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    The fact that we were in public didn’t matter. The fact that I was a total stranger didn’t matter. She’d been struck, and now she was mine. 

      

    “I love you,” she whimpered, stroking my cock with a hungry look in her eyes. She licked her lips as she ran her palm over the sensitive head, watching my face to gauge how much I liked it. How much I liked things was all that mattered now – not how much she liked them, or whether those things were ‘dirty’ or even possible. 

      

    “Fuck, that feels so good,” I gasped. My brain was still struggling to comprehend what had happened. Next to me on the pavement lay the instrument behind all this – a simple bow, made of old but incredibly sturdy materials, looking as if it had come off a factory line yesterday. 

      

    That bow had no arrow: but when I pulled it, magic happened. 

      

    “I love you so much,” the girl admitted, running her tongue along the underside of my fat, purple head. A bead of precum dribbled from the tip as she lapped at it, giggling. “I’ve never done anything like this before – I used to be such a good girl – but now it’s all I can think about! Do you believe in love at first  sight, Sir?” 

      

    I’m starting to, I thought as she let the head of my cock slide between her perfect lips. And I’m starting to think I can make it happen whenever I want to. To any girl I want. 

      

    And to think, less than an hour ago I’d thought my life was over... 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “This is what you spent the last of our money on?” Deirdre looked around the shipping container, wrinkling her nose like she’d just stepped into a garbage compactor. “You’re kidding me, right?” 

      

    The heavy metal door slid to the side, the hinges bending as one corner twisted free to rest on the hot concrete. The whole thing made a groan like it was about to tear, but after a few seconds it ground to a halt. The container was in terrible condition: even in this cheap, poorly-maintained storage lot, it stood out. 

      

    “What’s inside?” I craned my neck to see. It had to be something good, just had to. If it wasn’t… 

      

    I heard Deirdre click her tongue. In the four years the two of us had been working together, that little exasperated click never meant good news. 

      

    “It’s a lot of junk, Cody,” she pronounced, shaking her head. Her long red hair swayed with the motion, done up in a ponytail that rested against the curve of her ass. “Tell me why we had to buy this thing, again?” 

      

    I sighed and pushed past her. As the dust cleared, I got a good view of the container: it was dark and musty, but there were tons of boxes lining the walls. This thing was loaded for bear – there had to be something worthwhile inside. 

      

    “Come help me,” I said, stepping inside. “We’ve got to get these boxes open.” 

      

    Deirdre scoffed, hands on her hips as she blew dust away from her face. She looked like she was on the verge of walking away – and in a deep part of my brain, I didn’t blame her. For the last four years she’d been my partner-in-crime, the beauty to my brains in a series of get-rich schemes. Flipping houses, mostly, although we’d dabbled in everything from crowdsourced taxis to energy drinks. We were a great team: I handled the business end and the strategy, and Deirdre put on something tight and revealing and flashed that million-dollar smile of hers. She could move product like it was nothing, or bend those big tits in a realtor’s face and get a few thousand knocked off closing costs as sweet as asking. We’d been on our way to millionaires by twenty-five, millennial business moguls and property owners. 

      

    Then the real estate market collapsed for the second time in ten years, and everything went to hell. 

      

    “Look, Dee, I did the math on this one,” I assured her, grabbing the nearest box and pulling. “This shipping crate’s not registered to a person. It’s owned by a foreign corporation.” 

      

    “A corporation?” Deirdre scrutinized the contents a bit more thoroughly. “They seriously let their rent on this thing lapse?” 

      

    “They’re based out of Greece,” I said, straining to move the box. God, it was heavy! It really was bitchy of her to not even offer to assist. My mind conjured all sorts of things that could be inside: diamonds, gold bullion, precious metals. “The economy over there is in free-fall right now. No big surprise a company’s losing assets.” 

      

    Deirdre’s eyes narrowed as she turned back to me. She could see me struggling, but still didn’t lift a finger to help. “What kind of company?” 

      

    “Does it matter? I spent the money already – would you please help me find out what we got?” 

      

    Buying storage units sight-unseen was not where I’d pictured my business ending up. It felt too much like gambling. Fixing houses might have been a risk, but it was a calculated one that involved work – this was buying something hoping that what was inside was worth more than you paid for it. This was the legal version of a scratch ticket, but I no longer had enough cash or credit to flip anything bigger than a trailer. I’d done the legwork on this, though – there was a very good chance something important or valuable was hidden in these boxes, and I was going to find it. 

      

    Deirdre sighed. “Fine,” she said, bending over the crate and pushing. I couldn’t help but notice the way she leaned down – it made her ample breasts spill forward in her top, nearly exposing them. A thin sheen of sweat covered her tanned cleavage, and it took everything inside of me not to lean over and lap it up with my tongue. Deirdre and I’s relationship had never progressed from anything but business, no matter how many times I’d tried to add pleasure into the mix: she might have been a champion flirt, but she kept me at the same arm’s length as all of our clients. It drove me crazy sometimes. 

      

    Maybe she’ll be so happy with this score that she’ll want to celebrate. The thought filled me with hope. 

      

    We got the crate down the slope and onto the concrete. The huge door gave another groan and rocked on its remaining hinges as we grazed them, but held. I took a step back and spread my arms like a magician showing off a trick. 

      

    “Alright,” I said, walking back to the truck and grabbing a crowbar from the back. “Let’s see what sort of goodies...” 

      

    I squinted at the name scrawled on the top of the box, parsing the Greek letters into English. “Let’s see what Theoanthropos LLC forgot to keep tabs on...” 

      

    The tip of the crowbar fit snugly beneath the lid of the box. I pulled with all my strength, grunting until the resistance suddenly gave way, the top popping open like the cork on a wine bottle. There was a puff of smoke from the opened lid, and for a moment I thought of a wizard appearing out of thin air...or a vampire emerging from a coffin. 

