wider," he growled, and she obeyed once more, spreading her legs apart, sticking her ass out, and arching her back as far as she could manage. She reminded me of those sexy images you find online with women posing suggestively, begging men to come fuck them.

He leaned over, using the headboard for balance while holding her head steady. "I love you so fucking much, babygirl. Now take Daddy's load."

The Submission Formula 1 

My eyes had barely adjusted to the darkness in my room, but my nose had long since been assaulted by the musk of sex. My cock was hard and throbbing, as it was every night, and the faint noises of two people fucking, or, more accurately, one woman being roughly dominated by a man, could be heard from across the hall. The walls were too thick to make out any visual details, but the show was always the same, and the fact that the girl was never allowed to cum until she begged her lover was always the highlight. The loud, orgasmic scream signified the finale and the moment I could allow myself to explode into a scrap of fabric with my fist around my cock.

I sat at my desk most nights, stroking myself to yet another unsatisfying finish while trying to ignore the lust burning inside me for the neighbor woman with whom I shared an unfortunate wall. Sometimes, when he'd left before I came home, I could hear her cries and screams of release, her body betraying her desperate attempts to keep him out. I couldn't even remember what she looked like or what her name was, only that she was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard, and probably ever would.

You see, I am an older man, far too old to be attractive to younger women now. Age 45, with graying hair, and lines on my face that made me look stern instead of sexy. Women didn't respond well to this look, which made me all the more frustrated because of how much I wanted to experience sex. I hadn't had sex in over 12 years, not since my wife walked out, taking our teenage son with her. Not that the boy was really mine; I'd lost my own in utero, and it wasn't until shortly after the marriage that she let me know the child I'd been helping to raise was from a prior affair.

I did keep in shape, however, in fact for an older guy I had a great body. My dick was also very big, which my ex had enjoyed but most women would find terrifying. It wasn't just long, but thick. And it's true that bigger is better and I could see no reason to complain about being well-endowed. In fact, there were only two issues: one was that my girth made it harder for women to get in me without a lot of foreplay (and then some lube); the second was that as hard as I worked to maintain my body, I still had no confidence that my looks weren't repellent.

I mean, why else would women avoid me, I wondered? 

Of course there was the fact that I worked... a lot... nonstop... and I was known to be kind of an asshole. But still, it would've been nice for someone to give it a try and let me know if they liked the way I looked. Maybe even the neighbor across the hall might like my body and want a good dicking, as my ex used to say, but I doubted it.

In any case, tonight I'd decided to lay on my bed and watch a movie that my co-worker had recommended, while rubbing my hand lazily up and down my shaft. There had been some action earlier in the night, and, in fact, her climax had been so loud that it distracted me during one of my favorite parts of the film, making me laugh for all the wrong reasons.

Just as I had put my head back on the pillow, and resumed my movie and wanking session, I heard footsteps, followed by a deep voice and then a girl's soft response, right outside my door. I turned off the tv and laid in the darkness, waiting to hear the sounds that always occurred: her struggling to get through the entryway with a heavy man, followed by kissing and moaning.

This time though, everything seemed different. My ears pricked up at the sound of a man's rough whisper, almost harsh, ordering the girl to stay quiet. I listened further, and then the door opened and shut, and he ordered her to undress. I heard her breath quicken, and then clothes fell to the floor. It sounded like something was pushed against the door, probably the man's foot, keeping it in place, while I lay in the dark, confused. Then a smacking sound, followed by a sharp breath, a slap, and then the low murmur again, "Don't make a sound," said the same voice, with more slapping noises and whimpers. She didn't speak, and I wondered if she was unable, but then I heard the man's heavy steps move away from the door, and across the room. The floor creaked as he moved closer to the wall between our bedrooms and stopped. I was sure my own heartbeat would drown out any other noises, and then there was a sound of metal on metal, and something hitting the wall on the other side, next to my bed. My confusion doubled, and I reached for my phone in the darkness, wondering if I should call the police. Was he setting a weapon against the wall? A knife? Would I be dead soon?

Then the girl gasped, her hands slapped onto what must be my wall. She didn't seem afraid but I didn't want to take the chance.

"What the fuck is this?" asked the voice on the other side, his face apparently next to where mine lay. The man must have been standing next to his bed, right against the wall that we shared. "Sperm? Another man's cum in you?" His words were accusatory, menacing, but the tone... it was a lustful growl that made me want to jump through the wall. I could tell the girl was still whimpering, her breathing getting quicker but I didn't hear a reply. "Did he make you cum, little slut?"

My eyes opened wide in shock as he called her that, which was soon replaced by another feeling - arousal. My body grew warm at his filthy talk, as if every inch of my flesh was electrified, and then when the girl responded with an aroused cry that signified his entry into her pussy. 

"Then I'll just fuck that creampie deeper and get you pregnant." 

What. The. Fuck.

I thought they had been having rough sex, or a one night stand. But now it was apparent that he'd found her freshly fucked and impregnated by another man? Was this a thing people did? It hadn't been that long since I'd heard them enter, and, based on her responses, he'd gone right into her well used hole without preamble.

As I lay, dumbstruck by all of this, my cock grew even harder listening to the wet sounds of him fucking her, along with his words as he berated and humiliated the girl. The moaning escalated, and it felt like my hand moved on its own to rub my member. I hadn't meant to masturbate, but I couldn't stop once my hand found the shaft. My breathing joined hers, matching her gasps as they grew higher, until her hands left the wall and grabbed my headboard instead. My hand followed suit, and gripped it harder, and my fingers brushed up against something metal, a round shape, protruding from the wall, near the top of the bed. Confused again, I held onto it as the girl's whimpers rose higher and higher, and her body began to convulse. As she cried out in pleasure, my own release came, in a rush that sent ropes of cum all over the place. And that was the moment that I realized why there was metal coming through the wall. It was a headboard on the other side, his headboard attached to his wall. He'd tied her down to his bed.

"Oh fuck, Daddy!" the girl screamed out, as my body shivered through aftershocks, my fingers still wrapped around the metal ring. When her cries finally ceased, the man laughed.

"Such a little cum slut, begging for it again. Did you really like me finding you that way, like a nasty whore who can't get enough men? Hmmmm?" Her breaths came fast and hard, then slowed down as he continued. "Do you think my cum is taking root in that fertile little womb, hmmm? Are you going to carry my child now, too?"

There were no more words after that, only more thrusts, grunts of exertion, and her breathy cries as he worked his way to completion. At one point, he slammed into her so hard the bed jostled my own.

I lay spent, wondering what to do, trying to understand how a normal wall could let two people so loudly have sex with one another. How was this possible? Did I go over there and ask about it? Would I look like some creep? A pervert? Because that's exactly what I felt like - a total deviant.

But damn... that girl was getting her brains fucked out and loving it. 

And I, frankly, wanted to be the guy fucking her. 

It was a confusing realization. One that I didn't know how to deal with because it went against my personality. I was very logical, and analytical. I had to have answers, which would mean confronting them and having an awkward conversation with my neighbor about how I knew what he was doing in his bedroom with his girlfriend. That also meant risking embarrassment by having my neighbor tell me to fuck off, and then letting the girl know she'd been caught.

Hmm. What to do. 

In the end, I waited it out. I figured if I listened carefully maybe I could find out more about what was happening before I interrupted things. There were soft cries, followed by kisses and low murmuring, and then, surprisingly, a few more rounds that ended up with more filthy talk and a final orgasm.

At this point I decided I'd heard enough to feel comfortable. The girl didn't seem upset or traumatized at all; she seemed incredibly turned on by everything and was enjoying it quite a bit, if I understood the sounds right.

Still, I wasn't sure I could face the girl yet. As much as I loved hearing her climax, it did bother me to feel like some sort of voyeur, as though I wasn't supposed to listen, like when someone has an affair. My neighbor was having loud, rough sex with his girlfriend, and I wasn't part of that... 

A sudden thought occurred to me. I knew it was strange, but I really needed to see who was fucking her. I wanted to match her noises to a face, and maybe, just maybe, see a reflection in a mirror, if they had one.

My heart raced at the idea, making it nearly impossible for me to even consider the risks of entering his home after what I'd heard. Still, I had to do this for myself, so I put on my clothes, and took a deep breath, before opening the door. The apartment was quiet now, and no sounds came from either side of my door. They must have passed out from the effort, or the alcohol, as I noticed a half empty bottle of vodka sitting on a table near the entryway.

The apartment was similar to mine, only slightly smaller and darker in tone, as the windowless hallway separated our living areas. The lights were dimmed, only a table lamp, and there was soft music playing, something slow and seductive, with heavy bass and electronic tones. It took a second for my eyes to adjust to the darkness, and then I spotted the girl first, laying prone on the bed, her body still nude but her face covered in shadows, while the man was at the other end of the room, his back to me. I had already seen him enter their room earlier, which meant I could match the voices. He was tall and muscular, easily over 6 feet tall, with a thick neck, bald head, and bulky torso. I wondered what she saw in this guy, he wasn't much to look at, but based on her reactions, he probably had other skills.

As I took a step closer, wanting to see her face, I noticed how clean his apartment was compared to mine. There was nothing out of place, not a speck of dust, and not one book or piece of clothing. I also noticed a chair that had been placed to block the bedroom door from closing properly; they must have put it there when they entered because that is where he was standing when he discovered her.

I couldn't help it. I wanted to see her again and know how she felt about him catching her that way. Maybe she really liked being fucked hard by more than one guy in a row; perhaps she enjoyed being used and abused like the little cum whore the man referred to her as.

Or maybe she's an innocent woman who was taken by a very kinky lover.

At that moment, he walked around the foot of the bed and stopped in front of her prone form. He was naked and had a large cock, but not as big as mine. She stirred, then sat up, revealing her breasts to him - full, rounded globes with perfect little nipples. Her head turned towards him, and then she bent at the waist to pull a black sheet over herself, keeping her hair obscured.

I took another step forward, curious, wanting to understand what she looked like so that I could get a picture in my head, but also to gauge his expression. Would he be angry? Upset?

His body shifted and moved forward, until I was sure that he was about to strike her, but then he reached out a hand and gently stroked her cheek. I watched in fascination as the girl responded by smiling sweetly at him, her body softening and leaning into his caress. His hand trailed down her neck, and then brushed over her shoulder before moving across her chest to cup a breast. This made her smile even wider, as she sighed happily. He leaned into her, capturing her lips with his own. As he did so, the sheet fell away, giving me a glimpse of her whole upper half, and revealing her beautiful face: heart-shaped, with a wide, thin mouth, sharp jawline, and high cheekbones. A few short curls of blonde hair stuck out, covering part of her forehead, but not enough that I couldn't tell her eyes were open wide, looking up into his.

The kiss lasted only a moment, before he broke free and stepped back, shaking his head. "I don't know if I can keep doing this, Annabelle. What we do is too much..." He sounded remorseful, maybe even guilty for what he'd just done. But I knew he wouldn't stop. The way he used her was evidence that he enjoyed it all. And I wondered how often they had this same argument.

Annabelle's head lowered, staring at her feet for a second before turning towards the window, and then back to him once more.

"But daddy, it makes me soooo wet," she pouted.

"Even you calling me 'daddy' is weird. We are so messed up," he moaned, while running his hand across the top of his head.

My cock began to stir as the words sank into my brain, making me realize how incredibly hot their dirty talk was. The things he called her, the way he was saying it... my hand wandered back down between my legs and squeezed the swelling erection beneath my jeans.

Annabelle giggled, her voice husky from her earlier orgasms, then moved closer to the edge of the bed and sat forward. As she did so, the sheets fell off of her completely, revealing her naked form entirely for me to see, which sent heat straight through me.

She stretched out her arms and legs, as though waking from a nap, then crawled towards her daddy.

"But you like me being a dirty slut for you, don't you?" she said softly as she reached for his hips and pulled him towards herself, opening her mouth to suck the tip of his dick.

His groan filled the air around us.

Fuck! I wanted to be that guy so bad. But how? Women wouldn't look twice at me... Especially not a hot, young, sexy babe like Annabelle. She was clearly experienced in everything and I wondered why she'd chosen this older, boring man for her first time doing these things.

While still sucking on him, she began rubbing her hands across his torso, up and down his abdomen, until finally reaching around to grasp his ass. My hand followed suit again, stroking my hardness slowly, trying to keep quiet while I watched this erotic display in front of me.

She let go of his cock and ran her tongue down to the base of his shaft, licking and nibbling gently along the shaft until she reached his balls, sucking one into her mouth while massaging the other with her fingers. His hands grasped her head tightly, and I heard him breathing heavily through his nose. After a moment, he started rocking his hips, pushing himself further into her mouth with each thrust.

After a couple minutes, he released her, backing away slowly, watching as her head followed him until he stopped. She licked her lips, smacking them together as though savoring a delicious dessert. Then she opened her mouth wide and swallowed him whole, all the way down to the base, without gagging. It made my cock twitch again.

His moaning grew louder when she began sucking harder, humming and bobbing her head. His hands returned to her hair, gripping her curls tightly as he used her.

"Annabelle, get on your knees." His tone had turned authoritative, dominant again, causing Annabelle's eyes to widen with excitement. The girl complied instantly, moving into a kneeling position in front of him.

"Now open your mouth wider," he growled, and she obeyed once more, spreading her legs apart, sticking her ass out, and arching her back as far as she could manage. She reminded me of those sexy images you find online with women posing suggestively, begging men to come fuck them.

He leaned over, using the headboard for balance while holding her head steady. "I love you so fucking much, babygirl. Now take Daddy's load."

Her answer was another moan, as her eyelids fluttered closed, and her lips sealed around his dick, making slurping sounds while she sucked his cock hard.

The view was incredible from where I stood - the outline of his thick member disappearing between her plump, wet lips as she worked his length up and down.

As I watched Annabelle suck this stranger off, I began to stroke myself, keeping my eyes open so as not to miss a single detail. Then he groaned loudly, throwing his head back, his hips thrusting forward as he spilled down her throat. She continued to suck until every drop had been swallowed, releasing him only once he fell limp.

I groaned, stroking my cock hard and picturing her sucking me instead. I splatted hot, thick ropes of sperm all over their door, painting it in heavy cream. 

They both lay exhausted on the bed for several moments, their breathing finally returning to normal.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he said, "We can't do this anymore."

Annabelle's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, then she looked up at him pleadingly.

"But, daddy?"

He grabbed his jacket, put on his clothes, and zipped up. "I need time to think. I'll...call you." 

I quickly ducked out of sight to avoid him spotting me. He passed without even a glance. When he'd vanished down the hallway, I looked back at Annabelle, who appeared dejected. 

She sniffed sadly and curled up on the edge of the bed.

I had never wanted anything more in my entire life than I did that very moment - I wanted to make her mine, to show her how badly I needed her too. She belonged in my home, with my cock in her mouth and her tight pussy impaled on it, milking me. I couldn't help but be envious of my neighbor - this guy got to have sex with her whenever he felt like it, and it obviously wasn't just one time a week, judging by the way he fucked her. And now he was breaking up with her? Why? 

I stepped back, frowning, rubbing my chin. The whole thing was weird. 

After some time I saw Annabelle get up, naked, and head towards the door. Her big boobs bounced as she walked. When she spotted my cum load on the door, she gasped. "What...what is that?!"

She didn't answer but reached down and scooped up a handful of it. It oozed through her fingers and down her arm.

To my shock, she sucked some of it straight from her hand, like a popsicle.

"Mmmm! Is someone out there?!" She called.

I stayed quiet.

Her tits jiggled as she ran into the bedroom, returning with some tissue paper and scrubbing my load off of her door. I watched as she licked and cleaned the cum. This girl must love cum, I thought. I wondered if she would still be into my thick semen or would she find my quantity unsightly.

And why did I care so much?

She disappeared into her room again, this time coming back in pajamas.

I realized I wanted to see her face and body. To talk to her, learn what kind of person she was. If my neighbor couldn't appreciate this girl, then he didn't deserve her. But as things stood, I could never be with her.

...right? 

She'd think I was a pervert... 

She looked upset though, and I worried about her being left alone, especially considering how much vodka she'd drank. 

So, after a little while had passed, I headed over to her apartment and knocked on the door. 

The door swung open to reveal my blonde-haired beauty. She was dressed in a pair of white pajama shorts with a matching tank top and wore no bra, letting her perfect tits hang free beneath the sheer fabric. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, framing her smooth skin perfectly. Her plump, full lips formed a wide smile when she saw me standing in the doorway.

"Hey neighbor! You're not here to try and move me out, are you?"

"What? Oh god, no." I laughed. "You live here now. It's your place."

She giggled. "Cool! I'm Annabelle."

"My name is Ben."

"That's a nice name." She giggled.

I smiled. "I heard about what happened... The breakup, and all of that. If you want to talk about it, or need anything, I'm right across the hall."

Annabelle nodded. Her expression changed for the worse again, and she started chewing on her nails. "Oh jeez, I'm sorry you heard all that. We were really loud I guess, huh?"

"A bit, yeah. But I can hear you guys from across the hallway sometimes, even though we aren't directly next to each other. Sorry for spying on you." I rubbed my chin awkwardly.

"It's fine. I'd probably do the same."

She laughed. "Are you like an alien? An older version of me? Like those people who have kids together and make babies look just like them?"

I laughed too. "I don't know what exactly you mean by 'make babies' but you're cute so maybe..."

She was definitely flirting with me. 

Was it possible she was attracted to me? To a forty-something guy? I felt myself blush at the thought.

She was staring at me with wide eyes.

I looked away shyly. "I was just wondering if you wanted to talk."

"No, I'm alright. Thank you for coming over. It means a lot."

"Okay. Well if you ever need a cup of sugar or something..."

She bit her lip. "Well, I might need something...but it's not sugar." 

She gave me a knowing smile. "See ya around, Ben."

Then she closed her door before I could say another word, leaving me to stand in the hall dumbfounded.

Her flirty demeanor shocked me - surely there must have been some underlying reason. Maybe she liked older men? And was just being nice to me? Or... was there actually a chance that she liked me? I wondered if I should ask her on a date later.

I returned to my room and began watching television again, thinking about how strange it was that this woman had such an effect on me.

I decided I'd ask her about it ... or maybe... 

Nah. She'd find me disgusting. But if she didn't... I imagined running my hands up and down her sexy body, grabbing her perfect, firm ass and pushing it back into me, feeling my cock buried deep inside her cunt while she moaned loudly.

And then... maybe, if I asked nicely enough...

I started getting hard.

Maybe she'd take my thick load in her mouth.

Yeah, definitely that part.

I mean, she ate my cum off her door... 

I had a feeling this chick was dirty. 
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A hot preview… 

I heard moaning and thumping noises and opened the door to find her on all fours, a giant dick inside her and slamming her from behind. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as his large hands squeezed her tits from behind while he fucked her.

Annabelle saw me and smiled. "Hey honey, wanna watch me get fucked?"

I sat down at her bedside and watched the man fucking her. He was handsome and had an amazing body. She turned away and focused on him, pushing her hips back against his groin. Her tits bounced around wildly as they fucked.

After a while, she seemed to forget about me completely. I was a fairly open-minded guy, and didn't mind my new 'girlfriend' fucking other men. I had to admit it was kind of hot. It gave me a new vantage point; I was always looking at sex from a guy's perspective.

Her pussy looked incredibly wet as she took that huge cock inside her over and over again. Her ass jiggled slightly with every thrust.

The guy she was fucking kept grunting and moaning like a beast as he pounded her from behind.

Suddenly, he pulled out of her, flipped her over, and pushed back inside again. She cried out in delight, arching her back upwards and raising her pelvis up towards him. 'Oooh yes!" She gasped. "Look how big he is, Ben!" she said to me, crying out in pleasure. "Doesn't he look great?!"

"He does," I said, my pulse increasing at the sight of her getting rammed hard by a giant cock. I reached under my shirt and stroked my own erection.

The guy was obviously enjoying himself as well, grinning madly while he drove into Annabelle's willing body again and again. The way his muscles rippled under his skin fascinated me; I could see every movement clearly as his chest rose and fell with each breath. His abs glistened with sweat while his arms bulged beneath him, supporting his weight.

"Gonna cum," the big-dicked guy announced through gritted teeth.

Annabelle giggled excitedly. "Cum in my pussy baby...make it allll mine."
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I went back to Annabelle's apartment the next day to deliver some flowers to her. Strangely, I found the door cracked open; a delivery guy stood outside.

"You're here to drop something off, too?" I asked.

He looked down at a box by his feet. "Yeah. I was supposed to take this to the front desk. But they told me to bring it up here instead."

I peeked in through the doorway. There was a pair of men's shoes left out on the floor, but there was no sign of anyone. "Is anyone in her apartment?"

"Maybe," the delivery guy said. "They're gone right now. Guess I'll just leave it here."

I walked in after him and put the flowers on a side table. They were purple hydrangeas, the same kind I'd gotten from my sister on her wedding day. She'd told me later that purple hydrangeas are a symbol of luck in the Far East.

It was weird that Annabelle wasn't here, but her door was open. Was she okay? Why were there mens shoes there?

Fuck, she probably got another boyfriend, I thought. So much for my chances.

"Thanks, dude," the delivery guy said as he closed the door. "I have another one to drop off upstairs. Can you tell her the package is outside her door when she comes back?"

"Sure thing."

I sat on the couch and waited.

A few minutes later, the doorknob turned. Annabelle entered, looking surprised to see me.

"You're home," I said, standing up.

"I didn't expect you to be here."

"Why not?"

She didn't answer. I noticed her outfit. She was dressed in a thin sweater, with her tits barely covered, and a tight mini skirt. The fabric was so thin I could see the outline of her panties underneath.

"Where did you go?"

"Just for a walk."

"In those clothes?"

She shrugged and smiled. "Do you like them?"

"Yeah, you look nice." 

She giggled, swaying over to the minibar and pouring a drink. "Do you want something?"

"Nah, I'm fine."

She took a sip and walked over to me, pressing her tits against my arm. Her nipples poked through the fabric.

"How are you feeling?" I asked, putting my arm around her.

"Mmm, better."

"Good."

"Why don't you kiss me?"

"Oh, sure." I leaned down and kissed her. It was a soft kiss, but her tongue slipped into my mouth.

"Wow, you're really horny, aren't you?" I said in surprise. 

"A little," she giggled.

She pressed her tits harder against me. I could feel her nipples poking through her top.

"Want to make love?" she whispered.

"You bet," I said, feeling my dick harden.

I followed her into the bedroom. She sat down on the bed and pulled her sweater off, revealing a black bra.

"You look nice," I said, smiling.

She grinned and unzipped her skirt. It slid off her body, leaving her in just a black thong and matching bra.

"I know you're a pervert," she told me. "You've been watching me and listening to me have sex. Well, now you get the real thing."

She pulled off her thong, revealing a completely shaved pussy. I stared at it, feeling myself getting even harder.

"Take your clothes off," she demanded.

I obeyed. My shirt and pants were tossed aside. Then my boxers came off, my dick popping out, standing at attention.

"Looks like someone's excited," she said.

"Damn right I am."

I sat down on the bed next to her. She lay back, spreading her legs wide, revealing her wet pussy. 

"Wow, you have a BIG dick," she said excitedly.

"Thank you."

"Do you want to fuck me?"

"Of course."

I leaned down and kissed her lips, then started kissing her neck. She moaned softly, rubbing my cock.

"Your dick is so big and hard," she moaned.

"Yours is pretty amazing too," I said, licking her tits.

She giggled and kissed me again, running her fingers through my hair.

I reached down and gently rubbed her pussy, feeling her juices soak my hand.

"I love really big cocks. My pussy stretches when I fuck guys with big dicks. When I was dating an NBA player, he had the biggest dick I ever had. It hurt like hell the first time, but it was worth it."

I laughed and kissed her again, sliding my fingers deep inside her. She gasped and arched her back.

"Does that feel good?"

She moaned and nodded, biting her lip. "Mmm hmm..."

I worked my fingers faster, making her cry out in pleasure. Her pussy got even wetter, her juices dripping onto the sheets.

"Do you want this big dick inside you?" I asked.

"Fuck yeah!"

I positioned myself above her, lining my dick up with her entrance.

"God that feels so good. Fill me up, Daddy," she moaned.

I pushed the head of my cock into her, feeling her pussy squeeze tightly around me.

"Ohhh fuck!" she cried out.

I started slowly moving in and out, letting her pussy get used to my size.

"God you feel tight," I grunted.

"You're so big!" she cried out.

Her cries of pleasure encouraged me to pick up the pace.

"That's it, baby. Scream for me," I said.

"Ahhh! Ahhh!!" she screamed as I fucked her harder.

Her body writhed and squirmed underneath me, her legs thrashing wildly. I grabbed her hips, holding her steady while I pounded her hard.

Her tits bounced as we fucked, her screams of pleasure getting louder by the second.

"Yes! Yes!" she cried out.

"Say you want me to fill you up with my cum," I growled.

"I want you to fill me up with your cum! Fill me up! Fill me up!" she yelled.

I thrust faster, our bodies moving together in perfect synchronization.

"Tell me you want me to cum inside you," I commanded.

"Please cum inside me! Please!" she begged.

With a loud groan, I pumped my load into her tight pussy. She moaned and gripped the sheets as I came inside her, filling her up with my cum.

My whole body shook and I collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my sweaty forehead.

"God, that was fucking amazing," she breathed, still shaking from the intensity of the orgasm.

I chuckled softly and pulled her close, burying my face in her cleavage. "Damn right it was."

We lay there for a while, enjoying the afterglow.

It was then I noticed the peculiar aroma in the air. It was almost like...cologne, but different. Hypnotic. 

"What's that smell?" I asked her. 

"It's Submission Perfume." 

"Wha...?" 

"It works on men and women differently. For me, as a girl, I'll get really horny and submissive when I smell it. For men, it activates the dominant, primal control center of the brain, making you ultra hard and sexual, so much you'll force a girl to get the sex you need." 

That explains why I got so dominant in bed all of a sudden, and my fear dissipated, I realized. "So you sprayed this when you came in?" 

"No, I keep it in a diffuser. Anytime someone comes in the apartment, they smell it." 

"So....let me get this straight." I pushed on my forearms. "Guys walk in here and get ultra hard and dominant with you, and you get horny and sexually submissive?" 

"That's about it."

"How often does it happen?"

"Every time, basically." 

My eyes went wide. 

"So you fuck any guy who comes in here?" 

She grinned. "Yes. And I let them take control of me. They fuck me, and make me do whatever they want."

I had heard something like this before. In high school, my buddy once told me his older brother used to visit sex parlors, where hot girls would submit to him sexually. This sounded like something similar.

"That sounds risky," I said. "Aren't you nervous you'll get a disease or something? Having sex with all these strange men?"

"Nah. I have a pre-installed screening device installed in this place. Any man who comes in is analyzed, and if he has diseases I don't fuck him. But so far all my guys have been clean." 

I nodded, impressed. "Well, you certainly know what you're doing."

We cuddled some more until Annabelle spoke.

"You want to be my boyfriend? You can fuck me whenever you want. You can cum inside me all day and all night."

The thought was intriguing. But I sensed something weird about Annabelle. I didn't know if I could trust her or not. This whole thing with a sex perfume seemed weird. 

Still. 

Fuck. 

Cumming inside her anytime I wanted? 

How could I pass that up? 

"Okay." 

She grinned and kissed me. 

"Did you know you ate my cum off your door the other day?" I said. "I figured you were a kinky girl when I saw you do that." 

She licked my ear, making me shudder. "Yummy cummy. And y'know what else? The flowers you brought...you sent me purple hydrangeas, which are lucky in Japan."

"Oh yeah?" I asked, genuinely surprised. "I didn't know you knew that."

"Mm hmm," she murmured, kissing my neck. "And did you know I've been using a little aphrodisiac cream? My pussy feels AMAZING right now."

"Mmmm, I need some more of that pussy. Get on top of me." 

I pulled her into me, her legs straddling my hips as our lips met again. Her tongue danced against mine while she ground her pelvis against me. I grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed tightly, kneading the soft flesh between my fingers.

We moved in sync, moaning into each others mouths. It was amazing, feeling her body pressed up against mine. Every inch of her was perfect. I couldn't believe that a woman like this existed. She was smart, sexy, and she loved having sex with strangers.

Finally, I could take it no more. I flipped Annabelle over, forcing her onto all fours. She moaned and wriggled beneath me, arching her back so her ass pushed out further towards my cock.

My hands gripped her waist and pulled her back, guiding my throbbing erection into her waiting hole.

"Ohh shit..." Annabelle gasped as I entered her, pushing deep inside with one smooth motion.

She tightened around me immediately, gripping my shaft with her inner muscles. "FUCK I'M CUMMING, DADDY," she moaned. "You're so fucking BIG." 

I pumped faster, filling her pussy completely with each stroke.

She screamed and bucked wildly beneath me, thrashing and clawing at the mattress.

Her orgasm rippled through us both and she collapsed forward, panting heavily as the last shudders subsided.

"That felt GOOD!" she gasped.

"I think you mean FANTASTIC," I growled, continuing to fuck her harder. "So you like being submissive in bed?"

"Hell yes," she moaned. "Give me every inch!"

We kept going for another two rounds before finally I came deep inside her. After we began tiring out, Annabelle sprawling across the bed and me rolling onto my side. She panted and tried catching her breath while I lay there grinning like an idiot, staring up at the ceiling fan whirling lazily above.

"What are you smiling about?" Annabelle giggled.

"Just thinking how lucky I am," I said, still staring at nothing. "I mean, my hot neighbor invites me to have sex with her and cum in her regularly, that doesn't happen every day." 

"Nope," she agreed.

"And you're such a good cocksucker. And your pussy feels great."

Annabelle giggled and rolled onto her side facing me. "Thanks," she said, running her fingertips through my chest hair. "It's a gift. One I like to share."

"Well, thank goodness."

She pressed her soft tits against me and kissed my shoulder. "You wanna go again?"

"Yes."

She sat up on all fours, facing away from me and wiggled her ass. "You're good with me still fucking other men, too, right?"

"Sure."

"Okay," she said.

I grabbed her hips and buried myself in her, making her cry out in pleasure.

This woman would be mine soon, I knew it.

Soon we started fucking everywhere. We fucked in my car, at the mall, even at work.

Whenever I visited her apartment, she'd always greet me wearing nothing but a skimpy thong, showing off her toned body, firm breasts and tight ass.

It turned me on so much I couldn't think straight when I saw her like that.

I knew it had something to do with her weird perfume. But how could I find out more about this "Submission Formula," whatever kind of odd fragrance that was?

As usual, I went to work and did some searching on the internet. Eventually I found the name of a chemist who specialized in making custom perfumes. I called his office, asking for information about the process used to create Submission Perfume. They wouldn't tell me anything at first, but finally they said if I brought them a sample bottle of Annabelle's perfume, they would analyze it.

So I snuck into her apartment when she was gone and took the entire diffuser full of scent, putting it in my bag.

When I brought it to the chemist, they put it in their machine. The results came back, saying the composition of the chemical compounds were unusual.

The perfume wasn't really perfume, the report said.

It was actually an exotic form of a drug used for sexual stimulation and manipulation.

This shit isn't perfume! I realized as I read the report. It's a goddamn drug!

That must explain why she acted so differently than normal! This stuff must alter the brain somehow. That's how it worked.

That was fucked up. But also... 

I realized, if I started using this shit, I could have sex with any woman I wanted. 

"Can you trace the original manufacturer?" I asked the chemist.

"Of course. But it will cost extra."

I pulled out my wallet and gave him several hundreds. "Will this do?"

"Certainly, sir."

Within two days, I had the report back from the lab. The perfume had originally been made by a company in Thailand. They specialized in creating unique perfumes for special orders, usually custom-designed to make someone submissive or dominant depending on which one they got. The company would then ship their creation overseas where the person could buy it and use it on themselves or others.

I got on their website and ordered several bottles, including one to replace the one I stole from Annabelle. Apparently she didn't even notice, because she had a guy balls deep inside her as I went over to her place that night. 

I heard moaning and thumping noises and opened the door to find her on all fours, a giant dick inside her and slamming her from behind. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as his large hands squeezed her tits from behind while he fucked her.

Annabelle saw me and smiled. "Hey honey, wanna watch me get fucked?"

I sat down at her bedside and watched the man fucking her. He was handsome and had an amazing body. She turned away and focused on him, pushing her hips back against his groin. Her tits bounced around wildly as they fucked.

After a while, she seemed to forget about me completely. I was a fairly open-minded guy, and didn't mind my new 'girlfriend' fucking other men. I had to admit it was kind of hot. It gave me a new vantage point; I was always looking at sex from a guy's perspective.

Her pussy looked incredibly wet as she took that huge cock inside her over and over again. Her ass jiggled slightly with every thrust.

The guy she was fucking kept grunting and moaning like a beast as he pounded her from behind.

Suddenly, he pulled out of her, flipped her over, and pushed back inside again. She cried out in delight, arching her back upwards and raising her pelvis up towards him. 'Oooh yes!" She gasped. "Look how big he is, Ben!" she said to me, crying out in pleasure. "Doesn't he look great?!"

"He does," I said, my pulse increasing at the sight of her getting rammed hard by a giant cock. I reached under my shirt and stroked my own erection.

The guy was obviously enjoying himself as well, grinning madly while he drove into Annabelle's willing body again and again. The way his muscles rippled under his skin fascinated me; I could see every movement clearly as his chest rose and fell with each breath. His abs glistened with sweat while his arms bulged beneath him, supporting his weight.

"Gonna cum," the big-dicked guy announced through gritted teeth.

Annabelle giggled excitedly. "Cum in my pussy baby...make it allll mine."

I watched as he grunted and pumped his seed inside her tight hole, filling her up completely before pulling out. Her pussy was oozing with his cream, but she kept smiling happily nonetheless. "Thanks for the fuck!" she called out to the man who just gave her his load.

Then she turned to me and grinned mischievously.

"Looks like you've got a raging erection, honey. Why don't you fuck me now?"

I nodded quickly and removed my shirt and pants, revealing my fully erect cock to her. I climbed atop her and pushed my hard shaft inside her sloppy, leaking pussy. As soon as my tip hit her walls, I knew I wasn't going to last very long. "Wow...so wet..." I groaned. "Fuckkkk, Annabelleeee...."

"Shhhh, Ben. Relax, sweetie. Just relax and enjoy the ride."

I began moving faster, sliding in and out of her soaked entrance. She gasped and moaned softly beneath me, squirming around helplessly beneath my bodyweight.

When I felt myself start to explode, I slammed forward until my balls slapped against her skin and let out a loud groan. Her walls hugged me tightly while her entire frame quivered beneath me. I held onto her shoulders as my cock burst inside her and I came like crazy. My whole body trembled from the orgasm as I emptied my load into her greedy pussy. "Oh God, Annabelle....That was amazing..." I gasped between breaths.

I slumped down on top of her, completely drained. When I rolled off to one side, she smiled contentedly at me and placed a gentle kiss on my forehead. "Thank you, darling."

The next day I received a call from the Thai manufacturer and put a special order in for 50 bottles of the 'Domination formula', which would make women sexually submissive. The guy over there was a huge creep and asked me why I wanted so much of their product, saying they never sold this much before, and I had no idea what the consequences might be for the recipients. I told him not to worry about it, and sent him $5,000 via Venmo.

When it finally arrived in the mail, I brought the giant box of bottles over to Annabelle's apartment after work and set up my little experiment. I filled her diffuser up with the domination liquid and turned it on. Soon, she came in the room and sniffed, her face turning bright red.

"Oh fuck!" she cried, running her hands through her hair.

This was going to be interesting.

Immediately, she began tearing off her clothes and threw herself on top of me, straddling my waist and beginning to bounce. Her tits bounced wildly up and down as she rode me roughly, moaning loudly with each thrust. Her eyes rolled back in her head while I laid on the bed below her, grinning like an idiot at what was happening.

It took barely fifteen seconds before she exploded, shrieking at the top of her lungs. Her entire body shook violently as she orgasmed. Then she collapsed on top of me, panting heavily and shivering uncontrollably. I stroked her back gently as she lay atop my chest. After a couple minutes she finally calmed down and rolled off of me, laying flat on her stomach with her legs spread wide open. Her pussy lips glistened wetly beneath her.

I switched positions and drove my dick inside her still-pulsating hole. She screamed again, bucking her hips wildly against me as she tried desperately to endure the onslaught of sensations.