      

    I leaned forward, eager to be the first to see our prize. Deirdre lifted the corner of her top over her mouth to guard against dust and did the same. 

      

    The smell hit me like an invisible wall. 

      

    “Oh, Christ!” Deirdre hopped backward, waving her hands in front of her face like she was warding something off. “That fucking reeks! What the hell…?” 

      

    It did reek – like nothing I’d ever smelled – but it didn’t deter me. I reached into the box, grabbed a fat armful of what was inside, and pulled it out. 

      

    It felt like a whole bunch of little things. As they emerged into the light, I saw that they were green – but they weren’t money. I held a bouquet of something wilted and beginning to turn brown, something that gave off an odor like an unscooped litter box as I stared at it. 

      

    The word left my lips the instant my brain was able to form it. 

      

    “Herbs?” I tossed the bundle to the concrete, grimacing at the residue it left on my arms. “Who keeps herbs in a goddamn storage locker…?” 

      

    Deirdre was staring at me, a look of disbelief on her gorgeous face. As I looked at her, a shocked little laugh left her lips. 

      

    “Please tell me there’s something else in that box, Cody,” she said. “Tell me you did not spend the last of our money on some rotting plants.” 

      

    I reached back into the box, going deep...and grimaced. “No,” I said dejectedly, pulling the things at the bottom of the box out. “I also spent it on rotten salami.” 

      

    The salami was in much better shape than the herbs, having been sheltered somewhat by their stalks, but under the circumstances I think the finer details were lost on Deirdre. They weren’t edible either way, so I wasn’t about to argue the point. 

      

    My business partner’s face went pale with shock. Her hands trembled slightly as she shook her head. “You cannot be serious,” she muttered, glancing back into the shipping container. “You cannot be fucking serious...” 

      

    “Hey, it’s just one box,” I said, trying to sound cheerful. “We have no clue what else might be in here...” 

      

    It was like my words flipped a switch inside her. It had been on ‘disbelief’, and I’d set it right to ‘rage’. 

      

    “They’re all marked exactly the same, Cody!” Her face flushed with color as she advanced, her hands balled into tight little fists. “No wonder the goddamn company didn’t bother paying for this shipping container – it’s full of expired meats and herbs! Nobody in the world would pay money for this – nobody except you!” 

      

    “Woah, let’s not be hasty,” I said, trying to pacify her. Unfortunately as I said it, I sort of moved my arms in a way that made some of the rotted herb juice on my arms fly through the air. Some of it might have dribbled on her yoga pants, and then there was just no talking to her. 

      

    “You fucked us!” She was fuming mad now, angry in a way I hadn’t seen since our renovation project on the Ainsley property fell through. “You fucked us, Cody!” 

      

    “I haven’t fucked us,” I begged her, walking back into the shipping container. Now that I was familiar with the odor of the herbs, I could catch a whiff of them through the entire crate. Deirdre was probably right – all these boxes were stuffed with them, and they were all bad. 

      

    “You did, Cody,” she said, pointing at the box. “You spent the last of the money on junk. Our money, Cody. Which you spent without telling me.” 

      

    “It was a limited-time deal!” 

      

    “Oh, I just bet.” She started to walk away, then groaned and turned around. “You’re such a fuck up!” 

      

    “Hey, we don’t even know what we have yet! There could be anything in one of these boxes!” But even as I said it, my hopes started to evaporate. My one shot at flipping a storage locker was a dud, plain and simple. 

      

    “Whatever’s in there, it’s not going to net us enough money to put a down payment on another fixer-upper.” She sighed heavily and shook her head. “We’re done.” 

      

    “Done?” I froze. That word sounded so...final. 

      

    “Done,” she repeated, emphasizing it in a way that made it sound like it had three syllables. “No money, no business – no partnership.” 

      

    I’d been dreading hearing those words. “You can’t mean that, Dee,” I said, turning back to the entrance of the locker. “After all we’ve been through together...” 

      

    “Cody...” Oh shit. There were tears in the corners of her eyes. This was serious. “You really fucked up this time. I’m supposed to be your partner. We make business decisions together. And if you’d run this one past me, I would’ve told you it was a huge mistake. Then, we maybe would’ve had enough cash left that I could’ve gone down to the bank in something low-cut and sweet-talked my way into getting a loan for the rest. We could’ve given real estate one last shot.” 

      

    “We can still give real estate another shot,” I tried to assure her. “There has to be something in here we can take to a pawnshop or something...” 

      

    Deirdre scoffed. “No pawnshop in the world would take rotten herbs and sausages,” she said with a sniff. “And no sane person would ever take you on as a partner.” 

      

    In that moment, I felt like something she might have scraped off of her shoe. The lowest of the low. I had been afraid that our business relationship would never spill over into the two of us fooling around; now I realized that this was it for us entirely. No more deals, no more business. No more adventures. 

      

    “Deirdre...” I started to say. But she had already turned around, was getting into the cab of the truck. 

      

    “Hey, I need that to get home!” I yelled suddenly. 

      

    Deirdre looked back at me and shot me a look of utter disdain; the kind I’d only seen her make to repulsive clients behind their backs. 

      

    “Tough luck,” she said, “it’s my truck.” 

      

    I put my head in my hands. The truck’s engine roared to life, followed by the sound of Deirdre burning rubber out of the self-storage. I was alone. 

      

    For a few minutes I stood there, feeling sorry for myself. Yet somehow time kept passing, the sun kept moving in the sky and the universe gave no sign that it was going to bail me out. 

      

    “Well, shit,” I growled, kicking the nearest box. A spike of pain shot up my foot and I ended up clutching my shoe and swearing. Once that settled down, I took a look around and decided to get to work. 

      

    “I might as well make sure this is all junk,” I told myself, hefting the crowbar. For the next hour and a half, I worked my way through the storage locker, prying the Theoanthropos LLC tops off of every single box. And just as Deirdre had predicted, in all of them I found nothing reeking herbs and spoiled salami. The smell entered my nose, blocking out my senses as I worked and filling me with a nausea I just couldn’t shake. 

      

    “You know what? Deirdre’s right.” I shook my head, cursing myself for a fool. “This whole thing is junk. I wasted the last of our money. I give up!” 

      

    I swung the crowbar, knocking one of the remaining boxes over. I moved forward to right it, when something caught my eye. 

      

    The top of the box underneath of it was different. 

      

    Every one of these crates had the same boring text scrawled on the top: Theoanthropos LLC in light blue block letters, no logo. But this crate’s top was adorned with a large, intricate spiral. The lines were so thin they were nearly touching, doubling back on themselves over and over again...just looking at it made me a little dizzy. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought excitedly. I was right! There was something valuable in this storage locker – something Deirdre and I could sell to get the business back up and running. She’d have to come back… 

      

    As I dragged the crate out into the lane, I realized just how deeply the lost of my partner had shaken me. I needed Deirdre; the two of us fit together so well, made such perfect complements to each other in business. I was sure we’d make a smoking-hot couple in the sack too if she’d just give me a chance, but I was more than willing to put the whole relationship thing on the back burner for now. Getting my whole life up and running again had to be first priority… 

      

    I was practically giddy as I popped the top off the shipping crate, rapt with attention to discover what was inside. With the top off, I could tell that it was a little bit lighter than the rest; there was something at the bottom, wrapped in parchment… 

      

    I got my hands around it and lifted it gently, almost reverently from the crate. When I peeled back the parchment covering what was inside, my breath caught in my throat. 

      

    It was a bow. And it was beautiful. 

      

    It looked like it had been carved from a single piece of wood, something dark and ancient from the heart of a primeval forest. It curved ever so gently along its length, forming a perfect crescent. The tips were strung together with a single cord – putting it between my fingers it felt both as smooth as silk and strong as steel. I didn’t know the first thing about archery, but I knew quality when I saw it – and this thing looked both incredibly old and of immense value. 

      

    “Wow,” I whispered, drawing the last bits of parchment off the bow. “Jesus, I bet this thing’s worth a fortune. And girls love archery, right? That’s the hot new thing...all those girl heroes with bows...” 

      

    I was just muttering to myself at that point, spellbound by what I held. Then I looked at it, really looked at it, and my eyes widened in shock. 

      

    Whatever else this bow might have been, it definitely was not suitable for a teenage girl. There were...well, there was no better way of putting it. There were cocks carved into the meat of the bow, big spiraling ones that dripped seed and throbbed with veins so realistic I swore I could see them twitch as I turned the wood over. On the other side, a completely different set of symbols reigned: long, tempting slits with carved-in frescoes of juice spilling from them, the barest suggestion of hair added above each with sensitive, brilliant knifework. 

      

    One side is hard cocks, I thought, twirling the bow in my hand. It’s weight was perfect. The other is dripping wet cunts. What kind of shit were these people into… 

      

    I tapped the bowstring with a finger, and heard a pure, clean note like a bell. Suddenly the urge to do more overpowered me, made me grin. 

      

    I pulled the thing to my shoulder with a flourish and took aim at a spot on the storage locker across the lane. I thought of putting a rock or a stick in the bow to test it, but somehow that felt wrong: like defacing a fine painting. Besides, I was just having fun. 

      

    “Alright, you animals,” I said like an action hero, pulling back the bowstring. “Draw!” 

      

    I let it go with a twang, and my life changed forever. 

      

    Suddenly there was something leaving my hand, arcing along the bow as it released its tension. It flew forward, straight and true, and smacked into the door of the adjacent storage locker. When it hit there was a tremendous crashing sound, shaking the heavy slab on its hinges. 

      

    “Holy shit!” I ducked instinctively, like someone who’d just seen an explosion. Which, in a sense, I had. I stared at the bow in my hand, my fingers trembling as they held on to the treasure. What the hell was that? 

      

    I examined the ground in front of the door, expecting to see the remains of an arrow lying on the concrete. There was nothing – not even a stick. It seemed impossible, but whatever I’d just seen hit the storage locker had vanished without a trace. 

      

    It was an arrow, I thought. An arrow made out of...I don’t know, light or something. What the hell kind of thing DOES that…? 

      

    I was still contemplating it when I heard the sound of an engine revving behind me. 

      

    By the time I turned around, it was honking its horn. A huge black SUV blocked the path, crawling up the lane a few feet at a time like its driver was debating whether or not to run me over. A few seconds later, the driver’s-side window rolled down. 

      

    “Hey! Can you move? I’m trying to get to my locker!” 

      

    I was so stricken by what I’d just witnessed that it took a few moments for the words to reach my brain. When they did, all I could form in response was a single: “What?” 

      

    There was a sigh from inside the SUV, then the door opened. I caught a flash of hot-pink heels as the driver jumped out, the engine still running. She was so tiny that it was quite a big drop. 

      

    “I’m trying to get to my...what the hell? That’s my locker…!” 

      

    Her words didn’t even hit me; I was too shocked by her. The woman – a girl, really – who’d been driving this mammoth black SUV was one of the most flat-out gorgeous things I’d ever seen. Long blonde hair cascaded down her back, done up like she’d just walked out of the salon. Her skin was tanned and flawless, her face model-perfect – and her outfit! It was the middle of the day, yet she was dressed like she was headed out to do some clubbing – fuck-me heels, a tight miniskirt and a tank top with the greek letters of some sorority across her cleavage. The heels I could understand – she couldn’t be more than 5’3 without them – but the rest… 

      

    “Hey!” 

      

    Oh shit. I was staring. But could you really expect guys not to stare when you looked like someone poured liquid sex into a mold marked “barely legal co-ed”? 