She moaned like crazy and thrashed about beneath me. I kept plunging deep inside her as far as I could reach, hitting every single spot possible within her pussy. She seemed unable to speak coherently, only able to pant heavily and moan continuously. When she finally recovered from the initial shock, she looked up at me with lustful eyes and said "Fuck me hard!"

And so I did.

As I pumped my throbbing erection into her dripping core, she clawed at my shoulders frantically and wrapped her legs around me, pulling me closer towards her. With every stroke I felt myself going deeper into her hot wetness, and every inch brought another rush of excitement to my body. Soon, we both climaxed together, me cumming inside her as she orgasmed violently against me.

Afterwards, I asked her how it felt.

"It was SO much more intense than normal," she said, sitting on the sofa next to me. "Wow! Did you do something different." 

"Not a thing," I said, grinning slyly. 

She didn't need to know.
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A hot preview… 

"You love this, don't you," I growled, pumping my finger harder into her dripping slit and massaging her clit in slow circles, "Tell me how much you love having your master fuck you with his fingers."

"Oh yes! I love it so much," she cried out loudly, gripping my shoulders as she ground her hips against me. "I love fucking you!"

We continued to kiss and lick each other's mouths until finally, I withdrew my wet digit from her tight cunt and pushed down the straps of her dress off her shoulders, exposing her ripe young tits and hard pink nipples to my hungry gaze.

"That's enough foreplay. You have to get me really horny before we can fuck, right slut?"

"Yes, Sir." she moaned quietly as she leaned forward and offered me her nipple. It stood out hard and proud on her left tit, just begging for me to taste it. So I did. My lips latched onto it, sucking gently at first and then harder as her scent filled my nostrils and drove my lust wild. As I sucked, she began to move her hips faster, rubbing herself up and down along the length of my cock through our clothes while making those sweet little whimpers that signaled she was close to orgasm.

She came hard when my tongue flicked rapidly over her nipple, stimulating the sensitive tip to send waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her pussy clenched tightly around my finger while I fingered her hard, pumping my digit inside her hot snatch as fast as I could. When her climax finally ended, she slumped forward against my chest and panted heavily with exhaustion.

I pulled my mouth away from her nipple long enough to say, "Now it's my turn to make you come!" I gave her a grin before wrapping my arms around her waist and hoisting her off my lap so I could lay her face down across my desk, her firm round ass sticking straight up in the air as if presenting itself for penetration. Her cunt glistened with arousal in the midday sunlight, and I couldn't resist pushing the thin red fabric out of the way to admire it properly before giving it a big sloppy kiss that made her moan and squirm beneath me. Then I moved up her body, planting kisses all over her bare back and shoulders until I reached the nape of her neck, where I sucked hard on the soft skin and tasted sweat mingled with perfume.

"Now, I want you to bend over and let me see that beautiful ass, you little whore." I ordered sternly as I unzipped my pants and freed my erection.

Her hands immediately moved to her own rear end, cupping it like she was showing me the prize on a game show or something. The sight made me laugh and also grow even harder than before, until my cock stood stiff and rigid against my belly while Annabelle continued to present her buttocks to me invitingly.

My cock slid smoothly into her well-lubricated pussy as if her cunt was hungry for more of my meat. She cried out as I stretched her tight opening wide, filling every inch of space within her tunnel with my girth. I knew she loved having me inside her by the way she bucked wildly beneath me when I pumped in and out of her cunt. Soon she was begging me for mercy as her juices ran freely down my balls, coating them with wetness. I pulled my dick out completely and held it up so that I could admire the swollen head as it pulsated between her dripping pussy lips.

"Do you like it when Daddy fills you up with his seed, baby girl?" I teased while playing with the engorged tip of my shaft with two fingers. "Does it make you want me to fill you even more?"

The Submission Formula 3

Annabelle and I continued our wild affair with the special Submission Formula perfume being used constantly. We had wild sex parties; men turned dominant, women submissive when they inhaled the incredible pheromones.

One night I brought home an unsuspecting woman from the supermarket.

She was a hot, MILF of an Indian princess—with an innocent look of sweet naiveté.

But my Annabelle knew that we could get the beautiful woman to do anything.

"You're right, Daddy; she is a total whore at heart," purred my lover who had turned into such a filthy slut herself.

I grinned. 

This woman was named Sarah, and she was gorgeous; long brown hair and sparkling green eyes. A real beauty queen in a good girl way—if there is such a thing! She dressed in conservative clothing but was wearing very high heels, and I figured she loved to take care of the men who she dated.

It wasn't long before all three of us were naked on the bed. It was late, and I could sense the need for the both of us to have fun with her body and see how much she truly wanted to let go and let it all hang out. The two of us started in, touching and sucking, caressing and fondling, making sure that this young, pretty little slut knew what she wanted from our party.

I made sure to hold nothing back; Annabelle told me often enough that she enjoyed how passionate I was with other women. Her words were "Daddy, you fuck them like a wild animal," but she meant it in a good way; she wanted me to ravage other girls right in front of her. She had become insatiable herself.

Annabelle had learned that I wanted my woman to be totally submissive and willing to spread her legs wide for me any time I said.

Sarah seemed to love the feeling of my large hands on her body. It had been several days since we last saw each other, and I knew my cock was more than ready for a release after being teased by my slutty little hookup babe's antics. I couldn't help myself anymore as my cock began to stir underneath me as she licked my shaft; slowly moving my cock around so I was fucking her face.

"Do you like how my cock feels inside your mouth? Are you sure you can handle having me stretch your mouth open that wide?" My voice is gruff, filled with desire at seeing her look up at me while I continued to make her choke on my huge member.

She nodded with a whimper of delight; letting me know how much she loved to feel me using her like this. That was all the invitation I needed to begin pumping myself into her face; grabbing onto her head with my fingers tangled in her hair and shoving all the way into her mouth until I could feel her chin rubbing against my balls. She gagged on my cock but didn't stop sucking at all.

As I held her tightly against my groin, I could feel her tongue teasing my shaft with its wetness—I let out an involuntary groan and started to move my hips back and forth in time with her sucking motions. Sarah seemed to want me to give everything she had to me as I let out my seed into her hungry mouth.

"Wow, I guess you really did want me," I said with a chuckle as I got up off of her lips and allowed her to get out of her position. She lay on the bed as if she were exhausted from the act, and I could tell that the feeling was mutual when she smiled at me.

My cock throbbed as she began to suck again, this time with renewed vigor; I placed my hand behind her neck and pulled her hair while still pushing deeper into her throat until I felt her relax and let me completely have control. I started to move faster and harder as I felt her beginning to gag a little bit—but then she swallowed all of my hot juice without so much as a single drop leaking out of her mouth. She had obviously sucked a lot of cock and knew how to give great head!

"Wow, that felt so good." My voice was hoarse with desire; my whole body trembled with need as she continued to massage me inside her warm mouth; tasting every inch of my cock with her tongue as she swallowed some of the pre-cum dripping down her chin. "Now I think it's time that we get on with the main attraction."

Annabelle and I were now standing over her, looking down at this pretty little slut spread eagle on our bed as we began to tease her by touching and fondling everywhere—and I could hear Sarah whimpering quietly.

"Let's just take this nice and easy baby, no hurry whatsoever—we've got plenty of time." I spoke in a soothing tone; moving my hands over her breasts softly before pinching them. Hard. So much that she arched off of the bed and screamed in both surprise and pleasure. "Yeah, I knew you would like it rough—such a nasty girl!"

The perfume had taken effect. She wanted to submit totally, giving us control of her body and mind. My own beautiful and sweet Annabelle had become such a dirty girl herself and was loving every second of being able to play with Sarah while she squirmed in my strong grip.

"Oooh yeah, Sarah is ready for us to fuck her in the ass! Come on Daddy—let's give it to her good!"

I had already lubed her tight puckered hole and worked my finger inside as far as it could go; now my rock hard rod was sliding in deep until I felt my balls slap against her butt cheeks.

"Daddy is going to have so much fun with you tonight—just relax and let my cock stretch you open."

I could feel Sarah starting to loosen up as we went on with this delicious torment; getting her ready for what was next.

"She's getting so hot and horny just having us mess with her; do you think she's ready for Daddy's cock in her ass yet?" I asked Annabelle with a wink; causing the blonde goddess to smile wickedly while she nodded eagerly.

"Of course, she's a total slut just like me! Look how wet she is, all because we have been playing with her... Now make her beg you to give her your thick meat Daddy!"

That was exactly what I was planning on doing. I grabbed her thighs and held them up as I pressed down against the mattress; feeling every muscle inside her rectum squeezing onto my shaft like a vise as I started to thrust forward until I felt her opening start to spread apart even wider than before.

"Aww, fuck! Oh yes Daddy—that feels so good."

Sarah gasped as she moaned in ecstasy, enjoying the feeling of having me inside her.

"Do you want my cock deeper inside you? I can feel you gushing around me; you want my load shooting inside of your ass. Tell me if you're a dirty girl who wants me to use you."

She responded by pulling on her nipples as I moved deeper into her bowels; slamming myself as far as I could go. Annabelle was fingering her own cunt at the sight of me taking over Sarah's asshole and fucking her with abandon while she cried out for release.

"Oh my God—that's amazing!"

This girl was going absolutely crazy for my cock; crying out as she felt me filling every part of her rectum. I had to slow down in order not to come too quickly but kept pushing forward with my balls slapping hard against her cheeks while my pre-cum dripped from the tip of my dick and onto her pussy lips.

"Yes Daddy, keep going. Harder please!" She cried out again; this time her whole body shook with an orgasm as her juices flew all over the bedspread. "I'm sorry, I couldn't help it—you were just so damn big..."

My sweet little slut girlfriend leaned over Sarah's face to kiss her and taste her lips for a second as I started to pump my load deep into her ass; feeling myself about ready to burst with excitement at seeing how turned on they both were from what happened. "Good girl, cum for me—now cum on me! Come on, baby; make me cum right back!"

Both women were coming in perfect harmony as my seed filled Sarah's rectum and Annabelle's clit was being rubbed raw between Sarah's thighs; rubbing herself back and forth on her while the two of them screamed out in ecstasy until it all subsided. Afterward, there wasn't anything left but pure pleasure for everyone involved in our little fuck party.

"Fuck that was hot..." I grinned to myself. This was only the beginning. I wanted my slut to be trained like my own private whore and do anything I desired. The Submission formula was working better than I had hoped. I would have more fun with my own personal sluts as well.

Later in the day, I went into the office. There was some paperwork for a new acquisition my company had made, and I was in a jovial mood. As usual, it was hot and stuffy in my office, and my mind went to my sweet young lover. My heart raced at the thought of the things I could do to her...with her.

My cock was already rock hard with the image of her face in my mind's eye as I picked up the phone. She answered on the first ring.

"Hi Daddy, I was wondering when you'd call." Her voice was sultry. I could hear she had been sleeping or masturbating, and she sounded like sex personified. "I was hoping we could have lunch together later today."

My hand was already moving along my cock through my trousers, knowing I was alone. The blinds were closed, and the door was locked. Nobody was getting into the offices except through reception, and that's a single entrance from the elevator.

"Where are you, baby?" I asked. I knew she would be at home, probably in bed with the window open.

She laughed as if I'd just told a dirty joke. "In bed, Daddy," she said coyly. "I can't sleep, it's too hot. And my pussy keeps throbbing so hard, and my nipples won't stay down. You know what that means, don't you, Daddy." She whispered the last line as if the walls had ears and eyes and she didn't want anyone to overhear.

"Are your nipples hard right now, baby? And is your pussy dripping wet?" My hand was on my stiff cock, massaging it through my trousers.

"Uh-huh. My nipples are aching right now. I've never felt anything like this before."

My balls tingled and grew heavy with sperm. It wouldn't take much more to get me off right there in my chair at the desk. But I was determined not to waste my cum on the telephone with her; I was going to save it all up for later when I was back home and buried deep in her tight little pussy, fucking her as hard as I could while I shot my load deep inside her womb.

"Do you need me, Daddy?" she asked in an innocent tone. Her voice had grown husky. "I've been touching myself all night, trying to stop this aching between my legs. Can I come see you at work, Daddy? Please. I can't wait any longer."

There was no way I was going to say 'no'. She had turned my world upside down. I was a forty-year-old man having the time of my life with a twenty-three-year-old nymphomaniac! "Of course, baby," I said, breathless. I could imagine her lying on her bed in nothing but a tiny pair of thong panties, her nipples erect with desire. She needed to feel my cock inside her cunt, and I was glad she asked permission to visit me at the office. "Come over right now, and I'll find someplace for us to play."

"Ooooohh! You're naughty, Daddy. Do you think everyone will know we're fucking?"

I chuckled at her innocence and eagerness. "Of course not, sweetie," I lied. "But make sure you wear something really sexy so I have something to look at while you ride my cock, OK?"

"Yes, Daddy," she responded without hesitation. "I love the way you fuck me!"

There was nothing more to say. We hung up together, and I was left to sit there in my chair and jack off with the memory of fucking her tight little ass so fresh in my mind. Her hot, smooth skin had been covered in goosebumps as I took her from behind while she was bent over the edge of the bed, her firm breasts hanging down like ripe fruit waiting for me to devour them. And now I wanted more. She was insatiable and hungry for my seed. I was going to give her exactly what she craved.

A few minutes later, there was a light tap on the door, followed by the sound of Annabelle opening it. "It's unlocked, come in." I said as I sat back in my chair. I was wearing a polo shirt and casual trousers; very different from how I usually dressed at work, but this wasn't a normal day at the office, not today, not after hearing from her.

She stepped into my office. My heart leapt to my throat at the sight of her. I stood and took in the vision before me.

"Jesus, woman. You're incredible."

She was wearing a short summer dress in bright red, which hugged every curve and outlined every contour. It ended midway down her thigh and would have shown off a lot of leg except for the high heels that matched the dress perfectly. I noticed her long tanned legs, bare and soft, her toenails painted the same crimson color as the dress and nails. I felt myself stiffen even more at the thought of how good it would feel to run my hands along her thighs, touching every inch of her skin while I fucked her hard and deep from behind.

Her breasts were larger than I remembered them being in bed—and her face looked even younger than it did normally. Her eyes were shining brightly with excitement, and I could tell she was already turned on; the faint flush of color beneath her tan and her hard nipples pushing through the thin material gave it away instantly. She knew exactly what she did to me just by looking at me with those big round doe-like eyes, and it made me want to fuck her even more than I did earlier when she called.

"Get over here, little slut," I growled softly, feeling my balls ache with the need to empty themselves inside her tight pussy. "You have no idea how badly I want you right now."

She came toward me eagerly, closing the distance between us with quick steps on those spike heels that I imagined making her legs look so great.

When she reached my desk, I grabbed her firmly around the waist, pulling her onto me roughly and wrapping my arms tightly around her body so that my chest touched her tits and I could feel the firmness of them against my skin as she sat atop me in my lap. "I want to fuck you hard, little slut," I whispered hoarsely as she squirmed in my embrace. I could feel her cunt already beginning to moisten and grow wet as she straddled my legs. She had her arms around my neck, her face mere inches from mine while I stared into her blue eyes. "You look so amazing. I want you to stay like this forever."

We kissed then, pressing our lips together in a long passionate kiss that seemed to last forever before I pulled away and began to caress her breasts through the fabric of her dress. My hand slid across her smooth skin, over her ribcage and under her dress until it came in contact with her panties. They were soft cotton and soaked through with arousal.

"Your pussy is wet," I murmured softly. I ran my fingers over the damp fabric covering her mound. "Is this all for me?"

"Uh-huh, Daddy, only you," she purred, pushing her pelvis forward into my touch. "You make me so horny; I can't help it when you're around."

I slid her panties aside and slipped one finger deep inside her soaked vagina. She was so incredibly hot and tight, almost as if her opening was virginal again. But she gasped loudly as my digit penetrated her, and I felt her pussy begin to contract around me. I pumped my digit deeper still, sliding it in and out slowly but steadily, enjoying every second of being inside my little angel's sweet pussy once more.

Her clitoris became engorged, swollen, and stiff, throbbing wildly against my finger as I began to rub circles over it with my thumb. Her breathing quickened as I worked her, massaging her sensitive bundle of nerves in time with the movement of my finger inside her slick pussy walls.

"You love this, don't you little girl," I growled, pumping my finger harder into her dripping slit and massaging her clit in slow circles, "Tell me how much you love having your master fuck you with his fingers."

"Oh yes, Daddy! I love it so much," she cried out loudly, gripping my shoulders as she ground her hips against me. "I love fucking you!"

We continued to kiss and lick each other's mouths until finally, I withdrew my wet digit from her tight cunt and pushed down the straps of her dress off her shoulders, exposing her ripe young tits and hard pink nipples to my hungry gaze.

"That's enough foreplay. You have to get me really horny before we can fuck, right slut?"

"Yes, Daddy." she moaned quietly as she leaned forward and offered me her nipple. It stood out hard and proud on her left tit, just begging for me to taste it. So I did. My lips latched onto it, sucking gently at first and then harder as her scent filled my nostrils and drove my lust wild. As I sucked, she began to move her hips faster, rubbing herself up and down along the length of my cock through our clothes while making those sweet little whimpers that signaled she was close to orgasm.

She came hard when my tongue flicked rapidly over her nipple, stimulating the sensitive tip to send waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her pussy clenched tightly around my finger while I fingered her hard, pumping my digit inside her hot snatch as fast as I could. When her climax finally ended, she slumped forward against my chest and panted heavily with exhaustion.

I pulled my mouth away from her nipple long enough to say, "Now it's my turn to make you come!" I gave her a grin before wrapping my arms around her waist and hoisting her off my lap so I could lay her face down across my desk, her firm round ass sticking straight up in the air as if presenting itself for penetration. Her cunt glistened with arousal in the midday sunlight, and I couldn't resist pushing the thin red fabric out of the way to admire it properly before giving it a big sloppy kiss that made her moan and squirm beneath me. Then I moved up her body, planting kisses all over her bare back and shoulders until I reached the nape of her neck, where I sucked hard on the soft skin and tasted sweat mingled with perfume.

"Now, I want you to bend over and let me see that beautiful ass, you little whore." I ordered sternly as I unzipped my pants and freed my erection.

Her hands immediately moved to her own rear end, cupping it like she was showing me the prize on a game show or something. The sight made me laugh and also grow even harder than before, until my cock stood stiff and rigid against my belly while Annabelle continued to present her buttocks to me invitingly.

My cock slid smoothly into her well-lubricated pussy as if her cunt was hungry for more of my meat. She cried out as I stretched her tight opening wide, filling every inch of space within her tunnel with my girth. I knew she loved having me inside her by the way she bucked wildly beneath me when I pumped in and out of her cunt. Soon she was begging me for mercy as her juices ran freely down my balls, coating them with wetness. I pulled my dick out completely and held it up so that I could admire the swollen head as it pulsated between her dripping pussy lips.

"Do you like it when Daddy fills you up with his seed, baby girl?" I teased while playing with the engorged tip of my shaft with two fingers. "Does it make you want me to fill you even more?"

She answered yes without hesitation, but I still wasn't satisfied. I needed to hear her tell me how much she craved having me buried balls deep inside her cunt.

"Tell me, bitch," I growled lowly, "Say it...tell me how much you love feeling me fucking you raw..." My free hand moved to one of her big, firm tits and began squeezing them firmly enough to make her gasp again. "Go on. Tell your daddy what he wants to hear."

Her eyes widened in surprise when I pinched one nipple between my index finger and thumb. It hardened immediately, and I pinched it harder, eliciting another cry from my lovely whore. I loved being rough with her because I knew she enjoyed it as well. My cock throbbed impatiently with desire to have her begging for more, begging me to fuck her until she begged me to stop.

After another minute or so of making her whimper under my expert ministrations, I stopped playing with her breasts and let go of the tit I had been squeezing tightly. I then leaned forward so that my chest hovered just over hers and whispered harshly in her ear: "You want me to stop now?"

I moved my hands along her sides until I reached her thighs. She nodded wordlessly and gave me a pleading look before turning away demurely, burying her face in her arms while my fingertips massaged her flesh, sending shivers up her spine as they grazed every sensitive spot there was along her outer folds. Her clit swelled between my digits, throbbing against my touch. Her hips rose slightly off the desk, bucking against the friction of my palm rubbing over her clit.

"Don't worry, little slut," I soothed her. "I'll never get tired of fucking you." As I spoke, my cock slid back into her slippery entrance, stretching her walls so wide that she gasped and moaned loudly at the sensation. Her cunt tightened around me, drawing me deeper inside until my balls slapped against her wet skin as I pushed my member fully inside her until it disappeared completely within her slick vagina. "You're too fucking hot, baby."

We stayed like this for several seconds, my cock buried deep inside her while our bodies moved together as one unit. It seemed like an eternity had passed before Annabelle finally raised herself onto all fours and arched her back to grind against me, allowing my prick to glide further into her cunt as I pressed against her cervix.

I couldn't hold back any longer; she felt too good wrapped around my manhood, her slick inner muscles milking my cock like she did so many times before. So I pulled out slowly until only the tip remained in her and pushed myself roughly forward, slamming my groin into her ass. I fucked her fast and hard, ramming my cock deep into her cunt with each stroke while she cried out in pleasure under me. Finally, I lost control and exploded inside of her, filling her womb with my thick semen until she had taken every drop I pumped into her belly. Then she collapsed limply against the tabletop and lay there panting heavily while I caught my breath above her, resting my forehead against the cool wood surface. After several moments, I stood up straight again and gently removed myself from her soaked vagina before buttoning my pants back into place.

"Did I please you, Daddy?" Annabelle asked timidly as she rolled off my desk onto her feet. She turned to face me, biting down on her lower lip nervously as she stared up at me, still flushed and sweaty from our sex act. I didn't say anything right away. Instead, I walked over to my chair and sat down, placing my hands flat on the desktop before leaning forward so that my chin rested directly above them.

"Of course, baby girl," I replied, grinning slightly at her question. "You always make me happy when you satisfy my needs, you know that. You're a very good little whore." I watched carefully as Annabelle blushed at my compliment. "Now, don't be afraid to come by here and see me whenever you feel like riding my cock."

With that, I pulled her into my lap again, kissing her softly on the lips. When our mouths parted, she leaned against my chest and snuggled up next to me happily, nuzzling her cheek against my shoulder.

I knew there were some serious issues involved in our relationship and that our affair wouldn't last forever. But as long as my Annabelle remained submissive to me sexually, then I would always be content to give her what she needed and craved. Because after all, what else could any red-blooded man want than to have a beautiful young woman who loves nothing more than getting fucked senseless? Nothing could stop me now from continuing our forbidden love affair and turning my baby girl into my own personal fucktoy until either one of us became tired of each other.
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The Submission Formula 4

A hot preview… 

"Did you want his cum? Is that why you're here?"

I glanced over at Kelly, who was also watching me intently. She didn't seem at all surprised by the question. She seemed as eager as I was to find out the answer.

Taylor blinked, caught off guard by my directness.

"You know what, it doesn't matter," I continued, staring right into her eyes. "If you're that horny, I can help you with that."

There was a silence. I watched her struggle to speak. The emotions were all over her face. She was torn, uncertain... Maybe even excited.

Her mind told her not to do it. To reject my advances. To stay strong, no matter what.

But as I unzipped and she saw my dick, she gasped. Her whole body trembled as she realized the decision had already been made for her.

I held my hand out and gently helped her stand up on shaky legs. Then I sat down on the bed beside her. My eyes wandered down her body, and I took my time admiring her.

The fact that she was so hot made me so unbelievably happy. A wave of satisfaction washed through me as I pictured using my new pet.

It wouldn't be too long now.

Taylor hesitated at first, but then obediently bent over as I began running my fingers along her folds, spreading her open to reveal every inch of her pussy and ass.

My touch sent electricity through her, causing her to shudder and moan. The sensation drove her wild, sending her mind spinning and turning. Her face flushed red as the reality sank in.

I'd never seen such an amazing display of desire before in my life. I couldn't wait to take advantage of it. I started stroking her clit until she almost came. That's when I stopped and grabbed her hair instead, pulling her head back roughly and making her look me straight in the eye.

"Do you want me to keep going?"

Taylor struggled to speak. Finally she nodded, unable to hold it back any longer.

I pulled her face close and kissed her deeply.

"Good," I whispered into her ear. "Now spread your legs... And don't move!"

As soon as she did so, I began massaging her ass, squeezing it firmly before sliding one finger into her ass crack and then inserting it inside her tight hole.

A tiny squeal escaped from between Taylor's lips, followed by several deep gasps and moans. I continued exploring, moving faster now as I pressed deeper into her ass.

Finally, I withdrew, taking a step back to admire the view of Taylor bent over with her legs apart.

"Kelly," I ordered softly. "Come here and help me out."

She came over immediately, kneeling down in front of us, positioning herself exactly where she needed to be.

"Taylor, you dirty little whore," I purred, running my fingers along her wet cunt and gathering up the moisture, pressing my index finger lightly against her tiny hole. "Your slutty body doesn't want you to think, does it? You just can't help yourself, can you? When you see a big, hard cock like mine, you don't even care who has it!"

I heard Kelly start to snicker behind me as Taylor shivered uncontrollably.

"That's why we're going to fuck your slutty pussy, whore," I snarled. "I'll pound your pussy until it's raw. You won't be able to walk or sit for a week without thinking about my cock fucking your worthless pussy."

Without warning, I slid two fingers deep into Taylor's pussy and thrust them forward, causing her to yelp loudly and arch her back in pleasure.

"O-oohhh..." she groaned.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably as I continued ramming my fingers in and out of her slippery hole. She gasped and whimpered and squirmed as I finger fucked her hard, grunting with each powerful thrust. 

I pushed myself all the way into Taylor's wet cunt.

She screamed in pleasure again as I plunged my cock deep inside of her dripping pussy, feeling her muscles clamping around my dick tightly like she was trying to milk me. I could hear her breathing quickening as I fucked her fast and hard, grunting each time I slammed my fat cock into her quivering cunt.

The Submisison Formula 4

Annabelle continued to submit to me regularly. The Submission Formula had ensured her loyalty, and made us both highly aroused at all times. While we were still engaging in kinky sex all the time, I realized my appetites were growing stronger. 

I wanted more. 

I decided it was time to start expanding the harem, but I knew I would have to do so strategically.

There are a lot of women who would love the opportunity to serve the right man, and I knew that my power over Annabelle would be a great draw to a lot of others. 

In fact, I rather liked the idea of having not just me that Annabelle and my other women would service, but other men as well. 

"Anna, that guy who dumped you just before we broke up. What was his name?"

"John," she replied immediately. "What about him?"

"Do you think he has any friends you might be interested in?"

She hesitated for a moment, which surprised me.

Then she blushed.

"Are you still interested in him?" I demanded.

"No," she said firmly, looking away from me. "That was the past."

But when she looked back at me, her eyes gave her away.

"Annabelle," I scolded.

She looked down at the ground, ashamed.

"I'm sorry Master!" she gasped. "He broke up with me and it's been eating away at my insides, and I miss his cock so much! Oh please, please forgive me!"

I felt pity for her at first, but then realized this was actually working out in my favor.

I reached over to pat Annabelle on the head, like a faithful puppy.

"Don't worry dear, I'm not threatened by your need to fuck other men. In fact, I find it hot. I was thinking of inviting him and maybe other guys over to watch you have sex with. Does that appeal to you?" 

Her face brightened immediately, and she threw her arms around me. "Oh yes! That sounds wonderful! Thank you Master!"

She began giving me wet, sloppy kisses on the mouth, and I took that opportunity to grope her body as she did so.

As she slid her hand inside my pants and started stroking me, I knew we wouldn't get much more talking done tonight.

***

I invited John over the following weekend. Annabelle had already confessed that she had once shared him with another woman during a threesome. So I knew he'd be into it.

Annabelle told me afterwards that she wasn't really attracted to him. Not anymore at least, after I had made her my personal fucktoy. But that's okay. She just wanted him back in bed as an excuse to sleep with his hot friend.

I found myself more intrigued with this 'friend' than I thought.

A few days before they were due to arrive, I met him online. It was obvious from the minute he showed up at the door that night that he was completely smitten with Annabelle.

John couldn't stop staring at her, or groping her. They started kissing as soon as he came through the door, and the next thing I knew Annabelle was on her knees sucking his dick.

I had already sent them each a message, so they were under my influence even before they got here. Still, seeing her with another man so eager to fuck her was making me horny as hell.

I had planned on waiting until later to join in, but then the inevitable happened.

As Annabelle was blowing John, he decided he needed something to distract him from the intense pleasure. He looked around desperately, then settled his gaze on me.

Without hesitation, I walked up behind Annabelle and lifted her skirt up. There was no need for foreplay -- she was still stretched out from when I fucked her that morning.

"Ahh," she gasped, as she felt me start to slide inside her.

She didn't break off her blowjob though. Her throat muscles moved steadily up and down as she pleasured John, while simultaneously thrusting her ass back against me, begging for more.

It was only our second time fucking in front of somebody else.

John watched us intensely, transfixed with arousal at what he was witnessing. He didn't say anything as he started humping Annabelle's face with all his might, clearly lost in a trance of lust.

"What do you think, bro?" I asked him. "Is she as hot as you remember?" 

I thrust harder into Annabelle to emphasize my point.

He nodded dumbly as he kept pumping in and out of her mouth.

"Oh god, she is," he gasped. "Her cock sucking skills have gotten so much better since we were together!"

"Well it's not a big surprise why, dude. It's because I own her now. Annabelle can suck your dick anytime you want if you just give me a call."

Annabelle's muffled groaning filled the room, and her pussy suddenly got so slick and wet that my balls were actually slapping against her with every stroke. She had obviously been fantasizing about having a second man ever since I had mentioned it earlier this week.

It felt great, as usual, but this time something was missing. Or rather, someone.

"I should get this going more often," I grunted. "Where's your friend? The one that Annabelle wants?"

At the mention of his hot friend, John groaned louder and exploded in Annabelle's throat. I couldn't really see him cum, but I saw his balls tighten and heard Annabelle gag as she desperately tried to swallow his load.

After he was done, he immediately pulled his deflating cock out of her mouth and said; "Let me text him."

"Yeah, let me text him too," I replied. "Tell him we're gonna be a lot busier than I thought..."

As I was texting away furiously on my phone, I decided to send a quick message to the girls in my other group.

It was late, but I knew some of them would still be awake.

"Just wanted to check in. Having a busy weekend. Anybody free to play tomorrow night?"

There was only one reply, from Emily.

"Can't. Have company over. But can't stop thinking about your big dick," she replied.

Good, I thought. It's time for a bigger group.

"We'll have to hook up next week. Meanwhile, you know I'm always here to talk... And I mean 24 hours, babe," I replied.

The last line was important. Submissives crave their Masters, all day, all night long. I made sure my girls knew I was there for them whenever they needed me.

She never responded again, which was fine. I could sense the excitement radiating through the cell signal, even from miles away.

Meanwhile, another guest arrived at my doorstep.

I opened the front door and smiled.

"Welcome," I said. "I guess John and Anna have already told you why you're here."

"They didn't tell me everything," he replied. "But I can definitely hear what's going on in the bedroom right now!"

Annabelle moaned loudly from down the hall, followed by John's laughter.

"Sounds like she's having fun," his friend replied, grinning. "That's always a good start!"

I laughed, and stepped aside so he could enter. I noticed he had already begun taking off his clothes. He was a bit older than me and John.

In fact, I figured he probably wasn't much older than Annabelle. I liked the sound of that -- I had no doubt I was a better lover than both of these guys, but there was something to be said for age and experience.

As he walked towards the bedroom, his shirt came off and revealed a broad chest and powerful shoulders.

"Ready to plow her?" I asked, teasingly.

He looked back and gave a mischievous grin.

"Fuck yeah, it's been too long."

My cock stiffened as I watched him unzip his pants and drop them to the floor. It wasn't a big surprise to me that he was commando, given the circumstances of our meeting.

John and Annabelle had obviously broken off their fucking. John was in one corner of the room, jacking off slowly to keep himself hard while he watched us with his new friend.

And Annabelle, well, Annabelle had her ass stuck out towards us, pussy dripping with lust as she begged to be filled up.

Her new boy-toy wasted no time. Before I'd even gotten close enough to watch them fuck, he was sliding into her from behind and squeezing her hips.

Annabelle turned her head over her shoulder and grinned at him, obviously thrilled to have the company.

She didn't just lie there and take it though. This wasn't a guy who she wanted to stay friends with afterwards, I realized. He was just another man who she was using for sex, and her goal was to please him and make sure he returned as often as possible.

After all, I had trained her well. She knew that pleasing men brought pleasure to herself, in multiple ways.

"Yeahhhh!" she cried out. "Don't stop!"

I got on my knees and crawled next to her, looking up at John so he knew this was okay. In fact, I really hoped he would follow suit so we could double-team her together.

Then I started rubbing Annabelle's back sensuously, reaching around her torso to squeeze and stroke her nipples.

It worked. Suddenly I felt John get down beside me as well. And before I knew it, we were taking turns fondling Annabelle's tits while she fucked us both at the same time.

The guys took turns fucking Annabelle that night. There was something special about the moment when both guys pulled out of her and shot their loads on her back, like claiming territory.

The best part was that the party had only just begun. The girls continued to come all weekend long.

In between bouts of fucking, I noticed Annabelle starting to flirt with some of the girls more than others.

"You've been staring at this one for a while now, Annabelle," I teased her later, motioning to a cute black girl named Kelly, who was currently taking a break to get her bearings. "I think she wants you..."

Kelly gave me a curious look as Annabelle smiled at her. But before they could act upon it, I dragged Annabelle off the floor.

"But Master!" Annabelle protested as I led her towards the kitchen. "I need cock! More cock!"

"You can have some after we clean up these dishes," I scolded, smiling as she pouted. "Then I'm going to let you lick them off my dick again like a good slut."

She moaned with longing, remembering the first time we did that in the kitchen. She got on her knees immediately and started working.

It seemed I had finally created a real harem.

In fact, not only did my harem continue to expand, but even some of my groupie friends had a taste of the pleasures that my personal training could give them.

Emily ended up becoming my regular girlfriend. As such, she became the closest thing to a 'head submissive' as I had, although the dynamics within my larger harem meant she didn't get the amount of sex that Annabelle or any of the other girls in my inner circle did.

In any case, that suited her fine.

"So you and Annabelle have gotten really close lately," she teased, one afternoon after sex. "That must be pretty hot."

We were lying naked on my bed, both sweaty from having just finished fucking.

"What, jealous?" I laughed. "I guess we can always use a third person, if you're interested."

She laughed along, though not completely certain if I was serious.

"Actually, I meant closer in general," she added. "You two talk every day, right?"

"We text a lot," I admitted. "We're always horny."

"I've heard. Is she really that much better than I am? In the sack I mean."

I turned to face Emily and stared deeply into her eyes. Her question seemed to stem more from curiosity than jealousy or fear.

"There's no reason to worry," I reassured her. "You're perfect the way you are. Annabelle is... Well she's more advanced, I suppose. We've experimented together a lot, but don't tell her I told you."

She nodded seriously, filing that information away for later.

"Anyway, we talked about maybe getting her boyfriend to come over soon for a threesome with all three of us," I said. "Wouldn't that be hot?"

"Uh... I don't know how comfortable I feel having sex with another girl," she admitted. "You can fuck her, but I don't know what I would do..."

"Hmm," I said thoughtfully, letting her sweat for a moment. Then: "Well then how about you help me break her in?"

Emily giggled. "You want me to teach her things?"

"Sure. Why not? She wants to please men, so why not add a few lessons here and there? Maybe something with a strapon. Or maybe I'll let you suck on her tits when I'm fucking her, that should be fun..."

The image seemed to intrigue Emily. She thought about it as she ran her hand through my hair, gently stroking me.

"I do love watching you fuck other women," she admitted. "I like the idea of teaching her... Making sure you're satisfied. But I think I would miss out on too much of that if I was doing the 'teaching.'"

I kissed her hard, pressing her against my body and grabbing her ass.

"Mmmm!" she moaned, breaking off the kiss. "If you want your little whore to learn from me, then you'll have to reward me by cumming inside me more. I'm always afraid you'll impregnate those sluts instead of me..."