      

    “What is all this shit?” She was glaring at me openly now, looking almost like Deirdre had. The thought of my partner snapped me out of my trance. 

      

    “What?” I saw that she was indicating the storage locker. “Uh, I just got here. I bought this locker in an auction...” 

      

    Her face screwed up in confusion. For a moment she looked unsure of herself. “That’s locker number thirty-four, right?” 

      

    I pulled the key out of my pocket. A ‘34’ was written on a piece of dirty tape stuck to the thick end. “Yep.” 

      

    Frowning, the co-ed held up an identical key. “Mine too.” 

      

    “Oh, shit.” I glanced into the locker again, wondering exactly what God I’d offended to be cursed with such a terrible day. “I guess they must have made some kind of mistake at the office...” 

      

    “Yeah.” She put her hands on her hips, staring at me like I was the problem. “This is my locker. I have a carful of my college stuff that needs somewhere to go during Spring Break, and you’re standing in my way!” 

      

    Huh? Didn’t she understand what had happened? “I don’t think you want this locker,” I said dumbly, pointing at it. “It’s kind of full of rotten plants. See?” 

      

    I held up my arms to show her – and gasped. Every trace of the nasty juices I’d gotten all over myself cleaning the storage locker were just gone. It was like… 

      

    Like they’d disappeared the second I used the bow, I thought. 

      

    It took me a second to realize the girl was talking again. Between the arrow and this, I was starting to wonder if I’d gone nuts. Maybe the argument with Deirdre had broken something inside me. Suddenly I needed to prove to myself that this was real, that I wasn’t the only one seeing what I was seeing. 

      

    “Hey,” I said, cutting the girl off mid-sentence. “What’s your name, anyway?” 

      

    She looked like I’d just asked her to take her top off. “Not that it’s any of your business,” she snarked. Then, after a moment spent looking a little upset with her own response: “Katie. And you’re going to get fucking arrested if you don’t clean this shit out of my storage locker and...” 

      

    I stopped listening. Whatever she said didn’t matter. Only the bow mattered. I understood that now – the rest of the shipping container was useless. It was just camouflage for the thing I was holding in my hands. 

      

    “Katie, awesome,” I said with a grin. She trailed off of her latest threat, looking almost on the verge of tears that I wasn’t responding to it the way a normal guy would. “Look, Katie, will you do me a quick favor? Then I promise I’ll clear out – I’ll even get the rest of these crates out of your way.” 

      

    She looked a little taken aback at my surrender. “Depends,” she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “What favor?” 

      

    “I just want you to watch something,” I said, flourishing the bow like a stage performer. “I want you to tell me if you see anything weird when I do this.” 

      

    I aimed the bow at the same storage locker as before, steadying my aim in the center of the heavy metal panel. My fingers found the string, a piercing note whistling in my ear as I drew it back. 

      

    “That bow is pretty weird,” Katie said, as if she was just now seeing it for the first time. Something about it shook her from her anger, made her take notice. “Are those...holy shit, did someone carve dicksinto that thing-” 

      

    I let go of the string. 

      

    Another arrow, just as big and bright as the one before burst from the bow, arcing across the concrete like a bolt of lightning. I heard Katie yelp with fright as it cut through the air, leaving behind a thick smell of ozone. 

      

    “What the fuck!” She sounded almost ragged with fright. I couldn’t help but grin as the wind roared up, blowing back our hair. 

      

    She sees it, I thought. It’s real. I’m going to be rich… 

      

    The arrow reached the storage locker and slammed into the door, just as the first one had. But this time, that wasn’t all it did. 

      

    As I watched, unable to believe what I was seeing, it bounced. It hit the door and ricocheted, coming directly back at us. 

      

    “Ahhhh!” Katie threw herself out of the way. “Are you trying to kill me!?” 

      

    As if thumbing its nose even harder at the laws of physics, the arrow curved in mid air. It followed Katie as she ran, moving like a lion chasing down a gazelle, unstoppable in its path. 

      

    Katie fell on her ass, holding up a hand as if that could somehow stop the glowing thing that bore down on her. It slipped right past her arm, dove past her resistance and slammed right into the center of her chest, deep into her cleavage like it was searching out her heart. 

      

    She screamed again: but this time, it had a completely different sound. She didn’t sound upset or hurt, she sounded...she sounded… 

      

    I couldn’t think of that. I had to help – I might have just killed somebody! 

      

    “Holy shit, are you okay?” I ran to her, dropping to my knees on the concrete to verify she was alright. The bow clattered somewhere behind me. “I had no idea that was going to happen. Are you – are you hurt?” 

      

    Her eyes had been closed – now they opened. She looked up at me, and for the barest instant her pupils flashed bright pink. At the same moment she gasped, her skin flushing like she’d been running a marathon, and something impossible came into her face. 

      

    “I’m...I’m great,” Katie whispered, putting her hand in mine. “Thank you for helping me.” 

      

    “It’s uh...it’s nothing.” I took her hand and pulled, helping her to a sitting position. Crouching next to her, I looked her over for any sign of the arrow. There wasn’t any – it had disappeared, just like the one I’d shot the first time. Other than making her look a bit disheveled, it hadn’t done a thing to her – no wound, no cuts – nothing that could be seen from the outside, in any case. I breathed a sigh of relief. 

      

    “You saw that, right?” Suddenly I doubted my own eyes. “That arrow...that wasn’t normal. The way it moved was like it had a mind of its own!” 

      

    “Oh yeah,” she said with a giggle, biting her lip. “It was definitely something, alright.” 

      

    I froze in my tracks. The way Katie was looking at me – a minute ago, I would have told you there was no way she’d have ever looked at me like that. At any guy like me. She was staring at me like she wanted me to hit on her, or she wanted to hit on me! 