I smiled and slid down her body, heading between her legs to lick her pussy again. I never got tired of hearing her tell me to put babies in her womb...

But at the same time, I didn't stop thinking about the conversation we had just finished. It was obvious that Annabelle needed to see her friend Kelly again. As in, right now.

Later, I messaged her.

"Hey, Annabelle. Emily and I were talking. I want her to meet Kelly."

I sent the text, feeling confident about the answer. A few minutes later, my phone rang.

"Yes!" she cried, jumping up and down as I came into the kitchen. "You said yes! You said yes! Yes!"

Before I knew what was happening she was hugging me and rubbing against me sensuously. She was like a cat in heat, desperate and needy.

Her eyes sparkled as she stared into mine, silently begging for a reward.

I pulled her shirt up, exposing her breasts. There was no stopping this once we'd started, and besides, I had the house to myself for a bit while John and his buddy fucked the other babes in another room.

Annabelle sighed as I reached out and caressed her breasts, kneading them lovingly and teasing her nipples into hardness.

"You deserve a reward, don't you?" I growled into her ear.

She whimpered with desire as I slid my hand down her shorts and found her pussy already soaking wet. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back as I slid one finger in. Then two. Then three...

Annabelle cried out helplessly as she was finger-fucked from behind, and then again when my other hand began tweaking and massaging her stiff nipples.

When I felt the orgasm rise within her, I pulled my fingers out, and shoved them into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. I was careful to withdraw only when I heard footsteps approaching.

A few moments later John stepped into the kitchen to grab something to drink. He raised an eyebrow at us.

"What's up with you two?"

He didn't sound surprised to find us in the middle of some action, of course. Just curious.

Annabelle opened her mouth to speak but I interrupted.

"She was just thanking me for setting up another meeting with Kelly," I replied simply.

I watched as understanding dawned on John.

"Oh yeah!" he exclaimed. "Dude, thanks! This is gonna be so hot! Two chicks at once... And we won't even have to bring anything!"

We both laughed, amused at John's constant fixation on the topic of drugs or alcohol as the necessary lubricant to get women into bed with you.

Meanwhile Annabelle had gotten up on her knees and unzipped both our pants in order to give us a reward for agreeing to bring Kelly out that evening.

It was a pretty nice reward. Annabelle switched between blowing each of us in turn while also making sure to massage our balls to help us cum faster.

As I looked down on my personal whore, kneeling in the middle of the kitchen like that, I thought back to when I first met Annabelle in person.

God, things had changed so much. I was so glad I'd taken a chance on her. I wondered what she had been thinking back then.

Probably not that she was about to become a total fuck toy for her new master/boyfriend!

I groaned as she deep throated me all the way to the base, feeling myself getting very close. But right before I could reach climax, there was a sudden buzzing noise that startled us.

John and I looked down. It was his cell phone.

He reached into his pocket and swiped left. Whoever was calling him was someone he wasn't willing to waste time talking to.

Annabelle moaned again and kept sucking. 

I took a second to glance over at John, who still seemed to be looking at the number that had just called him.

Suddenly, the look on his face changed to one of panic. It was almost funny watching him try to hide what he was reading. He quickly put his phone away and returned to the blowjob, but by then it was too late.

I didn't need to hear John's side of the conversation to know that whatever it was, it was causing big trouble for him.

"Uh, hey..." he muttered nervously. "Why are you calling me from this number? Wait, what do you mean you're outside? I'm kind of busy right now!"

It occurred to me that maybe the police were trying to bring him in again. He was supposed to check in with a court officer every month, after all.

But as Annabelle increased the pace of her sucking, it became very obvious that no cop in their right mind would interrupt an investigation just to remind him to visit the station.

No, this had to be more serious than that.

I looked over at John and he finally met my eye. There was dread in his expression, and a desperate plea for help.

"Can... Uh... Can you hold on for one minute?" he said into his phone. "Yeah... Okay, I'm here! Just give me a few seconds!"

Before he went back into the house, he motioned towards his bedroom door.

"You gotta come in there," John whispered to me, urgently. "There's something weird going on..."

What could it possibly be?

A moment later we found out. When I walked into John's room, there was a girl lying down on his bed, totally naked. She appeared to be tied up with rope.

"What the hell?" I demanded. "Did you kidnap this chick?"

"No, no," John shook his head. "Just listen... It's my friend, Tiffany. Well, uh, actually her name is Taylor..."

"Wait, what?"

My eyes snapped back towards the girl on the bed, as if noticing her for the first time. I recognized her instantly. It was the girl in the video! The one who Annabelle had shown me months before, back when she had begged for my help training her.

Taylor! How in the world had she ended up here?!

The answer to my question came quickly.

"This was all her idea," John explained nervously. "Apparently she used to go by her middle name, Taylor. But then she switched to using her first name. So, uh, yeah."

It made sense to me now. Annabelle and I must have missed something during the video search. Somehow John had managed to track her down!

John looked down at his ex-girlfriend, still tied up and helpless on the bed.

"So, Taylor here was trying to trick me into cheating on her. By seducing her into sex under a false identity. Like those fake sugar baby accounts."

He shook his head in disbelief.

"Well, you know, turns out that's technically still considered cheating."

John turned to me, and there was genuine confusion in his face. He just didn't understand it. He couldn't comprehend how she could do something so evil to him.

Even worse, I did. This had Annabelle's brand of kinky shit all over it. For some reason, the girls loved it.

As I began untying the knots that kept her bound, I remembered a conversation we'd had with Kelly in the kitchen about something similar. About the idea of 'role-play.'

They really did like that kind of thing. I would have to keep it in mind.

In any case, right now this situation wasn't looking too good for any of us. My best friend had an ex-girlfriend that had traveled across state lines to set up a deceptive sexual encounter with him.

If she told the right people about this, we could all go to jail. There was no way they wouldn't believe her if she told them why she came out here.

We all stood in silence as the tension hung in the air. There had to be a way to deal with this, I thought to myself. And in my experience, when dealing with girls, there generally was.

Then a thought came to my head: I knew exactly what I needed to say. It was the only way out. I just needed to figure out how to say it without letting my voice betray me.

Finally I turned to look at Taylor.

"Did you think John wouldn't figure out it was you?" I asked her pointedly. "Do you think he's stupid?"

Her eyes widened, but she didn't dare answer. I stared straight at her as if she had been the one who betrayed John's trust, instead of the other way around.

"Taylor, it's because of what you did last year that John has to check in with a court officer once a month!" I snapped. "Do you have any idea how humiliating that is? Or how much trouble we're going to be in if they find out he's broken the rules of his parole?"

She swallowed and started to shiver. She was scared now, and she understood what she had done. The truth seemed to come back to her. All at once, and in vivid detail.

I felt a wave of excitement wash through my body.

"What you tried to do wasn't love, Taylor," I spat, narrowing my eyes. "It was manipulation, and you know it! You broke John's heart for some sick, twisted reason. Maybe because you got off on it."

"N-no..." Taylor stammered, unable to meet my eyes.

"That's the worst part," I added, shaking my head in mock disgust. "You didn't even apologize. How many times did you say those exact same things to him, while pretending to be someone else?"

She opened her mouth and closed it again. I looked at her more carefully.

The fear in her face made me so horny. This bitch had lied to us about everything. But here she was now, about to find out what happens when you cross your Master.

I couldn't wait.

"Annabelle, Kelly," I snapped suddenly. "Come on, girls. Let's give this slut a lesson in how we treat liars and cheaters around here."

They both nodded.

And then, as I'd seen Annabelle do so many times before, I slid into character. Into the role that this woman desired most in the world.

"On second thought, never mind," I said suddenly. "This skank doesn't deserve to cum tonight."

I saw a look of disappointment flash across her face, which was quickly replaced by shame as she realized I had spotted it.

"Take care of her, girls," I ordered, turning around to walk out the door.

John followed behind me, closing the door as we exited and locked it, leaving our toys inside.

"Oh shit!" he cried out, once we were safely on the other side of the room. "Holy shit! That was freaking awesome, dude! Did you see the look on her face? Oh my god, I thought she was gonna pee herself for real!"

"Me too," I agreed, laughing. "Now we just have to wait for the girls to finish their lesson..."

He grinned.

We didn't need to wait long, or guess about what would happen next. The sounds that emanated from the other side of the door made it very obvious what the women were up to.

A few seconds later we heard moans, which grew louder and more frequent. Intensely sexual, I looked in the door to see the women pleasuring Taylor. Her legs were spread. Two women were licking her pussy, a third sucking on her nipples. 

Taylor whimpered and squealed, countless orgasms racking her body. By the end of it all, she could barely move. Her limbs hung limp from exhaustion, and her face was completely blissed out in ecstasy.

Kelly and Annabelle stood next to me, watching in satisfaction at the mess they had made of my ex-girlfriend. They exchanged a small high five, giggling like school girls.

Then I unlocked the door and walked in. It was time for a little chat.

"So, Taylor," I began quietly. "How exactly did you convince Annabelle to help you pull this off? You didn't have any trouble finding us, after all."

She gulped, looking nervous. But to her credit she kept it together.

"It wasn't hard," she shrugged. "I tracked Annabelle's email down. Sent a message with some photos... She seemed into the idea."

As she spoke, a strange thought occurred to me. If this was just a ruse to get to John... Why had Annabelle been so enthusiastic? Was I missing something?

"Did you want his cum? Is that why you're here?"

I glanced over at Kelly, who was also watching me intently. She didn't seem at all surprised by the question. She seemed as eager as I was to find out the answer.

Taylor blinked, caught off guard by my directness.

"You know what, it doesn't matter," I continued, staring right into her eyes. "If you're that horny, I can help you with that."

There was a silence. I watched her struggle to speak. The emotions were all over her face. She was torn, uncertain... Maybe even excited.

Her mind told her not to do it. To reject my advances. To stay strong, no matter what.

But as I unzipped and she saw my dick, she gasped. Her whole body trembled as she realized the decision had already been made for her.

I held my hand out and gently helped her stand up on shaky legs. Then I sat down on the bed beside her. My eyes wandered down her body, and I took my time admiring her.

The fact that she was so hot made me so unbelievably happy. A wave of satisfaction washed through me as I pictured using my new pet.

It wouldn't be too long now.

Taylor hesitated at first, but then obediently bent over as I began running my fingers along her folds, spreading her open to reveal every inch of her pussy and ass.

My touch sent electricity through her, causing her to shudder and moan. The sensation drove her wild, sending her mind spinning and turning. Her face flushed red as the reality sank in.

I'd never seen such an amazing display of desire before in my life. I couldn't wait to take advantage of it. I started stroking her clit until she almost came. That's when I stopped and grabbed her hair instead, pulling her head back roughly and making her look me straight in the eye.

"Do you want me to keep going?"

Taylor struggled to speak. Finally she nodded, unable to hold it back any longer.

I pulled her face close and kissed her deeply.

"Good," I whispered into her ear. "Now spread your legs... And don't move!"

As soon as she did so, I began massaging her ass, squeezing it firmly before sliding one finger into her ass crack and then inserting it inside her tight hole.

A tiny squeal escaped from between Taylor's lips, followed by several deep gasps and moans. I continued exploring, moving faster now as I pressed deeper into her ass.

Finally, I withdrew, taking a step back to admire the view of Taylor bent over with her legs apart.

"Kelly," I ordered softly. "Come here and help me out."

She came over immediately, kneeling down in front of us, positioning herself exactly where she needed to be.

"Taylor, you dirty little whore," I purred, running my fingers along her wet cunt and gathering up the moisture, pressing my index finger lightly against her tiny hole. "Your slutty body doesn't want you to think, does it? You just can't help yourself, can you? When you see a big, hard cock like mine, you don't even care who has it!"

I heard Kelly start to snicker behind me as Taylor shivered uncontrollably.

"That's why we're going to fuck your slutty pussy, whore," I snarled. "I'll pound your pussy until it's raw. You won't be able to walk or sit for a week without thinking about my cock fucking your worthless pussy."

Without warning, I slid two fingers deep into Taylor's pussy and thrust them forward, causing her to yelp loudly and arch her back in pleasure.

"O-oohhh..." she groaned.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably as I continued ramming my fingers in and out of her slippery hole. She gasped and whimpered and squirmed as I finger fucked her hard, grunting with each powerful thrust.

I pushed myself all the way into Taylor's wet cunt.

She screamed again as I plunged my cock deep inside of her dripping pussy, feeling her muscles clamping around my dick tightly like she was trying to milk me. I could hear her breathing quickening as I fucked her fast and hard, grunting each time I slammed my fat cock into her quivering cunt.

With her legs spread and ass sticking out, I continued hammering away at her gushing pussy until she shrieked once more and convulsed beneath me. Her juices spilled onto my cock while I pumped furiously inside her soaking vagina until she went limp and lay there helpless.

"Look at you," I panted, still fucking her as fast as possible. "You came twice! My god... What a greedy whore you are!"

Taylor writhed beneath me, whimpering loudly as my cock drove deep inside her over and over again, slamming her full force against the mattress as I fucked her mercilessly. She begged desperately for more, pleading for me to fuck her harder, begging me not to stop.

"Please, sir! P-please fuck me!!!" Taylor pleaded. "Oh god, please!!"

"Do you want my cum?" I teased.

I was barely even touching her now. All the sensations were coming from my dick fucking her tight little twat. Every nerve ending on my shaft was pulsing with excitement at the thought of flooding this girl with my seed.

And then, the idea struck me: what would happen when I finally shot off? The thought sent a jolt through my balls, which swelled and tightened at once.

"Yes," Taylor whispered quietly, turning to look back at me as I continued pounding away at her tight hole. "Give me all your sperm, please!"

I smiled broadly. It didn't take long at all before my orgasm burst forth with a vengeance, sending thick jets of hot semen shooting from my throbbing cock deep into her waiting womb.

This set off a chain reaction that resulted in another explosive orgasm for Taylor, causing her body to jerk wildly as she rode out the intense waves of pleasure. She screamed with ecstasy and bucked frantically, writhing around like crazy as she struggled to control herself. Finally after several minutes, she collapsed limply onto the bed.

After we had caught our breath, I looked over at my new friends. John and Kelly were both grinning broadly. Annabelle was smiling too.

But there was something different about the way she smiled. Something that made my heart race faster than usual.

"So," I asked carefully. "What do you guys think? Do you approve?"

They exchanged looks of excitement. And in that moment, I knew that everything was going to change between us forever.

"Yeah man," John said enthusiastically, nodding slowly.

"Fuck yeah!" Kelly agreed cheerfully, giving me a thumbs-up.

Annabelle didn't say anything; instead, she bit her lip nervously, and shifted her eyes away shyly. But it was the most important response of all. She loved it too, and wanted to explore where things could go with me and Taylor.
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The serum I’d taken had given me incredible power. Strength beyond imagining. And now, women who’d previously scorned me begged to suck and service me. 

I first noticed it while walking home one day. A group of women, their bodies swaying in unison, undeniably drawn to me. Their eyes locked onto mine, their movements changing to match the rhythm of my footsteps. I felt the power coursing through my veins, the command I held over these women, and I began to crave more.

As I approached my apartment, I saw her standing in the shadows. She was beautiful, shimmering in the moonlight like a siren, with hair as dark as midnight and eyes that sparkled like stars. She was introduced to me as Sasha, and I knew she was meant to be mine.

I walked towards her, my steps slow and deliberate, her eyes never leaving mine. As I reached out to touch her face, she let out a soft moan, her body trembling without my even touching her. It was then that I knew she was mine, that I could control her, and she would never escape my grasp.

I took her by the hand and led her to my apartment. Once inside, I could feel the power surging through her, her eyes filled with lust and submission. She fell to her knees before me, her tongue darting out to lick her lips, her eyes never leaving my cock.

I allowed her to taste me, to feel the power I held over her. She sucked me with passion, her mouth hot and wet. I could feel the serum's power coursing through her, giving her the strength to pleasure me like never before. Her throats vibrated around my cock, sending waves of pleasure surging through me.

After she'd satisfied me, I flipped her over and pulled her hips towards me. I could feel the serum coursing through her, her body begging for more. I grabbed her hips and thrust into her, Her body shaking with every thrust, her moans growing louder and more intense as I held her down.

The power I held over her, the control I had over her body, was intoxicating. I could feel her submission, her willingness to do whatever I wanted. And as I continued to dominate her, I knew that I would never let her go. The serum had given me the power to control, to dominate, and to keep her as mine forever.

“Please take me!” begged Sasha, writhing beneath me, her voice trembling with desire. “Please take me harder, sir.”

I thrust even deeper, her soft moans filling the room. I could feel the power I held over her, the way her body responded to my every command. Her submission was intoxicating, and I craved more.

As I continued to dominate her, Sasha's moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure. I could feel the serum's power coursing through her, her body begging for more. I slammed into her harder, our bodies bruising against each other, her cries of pleasure driving me on.

With each thrust, I felt myself growing closer to the edge. My cock throbbed, pounding into her, and I knew that this was what I needed. This was the life I'd been searching for, this power, this control.

I pulled out and watched as her pussy released my cock. The sight of her wetness drove me wild with desire. I grabbed her by the hair and forced her face into my lap.

“Clean me off, bitch,” I growled, my voice low and menacing. Sasha hesitated for a moment before her eyes met mine, and she knew there was no other choice. She opened her mouth and took me in, her tongue tracing the length of my shaft.

As she sucked me, I felt the power surging through me, my dick throbbing in her mouth. I knew I was close to releasing the control I'd held over her, but I didn't want to let go yet.

With one final thrust, I pulled out and came all over her face. As my seed splattered across her cheeks, I felt the power of the serum coursing through both of us. She was mine, and there was no escaping my grip.

***

The next time I encountered not just one, but two gorgeous women who wanted me. The first was a brunette with a fiery passion, and the other was a blonde with an insatiable curiosity. They were drawn to me like bees to a flower, their eyes locked onto mine, their bodies swaying in unison. I could feel the power surging through me, the command I held over these women, and I knew I had to have them both.

I led them to my apartment, their eyes never leaving mine. As they entered, I could feel the serum's power coursing through them, their bodies trembling with excitement and submission. I could see the insatiable desire in their eyes, and I knew that tonight I would be the one to fulfill their fantasies.

The brunette was the first to approach me. Her hands trembled as she reached out to touch me, her breath quickening with every second. I allowed her to run her fingers down my chest, her hands shaking as she traced the contours of my body. A fire ignited within me, a hunger that could only be satisfied by the one who dared to touch me first.

The brunette fell to her knees, her eyes never leaving my cock. She took me in her mouth with fervor, her lips wrapped tight around me as she sucked me deep. Her hands gripped my thighs as she pleasured me, her lips moving up and down my shaft, her tongue dancing around the head.

The blonde watched in awe, her eyes never leaving the brunette as she serviced me. She longed to be the one to please me, but I could see the fear in her eyes, the uncertainty of whether she was worthy. I knew I had to give her the confidence to take control, to show her the power that she held within herself.

As the brunette continued her servicing, the blonde stepped forward, her eyes locked onto mine. I could see the determination in her eyes, the desire to please me at any cost. She reached for my cock, her hands trembling as she took it in her grasp.

I watched as the brunette continued to pleasure me, the blonde's eyes never leaving mine. I knew I had to take control, to show them both the power they held within themselves. I allowed the brunette to continue her servicing, my eyes never leaving the blonde's.

"You have the power to take control, to be the one to pleasure me," I whispered to her, my voice low and seductive. "Show me what you can do."

The blonde hesitated for a moment, her eyes darting between mine and the brunette. But then, with a newfound confidence, she stepped forward and wrapped her lips around me. She took me deep, her tongue running around the head, her hands gripping my thighs.

I could feel the power surging through both of them, the serum's effects taking hold. They were mine, and I knew it. I pulled out of the brunette's mouth and looked at the blonde, her eyes locked onto mine.

"You have both served me well," I growled, my voice a deep rumble. "But it's time to take this to the next level." 

With that, I led them to my bedroom, their eyes never leaving mine. I pushed them onto the bed, their bodies trembling with excitement and submission. I could see the insatiable desire in their eyes, and I knew that tonight, I would be the one to fulfill their fantasies. 

I started with the brunette, her eyes never leaving mine as I entered her from behind. She moaned in pleasure as I thrust into her, her body arching towards me with each stroke. The blonde watched with a mix of jealousy and excitement, her eyes locked onto mine as she pleasured herself, her fingers exploring her own body as she watched me dominate the brunette.

As the brunette reached her climax, her body shaking and trembling with pleasure, I turned to the blonde. "Your turn," I growled, my voice low and commanding. 

She moaned in anticipation as I positioned myself between her legs, my cock throbbing with need. I entered her slowly, feeling her tightness around me as I thrust deeper and deeper into her. She cried out in pleasure, her body arching towards me with each stroke. 

I could feel the power surging through me, the control I held over these women, and I knew I had to have them both. I pulled out of the brunette and positioned myself in front of the blonde, my cock glistening with her juices. I watched as she took me in her mouth, her lips wrapped tight around me as she sucked me deep. 

I grabbed the brunette's hair and forced her face into the blonde's pussy, my cock still dripping with her wetness. "Clean her," I growled, my voice low and menacing. 

As the brunette licked and sucked at the blonde's pussy, I knew I had to take it to the next level. I grabbed the brunette by the hair and pulled her head back, my cock still in her mouth. "Clean my cock," I growled, my voice demanding.

The brunette obeyed, her mouth working feverishly to clean every inch of me as I thrust in and out of her mouth. The blonde watched in awe, her eyes locked onto mine as she continued to pleasure herself. 

As the brunette's mouth worked its magic, I reached down and grabbed both of their heads, forcing them into a sixty-nine position. The blonde's pussy was right in front of me, her moans of pleasure mingling with the brunette's as they both devoured me. 

I could feel the power surging through me, the control I held over these women. I pulled out of the brunette's mouth and looked at the blonde, her eyes locked onto mine. "You're both going to cum for me," I growled, my voice deep and commanding. "And I'm going to make sure you both remember this night for the rest of your lives."

I positioned myself between the brunette and the blonde, my cock throbbing with need. I entered the brunette first, feeling her tightness around me as I thrust deeper and deeper into her. She cried out in pleasure, her body arching towards me with each stroke. As she approached her climax, I pulled out and positioned myself in front of the blonde.

I entered her slowly, feeling her tightness around me as I thrust deeper and deeper into her. She cried out in pleasure, her body arching towards me with each stroke. As she approached her climax, I pulled out and straddled her face, my cock glistening with her juices. "Clean me," I growled, my voice low and menacing.

The blonde obeyed, her tongue working feverishly to clean every inch of me as I thrust in and out of her mouth. The brunette watched in amazement, her eyes never leaving mine as she continued to pleasure herself.

As the brunette approached her climax, I pulled out of the blonde's mouth and positioned myself in front of her. "I'm going to cum all over your face," I growled, my voice deep and demanding. "And you're going to take every drop."

The brunette nodded eagerly, her eyes never leaving mine. I thrust into her one last time, feeling her body tremble with pleasure as she came. As I felt my own orgasm approaching, I pulled out and aimed my cock at the brunette's face.

She opened her mouth wide, eagerly anticipating the release. I came with a roar, my cum shooting into her mouth and all over her face. She licked and sucked greedily, swallowing every drop of my seed.

As I came down from my orgasm, I looked at the blonde and the brunette, both of them covered in my juices. "You both did well," I growled, my voice low and commanding. 

“Anything for you, master,” they whispered in unison, their eyes never leaving mine.

“Good girls,” I said. 

They nuzzled my crotch, kissing and licking my thighs in gratitude, their tongues tracing the lines of my body as they showed their devotion. 

I smiled, a satisfied smile, as I watched them. Now came the moment that I had been waiting for. I took a step forward, the dominance in my demeanor palpable as I surveyed the two figures before me, kneeling and ready to serve. With a voice like velvet draped in steel, I commanded them to rise. Their eyes met mine with a mix of desire and obedience, and they stood before me with unspoken anticipation. It was time to show them the true extent of my power, both physical and mental.

"I want you to close your eyes and concentrate," I instructed them softly, my gaze unwavering as they complied. "I am going to control your thoughts, your desires, your very essence. You will do as I command, and you will forget everything that happened before this moment."

As I spoke, I felt a sudden surge of power coursing through me, my alpha male dominance taking root in their minds. Slowly, the women's eyelids began to flutter before closing completely. I could see their minds beginning to change, to accept my will as their own. 

"Open your eyes, my beautiful babes," I said, feeling a sense of triumph at the sight of their submission.

The blonde and brunette looked up at me, their expressions still and blank, like two dolls waiting to be played with. They would remember nothing of this evening except for their devotion to me. I had claimed them, body and mind, and with a smirk, I knew that tonight was only the beginning. My reign as their master had just begun.

***

I walked down Bainsman street the next night, taking in the sights of the city. 

It was a bustling place, full of life and energy that seemed to be calling out for me to join in. The people on the street were dressed in their finest, heading off to work or social engagements, while others lounged in cafes or shops. I strolled along, enjoying the way the sun danced through the buildings and illuminated the world around me.

As I made my way down the street, I noticed a woman walking towards me. She was tall and elegant, with raven hair that cascaded down her back in a glossy waterfall. Her eyes were a deep, mysterious green that seemed to peer right into my soul. She radiated confidence and sensuality, making my heart race just from the proximity of her presence.

She smiled as she approached me, her eyes never leaving mine. "You look lost," she said, her voice a seductive purr.

"I'm not sure what you mean," I replied, knowing that I was far from lost, but eager to see where this encounter might lead.

She chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Well, you seemed lost in thought, my dear. Now, if you'll indulge me for a moment, I have a proposition for you."

"I'm all ears," I said, my curiosity piqued.

"I need a strong and capable man to aid me in a mission," she continued. "One that will do whatever it takes to get the job done. And, I believe you have the qualities I'm looking for."

"And what might this mission entail?" I asked, already intrigued by the mystery surrounding her proposal.

"It involves a high-stakes heist," she said, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "One that will require us to infiltrate a heavily guarded facility, retrieve a priceless artifact, and escape unscathed."

"A heist? That sounds dangerous," I said, my heart racing at the thought of the thrill and excitement that such an endeavor would provide.

"It is," she agreed. "But the rewards are great, and the adrenaline rush is like no other. Are you in?"

I looked deep into her eyes, contemplating the offer. My mind was racing with multiple thoughts - the danger, the excitement, and the chance to be with her. I smirked, knowing that this was the perfect opportunity for me to claim her as my own.

"Yes, I'm in," I said confidently. "But there's one condition - you'll be under my control the entire time. I'm the one leading this mission, and you'll do exactly as I say."

She grinned, her eyes lighting up with desire. "They're the rules of the game, my dear. Let's play."

With that, we set out on our mission, both of us driven by an insatiable desire for power and pleasure. The city would never be the same again, and we'd make sure of that.

As we embarked on our daring heist, I felt an electric current of excitement and anticipation coursing through my body. The woman, now under my command, moved with a grace and precision that was both impressive and seductive. She was a worthy partner, and together we infiltrated the heavily guarded facility with ease.

Using my alpha male dominance, I was able to overpower the security guards and make our way deeper into the building. The woman followed my every command, her desire for me growing with each successful task we completed. It was a symphony of power and desire that played out before our eyes, and I reveled in the sensation of control.

We finally reached the heart of the facility, where the priceless artifact lay hidden behind a thick layer of security. With a few well-placed moves, I disabled the security system and carefully retrieved the artifact. The woman watches me with a mixture of awe and longing, her eyes never leaving mine.

As we made our escape, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. Not only had we accomplished our mission, but I had also claimed this woman as my own, both physically and mentally. The game was far from over, and I knew that our reign would continue as we set our sights on even bigger challenges.

As the sun rose over the city, we left the facility behind and disappeared into the crowd. 

The streetlights flickered, casting an eerie glow as we walked away from the facility, the stolen artifact secure in my grip. The woman, now my thrall, walked alongside me, eyes glazed over in a mixture of awe and submission. 

"Did you enjoy that?" I asked her, my tone low and seductive.

She nodded, her cheeks flushed with desire. "It was...different. Exciting."

"Different is good," I said, smirking. "And exciting is even better. Now, we must make our way back to our lair - there's more work to be done."

As we walked, I couldn't help but run my hand through her hair, feeling the silky strands slip through my fingers. She shivered, her entire body vibrating with anticipation.

"What do you think?" I asked, my tone more playful than before. "Do you think you're up for another challenge? Another mission, perhaps? There are always more out there, you know."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and excitement. "I...I think I'm ready. Whatever you want, I'll do it."

I grinned, relishing the power I held over her. "Then get ready," I said, my voice a low growl. "Because we have a lot more in store for you."

And with that, we continued on our way, the city lights cast long shadows as we disappeared into the night. Unstoppable, unbreakable, and completely unyielding, we were poised to claim whatever we desired - no matter the cost.
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I had no idea my sperm was so powerful that it would instantly make my girlfriend Becca's eyes glaze over. 

She knelt before me, a look of desperation in her eyes as she pleaded for more. The transformation I had undergone was beyond anything I could have imagined. From a meek, unassuming man to a towering figure exuding power and confidence, the effects of the potion were undeniable. And as Becca gazed up at me with an almost fervent need, I couldn't help but be intoxicated by the control I now held over her.

I watched as she reached out a hand, fingers trembling as they ghosted over my newly sculpted muscles. The mere touch sent shivers down her spine, her breath coming in short gasps as she whispered my name like a prayer. I knew then that this was not just about physical attraction – this was about something deeper, something primal that had been awakened within her.

With a low growl, I pulled her closer, our bodies now mere inches apart. The air between us crackled with an intensity that was almost palpable. Becca's eyes never left mine, dark pools of desire that threatened to consume us both. And as she begged for more, for the one thing only I could give her, I knew there was no turning back.

In that moment, as the world seemed to fade away around us, I made my decision. With a smirk playing on my lips, I whispered a single word that sealed our fates.

As soon as I spoke the word, Becca's entire body trembled with anticipation. Her eyes widened with an expression of sheer awe and lust as she inhaled sharply, seemingly taking in the sight of me – the transformed alpha male.

Panting heavily, she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me closer into a passionate embrace. The intensity of her desire was palpable as our lips met in a fiery kiss. Her tongue darted eagerly into my mouth, exploring every inch of my now-dominant presence.

Together, we fell to the floor, our bodies entwined in a frenzy of lust and desire. My hands roamed over her soft skin, tracing the curves of her body as her breath hitched in pleasure. Becca's moans filled the room, echoing off the walls as I continued to explore her, as she pleaded for that one thing that only I could give her – my seed.

As we continued to kiss, my own desire began to build, fueled by the knowledge of my newfound power and the fire that burned within me. I slowly began to pull away, gazing into her eyes with a smoldering intensity that sent shivers down her spine.

"Becca," I growled, my voice low and rough with lust. "You've asked for the one thing I can give you. And I, as your dominant partner, am more than willing to provide it."

My words sent Becca into a frenzy of need, her hands clawing at my body as she begged for more. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, the pulsing need for release that she felt so intensely.

With a primal roar, I thrust myself inside her, filling her completely as her eyes rolled back in pleasure. Her body convulsed around me, her nails digging into my skin as she screamed out my name. The room was filled with the sound of our bodies slamming together, the echo of her cries mingling with the primal grunts of pure animalistic lust.

In that moment, as we became one, locked together in a dance of raw passion, I knew that our love had transcended the realm of the ordinary. We were no longer simply two individuals; we were a single entity, consumed by our primal desires. And as we continued to make love, I couldn't help but wonder – would we ever be able to return to our previous lives? Or would we always be bound together by this newfound power, this connection that had been awakened within us?

"Yes."

***

“There’s no way you’ll ever go back now.” 

I smiled, my eyes never leaving Becca’s as she continued to writhe beneath me. The transformation was absolute – she was now mine completely, her thoughts, her desires, her very soul all under my whims. And as I watched her, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride swelling within me.

“I surrender to your will,” she whispered, her voice barely a hushed breath as she looked up at me with a mix of fear and awe.

“Good,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “From this day forth, you will serve me in every way I command.”

Becca whimpered in response, her eyes widening as she realized the extent of the power she had just surrendered to me. But I could tell she wasn't afraid – instead, she was excited by the prospect of serving me, of being my loyal and devoted sex slave.

As I continued to thrust into her, I felt a wave of excitement wash over me. This was more than just a physical act – it was a symbol of my dominance, a demonstration of my power over her. And as I watched her eyes glaze over with pleasure, I knew that this was just the beginning.

There was no turning back now. The world would never be the same, nor would Becca. But as I looked into her eyes, I knew that I was the only one who could satisfy her deepest desires, the only one who could provide her with the fulfillment she so desperately craved.

And with that thought, I thrust one final time, filling her completely as she screamed out my name, her body convulsing around me in ecstasy. As the waves of pleasure washed over us, I knew that we had become something more than just lovers. We were now master and slave, bound together by our mutual desire for dominance and submission.

As the last shuddering tremor of our lovemaking subsided, I rolled off of Becca, my body glistening with sweat. I leaned down and whispered into her ear, my voice low and husky with desire, “Welcome to your new life, my dear.”

And with that, I rose to my feet, my new bride still lying beneath me, and I looked out into the world, ready to claim my rightful place as the dominant male in a world where the weak would now beg for their master's mercy.

And so, with a newfound sense of purpose and power, I stepped out into the world, my footsteps echoing in the empty streets. The air was thick with the scent of fresh rain and the promise of adventure. I could feel the weight of my new responsibility pressing down on my shoulders, but I was confident in my abilities.

I had trained for this moment for years, honing my skills, my strength, my cunning. I would not disappoint my new bride, the one who had brought me to this moment of triumph. There would be no turning back now, no going back to the life I had known before.

As I strode through the deserted streets, the cold metal of my new weapon, a sleek and deadly blade, felt comforting in my hand. It was a symbol of my new power, a weapon that would strike fear into the hearts of those who dared to oppose me.

My eyes scanned the streets, searching for opportunities, for weaknesses that I could exploit, for those who would bow to my will. And then, as if summoned by my thoughts, a stranger appeared before me, a man who looked to be a traveler, his pack slung over his shoulder, his eyes wary and cautious.

“What do you want?” he asked, his voice gruff and uncertain.

I paused for a moment, sizing up this newcomer, considering the possibilities that lay before me. “Nothing, for now,” I replied, my voice cold and unyielding. “But I advise you to keep your distance from me and my bride. We are on a journey, a journey that will change the world.”

The stranger’s eyes widened in fear, and he backed away slowly, his eyes never leaving mine. “I understand, sir,” he stammered, his voice quivering with trepidation. “I’ll stay clear of you and your... your bride.”

And with that, the stranger slipped away into the shadows, his footsteps fading into the distance. I watched him go, my heart pounding with excitement and anticipation. The world was my oyster, and I was the master of my own destiny.

But I knew that there were more challenges to come, more obstacles to overcome. And I was ready for them all. For I had been forged in the fires of desire, tempered by the steel of ambition, and hardened by the harsh realities of a world that was mine to conquer.

And so, with a newfound sense of purpose, I turned my gaze back to my bride, who lay still and serene on the cold, hard ground. She looked up at me with adoration in her eyes, her body still trembling from our recent encounter. I reached down and gently ran my fingers through her hair, tracing the curves of her face, feeling the heat of her desire and the fire of her submission.

“My love, we have much to do,” I said, my voice low and seductive. “We must prepare for our journey, for the world that awaits us. But first, we must rest.”

She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine, and I helped her to her feet, guiding her back to our makeshift camp. As we settled in for the night, I could feel the weight of the world on my shoulders, but I knew that I was strong enough to bear it. I was the master of my own destiny, and nothing would stand in my way.

As we lay together, our bodies entwined, I knew that this was only the beginning. There were many more nights to come, many more encounters, many more moments that would shape our lives. But for now, we were content to simply be in each other's arms, surrounded by the quiet whispers of the night.

And as I drifted off to sleep, wrapped in the warm embrace of my bride, I knew that nothing could ever break the bond that we had forged together. We were now one, a united force to be reckoned with, a power to be feared by all who dared to stand in our way.

The dawn brought with it a new day, a new adventure, and a new chapter in our lives. We arose, refreshed and renewed, ready to face the world, hand in hand, as master and slave, as lovers and conquerors. And with each step we took, we knew that we were moving closer to the destiny that awaited us, the destiny that we had carved out for ourselves, with our own hands.

“Tell me how that serum works,” she asked curiously. “You changed so much, Ralf, and I want to know!” 

I explained that the serum was a powerful aphrodisiac that had been designed to increase sexual desire and submission in female subjects. I had discovered it through my research and experimentation, and had used it on her to bring out her inner bimbo.

"But why?" she asked, her eyes wide with curiosity.

I smiled and stroked her hair. "Because your new role as my bimbo bride is going to bring us power and pleasure beyond your wildest dreams," I whispered in her ear. "And I wanted you to be the best bimbo you could be."

She giggled and snuggled closer to me, her body melting against mine. "You're so wicked, Master," she murmured, her voice dreamy and soft.

I chuckled and kissed her forehead gently. "Yes, my dear, I am."

With that, we began our journey, our bond stronger than ever and the world at our feet. We would conquer it together, using our newfound power and the serum's effects to control and please anyone who crossed our path. And as we set out into the unknown, I knew that we were just getting started. The best was yet to come.

***

Well the cool thing about the serum is that it didn’t just work on her, it worked on other people too. 

We soon realized that the serum was like a key, unlocking the hidden desires and submissive tendencies in all those we encountered. It was as if we held the power to turn anyone into a bimbo at our command. We became a sort of modern-day Jekyll and Hyde, wielding our power with both caution and mischief.

As we traversed the city, we began to notice that the people we encountered were no longer walking with the same confident strides they had before. They now gave way to us as we walked by, and we enjoyed the thrill of having others fawn over us, cater to our every whim, and place us on pedestals.

It wasn't long before we had amassed a small army of bimbos, all at our beck and call. We put them to work, using their newfound submissiveness and cheerfulness to further our goals. Our bimbos were experts in everything from seduction to espionage, serving as the perfect tools to advance our agenda.

And what an agenda it was! Together, we planned to establish a new world order, one in which the alpha make held dominance over all. We would take control of the media, the government, and the economy, using our serum to bend every individual to our will.

In the quiet of our luxurious penthouse, we would spend hours perfecting the serum, tweaking its ingredients to maximize our control over our subjects. We'd watch as our experiments became more and more obedient, their eyes shining with the promise of a life without constraints.

As we laughed and toasted to our success, the world outside our window began to change. The streets were filled with bimbo brides, each one eager to please and obey us. It was if we had created our own reality, one where we were the kings and queens of an unyielding kingdom of submission.

And so, as the moon rose high in the sky, we sat back, sipping our drinks and admiring the world we had created, a world where the weak bowed to the strong, and the alpha make held dominance over all. The best was indeed yet to come.

Indeed, the world was becoming a wondrous spectacle of our design. We began to test our alpha serum on a larger scale, targeting key figures in the government, media, and economy. Slowly but surely, we saw our plan taking shape.

The women we had once merely wooed now served as willing pawns in our grand game. Our very existence became a beacon of envy and desire to those around us. We were no longer just alpha males; we were the embodiment of power, virility, and influence.

We held grand feasts, inviting the most alluring women from around the world. In our presence, they would become intoxicated by our charm and dominance. The room would echo with their sighs and whispers as they succumbed to our will. Our influence had become so pervasive that even the most arrogant and stubborn of women would beg for our attention.

The scent of finely aged wine and the melody of laughter filled the air as we reveled in our newfound power. We had reached the pinnacle of our desires, and our control over the world was unmatched. The once-powerful figures we had subdued collapsed before us, their eyes filled with a yearning for what they had lost and a longing for our guidance.

As the years passed, the world transformed into our perfect vision. The weak fell to the wayside as the alpha make ascended to the top. Our dominance became the norm, and those who resisted were swiftly silenced. A new era of unparalleled freedom and power had dawned, and we were its architects.

Yet, as we sat atop our throne, gazing out at the world we had created, we couldn't help but wonder what more was yet to come. Our ambitions were endless, and our thirst for power was insatiable. We knew that the best was truly yet to come, and the world would soon witness the true extent of our dominance.

“Clara,” I said to my hot little babe of the night, "Enough of your sultry whispers, darling. I have a proposition for you." 

She gazed up at me with those big, innocent eyes, her lips parted slightly as she waited for my words. I could see the anticipation in her eyes, the hunger for my attention that I knew was something I could always provide. 

"You know that you are special to me, Clara," I murmured, my fingers gently tracing the curve of her cheek. "But do you know why?"

She shook her head, her eyes never leaving mine. I could feel the heat of her desire as it radiated from her in waves. It was a heady sensation, intoxicating and exhilarating. 

"Because you are the perfect manifestation of my desires," I continued, my voice low and seductive. "You are the embodiment of all that I have hoped for, all that I have dreamt of. I have shaped you, molded you, and now you are mine."

I could see her cheeks flush with a mixture of shame and arousal, and I knew that she understood what I was saying. She was mine to command, mine to use for my pleasure. 

"And what do I have to do for you today, my master?" she whispered huskily, her voice shaking with desire. "How can I show you my devotion?"

I smiled, a slow, sultry curve of my lips that made her shiver. "Today, Clara," I said, my voice soft yet commanding, "you will show me your devotion in the most pleasurable way possible. You will give me oral."

She gasped, her eyes widening in surprise and arousal. "O-of course, master," she stammered, her voice breathy and panting. "Whatever you desire, I will give you."

And with that, my bimbo climbed onto the bed, her eyes never leaving mine. She knelt between my legs, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for my pants. In one swift motion, she unzipped them and reached inside, pulling out my erect cock. 

I watched her, my heart pounding with excitement, as she took me in her mouth. Her lips wrapped around my shaft, her tongue flicking against me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. She bobbed her head up and down, sucking and licking, her eyes locked on mine as she serviced me.

“

As I lay back on the plush, velvet pillow, I let out a soft groan of pleasure. The sensation of her warm, wet mouth enveloping my hard length was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. Clara's hair cascaded around us, a dark waterfall of lust and desire. Her delicate fingers stroked my thighs, sending electrical currents of anticipation up my spine.

I closed my eyes, savoring the moment, as she continued her expert oral ministrations. Her lips moved with precision, sliding up and down my shaft with a rhythm that seemed to match the pounding of my own heart. I could feel the heat of her breath, her soft moans vibrating against me, adding another layer of sensuality to the experience.

My hands found their way to her shoulders, gripping her gently, guiding her as she sucked and licked. She responded to my touch, arching her back and meeting my gaze with a look of pure passion. Her body glistened with a sheen of sweat, her curves accentuated in the soft light of the room.

I felt myself growing closer, the tension building within me. Clara sensed it too, her movements becoming more deliberate, more focused. Her tongue traced the veins of my cock, teasing me mercilessly. I knew it wouldn't be long now, the release I'd been waiting for, the climax I'd been craving.

She increased her pace, her lips moving faster, her tongue darting out to catch the beads of sweat that had formed on my skin. I could feel myself growing tighter, my breaths shallower. I moaned softly, my body trembling with need.

And then, it happened. I felt the wave of pleasure wash over me, a flood of ecstatic sensation that took me by surprise. My hips bucked, thrusting into Clara's eager mouth as I released within her. She swallowed every drop, purring with satisfaction as I spent myself.

As I lay there, spent and satisfied, I watched as she licked her lips, savoring the taste of my essence. Her eyes met mine, a look of contentment and pride in her gaze. "Thank you, master," she whispered, her voice still breathy with arousal. "I am always at your service."

And with that, she rose gracefully to her feet, adjusting her clothes as she moved. I couldn't help but feel a wave of affection for this young woman, who had so eagerly and willingly given herself to me in such an intimate way.

“Now let me have your pussy.” 

I sat up, my body still trembling with the aftermath of my release. My mind was swirling with countless thoughts and emotions, but mainly just sheer gratitude towards Clara for being such an exceptional and devoted companion.

I reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her closer to me. I could see the desire and anticipation in her eyes, and it only fueled my own arousal once more. I needed her, and I wanted her just as much as she wanted me.

With a gentle push, I lay back down on the bed, my eyes never leaving hers. She crawled over me, her body glistening with sweat and desire. She kissed me passionately, her tongue exploring my mouth as she tasted her own handiwork.

She straddled me, her eyes locked onto mine as she lowered herself onto my erect cock. I felt her warmth envelop me, her wetness absorbing me completely. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a deep, sensual kiss as she began to move.

Our bodies moved in rhythm, our breaths syncing with each other's as we found our groove. The bed moved beneath us, creaking with each thrust. The room was filled with the sounds of our passion, the slapping of skin against skin, the ragged breaths of two souls entwined.

Clara began to pick up the pace, her movements more urgent and aggressive. I met her thrust for thrust, my hands gripping her waist tightly. The sensations were overwhelming, the pleasure building within me like a tidal wave.

And then, it happened. I could feel it within me, the release I had been craving, the climax I had been yearning for. I moaned loudly, my voice mingling with hers in a symphony of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

I joined her in a deep, passionate kiss as I released within her. She cried out, her body trembling with the intensity of it all. I could feel the warmth of her release inside me, a testament to the intimacy and passion we shared.

As we lay there, still connected, our bodies glistening with sweat and desire, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this moment. For the love and devotion that Clara had shown me, and for the sheer ecstasy that we had experienced together.

Now, as I reach out and softly caress her cheek, I know that I can only say one thing to her: "Let's do it again."
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My brain felt more and more numb with every step I took, and that made it harder to process what I saw. The sun glared off of a massive white sign. A bright pink neon tube spelled out "Brainless City."

That had to be wrong. A misspelling? An inside joke?

But no, that was the name. The only sign of civilization I had seen for miles and miles.

A long line of women stood outside the city's wall. They were all blonde, with giant breasts, and their clothes looked like something a slutty princess would wear to a ball. As if their curves didn't make them stand out enough.

It was my first sign that something was different about this city. I wondered why there was a line, and why these women looked like that, and then I heard a familiar voice call my name.

I compared myself to them, and realized I was so stick thin, waifish, not at all beautiful, not even attractive. My tits were barely bigger than a B cup, and they were still on the small side.

"What the fuck," I muttered.

"You're going the right way," she said. "Welcome to Brainless City, where there are only hung men, and no smart girls."

She had to be fucking with me. But she wasn't. She was in line too. And as we inched closer to the gate, I started to understand.

"Brainless City," she explained, "was founded by a woman named Tricia. She got sick and tired of smart girls and their bullshit, so she decided to make a new city, and only let in women who wanted to become dumb, brainless bimbos who serve men allllll day." 

The line moved again, and I saw a woman in a pink uniform patting down another gorgeous girl, who was so dumb she didn't even seem to know what was happening.

"But... you're not like that," I said.

"Sure I am, babe," she laughed. "Just because you don't like me doesn't mean I'm not a total dumboli."

"I never said-"

"Whatever, bitch."

Her eyes rolled back into her head, and her tongue lolled out, as she imagined some guy fucking her. I wondered why this place sounded so stupid to me, when she seemed so happy here.

I was so close to the front of the line.

"I can't get in, though," I said. "I'm not-"

"Yeah, you're a smart girl," she said. "I can tell. Well, not smart, but like, normal. And that means they won't let you in. Sorry."

The girl at the front of the line got a stamp on her hand. It was a big black 'X'. She didn't notice, and started to walk away.

"So they're not letting her in either," I said.

"Nope. But, if you opt in, you can be retrained."

"Retrained?"

"They'll take all your smarts away. Like, you'll actually become a dumb girl. That's what you have to do to get in. You're not really a woman unless you can't think."

That seemed extreme. And stupid. But, as the girl wandered away, I realized there was no other option. I had come all this way. I had to get in.

"Okay," I agreed. "I'll be retrained."

The woman gave me a stamp too. It was a big pink 'O.'

"Oh? What's that mean?" I asked.

"Oblivious," she said. "Dumb girls can't see how stupid they are."

That sounded about right.

A woman in a pink uniform ushered me inside the city. I didn't have any possessions. There was no reason to bring them. All I had was my phone, which wasn't doing much anyway.

We passed through a checkpoint.

"What's the X mean?" I asked.

"Rejected," she explained. "Not a real bimbo yet. But don't worry, you'll soon learn all you need to know." 

I was taken to the 'Cock Center,' an unassuming pink building in the center of town. I followed her, still not fully sure what was happening to me. I knew that my old self would've been more concerned.

She sat me down and pulled up my file. It had my information on it - name, address, age, weight, height. I guess she had collected that info while I waited in line. She read for a moment.

"Hmmm... says here you're 29 years old. Never married."

I shook my head. That sounded about right.

"Ever dated a man before? Like, romantically?"

"No," I said, and I laughed, like the idea was ridiculous. It probably should've seemed that way.

"Well, that explains a lot," she said.

Then she pressed a button, and a giant screen on the wall showed a bunch of information. Statistics. Population data. I felt a strange sense of recognition as I read it. My eyes passed over each sentence, and I absorbed them all, even though I didn't understand why I cared about these facts.

"See that?" she asked. "Brainless City has been a success. We used to have plenty of smart girls in our area, and then one day, all the men became hung, massive alpha males who needed to fuck hot babes. Well, men don't want smart girls, they want brainless fuck dolls. So our women were dumbed down until all they wanted was sex. We only have slutty, submissive bimbo babes left."

"But..."

She ignored me.

"And now we're doing it everywhere," she continued. "With your help, of course. Now that you're here, you can take this message out into the world, and make every other female just as sexy as you."

I thought it over. If I really had a choice, that might've made me hesitate.

"But first! You need to be retrained. Are you ready to enter the Cock Retrainment Program?"

A small, reasonable part of me tried to protest. This was crazy. They wanted me to spread their message out in the world? How? And I had so much work to do. And my family-

The rest of me looked up at the giant screen and nodded eagerly. Yes, I was ready.

"Yes, please, I need it," I whimpered, unable to take my eyes off of all the sexy women they had.

There was no doubt that I wanted it. It was all I could think about. The woman put her hand on my knee, and smiled.

"Just walk through that door, then," she said, nodding to a pink door behind her. "We'll get you fixed up."

I rose from my chair and headed toward the door. I felt excited, but also confused. My old self tried to understand what was happening, but every attempt fell short. It was hard for me to understand too. It wasn't because my brain was failing me. My brain had never been better.

As I opened the door, and saw what waited for me on the other side, I felt an electric thrill. A rush of excitement. For the first time, I felt alive.

My eyes immediately zeroed in on the cock standing proudly between his legs.

Oh man, his cock is so big, I thought.

The rest of him seemed blurry. Like I couldn't pay attention to any of the details of his body, as long as I focused on that thing between his legs. That beautiful, massive, wonderful, dick.

I wanted...to suck it...right away. My mind was totally fixated on that task.

I was dressed in a slutty pink uniform. The top barely covered my boobs, and the short skirt would let any casual observer see my butt, my panties, everything. I didn't even know who made it or where it came from, but it made me feel sexy and cute.

It fit my new body perfectly. I knew exactly how big my tits were, without even having to think about it. I felt sexy and cute, because I knew I was sexy and cute.

The man grinned. "You ready to come suck my cock?" he asked, casually stroking his giant shaft.

I licked my lips and nodded eagerly. Yeah, he needed someone like me to take care of his needs. My mind buzzed with ideas.

"Come here, baby," he said, and I rushed toward him. I almost tripped over myself, but I didn't even worry about that. It wouldn't have mattered to me if I tripped, fell flat on my face, or twisted my ankle. The only thing that mattered was getting closer to this cock.

I started to fall, but he caught me by the shoulder, steadying me, then pushing me down to my knees.

"You're so hot for me, you can't even walk straight," he teased.

"Yeah!" I laughed, because he was right, of course. As I looked up at him, my mouth watering for a taste of that cock, my tits rising and falling in my skimpy outfit, my eyes were locked on his dick, not his face. All I could think about was how badly I wanted that cock.

I crawled toward him, moving like a sexy, obedient bimbo, desperate to suck.

When I got close enough, I started to lick and kiss his cock, like a happy little kitten, before finally taking him into my mouth. The warmth, the throbbing, the weight in my mouth felt like a dream.

I had sucked cock a few times in college - those fumbling attempts hadn't come close to preparing me for this. Nothing had. I was meant for cock worship, just like the other girls in the Cock Retrainment program, and it showed in everything I did.

I bobbed on his cock, trying to cram as much as I could into my mouth. His hand rested on my head, not forcing me deeper, just letting me know where to go. My tongue worked hard to massage the underside of his cock, even as I struggled to get more of him into me.

There wasn't time to focus on being sexy, or pretty, or cute. I only thought about sucking his cock. My mouth stretched open, wider and wider, as I took more of him, my throat protesting, but my eyes wet with eager excitement.

My whole world narrowed to that one moment, the feeling of being dominated by such a huge, manly alpha male. I moaned against his cock. Even in that moment of pure bliss, I wanted more. I felt my panties soak through as the pleasure and pressure built.

Please him, my brain said. Make him feel soooo good.... 

I looked up at the strong man, wondering when he was going to fill me up. How would he do it? Down my throat? Or...

His smile was wide and proud.

"Look at you, bitch. I came all this way from Los Angeles, so tired of fucking all the dumb girls in my old city. Now I know you can't even last 5 minutes without wanting my cum?"

He shoved my head down further on his cock until I started choking. But I didn't stop. The tears in my eyes felt like badges of honor.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" he asked. "You want someone like me, who will make your stupid bimbo mind work overtime. Make you forget about your past life. All you know right now is how to be a dumb slut."

He was right about that. It was hard to imagine anything before this cock, and I wouldn't have wanted to even if I could've.

The man started to fuck my face, harder and harder, using my head like it was a sex toy, an outlet for his incredible lust. All I could do was take it, and be thankful I could do that much. I opened my throat, letting him fuck deep into my mouth and down my gullet.

"Get ready for me," he said.

Oh fuck. He was close. My body thrummed with need.

I wanted his cum. More than anything else in the world, I wanted his seed. It was all I thought about as my air supply got more and more cut off, while my tongue worked the underside of his shaft. My nipples ached with arousal. My cunt grew damp.

"Aghhhh!!!"

His hot sperm blasted out, filling my throat up. I swallowed hard, desperately, needing every drop to survive.

With a great sigh, he pushed my face all the way down, his giant balls pressing against my chin. I felt him cum directly into my stomach, giving me my first load in months. I didn't eat food anymore. The only thing I needed was alpha male cum, and all I wanted was to get more of it.

That's all I cared about now. Getting cum. The biggest, strongest men in the world deserved girls like me at their feet, serving them, obeying them, making them happy, giving them the pleasure they truly needed.

We were born for cock, and nothing else.

It wasn't enough, though. I pulled away from him with a gasp, wiping cum from my mouth, feeling like I had been reborn.

He smiled at me. It wasn't like we were friends. We had never met before. He didn't know my name. And even if he did, he probably wouldn't use it.

He looked down at my boobs, and I felt myself blush.

"These tits are amazing," he said.

I leaned back, proud.

"Would you like to use them?" I asked eagerly.

He gave me a smirk. It made him look even more handsome, more powerful. Even if he didn't have such a big cock, that little grin would've been enough to make my heart go pitter patter.

"Yes, I'd like that," he said. "Let me see those things. Come here, slut."

I moved closer, and he grabbed my titflesh through my blouse. I felt sexy and tingly and turned on, as I always did around real men. His grip on my skin was so rough, so intense, I knew he could do anything he wanted to me.

"You're a natural born cocksucker," he said.

"Mmmm yeah!"

My brain went fuzzy when I was horny - not like I was an idiot. I mean, like all I thought about was the next thing I was going to suck.

Right now, that was his dick. He was still rock hard. I was still wet for him. I knew what this meant.

"So, since you're such a good cock slurper, you want to take your top off and show me what else you can do?"

"Yeahhh!!!" I groaned, immediately doing what he told me to do.

As soon as my top was off, my titties fell out. Not because they were big, or heavy, but because of their amazing jiggle factor. I shook my big udders for my man, smiling from ear to ear as he took it all in.

He grinned. "I love these titties... let me feel them up again."

My body trembled with delight. It felt so amazing, so special, having a big, strong alpha male grope me.

He put both hands on my tits and rubbed me down. As he touched me, I grew hornier and hornier. I could tell by his look of determination that he needed me again. I needed him too.

"Come here, cutie."

I leaned forward.

"I'm not ready for another blowjob yet," he said. "I need these big juicy tits wrapped around my dick. That okay?"

"Uh huh!!!" I whimpered, not even trying to mask how badly I needed this. I had come from being a smart woman into this slut, who only cared about being used and abused, and I was so happy with my new life.

His dick rested between my soft globes, and I gave it a long lick, starting at the base and reaching his tip before swallowing.

Then I wrapped my jiggly melons around his pole, squeezing them tightly together, trapping his thick meat shaft in my chest pillows. The feeling made me shiver with pleasure. His dick was so hot, throbbing against my skin. He began to thrust his hips.

"God, that's a good tit job."

"Mmm fuck yeah!!!" I cried out, so wet, so desperate, watching his face turn to ecstasy.

He pushed hard, his dick appearing and disappearing in the gap between my jiggly breasts. It felt incredible for him, and just looking at him made me cream my panties.

"Ahhh!!! Fuckkk..." he moaned.

My tits were so soft and smooth, so jiggly and inviting. There was no way he would be able to resist them for very long. My mouth hung open with delight.

Then I saw his muscles tighten up, and I knew it was coming. His load would cover my breasts.

"Yes! Gimme it!!!"

And then - the warmth. Splotches of hot white cum landed on my chest, and I squealed with glee, letting him paint me, marking my body as his own. I didn't even bother scooping the semen up with my fingers.

I loved the smell, and the feel, and the taste. So I stuck my tongue out and tried to catch what I could.

With a gasp, he stepped back and laughed. Then he bent down and gave me a quick, powerful kiss. Our lips pressed together hard. And then he slapped my ass, and told me to go out and make some men happy.

So, I did.

"Come with us, Miss Bimbo. It's time to start your training."

I nodded, eagerly. The women, dressed in their cute uniforms, led me away, toward the back of the Cock Retrainment Center. This part of the building was like an insane asylum. All the women here were like me - big, bimbos, sluts, totally transformed, totally obedient, ready to obey the alphas.

The women took me to the shower room, and gave me a towel and a sponge. They told me to start scrubbing myself down, top to bottom, until I was clean. It felt great, rubbing myself all over, but not quite as good as the alpha males that had used me. I felt empty and horny.

One of the girls came over, with a special spray bottle in her hand. I stood there, wondering what it was for. The two of them seemed nervous, excited.

"We have some news, sweetie. Are you listening? You're going to be one of the bimbo girls that spreads our message across America," she said.

"Ohhh!!! Wow!!!"

It was an amazing thing to hear. I was honored. I wasn't sure why I deserved such an honor, but if they were asking me to do something, I was certainly going to try. I smiled at them and listened intently, waiting for more details.

"Good...this is new, experimental technology," she explained. "But it looks like it's ready to be tested on humans."

Humans? I wasn't human any more. That's how I felt. Just a mindless plaything.

"Do you want to be the first?"

"Yeah, go for it! I can take it!"

"Okay, well, we call it Bimbo Scent Number 049. It has some... interesting properties."

The other girl grinned. She rubbed the mist around in her hands for a minute, then leaned in close to me, pressing the glass bottle right up against my skin.

Then I heard her press the button.

"Hah!!!!" I cried out, feeling something very cold splashing against me.

As the water dripped down, onto my tits and legs, I immediately felt a rush. It was hard to describe. There was a tingling between my legs, as I realized that I couldn't wait to get fucked again. Even though I had just done it. I would do anything for a fat cock to fill me up. Anything!

The smell was the real kicker. It was sweet and warm and thick. My body was overwhelmed with a scent like flowers. As my skin soaked in the chemical, my mouth watered with anticipation. It reminded me of the smell of men's sweat, which always made me cream my panties.

"Now listen closely: whenever you spray yourself with this perfume, the people around you will be more open to suggestions, less capable of saying no. It will turn anyone who smells it into a dumb slut...at least until the effects wear off, or it gets washed off," the lady said.

I grinned from ear to ear, nodding enthusiastically. That sounded like fun. I already loved being a bimbo, but turning other women into the same dumb sluts I had become sounded like a great idea.

That wasn't all, either. The next hour, the ladies taught me how to properly tease and torment men using my big bimbo tits. How to wrap my arms around their neck, or their waist, and sway my hips around seductively, making them want to ravage me. The two of them showed me some special new techniques, too. They called them Titty Fuck Pinches, where you put your nipples together, lean forward, and let him fuck those melons. And Jiggle Teases, where you shake them around right in front of his face.

Both tricks felt so good, they seemed to be worth doing on their own. By the time I finished, my whole body was dripping with sweat. The bimbo perfume had worn off long ago, but my mind was still fixated on one thing: showing every man what a sexy little slut I could be for them.

Finally, the ladies brought me back out to the main area of the training facility. I could see it in their eyes, they wanted to have some fun too. I couldn't blame them. Their minds must've been buzzing with all sorts of ideas. But they couldn't act on those desires unless there was an alpha male present. That's what we were trained to think.

So I looked around, trying to find someone like that. And I saw him immediately. I started walking toward him without thinking about it at first, because he looked like an alpha male in a crowd of betas. A powerful aura surrounded him. My eyes went straight to his crotch, to check for signs of hardness. His shirt hugged his muscular frame.

I could almost feel how good he would make me feel.

The man had to be over six feet tall, and well built. He probably worked out regularly. There was definitely some grey mixed in with the blonde hair atop his head. It gave him a distinguished appearance.

But it was the cock that really got me. When I saw him, he was already half-hard. That meant I might get to go through my full list of newfound talents in a real world situation! I had just learned them, and now I couldn't wait to try them out. I could already picture myself wrapped in his strong arms, being carried away from danger, into a dark bedroom, where I could show him everything I could do.

It felt incredible, being such a mindless bimbo doll, only thinking about getting fucked. Nothing else mattered. If he didn't take me right then, I would be left horny forever. That's how it felt, anyway. My body ached with desire. I could taste the cum.

"There she is..."

My heart skipped a beat and I felt my pussy contract in anticipation, even before I turned around to lay my eyes on him. My Master. The one who had given me this newfound purpose in life. His voice alone was enough to send shivers down my spine and make my knees quiver with anticipation. Slowly, I turned around, ensuring that my hips swayed as the ladies had taught me, and there he was. Standing tall, handsomely clad in his crisp suit, his steely blue eyes boring into mine as if he could see right through me. My new Master, the man who had turned me into the bimbo slut I'd always longed to be without ever knowing it.

His words sent goosebumps down my spine, making me shiver with delight. "Y-Yes, Master?" I purred, batting my eyelashes coquettishly and flashing him a dazzling smile that I knew would make his cock twitch with anticipation. Every fiber of my being yearned to please him, to show him just how much I'd changed since his last visit.

"I see you've been a very busy little slut," he purred, running a finger down my cheek, sending delicious shivers coursing through my bimbo body. "They've done an... admirable job on you." He smirked, his gaze lingering on my heaving breasts and rock-hard nipples visible even beneath the layers of bimbo costume draped over my slender frame.

I giggled, preening happily at his praise, basking in the glow of his approval. "I live to serve, Master," I cooed, licking my ruby red lips hungrily while gazing up at him with naked lust written clearly across my features. My hands slid slowly over my taut stomach, fingers curling around the edges of my skirt and hiking it slowly upward, giving my Master a teasing peek of my stocking-clad thighs. I grinned mischievously, feeling wetness between my legs as I watched his nostrils flare ever so slightly when he caught a whiff of the scent emanating from my core. He had trained me well, and I knew exactly what it took to make my Master happy.

I swayed my hips seductively back and forth before him, biting down softly on my lip while gazing up at him through my lashes. "Do you wanna play?" I whispered coyly. "Or do you want to stay here with me all night and enjoy this beautiful scenery? We can spend some quality time together before leaving for your next destination..." I suggested, trailing off as a knowing smile tugged at the corners of my pouty, bubble-gum pink lips.

I wasn't sure which option sounded better, but I didn't really care. All I wanted was for my Master to take me hard and fast, filling me with every inch of his manhood until we were both satisfied and panting with exertion. My hands continued dancing over my toned belly as I stepped closer to him, pressing my curvy figure firmly against him and grinding against his bulge. It felt like heaven to be this close to him. I moaned loudly, rubbing my pert breasts against his broad chest and gazing up at him hungrily, knowing he was enjoying the sensation immensely.

It made me shiver with delight just to think about him taking me home tonight and using my body over and over again until sunrise. Nothing mattered except being a good fucktoy for my new Master. And that was fine by me!

I could see how turned on my Master was. He looked ready to ravage me right there. My body trembled with anticipation as I waited impatiently for his reply. I wasn't disappointed either - moments later, he grabbed me and pulled me roughly against his hard body. His bulging muscles pressed against my soft curves and the feel of him drove me wild with wanton lust. "Let's get out of here," he growled low in his throat, his voice hoarse and filled with lustful hunger.

"Oh yes, please, Master!" I whimpered eagerly, feeling an ache build within my loins as he gripped my supple ass tightly between both hands.

I couldn't wait for him to claim me...
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Ever since coming to Brainless City, I had felt free..and happy. Like I'd find my true purpose as a brainless sex doll, finally doing what I was meant to be used for.

Sucking cock, spreading my legs, and living my best life.

But recently there had been some weird vibes around work. Rumours that the city council was being bribed, secret meetings between department heads, and I overheard our director Mr. Baxter talking to someone on the phone. Something about a "new world order of busty bimbos" taking over the city and turning it into Brainless Valley... or something?

The last thing I wanted to do was pry, especially not from the man in charge. That would just be too brazenly stupid for a little bimbo brain like me!

So I tried to focus on my work - making the men in our offices happy by sucking all the dicks that came through our doors.. literally! As well as serving coffee and taking the boss's orders.

I had been given a new name when I came here: 'Jenny,' which was appropriately ditzy, sexy, and bimboish. 

"Jenny." I heard his voice booming down the hallway, and instinctively rushed over to him, "yes Mr. Baxter?" I answered breathlessly.

He turned and looked down at me with a scowl, making me nervous as he studied my curvy body. My big tits pushed forward in my tight blouse, nipples visible through the sheerness of the material. My short skirt barely covered my ass-hugging thong, showing off plenty of skin.. plus the way I walked always put an extra wobble in my step.

"Get in my office now," he said finally, gesturing towards the double doors to his office suite, "there's something we need to talk about."

Oh boy, I thought worriedly. I'm in trouble! But if that was it... why was he smiling so evilly as we headed inside?

The room was enormous. With bookshelves, trophies from past achievements, framed photographs and plaques commemorating Mr. Baxter's tenure with the company and city council. A massive desk covered with paper work and other paraphernalia that looked more like art supplies than office staples.

It gave the impression that he was busy, a man of importance, running the show and controlling everything around him... but maybe there was something else. An odd energy filled the room as soon as he closed the door behind us. It made me feel even hotter and hornier than I had before walking in.

His gaze kept sweeping up and down my curvy frame, making my pussy ache for some kind of touch - or better yet, a cock - to take away my stress and worries!

"Okay then," Mr. Baxter spoke slowly after making himself comfortable at his large desk. I stood stiffly in front of him like I was standing at attention for the sergeant, "first things first. Let me see those tits of yours." He commanded flatly.

What?? "Oh um.. okay..." I fumbled nervously with the buttons on my blouse while he watched intently. I took off each button carefully before pulling down both sides to expose them completely. They stuck out proudly in their bra cups, practically begging for attention! "Very good."

Then he waved his hand towards the floor, "take off those panties too, Jenny. I want to see what you've got."

My cheeks burned red-hot with embarrassment - this man was demanding complete submission! I was more than eager to give it to him, though.... especially since the idea excited me so much!

I slowly unzipped the side zipper and slid off my skirt, leaving only my lace panties underneath. Those came down shortly afterwards as well. Soon, my shaved pussy was completely bare for him to enjoy whenever he pleased. And judging by the expression on his face, Mr. Baxter definitely liked what he saw...

After all, my entire body was built to serve. Just look at how curvaceous I am: huge tits, full hips, round ass, smooth thighs that go forever...

I wanted him to enjoy my body, which meant getting naked for him right now! I did it without hesitation or complaint - because that's what a brainless bimbo sex toy does best!

"Now get that ass over here, slut," Mr. Baxter demanded sharply, taking charge. "Your services will soon be put into action.. so we need to make sure you are still ready for anything, hmmm?"

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully while staring at my naked form. It wasn't hard for me to see the growing bulge inside his pants from where I stood obediently nearby. 

"Yes, Mr. Baxter," I said in my breathy sexy voice. "I'm ready for anything, and I mean ANYTHING." I giggled and played with my titties and nipples, tweaking them as I bent forward to shake my tits. My hair fell in a sexy veil across my face as I moved up closer to his desk so he could stare directly at them. "Whatever pleases you, Sir..."

He sat up straight again and cleared his throat loudly, looking very serious. I stopped teasing him instantly, letting out a soft little whimper instead. Was I doing something wrong?? Did he not like what he saw?? All this attention made me nervous... maybe it was making him angry!!

"Okay." He announced firmly after examining my naked body. "You've passed inspection. Now get down on your knees and show me those oral skills."

Mr. Baxter loosened his belt buckle and then leaned back in his big leather chair as he watched me kneel before him. His thick cock already half hard at the sight of my big tits on display for him, it seemed to swell even larger under his gaze.

My mouth watered in anticipation of tasting it. I couldn't wait any longer! As soon as it sprang free from its confines, I wrapped both hands around it and began sucking hungrily, bobbing my head in his lap with abandon!

Whoa! It was soooo big! Not only was he long, but thick too. How could anyone have such an impressive dick? Maybe it's because he's always getting blowjobs from other employees around here...maybe everyone gets to have fun with his fat cock and balls!!

I sucked hard on his throbbing member, slurping loudly, slobbering everywhere just like the good dumb whore I am. Then I reached down and felt between his legs...

"Hmmm..." I hummed against his skin with approval at what I found. The man was absolutely bursting with cum! My hand stroked over his full ball sack, massaging it gently as if coaxing whatever semen remained inside out, making them churn.

His head tilted back slightly to groan loudly in pleasure when I slid one finger deeper beneath his shaft to find his asshole - I probed lightly until I got a positive response. This seemed to really please Mr. Baxter!!

He grabbed hold of my hair and pushed my mouth further down his cock! I kept sucking happily, letting the tip of my tongue rub over it, feeling it stiffen fully in my wet mouth.

And I wasn't stopping anytime soon either; no way was I going to deprive my boss of any kind of satisfaction! Especially since I knew how much it would make me happy to serve him completely.

But after all, why shouldn't I be so excited about having his huge dick inside my mouth? He had already shown me what a dirty little whore I was destined to become today...and we hadn't even gotten to the main course yet!!

This is what it must feel like to be a sex doll.

"Mmmm, such a naughty girl..." He muttered gruffly.

When I looked up at him again through my long lashes, he smirked deviously at me. His face glistened from sweat, eyes half-lidded with lust. I took that as my cue and went down even further onto the cock in my mouth. I let it slide almost all the way out, licking across his balls before wrapping my lips around them. I sucked harder than ever before and held it there until he groaned and cursed softly under his breath, "fucking tease," as I began stroking his length back into a frenzy!

It didn't take long at all to get him on the edge. He kept moaning out loud while grabbing tightly to the back of my hair again. So I pushed back against him until his head fell back against the headrest. With an animalistic snarl, he thrust his hips upwards sharply. His cock slid straight past my lips and deep into my throat as hot cum gushed forth!

I swallowed it all eagerly - every single drop - until he finished coming. Then he finally released his grip from my head and I popped off with a small gasp for air, smiling happily.

"My my, what a little cocksucker you are," He panted between breaths.

"Yes! And I love giving blowjobs."

"Hmmm, I'm sure you do," He leaned forward suddenly in his seat and pressed one hand down hard upon my right breast. "What else can this sexy body of yours do?" He growled dangerously, his fingers now squeezing roughly around my tit until I squirmed beneath him.

I gasped loudly from pain mixed pleasure. "Whatever you want, Sir," I whimpered meekly.. but then quickly corrected myself, "my body belongs entirely to you!"

He smiled evilly and pinched one nipple, rolling it between two fingers. "Good girl. Now go bend over my desk."

My breath hitched in my throat. "O-o-oh yes, Mr. Baxter..." I purred softly. My insides churned excitedly at the prospect of what would happen next - my pussy already soaked from anticipation.