      

    “Look,” I said, “I’m sorry about the locker. Obviously there’s been some kind of mix up. I’ll be happy to get out of your way and...” 

      

    “No!” She said it so quickly, with such feeling, that I was taken aback. “Don’t go – please! Please stay with me?” 

      

    “Um, sure.” I was a little worried this was some kind of ruse to keep me in one place until she could call the cops or something, but the way she was looking at me made me want to spend more time with her. “Is there anything I can do for you?” 

      

    “Actually...” She blushed harder, looking as nervous as a school girl at prom. “Could you help me get into my car? I’ve got some water in there, and I could really use some...” 

      

    “Sure!” I was more than willing to help. “I’ll get it for you-” 

      

    “No, no, please,” she begged, flashing her eyes at me like a puppy. “I don’t want to be left here, and my legs are soooo weak...could you carry me?” 

      

    “Carry you?” I glanced from her to the SUV. It wasn’t far, and she was a tiny girl, so it wouldn’t be taxing. It was just...kind of weird. 

      

    “Like a prince,” she said with a giggle. “You’ve been so kind to me, caring about me...I need you. Help me?” 

      

    Shrugging, I reached down and lifted her off the ground. It felt good to be needed: it felt manly somehow. She didn’t weigh much, and I was able to cradle her easily as I stood up. 

      

    “I feel so safe when you hold me,” she purred, grabbing my wrist. “Like a little girl snuggled in her Daddy’s arms...” 

      

    Before I could say anything, she moved my wrist so that my hand was clasping her ass. The soft flesh yielded gently against my fingers, letting me get a good grip on it, and as I squeezed I saw her close her eyes and sigh with pleasure. 

      

    “Mmmh,” she groaned, nuzzling my chest. “You are so awesome. What’s your name again?” 

      

    “Cody,” I said, carrying her to her car. “I, uh, I flip houses for a living.” 

      

    “Flip houses,” she purred, making it sound like the sexiest occupation in the world. “That’s so manly. I like that you’re making a home, like a real provider. Some place for a girl like me to cook and clean and make a family...” 

      

    I could see that she was picturing exactly that in her mind’s eye. Even more than that, she seemed to really like it: she was rubbing against me as we walked, her hand insistently pushing mine beneath her skirt. What had happened to this girl? Had the fall messed her up, or… 

      

    It hit me so fast I nearly dropped Katie. The bow. 

      

    “Yeah, that’s what I usually do,” I said, my mouth suddenly dry. But today I cracked open that shipping container – I bought it from a company in Greece.” 

      

    “That’s so exciting,” she whimpered, pressing her breasts against my chest. “You’re a man of the world. God, you would make such a good husband. Or a one-night stand. You’re so fucking hawt...” 

      

    “What?” 

      

    “I’m sorry!” She blushed harder. “I don’t usually talk like this, I’m not that kind of girl. I just...Cody, well, um…do you believe in love at first sight?” 

      

    This is crazy, I thought. This can’t be happening. Yet the pieces were coming together in my head, and my cock swelled to full hardness as they did. 

      

    “I’m starting to,” I told her. We reached the SUV, but instead of putting her inside, I shifted her and deposited her ass right on the hood. It was honey-warm beneath her thighs, the motor purring like a kitten as she settled against the chrome. Almost without thinking, she spread her legs and put her arms around my neck. 

      

    “What do you know,” I asked her, “about Greek mythology?” 

      

    “I know it involved a lot of studly, horny Gods seducing nubile young mortal girls,” she whispered. I pulled away from her wrist and slid two fingers between her thighs, making her gasp. Her panties were easy enough to slip to the side, and then I was inside of her slit, warm and dripping with juice. Her inner folds were as soft as anything I’d ever felt, parting for me like she’d been waiting her entire life for just this moment. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, her hips grinding against my fingers. “Oh Cody!” 

      

    “There was supposed to be this guy,” I said, my words coming out in a metered tone, matching my fingers as they pumped inside of her. “This guy who could make people fall in love instantly. Especially good young girls like you, girls who would never even think of doing something dirty with a complete stranger.” 

      

    “I’m so fucking glad I’m not a good girl,” she panted, yanking down her tank top. One breast spilled free, and she took my other hand and placed it on her. Her nipple was diamond-hard, aching beneath my fingers as I stroked her. “I want to be a bad girl, Cody. Your bad girl...” 

      

    “If he shot a woman,” I whispered, encircling her clit with hard, heavy strokes, “that woman would fall madly in love with the next man she saw. It didn’t matter who he was, it didn’t matter if he was a total stranger – she’d end up on her knees, begging to serve him, willing to do anything to belong to him...” 

      

    “That sounds fucking amazing,” Katie whimpered. “Cody. Cody, I, I feel that way about you. I...” 

      

    It was like the words were being torn out of her. Like the rational part of her mind was still trying to resist, but between the arrow in her heart and my fingers milking the sweet pleasure from her clit she was being washed away, replaced with someone else. 

      

    “I love you,” she panted, her voice ragged with need. “God, Cody, I love you so much. I’m on fire for you – can’t you feel how fucking wet I am for you? I want to be yours – your wife, your whore, your everything! I want you to fill me with your seed so I can bear children for you, make my belly all big and round so everyone can see that you own me…!” 

      

    “You know how he did it?” My own voice was a grunt – I could barely contain myself. “How he made those good, upright girls into wet little nymph sluts?” 

      

    Before Katie could reply, I grabbed her by the back of the neck and covered her mouth with mine. I leaned over her, until she was pinned against the hood with my fingers pistoning in and out of her cunt. She clung to me like a ragdoll, her cries of passion going wordless as the muscles of her cunt spasmed around my fingers. She reached the peak of her pleasure and tumbled over the edge, crying my name over and over again, pledging herself to me. 

      

    As a torrent of wetness flooded her cunt, I pulled my fingers away and undid my belt. I stood over her like a figure from one of those legends, a God ready to ravage his mortal victim. And from the way she looked up at me, her eyes shining with both lust and devotion like we’d been married for years but still fucked like teenagers, I knew she wanted it every bit as bad as I did. 

      

    “He shot them,” I said, glancing behind me to where my prize lay. “With a bow.” 

      

    “Oh Cody...” Katie lolled against the hood, her thighs still quivering and clenching with the afterthroes of her orgasm. “Cody that was amazing. Please tell me I can make you feel good now...” 

      

    Hell yeah I wanted to feel good. I was going to feel fucking great from now on. 

      

    My belt came loose, and next was my zipper. My cock sprang free from my pants, fat and thick, a bead of precum dribbling from the tip. 

      

    “Oh wow,” Katie groaned, licking her lips as she saw my member for the first time. “Can...can I touch it?” 

      

    She was almost scared of my girth. It made me laugh, rumbling deep in my throat. “I command you to,” I growled. 

      

    It was like I’d given the order to a slave. She complied instantly, scooting to the edge of the hood and wrapping one hand around my shaft. With a grin, she slipped the other beneath her skirt, rubbing herself enthusiastically. When her hand came back, it was coated in her juices – and she rubbed them into my shaft, making everything feel slick and amazing. 

      

    “There we go,” she whispered, stroking me. “Fuck, you’ve got such a nice cock, Cody. I can’t wait to feel it inside of me...” 

      

    I couldn’t wait, either. She picked up the pace, alternating hands as she squeezed my shaft, milking me like a good little slut. Finally I slipped two fingers into her mouth, grinning with anticipation as she wrapped her tongue around them and took them all the way down her throat. 

      

    “Is that what you want?” she asked, gasping as the fingers popped out of her mouth. “You want me to blow you, Sir?” 

      

    “Get on your knees,” I grunted. “Show me how much you love me, slut.” 

      

    It was like my words were an arrow all to themselves, melting inside of her heart. From the way she reacted, it was like I’d just read her the sweetest love poem ever written. 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she whispered, sinking to her knees. “You always know exactly what to say to me, Sir. You know just how to treat me to make me feel wanted...” 

      

    “Oh, I want you,” I growled, taking her by the back of the head. Where was this coming from? I wasn’t usually this rough with girls, but something about it just felt...I don’t know, right. “Take every inch of it, Katie. Show me how much you love my cock.” 

      

    With a hot little laugh, Katie opened her lips and swallowed me whole. Inch by inch, she let my shaft enter her, relaxing her throat until her chin rested against my balls and her nose lay buried in my pubic hair. I’d gotten blowjobs before, but never like this – my last girlfriend was the type to just slip the head in and work her tongue until I was finished. This was totally different – Katie took me down her throat like she wanted me to feel it, like she genuinely wanted nothing other than to make me as happy as possible. I loved it. 

      

    She bobbed in my lap, working up a thick mixture of spit and her juices as she sucked me. Periodically I caught her fingering herself under her skirt, unable to help herself, and every time she’d add some more of her sweet pussy juice to my cock, coating it more. 

      

    “You like that, don’t you?” I grunted, pressing against the back of her head with the tips of my fingers. “You like tasting yourself on my cock?” 

      

    She pulled off my shaft with a gasp. “I love it,” she whispered. “I could tell how much it made you throb the first time – I knew you really liked it. I want to do everything you like, Sir. I want you to love me, because I love you so fucking much...” 

      

    “That’s good to know,” I said, thrusting against her mouth and filling her with my cock. Literally cutting a girl off mid-sentence with my dick was the kind of thing I never thought I’d do, but again it just felt right – I was starting to feel like a God myself. Why should I be nice to a little slut like Katie, when she existed for my pleasure? 

      

    “I wonder if you’d like tasting some other girl’s pussy on my cock,” I growled, pumping harder down her throat. She could feel me beginning to throb, the familiar tightness in my balls letting me know that I was about to explode. She sucked me harder, going faster, trying to make it as good as possible. 

      

    “Does that make you wet, Katie? The idea of watching me fuck some other tight little slut, filling her pussy with my cock, then having you suck it clean? Because I really like that idea...” 

      

    Katie groaned with bliss, her eyes rolling back in her head as my suggestion made her come. Her legs quivered against the concrete, a thin trail of her pussy juice dribbling down her thighs. Yet she didn’t stop for a moment, taking me deep and hard just the way I wanted. Just the way I deserved. 

      

    “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I announced, even though it wasn’t necessary. I took her by both sides of the head and thrust with all my might, filling her throat like I was trying to reach her pussy from the other end. “Gonna fucking fill you up...” 

      

    Pleasure washed over me like a wave, and the world dissolved. All my worries – the business, Deirdre, the bank – all faded away as my mind was filled with utter ecstasy. My cock shuddered in Katie’s throat before exploding, filling her mouth with jet after jet of hot, sticky seed. Unlike every other girl I’d ever been with, that didn’t signal the end of the blowjob: Katie kept sucking, greedily drinking down every drop of my thick salty load as I pumped it into her throat. My come went on for what felt like hours. I was only dimly aware of the bursts shooting from my cock, like my brain was somewhere high above me floating in a sea of pleasure. 

      

    Slowly I came back down to Earth. Katie had slowed down as well, working her way up and down my shaft with her lips in a tight little seal, cleaning my cock like it was her job. 

      

    Finally, after the last few drops of seed had left my cock, Katie planted a kiss on my fat purple head and looked up at me adoringly. 

      

    “I love you,” she said, smiling like the sun. “Did I do a good job, Sir? Did I make you feel good?” 

      

    I nodded, and it was like I’d given her the world. She looked so happy. 

      

    “Thank you,” she whimpered, clutching at me like a lover she hadn’t seen for years. “Thank you so much...” 