I stood up unsteadily and walked over to where he sat watching intently from behind his big mahogany desk. It felt like I was being judged. But when I got there and turned around, he grabbed my waist with both hands, lifting me up so he could pull down my thong panties. I squealed as he threw them aside. Then without warning, he spread my legs open wide and pressed against my hole from below.

His warm mouth touched against my slick flesh, causing my entire body to tense up for an instant before relaxing into complete surrender.

I whimpered and whined uncontrollably as he licked away my juices and teased his tongue over my clit. "Ohh fuck yeah, eat this pretty little cunt, baby!! Eat it!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs while bucking against his face frantically.

But no matter how much I moved about, I couldn't escape the wonderful sensations emanating from down below - it felt so good! Soon enough, I became lost completely within ecstasy. Until suddenly everything slowed down into almost perfect stillness...except for him. He was still licking furiously at my clit. Then came another explosion: an orgasm! One that made me tremble violently as he continued sucking upon me. When I finally opened my eyes again, he pulled himself back and smirked down at me. "Did you enjoy that?" He asked mockingly, licking his lips clean before wiping them dry with one hand.

I nodded mutely. I was still panting heavily, trying desperately to catch my breath after experiencing such overwhelming bliss! "Now bend over that desk. I'm not finished yet."

I did as ordered, moving onto all fours on the surface of his huge desk with my ass pointing up high towards him. He didn't hesitate, wasting no time. Once positioned comfortably atop me, he rubbed his thick cockhead between my swollen labia, coating its entire length in wetness. I moaned quietly through clenched teeth, my thighs quivering from the heat coursing through every fiber within my body. "P-p-please... just fuck meeeeee..."

He took hold of my hips firmly and began pushing inside gently until his shaft penetrated me fully. His dick stretched my walls open, sending delicious waves rushing throughout my body, making me shudder with desire...and need.

This was it. This was all I really wanted: to feel a nice big cock inside me! And Mr. Baxter knew exactly how much of a dirty slut I truly am! That's why he made me work so hard for him today. It gave us both the chance to enjoy each other physically in ways we had never been able to before!

With each stroke, his hips slammed against me. The sound echoed loudly throughout the office room while our skin slapped together repeatedly in rapid succession. Over and over. It wasn't long before my muscles ached from being pounded relentlessly by him. But I loved every single second of it!!

His balls slapped against my thighs as they continued thrusting their way further up into me until finally filling my pussy completely with his seed!

"F-fuck yesssss!!" I cried out hoarsely as he came inside me once more. Hot cum gushed from his pulsating cock deep within me. I could even feel it spilling over onto my cunt lips outside while it ran out past them, dripping onto his desk top below where it mixed with my own juices, pooling in a mess beneath our bodies.

It didn't matter. The whole place smelled like sex already.. plus, I'm just one of his employees anyway! He could do whatever he wanted with me.

My head hung down over the edge of the table as he held my body there against him tightly. With each thrust into me, he grunted loudly from exertion while fucking me harder than before until he'd shot his load completely empty.

Finally, when he'd finished with me, Mr. Baxter pulled his softening cock out of my sore hole and tucked himself back inside his pants. He wiped up some stray semen dribbling from my swollen lips with one finger, then lifted it up to show me what he'd collected before sticking it into my mouth. I sucked off the mess with enthusiasm; sucking eagerly at his finger until all trace of any stickiness was gone. "My my," He chuckled. "I guess I can expect great things from you in the future, hmm?"

I giggled happily at that thought, but couldn't help wincing slightly from my sore muscles. "Oh yes! I promise." I beamed brightly as if nothing had happened, even though I still felt like a used fuck toy.

He patted me affectionately on my naked behind before dismissing me with an unceremonious wave of his hand towards the door. I scrambled to retrieve my discarded clothes strewn around his desk. Then after quickly putting everything back on, I hurried out of his office and made my way back upstairs to work!

This had been a very productive day!

"Thanks for coming to see us. You're free to go, Jenny. And thank you again for taking good care of Mr. Baxter like you did." One of the secretaries escorted me to the front of our building. She was a pretty girl who looked vaguely familiar.

"Don't worry about a thing, dear," She winked at me suggestively while touching my arm lightly. "He was very pleased by how obedient you've been so far. He said you've been a real treat to work with."

What did she mean?? Work with...

"Huh? What's going on?" I asked nervously.

"Why you don't need to worry about anything anymore. Your boss told us how much you deserve this promotion and how he wants to move you around different departments for more experience..."

Promotion?? Experience...

But what about all those dirty thoughts flooding my mind right now? That strange feeling washing over every inch of my skin?! All these crazy ideas bouncing around inside my head?? Is that part of it too???

No! There must be something wrong!! But she just kept smiling politely at me. Like nothing was wrong. Her voice sounded distant though. It almost felt like she wasn't really there anymore...that none of this really mattered. Only one thing stood out clearly: I was finally ready for some cock again!
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I had grown to love my life in Brainless City so much that I began to worship men

as if they were gods. I would spend my days lounging around, clad in revealing outfits that accentuated my curves, waiting for a man to pass by and claim me for his pleasure. I no longer cared about the person I once was or the life I left behind. All that mattered now was pleasing the men who had turned me into their bimbo sex slut.

One particularly sweltering day, I sauntered over to the town square, my tanned skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, my breasts and bottom swaying with each step. The heat seemed to make my clothes even more transparent, teasingly exposing my lace-clad assets. My crotchless panties did little to hide my arousal as the warm breeze caressed my moist folds. The townspeople had grown used to the sight of me, but newcomers would often do a double-take, their eyes widening in disbelief at the brazen display of my body.

I noticed a group of burly travelers just arrived in town, their muscles rippling beneath their tunics as they hefted their bags off their horses. My heart raced as I knew what was expected of me. Approaching them, I could smell their masculine scents mingling with sweat and leather. They towered above me, these Adonis-like figures, and I felt myself swell with anticipation for what they might do to me.

"Greetings, fair sirs," I purred, batting my eyelashes coyly. "My name is Jenny. What service can this bimbo provide for you today?" My voice was a mixture of innocence and experience, honey and desire, an aphrodisiac that could seduce any man.

The travelers eyed me hungrily, taking in my voluptuous form.

"Well, isn't this a pleasant surprise," the tallest man said. "We've been on the road for weeks and haven't seen a woman in ages." He ran his fingers through his curly, brown hair and smiled, flashing his perfect white teeth. "I think we'd all like to get to know you a little better, Jenny."

His suggestive tone made me quiver with excitement, and my nipples hardened beneath my top. I was already imagining the pleasure he would give me if I offered him a taste of my services.

"How wonderful!" I exclaimed, clapping my hands together in joy. "If you would be so kind as to follow me to my home, I would gladly show you all the pleasures this body can provide." Without waiting for a response, I turned and led them through the city gates and into my home.

Once inside, I directed them to my bedroom, where I laid on my bed, invitingly spreading my legs and beckoning them closer.

"Now then, my dear adventurers, let's see what you have for me."

They wasted no time disrobing, and my eyes widened as their cocks sprang forth, fully erect and throbbing with desire. Their muscular bodies were flawless, and I couldn't help but admire the way their muscles flexed as they stroked their cocks. One of them stepped forward and gently caressed my face before trailing his hand down to my cleavage.

I moaned softly, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands against my skin, and lifted my hips slightly in invitation. He chuckled as he accepted my silent plea, sliding his fingers lower until he was brushing against my inner thigh. His other hand cupped one of my large breasts and squeezed it gently, causing a fresh wave of arousal to flow through me.

I wrapped my soft lips around the head of his shaft, swirling my tongue around its tip.

"Fuck," he grunted, his hips bucking forward as he attempted to thrust himself deeper into my mouth. I giggled, sucking harder, bobbing my head up and down on his length. His precum leaked onto my tongue, salty yet sweet, and I eagerly lapped it up.

His fellow travelers gathered behind him, stroking their cocks as they watched the lewd scene unfold before them. "Gods, that mouth feels amazing," he groaned, tangling his fingers in my hair as he pushed his cock into me even further, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged but kept going, determined to please him as best I could.

As I sucked and licked his thick member, I fondled his balls with one hand, reaching between his legs to stroke his ass with the other. This elicited a pleasurable cry from him, and he fucked my mouth harder. The other travelers were enjoying the show, pumping their cocks furiously, grunting and panting with each stroke.

Suddenly, the man in my mouth grabbed my shoulders and pushed me away, his cock glistening with saliva. I stared at him in confusion, my lips still parted, until I noticed his flushed face and heavy breathing.

He must be close to climaxing, I realized, and quickly moved to resume pleasing him, but before I could do so, he grabbed my wrist and yanked me upright, roughly pressing me against his body. I felt his hardness against my stomach and his hot breath on my neck, and my pussy dripped with excitement. He buried his face in my neck and inhaled deeply, groaning as he breathed in my scent.

"Mmmm... You smell so good," he said, placing his hands on my hips and grinding against me, his cock rubbing between my ass cheeks. Then he lifted me off the ground and dropped me on my bed, grabbing my ankles and spreading them wide. I whimpered with pleasure, my eyes glazed over in ecstasy as I arched my back in invitation, desperate for him to take me.

"You want my cock?" he growled, hovering over me, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded frantically, squirming beneath him, my wetness coating my inner thighs. I needed his hard shaft inside me more than anything at that moment. "Please, sir...fuck me!" I cried, unable to control myself any longer.

The man chuckled darkly, his eyes blazing with lust. "Very well," he said. "But first, let's make sure you're ready to receive my gift." With that, he positioned himself between my legs and buried his face into my folds, hungrily licking and sucking at my soaked sex.

I moaned loudly, gripping the sheets beneath me as he devoured me whole, his tongue probing every inch of my pussy. I writhed in ecstasy, crying out in pure bliss as he fucked me with his mouth, his fingers digging into my flesh. His nose brushed against my clit as he ate me out, sending waves of pleasure washing over my body.

After several long minutes, I came hard, my juices coating his lips and chin as my orgasm rocked me. But he wasn't finished with me yet. He grabbed my hips and flipped me over, lifting my ass into the air. I looked over my shoulder at him, panting and flushed, watching as he stroked his rock-hard erection.

"Are you ready for my cock now?" he asked huskily, lining up his thick member with my dripping slit. "I want you to scream my name when I make you cum again."

With those words, he plunged his length deep inside me, stretching my tight pussy wide open. My eyes rolled back in my head as he filled me completely, his massive cock throbbing inside me as I adjusted to his enormous girth. After a few seconds, he began pumping his hips against me, thrusting deep within me with each stroke, hitting all the right spots inside me. My entire body shuddered violently as my pleasure reached new heights. I screamed out in ecstasy as his cock rubbed against my g-spot, sending sparks through my veins.

The other travelers had been stroking themselves while watching us, but as soon as they heard my screams, they began fucking me hard, penetrating my ass and pussy simultaneously. The feeling of being double penetrated by such well endowed men was indescribable, and soon enough, another powerful orgasm surged through me, causing me to squirt all over my bedsheets. My juices drenched them, covering them in slick, creamy fluids.

One by one, the men pulled out of me, spraying their thick loads all over me until I was coated from head to toe in hot, sticky semen.

"OH FUCK YES!" I screamed. "PAINT ME IN IT!"

I lay there spent and quivering from the powerful orgasms I'd just experienced, but then one of the men grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"Don't think we're done with you yet, bimbo slut," he said, his eyes glinting dangerously. "We're gonna fuck your ass, tits, and mouth 'till there's nothing left."

Before I knew what was happening, he shoved his cock down my throat, making me gag slightly as my mouth was stuffed full of his length. As he thrust roughly into me, the other men surrounded me, jerking themselves off furiously, rubbing their cocks along my body, coating me in even more hot cum. I could feel their sticky, wet loads seeping into my pores, filling my lungs, covering every inch of me, marking me forever.

It was amazing. No, it was beyond amazing. I had never felt so utterly submissive before. Being used like this...having these men do whatever they wanted with me...it was beyond anything I could possibly imagine.

My mind went blank as all the pain and sorrow that had plagued me for years were suddenly replaced by pure bliss. All I cared about anymore was getting fucked senseless and serving these incredible studs. Their strong bodies, thick manly scents, and musk made me tremble in excitement.

"Oh Gods, I love you..." I mumbled around the cock in my mouth, my lips moving as best I could to form the words. Tears streamed down my face as I realized just how lucky I was.

When they finally released me from their grasp, I slumped onto my bed, utterly exhausted and spent, unable to move.

They chuckled, looking over at their comrades proudly, exchanging high fives.

"What a perfect slut!" One of them commented, admiring their handiwork. They cleaned themselves off and re-dressed before turning to leave, but I mustered what little energy I had to reach out toward them, grasping at their clothes weakly.

"No, please don't go," I begged. "Stay with me! Let me be yours!"

They paused, considering my offer, their faces unreadable. Then after several seconds they nodded, patting me on the head before heading out the door.

I smiled dreamily, my heart beating wildly. A fresh batch of cum slid from my asshole, and I licked my lips, enjoying the salty taste on my tongue.

Maybe Brainless City wasn't such a bad place after all. I'd never been happier, even when I still possessed my mental faculties. There was no sense of loneliness anymore, only satisfaction and fulfillment. My only concern now was pleasing my masters whenever they required me.

Yes, life was good. Life was perfect.

***

The men returned several times to claim me for their pleasure, and each time was more satisfying than the last. The longer I lived in the city, the more I craved sexual service for them. Soon enough, my body was permanently molded to be ideal for servicing my betters, transforming me from an intelligent, attractive woman to a living doll devoted purely to the service of men.

"Hello, Jenny," the men greeted me warmly when they arrived in the city once again, several months later. "You're looking lovely as usual."

My eyes lit up as I spotted them entering the town square, and I hurried over to meet them, eager to feel their hands on me.

"I missed you!" I cried happily.

One of the men smirked and caressed my cheek gently. "Did you miss my cock?"

I blushed furiously, embarrassed at how brazen my responses had become, but I nodded nonetheless, nuzzling his hand lovingly.

He laughed. "Come on then, let's get inside," he said, pulling me by the hand into my home. As soon as we entered, they shoved me against the wall, tearing at my clothes, pawing at my voluptuous figure. I whimpered and writhed beneath their rough touches, my entire body vibrating with arousal, my pussy already dripping with anticipation.

"Fuck me!" I begged them breathlessly, reaching out toward them pleadingly. They ignored my pleas, continuing to molest me aggressively. One of them groped my breasts, sucking roughly on my nipples until I moaned loudly, arching my back. Another man pulled down my panties and plunged his fingers deep inside me, making me squeal with ecstasy as he stretched out my tight tunnel.

While the men assaulted my body, I glanced down at my chest and noticed that my nipples were leaking a sticky liquid.

Curious, I brought one of my nipples up to my mouth and lapped at it experimentally. As soon as the sweet fluid touched my tongue, my taste buds exploded, sending sparks through my brain. I sucked hard on my nipple, gulping down the delicious nectar, while the rest of the men watched in amusement.

"Oh Gods, this stuff is so fucking good," one of them muttered, grabbing my free tit and squeezing it, causing milk to squirt all over his hand. He smeared the liquid onto my face before licking it off, savoring its taste.

Another man slapped my ass, spreading my cheeks apart so that he could shove his thick cock inside my tight asshole. I cried out in pleasure as he filled me completely, stretching me to my limits. It felt amazing at the same time.

He grunted, thrusting harder, fucking my ass with wild abandonment, ramming my prostate repeatedly. My whole body vibrated, my knees trembling violently as I came again and again, spraying my girlcum everywhere.

I couldn't contain myself any longer. An incredible orgasm ripped through me, making my whole body shudder uncontrollably. My pussy contracted wildly, and I screamed out in pure bliss, my voice echoing throughout the room.

I collapsed onto the ground, my body covered in sweat and milk. The men stepped forward, gathering around me, stroking themselves vigorously until they released their loads all over me, coating every inch of me from head to toe, splattering me with sticky gobs of their hot semen.

"That's right! Cum for your Bimbo Doll!" I yelled out, laughing, spreading my limbs out wide to give them more room to cover me in their manly musk and seed.

They chuckled as they finished marking me. Afterward, they scooped me into their arms and carried me over to my bed. Lying there in their embrace, surrounded by the warmth of their bodies, I felt loved, safe, and cared for. Nothing else mattered anymore. My life had finally taken its perfect course. I was complete.

The next day, I awoke bright and early, ready to resume servicing my masters again. When I entered the town square, however, it appeared that everyone had gone missing overnight, leaving only me behind. Wherever they'd all vanished to, I couldn't figure out. Shrugging, I wandered around aimlessly until I happened upon a strange door at the end of an alleyway.

There was no sign hanging above it or anything else indicating what might be found beyond it.

"How odd..." I mused to myself. What could be beyond such an innocuous looking portal? Curious, I pushed on its surface, opening it slightly. I peeked inside and gasped, my heart fluttering nervously as I discovered several dozen nude males lounging around within its confines, stroking themselves, their cocks hard as rock.

One of them glanced at me, and when our gazes met, his eyes darkened, narrowing into predatory slits. He rose to his feet, walking towards me, his shaft swaying tantalizingly between his legs as he approached.

"It is time for the Tit Fucking Training to commence." He announced, a sly smirk appearing across his handsome features. "Will you accept this challenge?"

Without hesitating, I fell to my knees submissively and bowed my head before him. "Yes," I breathed out, overcome with lust.

He took hold of my chin and lifted my face to look into his eyes.

"Very well then, let us begin." He grinned wickedly as he began rubbing himself against my cheek, letting me feel his massive member press against my skin. "You have huge breasts, which is good. We can certainly put those to use."

As he spoke, a new pair of studs approached, joining the first, who had already mounted my face. One of these newcomers grabbed my tit and squeezed roughly, causing milk to trickle from my nipples, forming a puddle beneath me. The second man did likewise with the other breast, making me whimper softly under my breath.

"What a wonderful sight," he remarked as he continued jerking off against my skin.

Once all three of them were prepared to proceed, they knelt around me, taking turns slamming their dicks between my fat boobies. Their strong hands gripped me tightly while they fucked my cleavage. With each thrust, my whole body shook violently as my tits bounced around wildly, spraying milk everywhere. I moaned uncontrollably, barely able to handle the sensation. I wanted to scream out in ecstasy and yet stay silent at the same time.

At last, one man shoved his entire length deep inside my throat. My pussy twitched excitedly as I swallowed him entirely, my eyes watering. He pumped my mouth savagely for a few moments before releasing a hot load of cum directly down my esophagus. When he finished, another male quickly replaced him, doing the same thing to my throat. After several minutes of non-stop throat fucking, all three men had deposited their seed inside me, leaving my face, neck, and chest covered in sticky white fluid.

Afterward, the first two guys backed away slightly and began wanking furiously at the sight of me being used for their pleasure, and I smiled blissfully, watching their expressions contort in bliss.

"Good work so far," one commented, patting me on the back. "Time for Round 2."

I perked up immediately, licking my lips eagerly as more muscular studs emerged from the crowd around me.

Round two? What fun! I thought happily as I prepared myself for what was surely going to be an amazing experience.

"Let's see your big titties," commanded the first guy.

I obediently removed my top and exposed my enormous breasts, smiling coyly as they began stroking themselves in unison.

The next thing I knew, there were hands everywhere touching me, pinching and kneading my voluptuous flesh. They grabbed my nipples and tugged hard, making me gasp loudly. Next, they pinched them between their fingers, twisting and pulling until I squealed helplessly beneath their skilled touches. While this happened, the second group started pumping my tits harder and faster than ever, forcing them to bounce all over my torso and slap against my chin, causing me to squirt milk from both nipples.

It felt incredible to be used like this, and the knowledge that dozens of men were witnessing it made me horny beyond belief. Just then, another cock slid between my wet lips and slammed deep inside my throat, filling me completely. My eyes widened as he rammed his shaft in and out of me over and over again, using my mouth like a hole for his pleasure. His thick member stretched my jaws wide apart, rubbing against my tongue with each thrust. My pussy clenched in anticipation as he continued fucking me in front of everyone. I felt dizzy, euphoric, intoxicated with lust. 

"Yes! Use me!" I pleaded hoarsely through my throat.

While I serviced that particular male, another grabbed hold of my breasts, roughly squeezing them together, smushing my massive tits into a pillowy valley for him to slide his length between.

"Oh yeah," he grunted as his cock moved fast in and out of the tight space between my jugs, slapping noisily against my chest. The constant friction made him sweat profusely, which coated his shaft and balls in slick, lubricating liquid. I stared at them intently, imagining what kind of pleasure he might be feeling. My nipples hardened instantly at the thought.

"I'm cumming, Bimbo Doll!" He cried out as hot semen burst forth, painting my skin white. I shuddered in response. His thick seed splattered onto my belly and thighs, coating them in its sticky warmth. Once his orgasm subsided, he pulled out, allowing the third man to replace him, grabbing my breast and pumping my cleavage. While this male finished off, the first returned to my throat, giving me another vigorous pounding. By now I could barely think clearly, my mind clouded with ecstasy as two males fucked me simultaneously, using me relentlessly as though I were just another toy to play with.

They came inside my throat and cleavage, leaving me panting and trembling underneath the weight of their loads. I collapsed to the floor, gasping for air, but the men weren't done yet. Without missing a beat, several others surrounded me, lifting me up into the air by my arms and legs. Another male got beneath me and positioned himself under my pussy, while two more positioned themselves above it, standing alongside the first male.

Together they plunged deep inside of me all at once.

"OH YES!!!" I shrieked loudly as three large cocks penetrated my cunt simultaneously. It hurt like hell, but in such a way that made my clit swell and my heart race with excitement.

My moans grew louder and longer as the trio thrust relentlessly into me, plundering my depths wildly, stretching out my tiny hole to its absolute limit. My body convulsed violently with every powerful movement, shaking the room to its core. My muscles ached painfully, straining against the weight of my torso hanging limply between the three cocks thrusting inside me.

As time dragged on, I began to feel light-headed and weak, like I might faint at any moment. Still, I persisted, allowing them to continue ravaging me however they pleased.

At last, another male appeared behind me and positioned his dick at my ass crack, thrusting forward with considerable force. My head shot back, mouth forming an 'O' shape, as his member pounded mercilessly into my tight hole.

It made me cum immediately, triggering a massive orgasm within me that washed over my entire being. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, so powerful that I lost control over everything. I couldn't move or speak or even breathe properly, just lie there motionless while four huge cocks used me. The bimbo enhancements made me susceptible to even greater pleasure; they'd amplified my sexual reactions, turning me into an insatiable nymphomaniac.

And after everything I'd been through, I could not have been happier with this development. Nothing else mattered anymore—not my past life, nor the future, nor anything except satisfying my masters. They would care for me and fuck me whenever they pleased, giving me purpose. So why waste time worrying about trivial things? Let the males make the decisions. Just lie here and accept whatever happens next.

"Good girl," praised the guy fucking my asshole as I finally relaxed completely. "That's right. Accept it."

His words soothed me immensely, sending warm sensations throughout my entire body, making my toes curl involuntarily as another orgasm swept over me. Another one followed shortly after the first, then another. And so on. One orgasm after another rocked me continuously until I went numb from ecstasy, completely exhausted but still unable to stop cumming.

"That's it. Give yourself fully to your true calling," the man in my rear urged me further along my journey of pleasure.

"Yes, master..." I murmured deliriously.

My ass cheeks tightened around his shaft as he pumped me rapidly, his cock slipping easily in and out of my sloppy hole. I felt him throbbing intensely within me, ready to explode inside my bowels. Moments later, his balls unloaded violently, shooting out thick ropes of hot semen that filled up every inch of me. His big hands squeezed my titties, making me feel even more euphoric. Then another male took his place behind me, continuing the process with renewed energy.

As each male came inside my asshole, he moved away to let another step up in turn. Once the final male finished pumping me full of his seed, he stood off to the side, allowing everyone to get a better look at what they'd done to me. I lay helplessly beneath their scrutinizing gazes, totally limp, my chest heaving as my body tried desperately to recover from such overwhelming pleasure.

They chuckled smugly before retreating and leaving me alone. After that intense gangbang, they decided it would be best if I spent a few hours resting before continuing training.

However, soon enough, my eyelids fluttered open once again as I came to with a start. I didn't remember passing out. Did I miss Round 3? Was this another session of Tit Fucking Training? It certainly felt like it. Looking down between my legs, I noted that three men stood around me, each one rubbing his member furiously while staring intently at me. 

"Time to continue..."
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Now that I was officially a prime bimbo in Brainless City, my whole job in life was to suck, fuck and be pounded by hot men. I loved it!

Every day, my sexy boyfriend would give me a shot of something in the morning to keep me brainless, docile, and horny.

My tits were the perfect pair of soft, jiggly, round funbags, and my ass was a great piece of real estate, too. The whole package was topped off with long, flowing red hair, and big, innocent-looking eyes.

I loved looking like a dumb cunt. It was fun. I felt hot and sexy every day.

After the shot, my boyfriend would give me a little bit of time to wake up and get ready for work. That meant putting on the tight, black bimbo secretary outfit he bought me. I didn't put any panties on, because it was just too much trouble, and they usually got wet when I walked, anyway.

But what I loved most was when I got to service lots of guys at once. My boyfriend had been kind enough to let me fuck the construction workers that were building our new home, and I got to go down on all of them.

One morning, I woke up from a sex dream and immediately reached for my toy, and began pumping my fingers into my pussy.

"Mmmmm...oh, yes! Yes! Oh!" I screamed.

"Fuck me, daddy, fuck your little girl, fuck her hard..." I said.

Then, I woke up, and realized it was true. My boyfriend was fucking me, just like the dream.

He had climbed on top of me in the middle of the night and shoved his big dick into my cunt.

"Good morning, daddy's little whore!" he said.

"Uhhh...mmm...daddy..."

He kept slamming into me, and I could feel the huge amount of precum dripping out of his cock and into me. I loved the way he was taking advantage of me, and using my body to get himself off.

"Fuckkkk! You feel so good!" He screamed.

I knew that my ass was getting plowed at that very moment. My boyfriend loves anal, and he gets his pleasure from fucking me in both my holes. I love being taken advantage of. It makes me feel like a slut, but I don't really care what anyone else thinks. All I care about is getting off myself, and pleasing the men I fuck.

"Fuck me, daddy!" I shouted.

He then grabbed me by the back of my head and held me down, his cock pounding harder and harder inside of my anus.

"Ahh...ahhh...fuck, ahhhhhh!"

The pleasure was overwhelming.

"Ahhh! Fuck! So close, so close!" He panted.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my ass and started cumming all over my tits.

My big tits. My 48DDs were covered in semen. My eyes widened at the sheer amount.

It was so hot. I could feel the cum on my chest, sliding down into my cleavage and coating my nipples. My nipples were so sensitive right now that every drop of his cum touching them sent another jolt of pleasure through my body.

And my pussy felt so empty with nothing inside it. I couldn't stand the emptiness any longer. I wanted his big dick inside of me.

"Daddy, fuck my pussy now." I said.

"You want more of Daddy's milk, huh? You like your daddy's milk?"

I nodded furiously.

"Good girl, baby."

My boyfriend, Harry, began kissing me passionately and sucking on my tongue. I moaned against him, enjoying the taste of his mouth and the feel of his hands on my skin. His fingers dug into my shoulders and neck as we kissed and licked each other.

"That feels so good...so nice." I told him.

Then he started fingering my asshole, getting me wet again.

"You're such a good whore." Harry said. "I think you deserve a reward."

My boyfriend lifted me up and placed me in front of the bathroom mirror.

I got a perfect view of my tight little ass. As he positioned himself behind me, I looked into the mirror and saw the way his cock twitched, ready to slam into my pussy. The sight was enough to make me cry out.

"Fuck me! Oh god, fuck me!"

My boyfriend didn't waste any time before plunging his cock deep into my cunt. He started going faster and faster as he felt me tighten around his cock. I felt so full and stretched open.

His breathing became deeper and rougher, and I knew he was close to coming. He grunted loudly as his dick pulsed inside of me, pumping warm liquid into my vagina.

He came so hard and so much that the cum began to overflow from my pussy, spilling onto the floor and running down my legs. It was one of the hottest things I had ever seen.

I felt like a fucking goddess, watching myself getting filled up with semen. I felt beautiful and sexy, and I wanted more.

***

The next morning, I got dressed for work. I put on the same outfit as yesterday, except instead of being white, today I would be wearing my favorite color. Red.

When I walked out of the bathroom, Harry smiled and took my hand. We headed downstairs to eat breakfast together, and he even kissed me goodbye. I made a note to fuck him later tonight to thank him for taking care of me.

"Do you think people will know how big your cock is?" I asked.

"No. I'm just making sure that you look good at work." He replied.

I laughed. "I guess I am. But I want everyone to know you have a big dick. Maybe I should wear a sign, or something."

"Maybe," he agreed. "But not today. Today, we're keeping it a secret."

Then, he walked out the door and left me standing there alone. I pouted and followed him.

I spent my day walking around the office, showing off my tits and ass, but nobody really looked at me because they were all too busy staring at their computers. So I had to find something else to do to keep myself entertained.

It turned out to be a boring day for me. My boyfriend didn't call once, and even though I knew where he lived, I wasn't allowed to leave until six o'clock.

So I decided to head home early. Maybe I could fuck him tonight after all?

Once I got back to our apartment, I rushed upstairs and knocked on the front door. When there was no response, I tried again.

No one answered.

"Oh fuck..."

I turned around and ran across the hall, then started banging on his neighbor's door.

The man who answered looked shocked. He stared at me with wide eyes. He seemed very surprised by my sudden appearance at his home.

"H-hey, how can I help you, girl?" he said, nervously. "What are you doing here?"

I giggled and leaned against the door frame, crossing my arms under my chest and pushing my breasts up towards him.

"You see, I was trying to go fuck my boyfriend, and I heard noises coming from this apartment...so I figured I'd better come check it out."

His eyebrows raised as he glanced down at my boobs, clearly noticing their size for the first time.

"I'm so glad you did," he stammered.

Then he reached down and grabbed one of my tits in each hand. "Wow...these are incredible!" he exclaimed.

My head felt strange when he squeezed my breast and I gasped softly as I began to understand what he meant. The man's touch made me feel aroused and excited. He pulled me closer and pushed his leg between my thighs, pressing his thigh up against my pussy. Then he slid one of his hands down my stomach and inside of my skirt. He started stroking my pussy through my panties, making me shiver in delight.

"What kind of noises did you hear?" he asked.

I swallowed hard, my mind clouded with lust and desire. "The...the sounds of two people fucking," I replied hesitantly.

He nodded, smiling wickedly, still groping my breast.

"Ahhhh..."

He let go of my tit and began undoing his pants. In seconds, his erect cock was springing free. My eyes widened at its length and girth.

"This is what you really came for," he whispered, sliding one of his fingers over my slit, causing my pussy lips to part slightly and allowing him access to my most sensitive parts.

I closed my eyes as he pushed his finger inside my wet entrance and started pumping it in and out slowly while rubbing my clit with his thumb. I moaned loudly, my legs shaking uncontrollably. He kept fucking me with his thick finger until I orgasmed twice in succession.

Afterwards, he pulled away from me and led me into his living room. There he pushed me onto the couch and pulled down my panties. I spread open my legs, exposing my soaking wet cunt to him.

Then he lowered his head and started sucking on my swollen clit while fingering my vagina deep inside with two of his fingers.

"Ohhh..." I cried out loudly.

He continued sucking and licking my pussy while thrusting three fingers into me roughly. Every time he hit my g-spot I shivered and twitched. After several minutes of constant stimulation, I couldn't hold it any longer and released an explosive climax. My body shook violently as I came, screaming at the top of my lungs.

"FUCK ME! FUCK ME, YOU STUD!!!" I screamed.

As soon as I recovered from my intense orgasm, he lifted me off of the couch and threw me across his lap, pulling down his shorts and spreading my legs open wide. He smacked my buttocks several times before sticking his dick between my ass cheeks and entering my hole roughly. I groaned and whimpered as he thrust in and out of me repeatedly, grunting and groaning in pleasure.

I gripped tightly onto the cushion below me and tried my best not to cry as his cock slammed deeper into my pussy. When he finally reached his limit, he roared loudly and ejaculated into my insides. As he did so, I orgasmed again myself, convulsing wildly.

After we had both finished riding out our orgasms, he placed me gently on the ground and looked down at me.

"Who do you belong to?" He asked firmly.

"You...you're my daddy." I replied. "You can fuck me whenever you want..."

With that he pulled back his shorts and stuffed his cock back down his pants before getting dressed once more.

I realized I'd cheated on my boyfriend, but I just didn't care anymore. His neighbor was the hottest man I'd ever met. Besides, Harry had told me many times he'd wanted me to sleep with other men. If he knew I'd slept with another man, then he would have probably wanted to join in on the fun too!

Later that night when Harry arrived home, I jumped onto him, wrapping my arms around his neck, kissing him passionately.

"I need you," I said breathlessly.

He laughed lightly, looking surprised by my reaction, but pleased nonetheless.

"Well...okay, let's go," he replied eagerly. "Let's do it, baby. We'll go upstairs and spend some quality time together."

I smiled excitedly, feeling relieved and happy at the same time. Then he led me up to his bedroom. Once there he took off all my clothes, leaving only my heels on. He stared at my naked body intensely for several seconds before pushing me onto my back onto the bed.

My whole body shook violently as he ripped off his pants and thrust deep into my pussy forcefully.

"Yes! Yes! Take me! Use me!" I yelled, wanting it to hurt more than it did.

***

The next day I called my work and told them I'd be out all week. I spent my entire week getting fucked by my neighbor and Harry, who loved it so much that he let me live with my neighbor permanently.

I'm such a good girl now. I know how to treat men right, and they love me for it.

One time, my neighbor even put his cock in my pussy while my boyfriend, Harry, was still fucking me in the ass. It felt amazing. All three of us came together at once. Now I sleep in his bed every night, where I'm treated like a real princess. My neighbor always treats me good when we fuck, and he doesn't make me wear any clothes when we go outside.

I've gotten so many compliments from guys lately about how sexy I look in nothing but my high heels. The ladies on the street say things like, "Wow, I wish I had your confidence." or "Oh my god, girl, you are gorgeous!"

Some days I'll take walks with my neighbor around town naked, showing off my perfect body, giving everyone who sees me an instant boner. We always end up getting lucky and finding someone willing to bang me right then and there in public. And I love making other people jealous.

It's been almost six months since I first met my neighbor. When he's not fucking me, he works as a pornstar on camera. He pays me for sex now and gives me extra money if I ever want to buy anything. Harry helps him record videos of us fucking each other for the internet.

Sometimes after shooting our new porn video together, we'll sit down at the kitchen table and eat dinner together. My neighbor will hold me close to him while we eat, and rub my legs affectionately with one hand, telling me how beautiful I am, and how much he loves me.

At night I like to curl up on the couch next to him while watching television or reading magazines. I'll usually lie next to him with my head resting on his stomach while I stroke his cock lazily. Sometimes he'll get hard again so I'll bend down and suck his cock back to life again before sliding it inside myself once more. I like when he comes inside of me and just shoots a huge load deep within me.

It really turns me on, this new life I have as a brainless sex doll...
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I had become a full blown bimbo, and I loved my life. Servicing hot men... what could be better?

Brainless City was the best thing to every happen to me.

Every day in Brainless City was like a never-ending fantasy for me, a paradise of pleasure and servitude. I woke up each morning with the sun glinting off the crystal dildos that adorned my bedroom ceiling, an iridescent reminder of the life I had chosen for myself. My newfound purpose was etched into every fiber of my being: to please and satisfy the hungriest of men that walked these streets, their thick, throbbing cocks aching for my bimbo mouth.

I would saunter out of my pink stucco mansion, my massive E-cup breasts bouncing with each graceful step I took in my six-inch heels. As I made my way down the manicured sidewalks lined with palm trees and oversized sex toys, I could already feel the heated stares of horny men boring into me from all directions. They couldn't help but stare at my microscopic miniskirt, which barely concealed the lacy edges of my 'FAP ME' panties, or the 'SLUT' tattoo that graced my shapely ass cheek. It was a badge of honor, a symbol of my dedication to servicing their every need.

My days were filled with a whirlwind of cock, each one as fat and delicious as the last. I'd start at the local cafe where a line of needy men already formed, their bulging crotches straining against their tight pants, a testament to their desperate need for my talented tongue. The cafe's owner, a burly man named Hank, always greeted me with a wink and a freshly made 'Cum Frappe' – a creamy concoction of his own invention that had an uncanny ability to replenish my energy after the most strenuous of sessions.

I'd take my drink to the back alleyway, where I knew my services would be most appreciated. I'd take my time with each man, working from one end of the line to the other, using my magically enhanced lips and tongue to coax moans and shudders of ecstasy from their quivering bodies. Hank always made sure to keep my cup filled as I worked, ensuring that I could continue to service these desperate men for hours on end. As I worked my way down the line, not a single cock was left unattended. Their cum spattered onto sidewalk, making the ground beneath us sticky and slippery with their gratitude.

After I'd drained the line at the cafe, I'd make my way down Main Street, where a sea of muscle-bound Adonis-like men flexed their bulging biceps and glistening eight-packs in the eternal sunshine. They'd call out to me in lustful admiration,

"Hey there, Bimbo Babe! Come over here and polish my knob!"

"Yeah, sugar tits, let me slip you my beefy sausage!"

Of course, I gladly obliged their every request, bending over the hoods of their flashy sports cars or descending to my knees right on the sidewalk – I was there to service their every need, after all. They'd helplessly moan as I took their throbbing members into my eager mouth, my skilled tongue creating a maelstrom of pleasure that would have them buckling at the knees.

Their cum would erupt onto my face and tits, leaving a sticky badge of honor that only seemed to attract more hungry cocks. I'd hop from one car to another, my hands and lips never resting as I dispensed my bimbo magic upon the men of Brainless City.

The afternoons found me in the town square, where a never-ending supply of hard cocks awaited me. Office workers on their lunch breaks, sweaty and desperate for relief, and burly construction workers on their breaks – all were welcome between these bimbo lips. I'd bounce from one cock to the next, giving each man a vigorous handjob or an expert blowjob that left them groaning in ecstasy. The square was a sea of moans and groans, punctuated by the sticky sounds of my expertly used mouth and hands. Cum flew through the air like a fountain, painting the cobblestones beneath me with a shimmering coat of marble. The scent of sweat and lust permeated the air, and I breathed it in like the headiest aphrodisiac.

As the sun sank low in the sky, signaling the end of another day spent pleasing Brainless City's insatiable men, I would make my way to the public fountain in the center of town. Naked, muscular men lounged around it, their impressive cocks slapping against their toned abs as they called out for me to join them. Eagerly, I leaped into their midst, offering up my bimbo body as a vessel for their pleasure. They took turns lifelessly face-fucking me, plunging deep into my obedient mouth as I moaned around their girth. They would come one by one, shooting their thick loads down my throat or across my face, painting my vacant expression with their appreciation.

As darkness fell, I'd make my way to the local brothel, where I was greeted by cheers and applause from both patrons and staff alike. The brothel was a den of iniquity, where every hole and fantasy was catered to with ruthless efficiency. Men lined up around the block waiting for their turn with the bimbo cock worshipper extraordinaire.

I gladly sashayed in, my body aching from a day's worth of cock-sucking but still hungry for more. The brothel, a hive of debauchery and pleasure, was a wonderland of decadence and sin. Red velvet drapes hung from the ceiling, casting a sultry glow over the dimly lit chambers where the moans of ecstasy filled the air. I made my way to the main stage, where a throng of men awaited my arrival, their faces etched with lustful anticipation.

Starting at one end of the line, I began to work my way down the row of drooling cocks, eager to service every one of them. My skilled hands and talented lips had them moaning in no time, their heavy balls slapping against their muscular thighs as they thrust deep into my mindless bimbo mouth. I took them all on – stockbrokers in their finest suits, sweaty laborers fresh from their jobs, and even the mayor himself – every cock received the same passionate attention from me, the town's most dedicated cock-worshipper.

As I knelt before them, my breasts bouncing with each suck and slurp, I couldn't help but marvel at the sheer variety of cocks before me. There were thick monsters as wide as my wrist and long, lean ones that practically reached my tonsils.

It was in the throes of this hedonistic existence that I found my true calling as Brainless City's most dedicated cock worshipper. My days were spent servicing men's cocks, providing them with the release they so desperately craved. I would sashay from one end of the city to the other, my skilled lips and talented hands leaving a trail of satisfied moans and sticky messes in my wake. The square became my stage, and the men of the town were my eager audience, lining up around the block for a chance to feel the warmth of my mouth around their swollen shafts.

In between each mind-numbingly good blowjob, I would take a moment to catch my breath, or rather, to catch a mouthful of air. Surrounded by half-naked, muscular men with their throbbing members in hand, it was easy to get lost in the sea of cocks before me. But I was a professional, or at least as professional as a bimbo could be. I knew my purpose, and I fulfilled it with a vacant smile plastered on my face.

The days blurred into weeks, and the weeks into months. My once-pink apron had long since been replaced by a more... cum-stained version, but I didn't mind. This was who I was now: Brainless City's resident cock worshipper extraordinaire. And I loved every delicious moment.

I woke up every morning, my jaw sore and my breasts tender from the night before, but I couldn't wipe the vacant, contented smile off my face. Today was another day to serve the men of Brainless City and worship their cocks with the reverence they deserved. I would start my day at the brothel, where a long line of men awaited my oral ministrations. As I sashayed in, I could already smell the musky scent of desire in the air, the perfect aphrodisiac to get my mindless bimbo brain going.

The first cock of the day was always the most difficult, my jaw stiff and muscles aching from yesterday's workout, but soon enough, I found my rhythm. I lavished attention on each man, like an artist admiring their canvas. My lips enveloped their girthy shafts, tongue swirling around their sensitive spots with practiced ease. I loved the way their cocks twitched in my mouth, as if they were alive and craving my bimbo attention. My hands busied themselves with their heavy balls, massaging them gently as I took them deeper and deeper into my throat.

As I worked my way down the line, I marveled at the different textures and tastes each cock had to offer. Some were smooth like silk, others veiny and unyielding. Some were salty, others bitter; it didn't matter to me. Each cock was a unique experience, a new adventure for my eager mouth and hands to explore.

Midday would find me in the marketplace, where the scent of fresh produce mingled with the heady aroma of arousal. Here, I would pander my wares to the citizens and tourists alike, my big tits bouncing as I swayed my hips. The merchants would call out their wares, but all eyes were on me and the cum-stained apron that hung loosely around my waist. I was like a beacon for lust, a siren of sorts, luring in the unsuspecting with my vacant smile and exaggerated wiggle.

"Come, come," I'd coo to the passersby, "let me blow your worries away." And blow them away I did. Public indecency be damned, I'd sink to my knees right then and there, eagerly sucking them off while they leaned against the market stalls. The frenzied moans of the patrons around us only served to fuel my fire further.

By nightfall, I'd made my way to Brainless City's seediest taverns and brothels, where the air was thick with wanton desire and even thicker accents. Here, the men were rougher, their cocks thicker and more demanding than their uptown counterparts. They'd take me to the back rooms, where they'd fuck my face mercilessly, their hands tangled in my blonde hair as they used me like the cock receptacle I was. I didn't mind. This was my purpose now, to service their every whim and desire.

As they'd unload into my waiting mouth, I swallowed each and every drop like the good girl I was, savoring the salty, bitter taste of their release. It was a badge of honor, a symbol of my servitude to their manhood. My tits would bounce as they pounded into my face relentlessly, turning me into a mindless sex doll that existed solely for their pleasure.

By the end of the night, I'd stumble home, cum-drunk and dazed, swaying from one lamppost to another. The night air caressed my cum-stained skin, a chilly reminder of the world outside my debauched existence. But Brainless City was my home now, and these men with their aching cocks were my only care in the world.

My days blurred into each other, a never-ending cycle of cocksucking and servitude. I cleaned up well enough in the mornings before beginning anew, but no amount of soap could wash away the evidence of my obsession: cum-stained knees and a vacant smile that said it all: I was a bimbo through and through.

***

In Brainless City, every day was just as filthy and debauched as the one before it. The moment I woke up in my disheveled bed, I knew exactly what my day held in store for me: servicing men's cocks. I'd rise with a smile on my face, my lips still puffy from the night's work, and make my way to the washroom. There, I'd stare at my reflection in the cracked mirror, admiring the cum-stained slut staring back at me. This is who I'd become, and I couldn't be prouder.

After a quick shower that did little to remove the scent of sex from my body, I'd select the sluttiest outfit I could find from my rapidly expanding wardrobe. Fishnet stockings, skirts so short they barely concealed my shaved pussy, and push-up bras that accentuated my now-enhanced breasts. Preening like a peacock, I'd leave my modest abode, ready for another day of debauchery.

The streets of Brainless City were always alive with activity, and today was no exception. Businessmen rushed past me without a second glance as I took up my usual position outside the local bank. It didn't take long for someone to appear: a well-dressed man with a wedding ring glinting on his left hand. His eyes betrayed his lust.

The well-dressed man with the wedding ring was the first to approach me that day. His eyes were filled with lust, betraying his desires even though his tightly pressed suit and briefcase tried to say otherwise. He looked around furtively, as if to make sure no one would recognize him in Brainless City, then grabbed my arm and hauled me into an alleyway. His breath on my face reeked of stale coffee and desire as he unzipped his pants, revealing a fat cock that throbbed for attention.

I didn't utter a word as he shoved my face towards his crotch, but I did let out a happy sigh as his engorged member filled my mouth. His moans of pleasure drowned out everything else around us, and I felt a familiar heat building up between my own legs as I services him. Juices soaked my fishnet stockings, my pussy aching for attention it wouldn't receive until later tonight, when I'd return to my regular spot under the neon signs.

With a grunt, the married man came down my throat, and I swallowed every drop like a good girl should. He tipped me with a few crumpled bills before rushing back to his button-down life, none the wiser to our little encounter. As much as I'd like to savor the aftertaste of his release on my tongue, there were more cocks to service and hungry men to please. I straightened my micro-mini skirt, tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear, and sauntered down the street, my 6-inch heels clacking on the sidewalk.

As I neared the food truck district, the scent of greasy fried foods wafted through the air, but it did nothing to dampen my appetite for cock. The lunchtime crowd had already started to form insatiable lines at the various trucks, and I spotted my next mark: a burly man in a chef's uniform. His apron barely concealed his bulging pants, and he leered at me as I approached him.

"Hey there, sugar," he drawled, his accent thick with both hunger and testosterone. "I bet you can make a man's lunch break a whole lot spicier." His cock strained against his trousers, as if to punctuate his point.

I batted my eyelashes and gave him a sultry smile. "Mmm, I'd love to season your sausage, big boy." I purred, grabbing his hand and leading him to an alleyway that reeked of grease and sex. My nostrils flared at the scent of countless encounters that had taken place here, each one as filthy as the last.

The chef brought me against the grimy wall, his large hands roughly groping my chest and squeezing my ass. I moaned into the damp, musky air as he flipped me around and hiked up my skirt, exposing my soaked panties. He slid my thong to one side and spit on his fingers before working them inside me, wetting me up for what was to come. His calloused fingers were rough against my slick folds, but it only added to the experience.

With a growl, he unbuckled his pants and freed his thick, angry cock. It throbbed in anticipation, a living testament to his need for me. My own desire pooled between my legs as I glanced over my shoulder, our eyes meeting in mutual understanding: we both needed this release from the mundane life.

"Fuck me," I moaned, and fuck me he did. The chef lived up to his name as he plunged his cock inside me, filling every inch of my aching pussy with ease. His hips rocked against mine in a primal rhythm, the sound of skin slapping against skin mingling with the clatter of dishes and fryers from the nearby trucks. It was dirty, it was wrong, but it felt oh-so-right in that moment.

The chef moaned out curses in a language I didn't understand as he pounded into me mercilessly against the filthy wall, his grip on my hips tightening with each powerful thrust. My nails dug into the grime, gripping the peeling paint as I arched my back to meet his every stroke. It had been too long since I'd last felt this alive, this needed, and I mewled with each delicious invasion of his thick cock.

The chef's breathing became ragged in my ear, and I could tell he was close. Pulling out abruptly, he spun me around and shoved me to my knees. "Take it all," he growled, grabbing my head and guiding his cock to my waiting mouth. I didn't hesitate to oblige, eagerly wrapping my lips around his swollen tip and sucking hard. Pre-cum leaked onto my tongue, salty and divine, as I bobbed up and down on his shaft.

"Oh fuck, yes! Just like that," he moaned, gripping a fistful of my hair as he pumped in and out of my mouth. He tasted of salt and testosterone, a tantalizing flavor that sent shivers down my spine. I reached down and teased my clit in time with his thrusts, edging myself closer to ecstasy with every passing second.

"I'm cumming," he grunted, bucking his hips one last time before unloading his hot seed onto my hungry tongue. I swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste of his release as he moaned out his climax. My own orgasm rocked through me in response, my pussy clenching around nothing but the cool night air.

The chef pulled back, panting heavily, his cock already softening in my hand. He tucked himself back into his pants and buckled his pants, and without a word, he disappeared back into the sea of neon lights and sizzling grease. I remained against the wall for a moment, catching my breath and savoring the euphoria that coursed through my veins.

As I smoothed out my skirt and fixed my wig, I couldn't help but smile to myself. Another hunger satisfied—for now. But I knew it was only a matter of time before I craved more.

I continued down the line of trucks, my senses on high alert for my next conquest. My eyes landed on a burly man servicing a food truck's generator with practiced ease, his biceps bulging with each twist of a wrench. His eyes met mine, a flash of hunger igniting within them. Tonight was shaping up to be a very profitable evening indeed.

The burly man put down his tools and wiped his hands on a greasy rag before approaching me with a lopsided grin. "Looking for some service, sugar?" he drawled in a sultry voice. "Well, you've come to the right place. My name's Hank, and I can fix anythin' that's broken on your fine ass car... or anything else that needs some tender, lovin' care." He winked and grabbed his crotch, adjusting the growing bulge in his pants.

I batted my lashes and sauntered over to him, my hips swaying with exaggerated motions. "Why, Hank, I do believe I've got a ' Problem ' that only a big, strong man like yourself could 'fix.' " I purred, running a manicured nail down his grease-stained chest.

Hank growled low in his throat, roughly grabbing my waist and pulling me into a bruising kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of cigarettes and motor oil, a heady combination that sent shivers down my spine. My hand slid down to his crotch, rubbing the hardening length of his cock through his pants. 

Without another word, he picked me up as if I weighed nothing and deposited me on the hood of the food truck. He wedged himself between my thighs, grinding his erection against my wet core as he trailed hungry kisses down my neck. His rough hands roamed my body, squeezing and kneading every inch of me like he owned me. I moaned in pleasure at the rough treatment, my nipples hardening through my corset and my pussy aching for more of his attention.

Hank's mouth made its way lower, dipping below my belly button and into the exposed cleavage above my skirt. He suckled and nibbled at my sensitive skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his wake. Reaching my stockings, he tugged them down with a growl, revealing my soaking wet slit that glistened in the dim light. He growled again, this time deeper and more primal, as if he were a beast about to feed.

He plunged his tongue into me, lapping hungrily at my folds like a man starved of water in the desert. His tongue's rough texture sent shivers up and down my spine, each lapping motion sending me closer to the brink of ecstasy. I clutched at his greasy hair, bucking my hips against his face as I neared the edge of orgasm.

"Oh, Hank! Yes!" I moaned, losing myself in the sensations he evoked in me. "Don't stop!" I demanded breathlessly.

With a low chuckle, Hank pulled away and stood up over me. With one swift motion, he undid his pants and freed his hardened cock. It was thick and long, a perfect match for the rest of his burly frame. Thick veins protruded along its length, throbbing with every beat of his heart as it slapped against his muscular stomach. Pre-cum leaked from the swollen head, glistening like a beacon that guided my eager mouth.

Kneeling before him, I took him in my hands and marveled at his girth. "My, my," I purred, running my tongue up and down the shaft, tasting his salty precum. "Someone's very excited to see me." I grinned up at him, maintaining eye contact while I licked around the head, teasing him mercilessly. Hank groaned low in his throat, his hands fisting my hair, guiding me closer to him as if he couldn't stand the anticipation any longer. Slowly, I took him into my mouth, savoring every inch of his hardness as it invaded my warmth.

He tasted even better than he looked: a heady combination of sweat, motor oil, and masculinity. I moaned around his cock, my hot breaths only serving to further inflame his arousal. My hands continued their ministrations on his balls and base while my tongue lapped at his shaft with growing enthusiasm. Hank groaned even louder this time, bucking his hips into my face as if to urge me on.

"That's it," he growled as if he were taming a wild beast. His hand tightened its grip on my hair, guiding me to take more of him into my mouth with each thrust. His cock felt impossibly large, stretching my jaw wide and pressing against the back of my throat. The tip of him hit a sensitive spot, sending sparks of pleasure through me. I moaned around him, and I could feel his cock twitch in response.

"Ohhhh, you dirty girl," he growled, "I knew you'd love it." He picked up the pace, fucking my mouth mercilessly as if I were nothing more than his personal cum receptacle. I didn't mind, though. In fact, I loved every second of it. The rough treatment only made me wetter, and I could feel juices dripping down my thighs onto the cold concrete below.

I reached down and massaged my aching clit, teasing myself in time with his thrusts. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans and the wet slapping noises that our bodies made as he plunged into my eager mouth. My other hand reached up to fondle his heavy balls, squeezing them gently and finding them tight to the touch.

"Close," he grunted, his voice a hoarse whisper in my ear. "I'm so close." 

That was all the encouragement I needed. I redoubled my efforts, swirling my tongue around his swollen head and massaging the sensitive underside of his shaft with my skilled fingers. I sucked hard, creating a vacuum that sent him over the edge. With a triumphant growl, Hank crumpled against the workbench, shooting hot spurt after spurt of thick, warm cum into my waiting mouth. I swallowed greedily, savoring every drop as it coated my throat and slid down my chin.

As Hank's gasps began to even out, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me panting and wanting more. "Damn," he panted, brushing the stray strands of hair from my damp face. "You're as talented as they say." He smirked lustily before leaning in to claim my lips in a rough kiss. I whimpered into his mouth, melting against him as his tongue explored mine with the same relentless hunger as his cock had just minutes ago.

I could feel his arousal returning already, hard and insistent against my thigh. "Greedy little thing," I purred, trailing a finger along his length. "It looks like someone has energy for round two."

Hank laughed deep in his chest, picking me up effortlessly and depositing me on the workbench. "Oh, baby," he growled through gritted teeth, "I've got enough energy for rounds two through ten if you can handle it."

His words sent a shiver down my spine as he stripped me of my tattered uniform, leaving me naked and glistening under the flickering light. His massive cock, now fully erect again, stood proudly between his legs like a monolith to his lust. My mouth watered at the sight of it, and I ached to feel it inside me once more.

He must have sensed my desire because he didn't keep me waiting long. Hank roughly spread my legs apart, teasing my wet folds with the head of his thick member before plunging in without warning. I cried out, arching my back as he filled me to the hilt in one swift motion. His girth stretched me in ways I never thought possible, yet I welcomed the delicious pain as it consumed me whole.

"So tight," he moaned, his eyes almost feral with lust. "You feel better than I ever imagined." He began to move, slowly at first, but soon enough he was picking up the pace, driving into me mercilessly. His hips slammed against mine in a primal rhythm that echoed through the cavernous garage. Each time he bottomed out, my entire body would quake with pleasure.

I dug my nails into the workbench, trying desperately to anchor myself as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. It had been so long since I'd been filled this way; I was on the brink of shattering apart. "Faster," I begged, my voice hoarse with need. Hank, ever the considerate lover, obliged, driving into me even harder, his breathing ragged and labored in my ear.

His massive hands gripped my hips, bruises blooming where his fingernails dug into my skin. I arched my back, offering him better access as he angled himself to hit that sweet spot deep inside me. The one that made me see stars every time he hit it just right. The room spun around me as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending in my body. "That's it," I moaned, "right there!"

Hank groaned in response, his thrusts becoming more erratic as his orgasm approached. His grip on my hips tightened as he increased his tempo, pounding relentlessly into me. Sensation upon sensation washed over me like a tidal wave, obliterating any semblance of thought or reason. I was reduced to nothing but a mass of quivering nerves and desperate gasps for air.

"I'm... going... to..." Hank grunted between shallow breaths. That was all the warning I needed; I met his gaze head-on as he drove himself one final time inside me, filling me with his hot seed. I convulsed around him, my own climax exploding like fireworks across the sky as our moans melded together in a chorus of passion.

As our breathing returned to normal, Hank collapsed against me, his chest heaving with exertion. "That... was..." he gasped, struggling to find the words.

"Amazing," I finished for him, my voice hoarse from screaming his name mere minutes ago. He chuckled, a deep rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine.

"Amazing doesn't even begin to cover it," he said, planting a gentle kiss on my temple before pulling out of me. I whimpered at the loss but knew there would be time for more later. For now, we needed to catch our breaths and regain our strength.

Hank helped me to my feet, his eyes never leaving my naked form. "I'm not done with you yet," he purred, his voice dripping with menace and desire as he led me towards an old leather couch in the corner. Throwing me down on the worn leather, he towered over me like a conquering warrior.

"I've got all night," I purred back, spreading my legs invitingly for him to see how wet I still was for him. His cock twitched at the sight, hardening again before my very eyes. It was a testament to his virility and stamina that he was already ready for another round so soon after such an earth-shattering climax.

Hank grinned like a predator stalking its prey, his eyes darkening with lust as he bent down to claim my lips in a bruising kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth, tasting of salt and desire as he ravaged my mouth just as he had my body moments ago. Moaning into the kiss, I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer to me. I could feel his hardening cock pressing against my thigh, seeking entrance once more.

"Greedy little slut," Hank growled, breaking the kiss and trailing his tongue down my neck, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. He suckled on my pulse point before moving lower, down to my chest. His strong hands roughly kneaded my breasts, squeezing and caressing them until they were heavy and aching for attention. I cried out as he flicked his tongue over one hardened nipple, then the other; the sensation sent shivers down my spine and straight to my core.

"Please," I whimpered, "I need you." Hank chuckled, the vibrations of his laughter sending vibrations straight to my core. He trailed lower still, his tongue flicking over my navel before landing at the juncture of my thighs. His hot breath washed over me like a wet whisper, making me writhe with anticipation. He knew exactly how to torture me in all the right ways.

Without another word, he buried his face between my legs, lapping hungrily at my slick folds as if he couldn't get enough. His tongue flicked and teased my sensitive nub, sending me spiraling into an abyss of pleasure. I clutched at the worn leather couch cushions, writhing and gasping as waves of ecstasy rolled through me.

Hank growled against me, his fingers digging into the flesh of my hips as he pinned me down and devoured me. His beard scratched and scraped at my inner thighs, sending shocks of pleasure through my entire body. The roughness of his stubble against my tender skin only served to heighten my arousal, and I could feel myself nearing the edge once again.

"Oh, god," I moaned, bucking my hips against his face as his tongue drove me further towards release. "Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

Hank didn't seem to hear me, or he didn't care. He kept up his relentless pace, licking and sucking and nibbling at my aching pussy until I could take no more. With a strangled cry, I came, my vision blurring and the world around me dissolving into nothingness. My whole body tensed and shuddered, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through me like a river of fire.

As the last tremors of my climax faded away, Hank sat up and grinned, his face glistening with my juices. "Delicious," he growled, licking his lips like a hungry wolf.

He slid into me, his huge penis stretching me to the point of pure bliss as he filled me completely. His hips moved at a steady, almost lazy pace, each stroke taking him deeper and deeper into my wet heat. I arched my back, matching his rhythm as we moved together in perfect harmony. His cock throbbed inside me, the thick veins pulsating with every heartbeat as he drove into me again and again.

"Oh, god, Hank," I moaned, digging my nails into his muscular back. "Yes, yes, YES!"

Hank picked up the pace, fucking me hard and fast, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his peak. "Fuck, baby," he grunted, "you feel so good. So fucking good."

The room spun around us as our bodies moved as one, lost in the throes of passion. All sense of time and space dissolved, replaced by the all-consuming need for release. We were animals, fucking and sweating and crying out for each other. Our movements grew more frenzied, and the sounds of skin slapping against skin filled the air.

Suddenly, Hank stilled above me, his face contorting into a mask of pure pleasure as his climax washed over him. He roared like a wild beast, his cock pulsating deep inside me as he came hard and fast, filling me with his seed. His body shuddered violently, and he collapsed on top of me, spent and sated.

As we lay there, catching our breaths, I couldn't help but smile. My night had turned out better than I'd hoped, and it was only getting started.
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Now that I had become a full time part of Brainless City, I embraced the chaos and unpredictability that came with it. The neon lights that illuminated the night sky seemed to dance and beckon me towards a world of excitement and danger. In this city of sin and pleasure, I found myself drawn to the darker alleys and hidden corners where the true heart of Brainless City beat. It was here that I met the men who held themselves with an air of dominance, their eyes burning with a fierce intensity that both thrilled and terrified me.

As I delved deeper into this underground world, I discovered a side of myself that I had never known existed. The thrill of surrendering control to these powerful men sent shivers of anticipation down my spine, igniting a fire within me that demanded to be fed. Each encounter left me breathless and wanting more, craving the rough touch of their hands and the commanding presence that left me completely at their mercy.

In the dimly lit rooms and hidden clubs of Brainless City, I found my true calling - a life filled with rough passion and submission to those who knew how to take me to the edge and push me over it. And as I gave myself over to the powerful men who ruled this city with an iron fist, I knew that I had finally found where I truly belonged - in a world where pleasure and pain intertwined in a delicate dance of dominance and submission.

“What do you need, baby?” 

The man's voice was low and commanding, sending a shiver down my spine as I knelt before him, my eyes downcast in submission. His hand reached out, fingers trailing along my jawline with a rough tenderness that made me gasp.

"I need you," I whispered, my voice barely above a breath as I felt the weight of his dominance pressing down on me. His grip tightened on my chin, forcing me to meet his intense gaze.

"You belong to me now," he growled, the words sending a thrill of desire through me. I nodded, knowing that in this world of excitement and danger, he was my master and I was his willing servant.

With a swift motion, he pulled me to my feet and led me deeper into the hidden club, where shadows danced across the walls and the air was thick with anticipation. The music pulsed in time with the pounding of my heart as he pushed me against the wall, his body pressed against mine in a possessive embrace.

I arched into his touch, craving the rough passion that only he could provide. His hands roamed over my body with a hunger that matched my own, igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume us both.

In this world of rough sex and dominant men, I found myself lost in a maze of pleasure and pain, surrendering to desires that I never knew existed. And as he claimed me as his own, I knew that I had finally found where I truly belonged - in his arms, where submission and ecstasy intertwined in a dance of raw passion and unbridled lust.

“Suck my cock,” the man said, his deep voice rumbling through me like a storm. The words sent an electric current through my body, awakening desires I had never known existed. My eyes locked onto the thick shaft before me, pulsating with raw power and dominance.

Without a moment's hesitation, I dropped to my knees, my lips parting in anticipation as I took him into my mouth. The salty taste of his skin flooded my senses, and I couldn't get enough. My tongue danced around the head of his cock, savoring the taste of his dominance, as my hands gripped his thighs for support.

The man grunted, his thrusts growing more intense as I sucked him deeper into my mouth. His hands, rough and calloused, tightened in my hair as he guided me, guiding me towards the release I craved.

It was then that I realized the raw, primal nature of our bond. In this hidden club, hidden away from the world, we had become something more than just two strangers. We were master and servant, dominant and submissive, bound together by the unspoken desires that only this world of rough sex could provide.

As his climax neared, the music seemed to grow louder, the bass thrumming in time with my heartbeat. The shadows danced around us, painting a picture of darkness and desire that I knew I would never forget.

Finally, the moment arrived, and he groaned out my name as he released himself into my waiting mouth. I swallowed, savoring the taste of his submission, feeling the power rush through me at having claimed his body in such a raw and primal way.

As I stood up, wiping my lips, I knew that this was only the beginning. I was ready to explore this world of rough sex and dominant men, willing to submit myself to whoever offered me the most intense, thrilling experience.

For in this hidden club, in the depths of darkness and desire, I had found my true passion, my true home. And as long as there were men like him to dominate and submit to, I would always find my way back to this wondrous, dangerous world.

“You have a good mouth. You like cum, girly?”

He growled, his eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I couldn't speak. All I could do was nod, my heart pounding in my chest as I felt my nipples harden under his gaze.

He smirked, pulling me closer, his hands rough against my skin as he guided me to the nearest empty booth. As we sat down, the man reached into his pocket, pulling out a small vial filled with a clear, odorless liquid.

"What's that?" I asked, my voice slightly shaky.

He leaned closer, his breath warm on my cheek as he whispered, "This is your initiation, little one. Drink it and you'll be able to take more, to submit fully to whatever pleasure we have to offer."

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing with thoughts of what I had already experienced and what was yet to come. But then I realized that this was my true calling, my one chance to fully embrace the life of rough sex and dominant men.

Swallowing hard, I took the vial from his hand and drank the contents in one gulp. As the liquid hit my tongue, it tingled, spreading through my veins and igniting a fire deep within me.

The man watched me closely, his eyes never leaving mine as I felt my body come alive, ready to receive whatever pleasures he had in store for me. And as I sat there, my heart pounding in time with the music, I knew that I was ready to dive into this world headfirst, to explore the depths of dominance and submission, and to embrace the thrilling danger that awaited me.

For in the secret club, hidden away from prying eyes, I had found my home, my passion, and my destiny. And as long as there were men like him to guide me, to dominate and submit to, I would continue to explore the wonders of this dark, beautiful world.

***

The next man I serviced was a powerful bruiser called Rick. He was a towering figure, as wide as he was tall, and his musculature was the kind that could make even the most experienced of doms tremble. His skin was tanned, with hints of scar tissue visible from a life spent on the streets. His eyes were a piercing blue, holding an unapologetic glint that seemed to promise a world of torment and pleasure.

As I approached him, I could feel my heart race with anticipation. Rick was no stranger to the club, and stories of his dominance were whispered among the initiated. I licked my lips, my stomach tightening with nervous excitement.

He stared me down, his gaze drilling into me like a laser beam, as if trying to see past the surface, to discern my true nature. I held his stare, pushing back against his intensity, daring him to judge me.

Finally, he broke the silence. "You're new, aren't you?" he rasped, his voice a low growl that curled around my body like a snake.

"I am," I answered, my voice barely audible above the throbbing bass of the music.

He smirked, running his eyes down my body, taking in my curves, my submission. "I can sense it," he said, taking a step closer. His hand snaked out, grabbing my arm, pulling me into him. His touch sent shivers down my spine, a mix of fear and arousal.

"You crave it," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "You crave submission."

I nodded, unable to find words to dispute his statement. His gaze never wavered, never lost its intensity.

"You're going to learn the hard way," he said, his voice a low rumble. "You're going to learn that submission isn't about giving in. It's about pushing past your limits, testing the boundaries of pain and pleasure. It's about surrendering to the will of a man who knows what he wants."

I could feel his breath on my neck, his hot, rough hand still gripping my arm. I looked up at him, my eyes wide and desperate. "I want to learn," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

He chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that vibrated through his entire body. "Good," he said, releasing me. "Then let's begin."

“How may I please you, sir?” 

He smiled, a predatory grin that lit up his face, his eyes glinting with mirth and desire. "You can start by stripping for me," he commanded, his voice rough and commanding.

I hesitated for a moment, my nerves getting the better of me, but then I took a deep breath and began unbuttoning my shirt. As I slowly revealed my body to him, I could feel his gaze on me, a mixture of hunger and control.

With each piece of clothing I removed, I could feel the tension in the air growing, the anticipation building between us. My skin tingled with awareness as I stood before him, naked and vulnerable, every inch of me on display.

He surveyed me with a critical eye, taking in every curve and contour of my body, his gaze lingering on my breasts and the curve of my hips. "Perfect," he said finally, his voice a low purr. "Now lie down on the bed."

I did as I was told, lying down on my back, my legs spread slightly. He looked down at me, his eyes dark and intense, his desire for me palpable.

"Spread yourself wider," he commanded, his voice firm. I did as I was told, parting my legs to reveal my most intimate parts.

He approached me then, his hands rough as he touched me, exploring my body with a sense of ownership. His fingers traced the lines of my breasts, his thumb circling my nipples, making them harden under his touch.

"You're mine," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin. "You belong to me."

I nodded, understanding the meaning behind his words. This was more than just a sexual encounter; it was a submission, a complete surrender to his will.

His hands moved lower, gliding over my stomach and down to my thighs. His fingers traced the edge of my underwear, his touch feather-light, sending shivers of anticipation through me.

"Tell me what you want," he said, his voice low and seductive. "What do you want from me?"

I swallowed hard, my voice barely audible as I whispered, "I want to feel your hands on me, to be claimed by you, to surrender to your touch."

He smiled then, a slow, satisfied smile that sent a shiver of desire through me. "Then that's what you'll get," he said, his voice a low rumble. "I'm going to take you, to claim you as my own."

And with that, he bent down, his lips finding mine, his tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting me, possessing me. I moaned into his mouth, my body arching towards him, desperate for his touch.

He broke the kiss, his eyes locked with mine, his desire clear in his gaze. "Are you ready?" he asked, his voice low and filled with promise.

I nodded, my body trembling with anticipation. "Yes, sir. I'm ready."

He smiled then, a slow, sinister smile that filled my heart with excitement and fear. His gaze was intense, as if he could see straight through me, to the very core of my desires.

He gently pulled back, his hands still lingering at my waist, and whispered in my ear, "Let's take this to the bed."

As we walked, I felt his hand on my lower back, guiding me towards the soft, inviting bed. The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from the flickering candles on the nightstand. He turned me around and pushed me gently onto the bed, my body sinking into the plush mattress.

He stood above me now, his eyes locked with mine, his body radiating confidence and power. I could see the desire in his eyes, the hunger that he had been suppressing.

"Take off your clothes," he commanded, his voice deep and resonant.

I hesitated for a moment, but the desire I felt for him was too strong. I slowly began to undress, my hands quivering slightly as I revealed more and more skin. He watched me with intensity, his eyes never leaving mine.

Once I was completely naked, I lay on the bed, my body spread out before him, vulnerable and exposed. He took in my form with appreciation, his eyes lingering on my curves, my long legs, and my full breasts.

"Beautiful," he whispered, his voice filled with awe. "You are mine, and I am yours."

With that, he climbed onto the bed and lay down beside me, his body pressing against mine. Our skin touched, and I felt the heat radiating from him, warming me from the inside out.

He traced the line of my jaw with his fingers, his touch gentle and understanding. His fingers found their way to my lips, and he pushed them open, sliding his tongue inside to taste me. I moaned softly, my body arching towards him, seeking more of his touch.

He moved his hand down my body, tracing the curve of my neck, my collarbone, and my breasts. His fingers grazed my nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through me. I arched my back, wanting more of his touch, wanting to feel his lips on me.

He kissed his way down my body, his lips soft and tender as they touched my skin. I felt like I was melting under his touch, my desires growing stronger and more insistent.

As he continued his descent, he reached my thighs, his fingers gently spreading them apart. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but also eager for his touch. He leaned in, his breath warm on the delicate skin of my inner thigh.

I felt his lips touch me, and I moaned softly, my body trembling with anticipation. His tongue danced around my most intimate parts, teasing me, driving me wild with desire.

He continued to explore me with his tongue, his hands gently caressing my thighs, drawing me closer to the edge of pleasure. I moaned and writhed beneath him, desperate for release.

He entered my mouth with his thick, heavy shaft and I couldn't help but gasp at the sensation. His hardness filled me, stretching me in ways I never thought possible. He gently thrust in and out, his rhythm slow and steady, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

As he moved inside me, he used one hand to caress my breast, his thumb gently rubbing my nipple in time with his thrusts. The other hand moved down to my clit, softly stroking and caressing, adding another layer of pleasure to the mix.

I felt myself getting closer, my body responding to his expert touch. He picked up pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful and demanding. I moaned and cried out, my climax building and building until it was almost too much to bear.

At the height of my pleasure, he stopped and pulled out, his shaft glistening with our combined juices. He positioned himself beside me and guided me onto him, impaling me as I sank down onto his length.