      

    My brain was already moving forward. There was so much I could do with this bow – I could change my entire life. I could bring Deirdre back – make her do more than that. I could have everything I ever wanted, if I was man enough to go for it… 

      

    I looked back at the bow, sitting there like any ordinary piece of wood. Damn right I’m man enough, I thought. 

      

    But first – I wanted to know just how powerful this thing was. I had to know how strong a bond it could create; how thoroughly any girl I shot with it would become mine. So I decided to push the envelope a bit. 

      

    “You want to be mine, don’t you?” I said, turning around and getting the bow. It felt good in my hands – like it belonged there. 

      

    She nodded eagerly. “Yes. Please, Cody, all I’ve ever wanted is to make you happy. Please let me love you?” 

      

    “If I agree to that,” I said gruffly, “then I’d want you to know exactly where things stand between us first. You’d have to agree to some things.” I wanted to test her – see how deep her love went. 

      

    “Of course,” she said, giggling. “Anything, Cody.” 

      

    “If you agree to become mine,” I said, looking at the SUV, “everything you have will become mine. This car, wherever you live, everything in your bank account – it will all belong to me. You’ll need to ask my permission to use any of it, and if I say no...well, my word is law.” 

      

    She nodded again. Not a hint of resistance. “Of course, baby. I belong to you!” 

      

    Wow, that was easy. How mean could I possibly be before she’d fight back? Was there a limit? 

      

    “You will never be my wife,” I told her. I could see hurt flash on her face, but only for an instant. “You won’t even be my girlfriend. As far as I’m concerned, you’re just a set of holes for me to fuck – whenever and wherever I want. You’ll perform any sexual act for me, whenever I command it – no matter how demeaning, how dirty it is.” 

      

    She swallowed hard, but smiled up at me. “Yes, Cody. I know I don’t deserve you. I’ll do anything, I’ll debase myself in any way, just to be part of your harem.” 

      

    Something inside of me seized control. Something dark and primal, something I’d never known lived in my heart. I grabbed her by the back of the neck and hauled her to her feet, growling. 

      

    “I’ll fuck other girls right in front of you,” I grunted, inches from her face. “I’ll make you clean me up after their done. I’ll control when you eat, when you sleep, when you come – if I ever let you come. I will make you sell everything you own, ruin every friendship you’ve ever had! You’ll never see your family again!” 

      

    “I don’t care!” There was a tear running from the corner of her eye, but her voice sounded more sure than anything I’d ever heard. “I don’t care, I’ll do whatever you want! I love you so much, Cody, I’d do anything for you...” 

      

    “If it strikes my fancy one day, I might make you dress like a hooker and go whore yourself out on a street corner. Then I’d have another girl pick you up, and have you bring home every dollar you’ve made for me between your teeth. How would you feel about that?” 

      

    Another tear rolled down her cheek, and all of a sudden I realized they weren’t tears of sadness. It wasn’t her old self fighting back – these were tears of joy. 

      

    “Nothing would make me more proud,” she whispered, trembling with pleasure in my arms, “then to watch you count every dollar I could make for you with my body, sir. I would be so happy for you to use me that way...” 

      

    I couldn’t take it anymore. I smothered her mouth with mine, kissing her hard. Before I knew what I was doing, I was inside of her, spearing her womb, her oven-hot walls gripping me like a glove. 

      

    “That’s right, baby,” she moaned, her breath hot against my ear. “I love you so much, so fucking much. Everything I am is yours, Cody, just because you are so fucking amazing...” 

      

    “You’ll steal for me,” I grunted, pumping inside of her. “You’ll kill for me. You’ll die for me, just because I decide you’re not attractive enough anymore...” 

      

    “Then I’ll die,” she panted, smiling as her hips fucked me back just as hard as I was going inside her, “the happiest woman on Earth, Master.” 

      

    That word sent me over the edge. I screamed, bellowed from deep in my throat as an orgasm that made my previous one look small tore through me, pleasure infiltrating my body as I pumped Katie’s tight wet womb full of hot come. 

      

    “Thank you sir,” she said, repeating it over and over again as I shot inside of her. “Thank you for letting me belong to you...” 

      

    As I came my brains out, losing myself inside of Katie’s perfect, soft folds, I knew that this was what I’d always wanted. I wanted to be served – deserved to be treated like a King – and now I was going to get everything I’d ever wanted. Katie was just the beginning. Soon Deirdre would beg for my cock, and every other girl I’d ever wanted, everyone who’d ever stood in my way… 

      

    Thank God for that bow, I thought, emptying my balls inside of the first member of my harem. I’m going to have so much fun with this... 

      

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

      

    Elsewhere… 

      

      

    “Do you feel it?” 

      

    Napaea squinted at the webs that surrounded her Mistress’ chamber, struggling to see what had changed. She watched the strings vibrate, quivering with the destines of millions of mortals, until suddenly a new and unseen shudder tore through the pattern. 

      

    “Yes, Mistress,” she finally said. “Something new?” 

      

    Queen Ariadne sat on her obsidian throne, looking down at her servant imperiously. Her golden hair trailed down her back, flowing over her ample curves and accentuating her wispy yet regal gown. A cold grin stretched across her goddess features, looking all the more beautiful for its cruelty. 

      

    “Yes,” she said. “It’s finally out in the mortal world. After so long hidden from our eyes, Cupid’s Bow has been released. And it’s in the hands of a mortal.” 

      

    The bow? Napaea knew that her Mistress had long sought after Cupid’s Bow, just like all of the Gods. 

      

    “I’m shocked,” she said honestly. “It’s been hidden for so long...” 

      

    “Packed in a crate,” Ariadne said with a sniff. “Caked in spells, made invisible from our eyes. But no more. This human has the bow – and he’s already used it.” 