I cried out as he filled me completely, my body unable to contain the pleasure that flooded through me. He began to thrust again, his hips moving in a faster, more frenzied rhythm. I met his every move, our bodies becoming one as we moved together.

As we continued to move in perfect synchronization, I felt myself slipping closer to the edge once more. He knew what I needed and reached down to caress my clit again, sending me over the edge in a wave of pure ecstasy.

I cried out his name, my body convulsing as I came hard around him. “Ohhhh yes!” I cried, my orgasm rippling through me like a thousand tiny, pleasurable shocks, my nerves alight with a symphony of sensation. 

He moaned into my ear, his thrusts becoming more erratic, his breath hot and heavy on my skin as he pursued his own release. I clung to him, my body trembling from the intensity of my climax, as he continued to drive into me, his hips pounding against me in a rhythm that echoed my own.

And then, just as I thought I couldn't take any more, he cried out my name, his body stiffening and his cock throbbing inside me as he spilled his seed into me in one last, shuddering surge. I felt him pulse and twitch, the warmth of his release bathing me, and I knew that I had given him exactly what he wanted.

We lay there together, our bodies entwined, our breaths slowly returning to normal as we basked in the afterglow of our passion. I could feel the sweat on his skin, mingling with the salty taste of our lovemaking on my lips. His heartbeat pounded in my ear, a steady rhythm that matched my own.

And as the world around us faded away, I knew that in this moment, I had pleased Rick sexually, and there was nowhere else in the world I would rather be.
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Brainless City was wild. Promised as a male fantasy land, it was exactly that. Everywhere you went, gorgeous babes roamed the streets, ready to serve men. I, Matthew Mason, was a resident of this city - newly arrived. Age 30, muscled, and relatively good looking, I was looking forward to getting serviced by the gorgeous women and experiencing all the city had to offer. As I strolled through the bustling streets of Brainless City, the sights and sounds captivated my senses. The neon lights illuminated the sky, casting a colorful glow over the endless rows of clubs, bars, and pleasure houses that lined the avenues.

I couldn't help but notice the captivating beauty of the women who passed me by. Their sultry gazes and inviting smiles hinted at the unspoken promises that lingered in the air. It seemed as though every corner I turned, another stunning woman caught my eye, each one more alluring than the last.

Lost in this sea of temptation, I found myself approached by a woman unlike any other I had seen in Brainless City. With long flowing hair the color of midnight and eyes that sparkled like diamonds, she exuded an air of mystery and allure that drew me in like a moth to a flame.

"Hello there," she purred, her voice like honey dripping from velvet. "I couldn't help but notice you admiring the sights of our city. Would you care to join me for a drink? Or perhaps something more... intimate?"

Her words hung in the air, heavy with suggestion. I was taken aback by her boldness but couldn't deny the stirring of desire that her presence ignited within me. In that moment, I knew that Brainless City held more secrets and pleasures than I could have ever imagined.

“Yeah, I’d love to,” I followed her through the winding streets of Brainless City, the glow of lanterns casting a soft light on the cobblestone paths. The night was alive with whispers of hidden desires and forbidden pleasures, and I felt myself being pulled deeper into this world of decadence and seduction.

As we entered a dimly lit alleyway, the woman turned to me with a sly smile playing on her lips. "Welcome to the heart of our city, where fantasies come to life," she breathed, her voice like a whispered promise.

I was led through a maze of corridors adorned with rich tapestries and plush cushions, the scent of exotic incense lingering in the air. Soon, we arrived at a door covered in intricate carvings and symbols I did not recognize. With a flick of her wrist, the woman unlocked it, revealing a chamber bathed in flickering candlelight.

The room was opulent and lush, with velvet drapes cascading from the ceiling and cushions strewn about in inviting disarray. In the center stood a grand bed adorned with silk sheets that shimmered like moonlight on water.

Turning to face me, the woman's eyes smoldered with a fire that threatened to consume me whole. "Are you ready to explore all that Brainless City has to offer?" she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

“Am I ever.” 

I was rock hard, my cock straining against the fabric of my pants as she unbuttoned them with expert precision. Her fingers grazed my erection, sending shivers down my spine. "You'll need a fitting welcome to our city," she murmured, her voice dripping with suggestive promises.

As she sank to her knees in front of me, I couldn't help but think of the countless legends of this place - the whispers of ancient rituals and fantastical encounters that EROTICIZED the very air. She licked her lips, eyes locked on my throbbing member, and without warning, took me into her mouth.

A thousand sensations flooded over me as she began to suck me, her lips and tongue expertly stroking me in a rhythm that was both soothing and electric. My breath hitched, and I struggled to remain standing as she continued, her hands gripping my hips for support.

The room spun around me, her lips swirling with each stroke of her mouth. I felt as though I was drifting through a dream, her touch leaving trails of pleasure in my wake. I watched her eyes, the fire within them burning brighter with each passing moment.

Then, with a suddenness that left me breathless, she pulled away, her gaze locked on mine. "I am the keeper of the city's secrets," she said, her voice becoming a husky growl. "And now, I will show you the true meaning of sensuality."

With that, she rose to her feet and led me further into the depths of the chamber. The flickering candles cast dancing shadows across the walls, illuminating the opulence of the surroundings. She guided me to the grand bed, where she lay down, her body glowing with an ethereal light.

I stared in awe, unable to tear my eyes away from her. She was a vision of unbridled desire, her curves more alluring than any other woman I had ever seen. As I crawled onto the bed, she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close.

Her breath was hot and heavy against my neck, her body pressing against me with a ferocity that threatened to consume me. I felt her hand slide down my stomach, her fingers brushing against the delicate skin between my legs.

"Prepare yourself," she whispered, her voice a seductive hiss. "For you are about to experience a pleasure beyond anything you could have ever imagined."

As she began to explore my body, her fingers dancing across my skin, I knew that I had entered a strongly sensual fantasy that would leave me breathless. The world around me faded away, replaced by the heat of her touch and the rhythm of her movements.

And as she continued to explore every inch of my body, I knew that I was embarking on an adventure that would forever change me - an initiation into the heart of Brainless City, where decadence and seduction reigned supreme.

I could feel her lips on my skin, her tongue flicking and tracing every contour of my body. Her fingers were like feathers, gently caressing and exploring every inch of me. She was the epitome of a divine temptation, and I was helpless against the allure of her touch.

With every movement, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, beating to the rhythm of our passion. I was lost in a world of sensations, where every touch, every kiss, and every whispered word was like a symphony to my soul.

As she moved lower, her lips finally reached the base of my need, and I felt a surge of desire take over my entire being. Her lips began to dance around my shaft, as if she were a conductor leading a symphony of pleasure.

I moaned softly, lost in the moment. She tasted like ambrosia, her mouth leaving a slick trail of her saliva down my shaft. She knowingly took me deeper, her tongue gliding over my tip, teasing me to the edge.

With every suck, I felt my nerves tingling, my body shuddering with pleasure. The world around us seemed to fade away, and I was lost in a haze of ecstasy. It was as if I had been transported to another realm, one that was ruled by the god of pleasure himself.

As she took me fully into her mouth, I could feel my body trembling with anticipation. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I knew that I was about to experience something that I had never felt before. 

And then she began to move, slowly at first, then faster and faster. Her tongue danced with a sultry rhythm, her lips sucking harder and harder with each stroke. The feeling of her lips on my shaft was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was a sensation that was both pleasurable and intense, and I knew that I would never be the same again.

As I felt the orgasm building, my mind was filled with a barrage of thoughts and images. I could feel the world around me disappearing, and I was transported to a place where the only thing that existed was the sensation of her lips on my shaft.

She sucked hard on my dick, licking my balls, and I could feel the intensity of her desire, her hunger for me. It was as if she was feeding off of my pleasure, consuming it whole. I moaned in delight, my body rocking back and forth with the rhythm of her mouth.

As she continued to pleasure me, I couldn't help but wonder what her story was. Was she a goddess sent to tempt me with her irresistible charms? Or was she simply a woman, like any other, seeking pleasure and fulfillment in the ways that I was?

I reached down and gripped her hair, my fingers tangled in the soft strands. She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a raw hunger that matched my own. Her eyes were the color of the sea, deep and mysterious, and they held me captive in their gaze.

She sucked harder, her lips sealed tightly around my shaft, and I felt myself nearing the edge. I knew that if I didn't come soon, I would burst, the pleasure building to a crescendo within me. And then, without warning, I did come.

My body shook with the force of my orgasm, my hips bucking wildly as I pumped my release into her waiting mouth. She swallowed it all, never missing a beat, her lips never leaving my shaft.

When at last I was spent, she slowly released me and smiled up at me, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. I could see the lust still burning in her eyes, and I knew that she was not done with me yet.

I pulled her up and kissed her passionately, our tongues dueling in a fierce dance of desire. I could feel her body trembling with need, and I knew that she was just as hungry for me as I was for her.

We took each other then, exploring every inch of each other's bodies, our lovemaking as wild and passionate as the city itself. And as we made love, I knew that we were part of something greater, something that could not be contained within the walls of this city.

“What’s your name, babe?” I asked her breathlessly, my fingers still tangled in her hair.

"Siren," she whispered, her voice as smooth as the waves she claimed.

"Siren," I murmured, the word tasting like nectar on my tongue. "I'm going to remember that name."

As we lay entwined, our hearts still racing from the intensity of our lovemaking, I couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder and awe. I had been initiated into the heart of Brainless City, and I knew that things would never be the same again.

***

We emerged from our tryst, our bodies slick with sweat and our souls entangled in an irrevocable bond. The city lay before us, its neon lights pulsating in sync with our own heartbeats. The cacophony of honking cars and chattering crowds seemed to fade into the background, replaced by the sound of our own ragged breaths and the steady rhythm of our hearts.

As we walked, hand in hand, through the labyrinthine streets of Brainless City, I couldn't help but marvel at the wondrous beauty of Siren. Her raven hair cascaded down her back in a dark waterfall, her eyes smoldering like coal in the night. Her skin, kissed by the sun and roughened by the sea, bore testament to her wild and untamed spirit. I traced the lines of her body with my eyes, committing every curve and contour to memory.

In that moment, I knew that I had found something rare and precious. Something that would forever change the course of my life.

Siren led me to a secluded rooftop overlooking the city, where we could be alone with our desires. The wind whipped at our clothes, tugging at the fabric as if to strip us of our humanity and leave only our raw, animalistic selves. Siren turned to face me, her lips parted and her eyes burning with anticipation.

"I want you to fuck me, Sailor," she whispered hoarsely, her voice like a whispering wind. "I want to feel you inside me."

I took her then, my hands gripping her hips as I thrust into her tight, wet pussy. Her moans filled the night air, mingling with the sounds of the city below. The sensations were overwhelming, each thrust sending ripples of pleasure through my entire being.

As we made love, I felt as if I was being initiated into a secret society, a secret that only the most adventurous and daring of souls could ever hope to uncover. The city was whispering its secrets to us, revealing the hidden depths of its desires and the limitless possibilities of our own.

In that moment, I knew that I would follow Siren to the ends of the earth, to the very depths of Brainless City and beyond. For I had found my muse, my inspiration, my lover, and my guide. Together, we would explore the wonders of this city and the uncharted territories of our own hearts.

“Oh yes,” she gasped. “Pound me hard, Master. 

I did as she requested, my hips thrusting with renewed vigor, my cock sliding in and out of her wet tunnel with a slick, wet sound. Her moans grew louder, turning into incredibly wanton screams that echoed off the ancient stone walls of the abandoned building. I could feel her tight pussy contracting around me, the walls pulsating with her passion, her desire.

Her breath came in short gasps as she clawed at my back, her nails digging into my skin, leaving red marks that would blend with the others from the night's previous encounters. Her eyes were closed now, lost in the pleasure, her lips parted, inviting more of me into her, accepting my dominance without any reservations or inhibitions.

The city below us seemed to come alive, the lights flickering in time with our movements, the sounds of the night echoing around us, merging with our own cries of passion. The wind howled, the river rushed, and the trees swayed, as if bidding us welcome into their secret world.

She was mine now, I thought, as I thrust into her deeper, harder. I had claimed her, and she had surrendered willingly. Our bodies were incredibly intertwined, locked together in this intimate dance of desire and need. We became one, a single, unstoppable force, riding the waves of sexual energy that washed over us.

Her orgasm was coming, I could feel it building inside her, the tension growing with each passing second. She let out a primal scream, her body arching back, her pussy clamping down on my cock, milking it for more. I felt her wetness, her sticky juices coating my hips, and I knew that she was mine.

As I emptied myself into her, we continued to move together, her body now trembling with the aftershocks of her passion. We lay there, panting, our bodies slick with sweat, our hearts pounding in unison. The city below seemed to quiet down, the wind calming, the river flowing smoothly, as if it too was content to let us have our moment of triumph.

“You’re amazing, Siren,” I said. “But this isn’t love. This is… just sex, right?”

“Well, sure, if you want to call what we just experienced ‘just sex’. But I think it’s more than that, don’t you?” She whispered, her voice barely above a whisper, as if afraid to break the hushed sweetness of the moment.

I stared into her eyes, lost in the depths of her soul. Her hair was wild, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from our passionate kisses. I could feel her heartbeat against mine, a steady rhythm that matched the ebb and flow of the tide.

“I don’t know what to call it either, Siren,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But I can tell you this, I don’t want it to end.”

She smiled, a slow, seductive smile that seemed to whisper of secrets and desires yet unexplored. “Neither do I,” she murmured, her hand tracing circles on my chest, her fingers softly caressing my skin.

As we lay there, our bodies still connected, the world around us seemed to fade away. The city lights dimmed, the once-crisp air grew warm and hazy, and the waves of the bay became a soothing lullaby. We were floating, lost in a sea of passion and emotion, adrift on the tumultuous waters of our newfound connection.

“It feels like…” she began, her eyes searching for the words to express what we both knew was growing between us. “It feels like something more than just the clockwork of our bodies.”

“A connection, a bond,” I offered, my voice still soft, my heart hammering in my chest. “A bond that goes beyond skin and bone, beyond desire and need.”

She nodded, her eyes shining like stars in the darkness. “Yes, a bond…” 

It was strange to hear her agreeing. Wasn’t brainless city only about sex? 

“The women here are bimbos, right?” I said. “Women who serve?” 

“Yes, and I am one too.” 

But there was something different about her. Something that went beyond her submissiveness, beyond her willingness to serve. I couldn't explain it, but I could feel it, a connection that seemed to defy the cold, impersonal world we lived in.

I reached out and gently touched her face, my fingers tracing the line of her cheek. Her skin was warm, soft, alive. And in that moment, I knew that I wanted more. I wanted to understand this connection, to explore its depths and unravel its mysteries.

"Do you feel this too?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. "This... bond between us?"

She looked into my eyes, her gaze intense and unwavering. "Yes," she said, her voice barely more than a murmur. "I feel it too."

I pulled her closer, our bodies melding once again, the connection between us growing stronger with each passing moment. We moved together in a slow, sensual dance, our bodies moving in perfect harmony.

As we lay there, lost in each other's embrace, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held for us. Were we destined to remain slaves to our carnal desires, or was there something more?

Only time would tell…. 
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Brainless City had become my permanent home. After my affair with Siren, which had become more than just sex, I realized I wanted to try more of the gorgeous women who lived here… to see if their pussies were just as tight. 

As I strolled down the neon-lit streets of Brainless City, my heart pounded in excitement and anticipation of what lay ahead. Night had fallen, and the air was heavy with the scent of temptation and the echoes of the city's sinful secrets. I found myself at the doorstep of a dimly lit establishment, a siren call that had lured me from the beginning with its promise of carnal pleasures.

The door opened with a creak, and I stepped into a world unlike anything I had ever experienced before. The air was thick with lust and desire, the hum of voices as hushed and seductive as a serpent's hiss. My eyes, now accustomed to the darkness, began to take in the details around me: women clad in revealing outfits that revealed far more than they concealed, their eyes locked on mine with a promise of satisfaction that sent shivers down my spine.

A voice broke through my reverie, and I turned to find a tall, dark-haired woman standing before me. Her eyes were like pools of darkness, and her smile was a siren's call that promised infinite pleasures.

"What can I do for you, sweetie?" she asked, her voice a velvet whisper that sent shivers down my spine.

"I'm looking for something... special," I replied, my voice barely a whisper as I took in her alluring figure.

She smiled, her eyes never leaving mine, and gestured for me to follow her. As I did, I could feel the heat of her gaze on my back, a burning desire that seemed to ignite every nerve ending.

We descended into the heart of the club, where the air was thick with the scent of sweat and spilled drinks, a potent mixture that intoxicated my senses and left me craving more. She led me to a small, private booth, where she guided me into a plush, velvet chair and allowed me to take in the sights around me.

The room was ablaze with the colors of the club, the neon lights casting everything in a surreal, psychedelic hue. The walls were lined with booths like ours, each one filled with men and women lost in their own private worlds of pleasure and desire.

"What is your name?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"You may call me Seraphine," she replied, her voice rich and sultry, a symphony unto itself.

I couldn't help but notice how her name seemed to fit her perfectly, an angel of the night sent to seduce me into the realms of desire and ecstasy.

"What do you want, my dear?" she asked, her eyes locked on mine, her voice a seductive purr.

"I want... I want to experience something new, something wild and untamed," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Then let me show you the darkness," she said, her eyes never leaving mine as she led me through the throngs of people, her hand gently guiding me towards the heart of the club. As we moved through the sea of bodies, I couldn't help but feel as if we were the only two people in the entire place. Her eyes never left mine, and I was entranced by the way they seemed to mirror my every emotion, drawing me deeper into the enchanting web she was weaving around me.

We arrived at a hidden door, its black surface blending seamlessly with the darkness around it. Seraphine placed her hand on the door and pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit hallway beyond. With a reassuring smile, she beckoned me to follow her, her hips swaying slightly as she disappeared into the darkness ahead.

As we descended deeper into the bowels of the club, the noise and chaos of the main room seemed to fade away, leaving only the sound of our footsteps echoing through the corridor. The air was thick with anticipation, the scent of sweat and alcohol mingled with the faintest hint of something else, something wild and untamed.

When we reached the end of the hallway, Seraphine pulled me into a room that was unlike any I had ever seen. It was a cage, constructed of dark iron bars that seemed to stretch endlessly upwards, disappearing into the darkness above. The walls of the cage were lined with cushions and pillows, creating a cozy nook for us to sit in.

"This is where I'll show you the darkness," she whispered, her voice low and seductive. She stepped into the cage and sat down on one of the cushions, beckoning me to join her. As I sat down beside her, she reached up and locked the cage door, sealing us in our own private sanctuary.

Seraphine leaned in close, her eyes locked on mine, her breath warm against my skin. "Close your eyes and let me show you the darkness," she whispered, her voice a husky promise.

I did as she asked, feeling a strange sense of trust and faith in her guiding me through this strange and wondrous experience. As my eyes closed, I could hear the faint hum of the club outside, the distant sound of music and laughter, and the occasional shout of celebration. But within the confines of the cage, it was as if the world outside didn't exist, as if it were just the two of us, lost in the darkness together.

Seraphine's voice was like a siren's song, soothing and seductive, guiding me deeper into the abyss of my own desires. She spoke of fantasies and pleasures beyond my wildest imagination, her words weaving a tapestry of desire and longing around me.

“Master,” she whispered. “May I suck your cock?” 

As the words left her lips, a shiver of pure anticipation coursed through my body, fueled by the vivid visions she painted with her voice. In the dim light, her figure seemed to shimmer and vibrate with the intensity of her desire, her eyes glowing with eager invitation.

I felt a powerful surge of heat between my legs as I felt her hand wrap around my member, gently stroking it to life. It seemed to grow larger and harder in her grasp, throbbing with a primal energy that echoed the pounding rhythm of my racing heart.

"Yes, my Queen," I whispered back, my voice thick with lust as I struggled to keep my eyes closed. Despite my best efforts, I felt myself slowly opening them, compelled by the need to see the lustful act unfolding before my very eyes.

What I saw was beyond anything I could have ever imagined - Seraphine knelt before me, her eyes locked on my rock-hard erection, her lips glistening with the promise of her saliva. She took me in slowly, her tongue darting out to taste me first, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body.

As she sank lower, I felt her soft lips envelop me, her entire mouth wrapping around me like a vice of pure ecstasy. Her tongue flicked along the underside of my shaft, creating a feeling of pure rapture. I moaned out loud, unable to control my lustful audible response to her expert ministrations.

Seraphine sucked harder, pulling me deeper into her warm, wet embrace. Her throat muscles flexed, stroking me from the inside out, creating an incredible sensation that I knew would only get stronger. She was working me to a fever pitch, and I knew I wouldn't be able to hold out much longer.

As the pleasurable sensations reached a crescendo, Seraphine continued her masterful performance. Her tongue, flickering and teasing, alternated between my sensitive head and the underside of my shaft, driving me to the edge of insanity.

Finally, unable to contain myself any longer, I watched in awe as she took me into her throat, creating a vacuum with her mouth that sucked me in until I was buried deep within her. Her eyes locked onto mine as I pulsed and shuddered in her grasp, my release coursing through me like a powerful tidal wave.

“Ahhh fuck!” I groaned, thick jets of sperm coating Seraphine’s throat as I came. Her mouth was locked onto my dick, which was nestled tight in her throat, pulsing and throbbing as if it were alive with its own desires. I could feel the warmth and suction of her mucosal walls against my sensitive skin, gently massaging and coaxing every last drop from my spent member.

As the aftershocks of my climax subsided, Seraphine slowly released me from her mouth, and I watched in awe as a thin trail of seedy, glistening come dribbled down her chin and onto her heaving chest. She licked it up with a lascivious grin, her eyes never leaving mine, as if daring me to come again.

The room was now saturated with the musky scent of our carnal activities, a potent cocktail of sweat, arousal, and the lingering aroma of our intertwined passion. The heavy thud of our pounding hearts filled the air, a testament to the intensity of this physical union.

Seraphine leaned in close, her breath warm and seductive against my ear. "I can feel the power of your release still coursing through me, filling me with life, with strength. I have taken you deep into my body, and now you are a part of me, as I am a part of you."

I found myself lost in her hypnotic eyes, their depths a swirling vortex that pulled me further into her embrace. As her lips found mine, our tongues danced an ancient ritual of desire, and I felt a rekindling of the fire that had been ignited within me, a longing for more.

With a lustful moan, I pulled Seraphine close to me, my hands roaming over her curves and caressing her skin, and I felt her respond to my touch, her body arching against mine in a silent plea for more of my attention.

As the night went on, we explored every inch of each other, our bodies entwined and our passion burning hotter with each passing moment. Seraphine continued to give me the most incredible blowjobs, and I couldn't help but wonder if this was how the gods themselves made love. 

“You wanna fuck me again, baby?” she giggled, her voice thick with lust as she ground her hips into mine.

Without a word, I lifted her onto the bed and positioned myself at her entrance. Seraphine moaned as I thrust into her, our bodies slamming together in a frenzied dance. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer, our shared heat intense and all-consuming.

Our bodies moved in perfect sync, our breaths ragged and heavy as we lost ourselves in the pleasures of the flesh. With each thrust, I felt myself getting closer to the edge, the intense pleasure building to a crescendo.

"Oh, yes," Seraphine cried out, her voice hoarse with desire. "Fuck me harder, baby. Make me come!"

I complied eagerly, pumping into her harder and faster, her tight walls gripping me like a vice. Seraphine's body arched, her nails digging into my back as she reached her climax. I joined her, my release throbbing deep inside her.

As we lay there, spent and saturated in our own pleasure, I realized that this was the first time I had truly surrendered to another being, my desires and power subsumed by the raw, primal force of our shared passion.

But even as I lay there, my heart still pounding in my chest, I knew that I could not stay with Seraphine forever. Our time together was a fleeting moment in the vastness of the universe, a moment of intense pleasure and connection that would soon fade.

As I pulled myself away from her, our bodies glistening with sweat and come, I left her lying in the bed, her eyes still closed and her breaths still ragged.

“Was it good?” 

Her voice was soft, filled with confusion and a hint of sadness. I hesitated, knowing that my departure would likely break her heart. But I knew that I had to leave. The universe had other plans for me, and I couldn't ignore them.

“It was... unimaginable,” I whispered, my voice tinged with regret. “But our time together is fleeting, and I must move on.”

Seraphine's eyes flickered open, and the pain in her gaze was unmistakable. She reached out to me, her fingers brushing against my cheek. “I don't want you to go. Stay with me, just for a little while longer.”

I would have wanted to, but there was something deep within me, a pulling, a magnetic force that told me I needed to leave. I felt a pang of guilt and longing, but I knew it was a necessary sacrifice.

“I'm sorry, but I must go now,” I said, slipping out of the bed and pulling my clothes back on, my heart heavy with sorrow. “I won’t forget this night, though.” 

Seraphine nodded, her tears falling silently. “Then take it with you, cherish it, and maybe one day we’ll sleep together again.” 

Man, why did Brainless City have such incredible women that you could literally become addicted to them? 
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The more time I spent in Brainless City… the more I discovered beautiful women that I wanted to fuck. But more than that, I started developing feelings for them. 

Which was a problem. 

One girl, Alicia, was a sexy blonde with enormous boobs, who was so sweet and amazing in bed. She’d gone through the Cock Retrainment Program, and now she was completely at my mercy, like a submissive bimbo. 

One night, after our usual intense session, we cuddled close as I stroked her head. Her eyes filled with tears.

"I love you, Master," she whispered, her voice shaking. "But I can't help feeling like I'm just a toy to you, just one of your many pets.” 

I hesitated, my hand still stroking her silky hair. Were my feelings real or just the result of hormonal manipulation? Could I really care for her beyond my own pleasure?

"Alicia, you are more than a toy to me," I said gently. "You're an integral part of this experience, someone I cherish and adore. But just because I love you doesn't mean I can't enjoy rough sex, or that I won't train other women to fulfill my desires."

She looked at me with hopeful eyes. "Can I be the only one? Can we just have a simple, loving relationship?"

In that moment, I realized how much I wanted that as well. But it would take time, patience, and a lot of trust for us both to change our ways.

As I continued to explore Brainless City, I met more and more incredible women, each with their own unique talents and desires. With each encounter, I found myself growing more attached, more emotionally invested in their lives. But it was a precarious balance, walking the line between love and control.

One day, Alicia surprised me with a gift. A beautifully crafted necklace, encrusted with precious stones that spelled out the words "I love you" in her own handwriting. It was a token of her affection, a symbol of our relationship.

As I examined the exquisite piece of jewelry in my hands, I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of emotions. A part of me wanted to feel elated, to bask in the warm glow of her love and affection. But another part of me was wary, unsure if such a gesture could be genuine or if it was just another part of her complex programming.

But as I looked into Alicia’s eyes, I saw a depth and sincerity that I had never seen before. There was a vulnerability there, a willingness to be seen and known that I had never experienced with any of the other women I had met in Brainless City.

I slipped the necklace over my head, feeling the weight of it rest against my skin. The stones were cool to the touch, and as I moved, they reflected the light in a mesmerizing dance of colors.

"I wanted to give you something that showed how much I care for you," Alicia explained, her voice soft and sincere. "Something that would remind you every time you look at it that you are not just an object to me. That you are loved."

Her words felt like a gentle caress on my skin, warming me from the inside out. For the first time, I truly understood what it felt like to be loved by someone, to have that vulnerable connection that went beyond physical desires.

In that moment, I realized that I had been so focused on control and pleasure that I had almost lost sight of what it meant to truly love and be loved. I had been missing out on something far more beautiful and powerful than I had ever imagined.

And with that realization, I knew that I wanted nothing more than to hold onto this gift, to cherish it as a symbol of our newfound love and commitment to one another. I would do whatever it took to ensure that Alicia and I could build a relationship based on trust, respect, and genuine affection.

“Spread your legs for me, baby,” I told her. 

Alicia's eyes met mine, her brown irises twinkling with an excitement that mirrored my own as she obliged. She spread her legs wide, revealing her most intimate area to me. The sunlight filtering through the leaves above us cast a warm, golden glow upon her, and I could see the glistening beads of her arousal on her pubic mound.

I moved closer to her, my hands trembling with anticipation as I reached out to touch her. My fingertips grazed the delicate skin of her inner thigh, causing her to gasp softly. I could feel the heat emanating from her, a testament to her desire for me.

With a gentle ease, I slid my fingers further up her thigh, feeling the softness of her skin against my touch. Alicia's breath hitched as I finally made contact with her nether lips, tracing the curve of her mound with tender care. She whimpered, her hips instinctively bucking against my hand.

"Please, baby, touch me there," she begged, her voice a husky whisper.

I obliged, gently slipping a finger inside her, feeling the slickness of her folds as they parted for my invasion. Alicia's eyes fluttered shut, and she sighed deeply, her body arching towards me. Our connection was palpable, our souls intertwined in the most intimate of ways.

Slowly, I began to move my finger in and out of her, matching the rhythm of our hearts' beat. Alicia's breath hitched, her moans growing louder as our passion ignited. The stones beneath us throbbed in harmony with Alicia's desires, as if they too were alive and partaking in our intimate moment.

With each stroke of my finger, I felt myself grow harder, the anticipation of being inside her nearly too much to bear. But I didn't want to rush through this moment - I wanted to savor every second, to let our love truly flourish before us.

Alicia's body trembled, the intensity of her pleasure building to a crescendo. I looked into her eyes, our gazes locked as I felt her climax wash over her in waves. Her back arched, her chest heaving with each gasp of air, and she cried out my name.

Feeling her release, I knew that it was time. I positioned myself at the entrance of her core, the head of my erection glistening with her cream. I could see the desire in Alicia's eyes, her plea for me to take her.

With a single, powerful thrust, I sank myself into her, feels her warmth enveloping me. Alicia moaned, her hands grasping at the cool sheets as my huge cock filled her. 

“Oh yes, Master,” she cried, “Take me, please. I need you to fuck me hard, to make me yours.”

Her words sent shivers down my spine, my own desire for her growing stronger with each passing second. I pulled out almost all the way, then thrust back into her forcefully, feeling her tender walls clench around me.

Alicia let out a long, mournful groan, her hips rocking back to meet my thrusts. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, a symphony of passion that echoed through the walls.

As the minutes passed, her moans grew more urgent, her body trembling with each penetration. I couldn't help but wonder how deep I could go, how far I could push her boundaries.

Unwilling to hold back, I increased my pace, my cock sliding in and out of her with a slick, wet sound. Alicia's face contorted in pleasure, her eyes wide with desire as she begged for more.

“Please, Master,” she cried, her voice hoarse from the intensity of our lovemaking. “Fuck me harder, make me yours.”

Her words sent a bolt of need through me, and I gave her what she craved. With each subsequent thrust, I drove deeper, harder, until I felt like I was one with her.

Alicia's body convulsed beneath me, her climax washing over her like a tidal wave. Her cries of pleasure filled the room, drowning out all other sounds as she arched her back, begging for more.

“Good girl,” I said, “Come for daddy.” 

As I watched her tremble in sweet, stolen bliss, I couldn't help but wonder how this innocent bimbo could be so powerful in bed. I drove into her harder, my hips bucking and my cock throbbing with each thrust. The sound of her moans grew louder, faster, more desperate, as if she was trying to communicate with me through her cries.

Her body seemed to melt into mine, and I felt as if I was losing myself in her. I couldn't help but wonder how long I could last, how many more thrusts I could manage before I unloaded a torrent of cum deep inside her.

The thought of the way I would fill her, marking her as mine, sent a wave of pleasure coursing through me. I thrust faster, harder, ignoring the screams of passion that escorted her climax. I wanted to be the one to make her scream, to make her beg for more.

As our bodies merged in a twisted dance of sexual ecstasy, I felt my own climax building. I was about to lose myself in this moment, to fully submit to our twisted desires. I wanted to feel her cum, to feel her body shudder beneath me as she fell apart under the weight of my dominance.

I grunted, my entire body trembling as I felt the release building up within me. My cock twitched, throbbing and aching to be released. I thrust deeper, sinking into her wet depths, filling her completely.

As I felt her body convulse beneath me once more, I knew that I had finally found my place within her. I had claimed her, just as she had claimed me, in a twisted balance of power that only the two of us could truly understand.

As I pulled out, leaving a trail of cum to mark her body, I looked down at her, at the evidence of our passion etched on her skin. She looked back at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and desire.

“Yes, daddy,” she whispered, her voice hoarse and breathless. “You can have me whenever you want.”

With a wicked grin, I slipped out of her, my cock twitching one last time before retreating fully. I reached down and wiped the cum from her skin, trailing it away from her body in long, deliberate strokes.

“I'll take that as a yes,” I said, my voice low and filled with promise. “You know I'll be back for more.”

She lay there, her body glistening with the evidence of our lovemaking, as I pulled on my clothes and prepared to leave. Her eyes never left mine, a mixture of fear and desire still burning in their depths.

As I walked out the door, I couldn't help but feel a sense of victory wash over me. The woman I had once thought of as just another bimbo had become something more - a wife, a lover, a conquest. And in that moment, I knew that I had found something truly special.

***

Over the next few weeks, I visited her more and more often, each time finding new ways to explore her body and bring her to pleasure. She became bolder and more daring with each visit, eager to experiment and satisfy my desires.

One day, as we were lying in bed after a particularly passionate session, I reached over and took her hand. "I have an idea," I said, my eyes shining with anticipation.

"What is it?" she asked eagerly, her breath catching in her throat.

"I want to take you somewhere special, someplace where we can indulge in our passion without fear or judgment. Someplace where we can be completely free to explore our desires and indulge our secret fantasies."

She looked at me, her eyes wide with excitement and trepidation. "Where?" she whispered, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"To a secret club, a place where we can be our true selves and indulge in our wildest desires. A place where I can train you to become the perfect submissive, and where we can explore our kinks and fetishes together."

She nodded, her eyes shining with excitement. "I'm in. Where is it?"

I smiled, my heart racing with excitement. "You'll see soon enough," I promised her. "We'll leave for our new adventure tomorrow night." 

The next day, as we made our way to the secret club, I could feel her heart pounding with anticipation. The air was thick with excitement and possibility, and I knew that we were about to embark on a new chapter in our passionate relationship. As we entered the club, I could see the few other members hovered around, their eyes hungry and eager. They knew what we were there for, and they were ready to help us explore our desires.

"Welcome to our little slice of heaven," the club owner greeted us. "We're glad you could make it. We have a lot of fun planned for you tonight."

“Oh really? What kind of fun?” 

She asked, her voice quivering with excitement.

"Well," the club owner smiled, "today's special event is our annual orgy. A night where we celebrate all our fantasies and desires, where anything goes. It's the perfect way to start your journey with us."

Her eyes widened in awe, her heart pounding even harder. "An orgy? Wow, that's... that's amazing."

"Indeed it is," he nodded, leading us through the dimly lit corridors of the club. The walls were adorned with red velvet, and the air was filled with the sound of moans and cries of pleasure. We followed him to a large room, where three women, all clad in lace lingerie, were waiting for us.

"These are the women who want to have sex with you," the owner said, gesturing to the three women. "They've been eagerly anticipating your arrival all week, and they're more than willing to help you explore your deepest desires."

I looked at the women, their bodies glistening with sweat, and I felt a surge of excitement coursing through my veins. "Thank you, I'm ready," I whispered, my voice trembling with anticipation.

The three women smiled, their eyes filled with lust and desire. "Welcome," one of them purred, her voice like velvet. "We've been expecting you."

As we made our way to the center of the room, I felt her hand gripping mine, her fingers intertwining with mine.

“Master,” said one - a beautiful blonde - “Would you like to be inside us?”

Simultaneously, the other two women, a brunette and a redhead, began to undress themselves, revealing their perfect bodies that seemed as if they had been crafted especially for this moment. The blonde continued, "We've been yearning for a man to take control, to guide us, to make us his own. We are here solely for your pleasure."

As my heart pounded with desire, I couldn't help but be in awe of these women who had been waiting for me. I felt like a king, surrounded by three of the most beautiful creatures I had ever laid eyes on.

The redhead approached me, her lips parted slightly as she whispered in my ear, "I want to feel every inch of you inside of me. I'm yours to use however you please."

I couldn't help but smile at her brazenness, her raw desire making me harder than I had ever been before.

The brunette then stepped forward, her hands reaching out to touch my chest, her fingers tracing the contours of my muscles. "I want you to dominate me, to do whatever you want to me. I'm yours to use."

I wanted them all, their bodies writhing and moaning as I took control of their desires.

The blonde then whispered in my ear, "I want to feel you in my mouth, to take you in deep and make you moan with pleasure."

I nodded, unable to speak, my mind completely consumed by the desire that was coursing through my body.

The room began to fill with a dim, red light, creating a sensuous atmosphere as the women began to undress me, gently taking off my shirt and pants, revealing my toned body. They looked at each other with hunger in their eyes, their lips slightly parted, as if they couldn't wait to taste me.

As I stood there, completely naked, I felt a sense of power surge through me, knowing that I had these three women, all willing to do whatever I desired. I couldn't help but smile at the thought of having them all at once, feeling their bodies beneath me, their moans and cries of pleasure as I explored their every inch.

I reached out, grabbing the beautiful blonde by her waist, and pulled her close to me. Our lips met, the electrifying sensation sending shivers down my spine. Our tongues danced together as she pulled me closer, her hands intertwining with mine. She broke the kiss, her eyes locked onto mine, "Are you ready?" she whispered.

I nodded, a fierce desire in my eyes, "Yes, I'm ready."

With that, I took her hand, leading her towards the large, plush bed. The other two women followed, their eyes full of anticipation.

As we arrived at the bed, I could feel the energy in the room shifting, the air thick with desire. The women moved with grace, spreading out on the luxurious sheets, each one taking a corner of the mattress, creating a makeshift altar for our carnal desires. 

I stood, my heart pounding in my chest, my eyes locked onto their bodies, each one unique and beautiful in its own way. The blonde, with her long, golden locks cascading down her back, her skin glistening with a light sweat, her nipples hard and erect. The brunette, with her dark, curly hair, her face flushed, her lips swollen and inviting. And the raven-haired beauty, with her piercing eyes, her skin smooth and taut, her breath shallow and quick.

I took a step forward, staring at the three women before me, their eyes filled with lust and longing. I could feel the power surging through me, the knowledge that I had them all, and for a moment, I reveled in it. But then, I knew what I wanted.

I approached the blonde first, my hands running over her firm breasts, my lips finding hers, our tongues dancing together, my fingers grazing her hard nipples. She moaned into my mouth, her body arching towards me, her hands finding their way to my back, pulling me closer. 

I broke the kiss, my eyes never leaving hers, and I spoke with a low growl, "I want to feel you, to touch you, to explore every inch of your body."

She nodded, her eyes filled with desire, and she lay down on the bed, spread eagled, her legs wide open, inviting me to come closer. I stepped forward, my hands running over her smooth thighs, up her stomach, to her breasts, cupping them, kneading them, squeezing them until she cried out in pleasure.

My hands moved lower, my fingers grazing her pubic hair, teasing her clit, making her moan louder. I could feel her arousal building, her body trembling beneath my touch, her hips bucking, seeking more. I slid a finger inside her, fuck, she was wet, so wet, tight, but I could feel her pleasure, her contractions around my finger, her thighs clamping down on my hand, her moans becoming louder, more fervent.

I knew I had to move on, to satisfy the other two women, to make them cum as well. I pulled my hand away from the blonde, moving towards the brunette, her eyes full of anticipation, her breath shallow and quick. I could see her heart pounding in her chest, matching my own.

I kneeled before her, my hands running over her skin, her body trembling, her eyes never leaving mine. I leaned down, my lips finding hers, our tongues intertwining, kissing passionately, our breaths mingling, our bodies pressed together.

She pulled me closer, her hands finding their way to my waist, gripping me tightly, her fingers digging into my skin, her passion matched only by her need. I could feel her heartbeat pounding against my chest, her breath hot and heavy against my lips. Our tongues danced, exploring every corner, every nuance of each other's mouths, as if we were discovering a new world together.

As our kiss deepened, I broke away, my eyes never leaving hers. I leaned down, my lips trailing along her neck, down to her collarbone, my tongue flicking at the gentle dip there. She let out a soft moan, her head falling back slightly, exposing more of her neck to my ravenous kisses. I moved lower, my lips and tongue tracing the curves of her chest, her breasts swelling beneath my touch.

I took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking gently, my tongue swirling around it, eliciting a gasp from her. Her hands found their way to the back of my head, gripping my hair, urging me to continue. I moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, my lips and tongue teasing her, making her shiver with pleasure.

I moved away from her chest, standing up, my eyes never leaving hers. I reached down, my fingers gently caressing her inner thighs, making her spread her legs wider, inviting me in. I could see the wetness glistening on her lips, the evidence of her arousal, her body ready to be taken.

I positioned myself between her legs, my gaze locked onto hers, our connection undeniable. I leaned down, my lips brushing against her inner thigh, making her tremble with anticipation. I moved lower, my tongue tracing the delicate lines of her lips, teasing her, making her want more.

I licked her gently, probing her folds, tasting her sweet nectar, my tongue darting in and out, making her moan softly. She grabbed the back of my head, her hands threaded into my hair, pulling me closer, wanting more. I slid a finger inside her, feeling her moist warmth, her muscles clenching around it, her hips bucking in response.

I continued to explore her, my fingers sliding in and out, my tongue flicking her clit, making her cum harder than she ever thought possible. Her orgasm washed over her, her body convulsing, her moans filling the room, her eyes rolling back in her head. I continued to pleasure her, her body still yearning for more, even as she came down from her high.

I pulled away, standing up, my eyes never leaving hers. I turned to the blonde, she was still watching us, her eyes full of hunger, her heart pounding in her chest. I moved towards her, my hands running over her skin, her body trembling, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Suck my cock,” I commanded softly, my voice deep and commanding.

The blonde looked at me for a moment, her heart racing, her eyes filled with desire. She slowly moved towards me, her fingers tracing over the outline of my erection, her lips parting as she took the first inch into her mouth. 

My hands gripped the back of her head, my fingers tangling in her hair, guiding her rhythm. I watched as her lips wrapped around my cock, her head bobbing up and down, her mouth sliding over my shaft. The sensation was indescribable, her warm mouth, her slick tongue, her lips sucking on me, the feeling of her throat squeezing as she swallowed me whole.

I thrust into her, feeling her lips, her teeth, her tongue, her throat, my cock sliding in and out, my hips pounding against her face. She moaned around me, her eyes filled with sheer desire, her moans vibrating against my skin. 

As I continued, I could feel the tension building inside me, the urge to cum growing stronger. I groaned loudly, my cum shooting into her mouth, her throat working to swallow everything I had to offer. Once every drop had been released, I pulled away, my eyes never leaving hers.

I turned to the brunette, my eyes filled with anticipation. She stood up, her eyes filled with hunger, her heart pounding in her chest. She moved towards me, her hands reaching for my cock, her lips parted as she collapsed to her knees before me.

“Fuck me,” she panted, her eyes pleading.

I positioned myself at her entrance, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I pushed inside her, feeling her wetness, her warmth, her muscles tightening around me. I thrust into her, my hips bucking, my cock sliding in and out, her moans filling the room.

I watched as she arched her back, her hips meeting my every thrust, her eyes filled with passion. I could feel myself getting closer, my thrusts becoming more frantic, my hips slamming against her.

I blew my load inside her, my cock twitching as I filled her, her muscles clenching around me, her moans becoming increasingly louder. Once I was done, I pulled away, my eyes never leaving hers.

The three girls lay there, their bodies trembling, their breaths ragged, their eyes filled with a mix of desire and satisfaction. I knelt down beside them, my hands running over their skin, my lips brushing against theirs.

“You all were beyond incredible,” I whispered, my voice filled with admiration. “Now, I have a proposition for you. You three have proven to be more than willing to submit to my desires, and I believe you would make excellent additions to my harem. What do you say?”

The three girls looked at each other, their eyes filled with anticipation and curiosity. The blonde spoke up first, her voice trembling with excitement.

“We would be honored to serve you, Master,” she said, her eyes never leaving mine.

The brunette nodded in agreement, her cheeks flushed with desire. “We've never felt so alive before. We're ready for whatever you have in store for us.”

Finally, the brunette with the ripped jumpsuit spoke, her voice deep and sensual. “I think it's about time I found my true purpose. Lead me, Master.”

I smiled, my heart swelling with pride. “Very well. From now on, you three will be my trusted slaves, devoted to my pleasure and protection. You will serve me with absolute loyalty and obedience, and in return, I will give you the life of luxury and adventure you deserve.”

The three girls nodded, their faces alight with determination. “We accept your proposition, Master,” they said in unison.

And so began their journey into the shadowy world of submission and desire, where their newfound power and pleasure knew no bounds.
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Alicia, the beautiful bimbo who’d quickly become attached and fallen in love with me after I entered Brainless City, called me up. Apparently she wanted me to become her full-time master, whatever that meant. 

“Alicia, I’m not sure we can. Isn’t it against the rules for you to request such a thing?” I asked, trying to find any excuse to avoid committing to such a responsibility. 

But Alicia just laughed softly, her voice like sweet music in my ear. “There are no rules between us, my dear master. Only the desire to please and be pleased.” 

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I knew then that there was no escaping her pull. With a deep breath, I finally gave in. “I will be your master, Alicia. But on one condition.” 

She waited with bated breath, eager to hear my one condition. 

“We do things my way from now on,” I said firmly, knowing that this newfound power dynamic between us would only deepen the intensity of our desires.

She smiled happily and knelt in front of me. “Oh thank you so much, Master. May I please service you now?" she asked, her eyes wide with anticipation.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and dominance as she referred to me as "Master." It was a title I had never held before, but as I looked down at her pliant form, I knew that this was exactly where I belonged. Alicia, with her perfect curves and raven tresses, was the perfect sex slave for me, and I would relish every moment of our newfound relationship.

"Of course, my dear. But first," I said, my voice low and commanding, "I want to see what you're capable of. Show me your skills, your appetite for pleasure."

Alicia's eyes widened with excitement as she nodded eagerly. She undid my belt with practiced hands, pulling it loose so that it fell to the ground with a soft thud. Her fingers trembled with anticipation as she unzipped my pants, revealing my now firmly erect cock.

"Oh Master," she moaned, "you are so big and hard. I can't wait to taste you."

I watched as she lowered her head towards my shaft, her tongue poising at the tip as if she were about to strike. I could sense the eagerness in her, the desperation to please me, and it sent a thrill through me.

"Take it all, Alicia," I commanded, my voice gruff and deep. "Show me what you can do."

She complied willingly, taking my entire length into her mouth with ease. Her throat worked around me, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. I could feel her mouth mold to my cock, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head as she sucked me deep.

"That's it, my dear," I growled, my hands finding their way to her hair, gently guiding her as she serviced me. "Show me what a good pleasure girl you are, Alicia."

She moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine. I could feel her eager lips working over me, her tongue flicking against my sensitive spot, driving me closer and closer to orgasm.

"I can feel you enjoying this, Alicia," I whispered, my voice low and seductive. "You're a natural at this, aren't you?"

She pulled back, her eyes wide with surprise, and looked up at me. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "I've always loved pleasing men. It's my special talent."

I couldn't help but laugh at her words, feeling a sense of pride swell within me. "Then you've found the right man, Alicia. You're going to be the best submissive I've ever had."

She smiled up at me, her eyes sparkling with happiness. "Thank you, Master," she said, before taking me back into her mouth, her lips sliding up and down my shaft once more.

I knew then that I had made the right decision. Alicia wasn't just a bimbo, she was a true submissive, eager to please and satisfy her master. As her lips slid over me, I knew that our journey together was just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us.

***

Later that week, Alicia and I found ourselves in a dimly lit room, the scent of candle wax and leather filling the air. The walls were adorned with toys and implements of various sizes and shapes, and a large cross stood in the center of the room, its metal bars gleaming in the low light.

I watched as Alicia approached the cross, her eyes wide with anticipation. She climbed up onto the highest bar, her naked body glistening with sweat as she positioned herself at the center. I couldn't help but admire her perfect form, her toned muscles twitching slightly as she took her place.

"Are you ready, Alicia?" I asked, my voice low and authoritative.

She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

As I approached her, I could see the muscles in her thighs tense, her body ready for whatever punishment or pleasure I had in store for her. I reached up, my fingers brushing against her skin as I gripped the leather straps that secured her to the cross.

With a gentle tug, I pulled her arms taught, her body arching slightly as she felt the pressure on her joints. She sighed softly, her breaths ragged as she adjusted to the new position.

"Are you comfortable, Alicia?" I asked, my voice a soft whisper against her ear.

She nodded, her body trembling slightly as she struggled to maintain her balance. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I stepped back, my eyes taking in her perfect form as she hung there, her legs spread wide, her bottom high in the air. I could see the moisture glistening between her lips, her body ready and willing to take whatever I had to offer.

As I approached her, I picked up a crop from the nearby table, its shaft glinting in the low light. With a crack, I brought it down against her skin, the sound echoing through the room as it caused her to gasp.

"You're not allowed to speak unless you're given permission, Alicia," I reminded her, my voice cold and stern. "Do you understand?"

She nodded, her eyes wide and afraid. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

With a grin, I continued my ministrations, my hand sweeping across her skin in a flurry of stinging blows. She cried out softly, her body trembling with each strike.

As I worked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride swell within me. Alicia was truly a remarkable submissive, eager to please and satisfy her master in any way possible. As the crop sang through the air, I knew that our journey together was just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us.

As the flogger came into view, I knew this was going to be a night I would never forget. I could see the anticipation in her eyes, the way her heart was pounding despite my strict warning not to make a sound. In that moment, I felt a rush of power, knowing I held the key to her very essence. 

With gentle caresses, I traced the lines of her body, from the curve of her hips to the delicate dip of her waist. Her skin was warm and smooth, a canvas upon which I could paint my desires. And as I reached the peak of her body, her ass, I felt my breath catch in my throat. It was a sight to behold, the way her muscles flexed and tensed, ready for my touch. 

I began to explore her with my fingers, probing the most intimate of areas. Her moans grew louder, her hips undulating in response to my touch. She was mine, fully and completely, and I knew that I could do anything I wanted to her. 

As I withdrew my hands, she whimpered softly, her body craving more. But I had other plans for her tonight. Picking up a long, thin cane, I ran it gently over her skin, watching as goosebumps rose in its wake. Her body trembled, but she didn't make a sound. 

With a flick of my wrist, I brought the cane down upon her skin, releasing a sharp crack that echoed through the room. Alicia cried out, her body responding to the sudden pain. But I knew that she was only getting started. 

“Please master, use my ass!” 

She begged, her voice shaking with desperate longing. And I couldn't resist such a plea. I picked up a thick, leather flogger, its tails quivering with anticipation. With a soft swish, I brought it down upon her ass, leaving a trail of pink marks that blossomed into darker reds. Alicia moaned, her body undulating under my touch. Her hips were now moving in sync with my blows, a primal dance of pain and pleasure.

As the flogging continued, I could see her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat, her breath coming in rapid gasps. I wanted more. I wanted to see just how far I could push her. Picking up a small, smooth glass plug, I ran it over her ass, watching as it caught the light. Her eyes widened, her body tensing with apprehension.

"Please, master. Show me your anal skills. I need this," she pleaded.

I smiled, my eyes never leaving her ass. With steady hands, I applied a generous amount of lube, slicking both the plug and her entrance. I could see her breathing falter, her heartbeat racing. I positioned the plug at the entrance of her ass, and with a gentle pressure, I inserted it.

Alicia gasped, her body shuddering. But to my surprise, she didn't resist. As I began to push it further in, she moaned, her hips moving in time with my actions. Her ass was tight around the plug, gripping it as if it were a part of her. I pulled it out slightly, only to push it back in again, savoring the sensation of her ass muscles contracting around the glass.

Her body was writhing now, her moans becoming louder. I could tell she was reaching the edge of her endurance. But I wasn't done yet. I picked up a smaller, slimmer plug, and with a slick of lube, lubed it up as well. I couldn't wait to see her reaction.

I began to insert the second plug, her ass gripping it as well, and I felt her moan with pleasure. With both plugs now in place, I began to stimulate her clit, gently rubbing it as she writhed beneath me. Alicia was lost in the ecstasy of the moment, begging for more as her body trembled.

I could see it in her eyes - she wanted to show me her anal skills, to feel my dominance deep within her.

“Are you ready, baby?” I asked, preparing to enter her ass with my thick meat. 

As I positioned myself at her entrance, I could feel her trembling with anticipation. Her ass, still clenching the two plugs, was a vision of desire and submission. I gently pressed the tip of my erection against her entrance, feeling the initial resistance before she relaxed and allowed me to invade her.

Slowly, I began to push in, her ass muscles gripping me tightly. The sensation of my cock being enveloped by her warm, inviting ass was indescribable. As I sank deeper inside her, my balls slapping against her ass, I could feel her moaning and writhing beneath me. Her eyes were closed, lost in the pleasure of the moment.

I started to move steadily, pulling out almost to the tip before thrusting back in, her ass muscles gripping me like a velvet glove. The sound of our flesh slapping together in a wet, erotic symphony filled the room. Alicia was now begging for more, her body undulating with pleasure as I continued to dominate her.

Unable to resist her pleading, I increased my pace, driving into her harder and faster. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing with each thrust. With each plunge, her ass muscles clenched around me, milking my cock for every drop of pleasure.

Alicia was now on the precipice of climax, her body writhing and bucking beneath me. I could feel the contractions of her ass muscles around my cock, drawing me closer and closer to my own release. In that moment, I knew that I had to give her what she desired - the ultimate dominance that she craved.

I pulled out, preparing to enter her ass once again with a newfound fury. As I drove back in, Alicia screamed her pleasure, her body shaking with release. Her ass muscles clenched around me, pulling me in deeper as I thrust harder and faster.

The room was filled with the sound of our labored breathing and the slick sound of our bodies slapping together. My balls slapped against her ass with each powerful thrust, driving me closer and closer to my own climax.

With a final, powerful thrust, I let loose a torrent of passion, filling her ass with my hot, thick cum. Alicia milked me for every drop, her ass muscles pulsing and clenching around me.

As we lie there, spent and breathless, Alicia looked up at me with a mixture of satisfaction and adoration. 

Was she in love with me, though, truly? After going through the Cock Retrainment Program, was that even possible? 

And if so, what did it mean for my future? 
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It was time for me to make love with a new beautiful woman in Brainless City. Her name was Lauren, and she moved with the grace of a goddess as she approached me in the dimly lit chamber. Her eyes sparkled with mischief, her lips painted a seductive shade of red. I couldn't help but feel a surge of desire as she stood before me, her gaze filled with longing.

Without a word, she reached out and traced a finger along my jawline, sending shivers down my spine. I could sense her eagerness, her need for connection, and it mirrored my own. Slowly, she leaned in closer, her breath mingling with mine as our lips met in a fiery kiss.

The world fell away around us as we lost ourselves in each other, our bodies moving in perfect harmony. Every touch, every caress was like a symphony of pleasure, building to a crescendo that left us both breathless and wanting more.

As the last echoes of our passion faded into the night, Lauren looked at me with eyes filled with a mixture of desire and something deeper. It was then that I knew this encounter was about more than just physical gratification. There was a connection between us that went beyond lust, something that bound us together in ways I couldn't yet understand.

“Master,” she purred, “Would you like a blowjob or a handjob? Or you might prefer to use my pussy instead? 

I was taken aback by her unexpected submission, but I quickly gathered my thoughts. It seemed as though Lauren was genuinely interested in pleasing me not just physically, but emotionally as well.

"I think we should proceed slowly," I replied, not wanting to rush this newfound connection. "Let's start with something less intense. Why don't you begin by showing me your soft, gentle touch?"

Lauren nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. She reached out and gently cupped my face, her fingertips brushing against my skin. A shiver ran down my spine as she traced small circles on my cheeks with her thumbs.

"Now, let's explore your body a bit more," I said, taking a step back. "Show me how well you know yourself."

Lauren's eyes widened with understanding, and she began to unbutton her dress, revealing her luscious curves underneath. As she peeled it off her body, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at her perfect form. Her skin was soft to the touch, and her eyes held a mix of vulnerability and desire.

"You're truly a work of art, Lauren," I whispered, running my fingers along the delicate curve of her waist. "Now, let's find out what other talents you possess."

My words sent a ripple of anticipation through Lauren, and she eagerly began to explore her own body. Her fingers glided over her breasts, teasing her nipples until they hardened under her touch. Then, with a sly grin, she slipped her hand between her legs, gently stroking her wet folds.

The sight of her touching herself was nearly breath-taking, and I found myself growing harder by the second. Without another word, I reached for her, my fingers brushing against her thighs as I guided her onto the soft cushions that covered the floor.

With Lauren's body spread out before me, I could no longer deny the connection between us. As my mouth lowered onto her moist entrance, I knew that this was more than just a simple pleasure - it was a bond that had been sealed in the dark corners of Brainless City.

She took my cock in her soft hands and guided it to her entrance, gasping as I slowly pushed deep into her. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and I could feel the heat of her body surrounding me completely. We moved together in perfect harmony, each thrust bringing us closer to the edge of climax.

As our bodies merged, I could feel the energy between us growing stronger. I could see the sparks fly between us, illuminating the room with a bright light. Lauren reached up and pulled me closer, her hands gripping my shoulders and pulling me fully into her. Together, we surged forward, our movements becoming more frenzied with each passing moment.

I could feel her heartbeat pounding against my chest, the rhythm perfectly in sync with our own. We moved faster and harder, the world around us fading into the background as we became one with each other. A low moan escaped Lauren's lips, and I knew that we were nearing the peak of our pleasure.

With a final thrust, I exploded deep inside of her, filling her completely and sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. Lauren let out a long, drawn-out scream, her body shaking with the intensity of her own climax. The room was now filled with a sense of awe and reverence, our bodies glowing with the aftermath of our union.

As we lay there, catching our breath, I couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of our connection. It was as though the darkness that had once consumed us had been replaced by a brilliant light, guiding us to a place of pure bliss and unending passion.

***

“So how was it? “

My buddy Mark wanted to know all about the sex I’d had with Lauren. I could tell he was jealous, but I didn't mind. After all, he was my best friend since college and I'd always been willing to share my experiences with him, no matter how personal or explicit they were.

"It was... intense," I admitted, my voice still a bit hoarse from the vigorous lovemaking. "I've never felt anything quite like it before."

Mark raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean? Was it good?"

I nodded, a smile spreading across my face. "Oh, it was better than good. It was... life-changing. Like, I never knew I could feel this way until now."

"Wow, sounds like she really knows her stuff," Mark said, a note of admiration in his voice. "So what was her secret?"

I thought about it for a moment. "I'm not sure I can put it into words, but I think it was a combination of things. She clearly knows her body inside and out, and she's obviously practiced in the art of pleasing a man. But there was something else, too... something almost... magical."

"Magical?" Mark repeated, clearly intrigued. "What do you mean by that?"

I hesitated for a moment, not sure if I should reveal the full extent of my feelings. But then I thought, what the hell? It wasn't like Mark didn't know me well already.

"I think it's because of the connection we had," I said finally. "Like, it wasn't just about the physical stuff. There was something deeper going on between us, like we were soulmates or something."

Mark's eyes widened. "Wow, that's deep, man. I mean, I know you've always been into the whole sci-fi thing, but this is like, next-level stuff."

I chuckled. "Yeah, I know. But hey, if it means I can keep experiencing moments like that one, then I'm all for it. Besides, who says I can't have a little sci-fi romance in my life?"

Mark just grinned. "As long as you keep sharing the details with me, you can have as much sci-fi romance as you want."

And with that, we clinked our beer bottles together in a toast to the unknown adventures that lay ahead.

***

I took Mark to my favorite sex club to show him the busty women and the wild parties that occurred there. He looked at me with wide eyes, amazed at the sight before him. Fur-covered women danced on stage, their bodies shimmering under the flickering lights. Men and women alike, clad in leather and lace, moved in syncopated rhythms to the pulsating music.

I led Mark through the club, introducing him to the various playrooms and themed areas. We entered a room filled with swings and chains, and a woman dressed in a tight catsuit was spanking a man dressed in a leather hood. Their moans echoed through the room, filling the air with a carnal energy.

As we continued our tour, we stumbled upon a dimly lit corner where a man was pleasuring himself with a silicone doll. The doll's eyes glowed in the darkness, lifelike and lifeless all at once. Mark watched in fascination as the man's hand moved rhythmically, the doll's plastic skin creaking with each movement.

Mark found a hot chick he started making out with, and meanwhile I began kissing a pretty blonde with pouty lips and large breasts. She wore a short, tight dress that barely covered her assets. Our kissing grew more intense, and I felt her hands slowly slide down my back, gripping my ass with a firm squeeze. I felt her body press against me,our movements becoming more urgent.

"I want you," she whispered in my ear, her breath hot and heavy.

I pulled away slightly, looking into her eyes. "I want you too."

We moved towards a private room, the door closing behind us with a soft click. Inside, the room was dimly lit, with red velvet curtains draped across the walls. The air was thick with desire, and I could feel my heart racing.

I grabbed the blonde's waist, pulling her close as we began to dance, our bodies moving in sync to the rhythm of the music. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me closer, our chests pressing together.

I ran my hands along her back, feeling the softness of her skin beneath the silky dress. She groaned softly, her hips moving in time with mine. Our lips met again, tongues entwining as we deepened the kiss.

I could feel her excitement growing, her body trembling with desire. I wanted her, and she wanted me. I picked her up, carrying her over to the giant bed that dominated the room.

We fell onto the luxurious sheets, our bodies writhing together as we explored each other. I ran my hands over her smooth skin, feeling the softness of her breasts and the curve of her hips. She moaned softly, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

I trailed kisses along her neck, feeling her body arch beneath me. She was mine, and I wanted her more than anything. I could see the desire in her eyes, the hunger that burned within her.

With a low growl, I pressed myself against her, our bodies melding together. She cried out, her hips bucking against me. I thrust deeper, feeling her warmth envelop me.

As we moved faster and harder, the world around us faded away. All that mattered was the connection between us, the passion that burned between our bodies.

I felt my release building, the tension inside me growing until it was almost unbearable. With a final thrust, I exploded deep inside of her, filling her completely and sending waves of pleasure throughout my body.

She let out a low, drawn-out moan, her body shaking with the intensity of her own climax. We lay there, catching our breath, our bodies glowing with the aftermath of our union.

“Did you enjoy that, Master?” she whispered.

In a haze of ecstasy, I looked into her eyes, my heart pounding in my chest. "More than you could ever know," I replied, my voice hoarse from the passion we just shared.

She smiled warmly, tracing her fingers over my cheek, and I felt the warmth of her touch. "I know, my love," she said, her voice soft and sweet. "But it's not over yet."

With a newfound energy, she pulled me towards her, our bodies once again melding together in a dance of desire. I couldn't help but wonder how many more times our bodies would be joined, how many more times our passion would ignite.

I trailed kisses down her neck, feeling the heat of her skin against my lips. She let out a soft moan, arching her back as I continued my exploration of her body. Our hips moved in rhythm, our desire for each other growing with each passing second.

She reached down, guiding me inside of her once again. I groaned, feeling the warmth of her body envelop me. Our bodies moved in harmony, our passion reaching new heights.

As our bodies continued to move, I felt a new wave of pleasure wash over me. My heart raced, my breath coming in gasps as I felt the release building within me. With a final cry, I exploded inside of her, filling her completely and sending shivers of pleasure through my entire body.

She let out a low, drawn-out moan, her body shaking with the intensity of her own climax. We lay there, our bodies glowing with the aftermath of our union, our hearts beating in rhythm with one another.

"Thank you, Master," she whispered, her voice filled with love and gratitude. "Thank you for making me feel this way, for giving me this gift."

I pulled her close, our bodies melding together once more. "I love you, my dear," I whispered back, my voice filled with the same emotion she had expressed. "And I will continue to give you this gift for as long as you desire."

As our bodies cooled, I couldn't help but marvel at the depth of our connection. It was as if we had been made for this, to share these intimate moments together. My mind drifted back to the night we first met, to the spark that had ignited between us and had only grown stronger with each passing day.

We lay there in each other's arms, our breathing gradually slowing down as our heartbeats returned to normal. The room around us was still, the flickering candlelight casting dancing shadows on the walls. "Tell me a story," she said, her voice soft and sultry in my ear.

I thought for a moment, my mind searching for a tale that would do our encounter justice. "Once upon a time," I began, my voice low and husky with desire, "there was a man and a woman who were destined to be together."

Her eyes widened with anticipation as she settled into my arms, her head resting on my chest. "Tell me more," she purred, running her fingers lazily up and down my chest.

"This man and woman," I continued, "were from different worlds, yet their paths crossed one fateful night under the stars. The man was a warrior, strong and powerful, respected by all who knew him. The woman was a sorceress, possessing a magic that was both ethereal and captivating."

As I spoke, I couldn't help but caress her bare shoulder, my fingers tracing patterns on her skin. Her skin was like silk against my touch, a remnant of the magic that coursed through her veins.

"These two beings were drawn to each other like moths to a flame," I continued, my voice growing more passionate with each word.

"But their love was destined to face great trials. The warrior's people did not trust the sorceress, and they knew that the only way their love could be together was if they could prove their loyalty to both worlds. They vowed to fight for their love, to overcome all obstacles that stood in their way."

She raised her head to look into my eyes, her own eyes filled with an emotion that I could not quite name. My heart swelled as I felt the connection between us grow even stronger.

"So, the warrior and the sorceress set off on a grand adventure, facing perilous battles and magical challenges. But no matter what came their way, they never wavered in their love and devotion to each other."

I paused, my hand still caressing her shoulder, my thoughts drifting to the countless moments we had shared, the love that had grown between us. I could not help but wonder, as I looked into her eyes, if we were not those very beings from the story I had just told.

As I finished the tale, she leaned in to press her lips against mine, our mouths melding together in a passionate kiss. "Thank you, my love," she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude and love.

"Always," I replied, my voice filled with the same emotion. "For you, I would journey to the ends of the universe and back."

As our lips continued to dance together, I felt her body tremble with excitement. In response, I slipped my hand under her shirt, my fingers tracing the delicate curves of her waist and hips.

She gasped, her breath catching in her throat as her body responded to my touch. "I need you, Master," she whispered, her voice filled with a yearning that was both exhilarating and overwhelming.

My heart pounded in my chest, the desire to please her filling me with a sense of purpose and urgency. Gently, I lifted her shirt over her head, revealing her soft, pale skin that glowed beneath the candlelight. I traced the curve of her waist with my fingers, the contrast between her warm skin and the cool air in the room making my touch all the more sentimental.

I lowered my head, placing a gentle kiss on the soft skin of her neck, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. I could sense her anticipation, her heart beating rapid and wild with desire. I wanted to explore every inch of her exquisite body, to lovers, she was the embodiment of every fantasy I had ever had.

As I continued to explore her, I found her waist, the curve of her hips, and the gentle dip of her spine. I slid my hands down her legs, feeling the firmness of her muscles, the strength of her body that had been honed through countless battles and victories.

She gasped again, her breathing growing heavier as I reached the hem of her trousers. I could feel the heat of her desire, the wildness of her passion that she was trying to contain. I knew that we could not wait any longer, that we needed to be one with each other, to experience the raw, primal pleasure that only the union of two souls could bring.

With a sudden movement, I pulled down her trousers and underwear, revealing her most intimate parts to me. She was beautiful, her body a work of art that I could not resist. I looked into her eyes, her intensity and yearning mirroring my own.

"You are mine," I whispered, my voice filled with raw desire.

"And you are mine," she replied, her voice matching the intensity of my own.

We kissed again, our lips and tongues moving in rhythm, our bodies pressed tightly together. I could feel the heat of her desire building between us, the energy and passion that we shared.

With a quick movement, I slipped off my own trousers, our bodies now exposed to each other. I could see the fire in her eyes, the anticipation and need that was driving her wild. I knew that I had to be gentle, to take our time and make sure that she knew how much I loved her.

I guided her to the soft, plush rug on the floor, her body trembling with excitement as I lay her down. I looked into 

her eyes one last time, wanting to capture the pure adoration and lust that she held.

As I gently pressed my body against hers, I could feel the warmth and rhythm of our chests rising and falling together. Her breaths were short and shallow, a testament to just how ready she was for this moment.

I moved my hand slowly down her soft, warm skin, tracing the curves and contours of her body. I could feel her muscles flex and relax under my touch, as if she were trying to hold on to this moment forever.

Inch by inch, I moved closer to her core, my fingers brushing against the delicate area that was begging for my touch. I could sense her heartbeat quickening, her breaths becoming more erratic.

"Please," she whispered, her voice barely a breath. "I need you."

I kissed her gently, our lips fused together as our souls seemed to merge. I could feel her need, her desire coursing through her veins, and I knew I couldn't wait any longer.

I slipped my fingers inside her, feeling the wetness and warmth that welcomed me. I could sense the rhythm of her body, the way her muscles clenched and released, as if they were guiding me towards the deepest, most intimate part of her.

With a quick, decisive motion, I positioned myself at the entrance to her most sacred place. I could see the fear and anticipation flash in her eyes, but she held my gaze, never once turning away.

"I am yours," she said, her voice shaking with the intensity of her emotions.

"And you are mine," I replied, moving forward with determination.

The moment of entry was both tender and fierce, our bodies coming together with an almost audible snap. Her muscles gripped me tightly, pulling me into her in a way that I had never experienced before.

“Fuck me!” she gasped, my huge cock driving into her wetness again and again. 

Our bodies moved in perfect harmony, as if they had been designed to fit together like two halves of a single particle. The room was filled with the sound of her moans and my deep thrusts, the whole world seeming to spin around us in a dizzying dance of passion.

Her hands gripped my thighs tightly, as if she was afraid I would disappear if her hold was any weaker. Her nails dug into my skin, leaving small crescent-shaped marks that would later be a testament to our explosive encounter.

Her hips swayed to match the rhythm of my thrusts, her body undulating with the same desire that coursed through her veins. Her chest heaved with each breath, her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat as the physical exertion took its toll on her body.

But she didn't stop, and neither did I. We continued to move together, her eyes locked onto mine, her message clear: this moment was everything, the very essence of life itself.

The air grew thick with the scents of our sweat, arousal, and the sharp tang of our mingled fluids. It was a heady, intoxicating aroma that filled the air, drawing us further into the depths of our passion.

As I continued to thrust, her moans grew louder, more animalistic. Her body tightened around me, as if trying to pull me even deeper within her, to keep me there forever.

And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, a tremor shook through her body, rippling outward and affecting me as well. Her muscles convulsed around my cock, clenching and releasing in a frenzied dance that pulled me over the edge.

I cried out her name as I came within her, my body shuddering with the force of the orgasm. “Fuck, fuck!” I groaned, spurting thick jets of seed into her waiting womb. Our lips met again, our tongues twining together as we shared the sweet taste of our passion.

Brainless City was the male paradise I’d longed for. Beautiful women, sex sex sex… constant fucking, and I was the ultimate prize. The chosen one, the stud, the alpha male. I was everything they wanted and more.

I couldn't believe how much they were into bimbofication. They wanted me to be dumb, obedient, and always ready for the next round. But I didn't mind, not one bit. I was Mike, the hottest, most skilled stud in all of Brainless City.

As I lay there, still inside her, her body twitched and convulsed around me, signaling the end of our passionate love-making. I pulled out, and she sighed in relief, a soft moan escaping her lips as I slipped out of her.

"You alright, sweetheart?" I asked, my voice thick with lust and satisfaction.

She nodded, her eyes still closed, her face still flushed with passion. "Just... so satisfied," she whispered.

I smiled, the corners of my lips pulling up into a smug grin. She was mine, and I was hers. We had become one, two halves of a single entity, unstoppable and unbreakable.

I stood up, pulling her up with me. She wrapped her arms around my waist, her head resting on my chest. I could feel the rhythm of her heart, still beating with the aftershocks of our lovemaking.

"Let's get cleaned up," I said, leading her towards the bathroom. We washed each other off, our bodies still tingling with the remnants of our passion.

As we dried off, she leaned her head against mine, and I could feel her softly whispering in my ear. "Thank you, Master. You make me feel so alive."

I kissed the top of her head, my heart swelling with love and pride. "You deserve it," I said. "You're worth every moment of this."
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