      

    That made Napaea’s eyebrows shoot up. A mortal using Cupid’s bow? “That’s so much power,” she whispered. 

      

    “I know.” Ariadne seemed pleased. “A bow that can make anyone fall madly in love – even the Gods. Can you imagine what would happen, my servant, if the Gods themselves were compelled to pledge their love for me?” 

      

    Ah. So that’s what she was getting at. “They would be glad to, Mistress.” 

      

    She wasn’t even lying. Napaea had been chosen by her Mistress for her exquisite beauty, far beyond that of a mortal woman, but she was an absolute pig next to Ariadne. Any mortal man who caught sight of her would fall to his knees, his reason gone, able to think of nothing but her perfect, tempting, fertile body. She’d used those powers to break Gods and Demigods before, and Napaea knew if she got her hands on Cupid’s Bow, those days would come again. 

      

    “I have a task for you,” Ariadne said. 

      

    Napaea bowed low, her breasts nearly touching the floor. “I live to serve, Mistress.” 

      

    “I want you to ascend to the human world,” her Queen commanded, “and find this mortal. Take whatever form might be most pleasing to him – I give you leave to seduce him if necessary – but you will return to me with that bow.” 

      

    Napaea’s breath caught in her throat. This was a monumental responsibility her Mistress was giving her, and she would do her best to rise to the challenge. Ariadne would be mightily pleased to have Cupid’s Bow in her possession – the rewards would be significant. 

      

    “I shall go now, Mistress,” she intoned. “The mortal will stand no chance. I will drain him of his seed, and take the bow he has stolen, and bring both to you so that you will be well-pleased.” 

      

    A smirk twisted Ariadne’s lips. “Do this for me and I shall lift you up before all others, Napaea. When I bring the Gods to heel, you will stand above all of them, at my side. Go now, good and faithful servant, and bring me what is mine by right.” 

      

    With a deep curtsy, Napaea flew from the chamber, spreading her wings as she rose. 

      

    It’s been so long since I entered the mortal realm, she thought. I shall have to discover the latest beauty standards. 

      

    Still, that would be no problem. She was a gorgeous, powerful nymph, and her beauty was unmatched even before it was tempered into a mortal form. She would make herself irresistible, and she would not be resisted. She would get her Mistress the bow, no matter whose bed she had to warm to get it done. 

      

    She would find this mortal. This...Cody.
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    “Harder,” Katie begged, her nails digging into the granite countertop as I fucked her from behind. “Fuck me harder!” 

      

    I grabbed hold of her narrow little waist and pushed, grunting with exertion as I filled her to the brim with my cock. Her tight walls gripped me like a vise, her big, soft tits pressed against the counter with every thrust. This might have been her kitchen, but I was the man of the house now – and I spread her like a depraved little whore as I fucked her for what must’ve been the tenth time that afternoon. 

      

    “Oh fuck yes, Cody, that’s so good,” she gasped, tossing her head back. I could hear my balls slapping against her slit as I fucked her, picking up speed as I bottomed out inside her perfect tight wetness. “Keep going, baby. Fuck me as hard as you want – take out all that frustration! Fuck my hot teenage body…!” 

      

    Before I met Katie, I’d had a lot to be frustrated about. My business was on the verge of collapse, my gorgeous partner Deirdre walking away after four years of flipping houses and other ventures. With the economy in freefall and my cash reserves dwindling, I’d spent the last of our funds on a shipping container from a Greek corporation whose payments had lapsed, sight-unseen. At first I thought I’d ruined everything: the shipping crate had been filled with nothing but spoiled meats and herbs, and Deirdre had walked off the job in disgust. 

      

    But then I found the bow, and everything changed. 

      

    “God, you’re so deep!” Katie squealed, reaching back to give me a squeeze. “You like the way that pussy treats your dick, sir? You like the way my body makes you feel?” 

      

    “Fuck yeah,” I growled, taking a handful of her hair for leverage. “You know just how to make me feel like a man.”  

      

    In response, she grinned and fucked me back harder. I could feel my balls beginning to tingle, the familiar rush that let me know I was getting ready to shoot my load. Even after so many times draining my balls inside of Katie, I was primed and ready to explode inside her soft walls. 

      

    It wasn’t the first time I shot you, I thought, groaning with pleasure. It was the bow – that strange, ancient-looking bow I’d plucked from a crate inside the shipping container – that had changed everything in my life. The first time I’d pulled back its string, an arrow flew from it like nothing in the world I’d ever seen. Almost by accident, I’d struck Katie with one of those arrows – it curved in the air like a shark seeking out its pray, diving into her heart while she tried to argue with me over who actually owned my storage locker. Moments later, she fell head over heels in love with me, desperate to have me accept her affections: so desperate that she dropped to her knees and wrapped her gorgeous, soft lips around my cock. 

      

    I had a feeling that bow didn’t just look old – it was very old, mythologically old. And if it had originally belonged to the person I thought it did, it meant human beings’ entire conception of the world was completely wrong. That was something I was going to have to come to grips with sooner or later, but right now I was having too much fun: Katie’s tight little teenage body fit mine so perfectly, and she was so eager to experiment. 

      

    As if responding to my thought, she flashed a naughty smile at me over her shoulder. “You know I’m not on the pill, right?” she asked, her breath ragged with lust. 

      

    “No?” 

      

    “Mmh hmm.” She shook her head, biting her lip. “It’s probably my fertile time, too – for all I know I might be ovulating right now. God, it definitely feels like it. I feel so fucking ready for your load, sir. Are you sure you want to blow inside me?” 

      

    Was I? I’d never really thought about it before – every girl I’d ever been with in the past had either used protection or made me use it – but suddenly the idea of firing off an unprotected load deep inside of Katie’s pussy sounded very good. 

      

    “Yeah,” I grunted, wrapping my arm beneath her tits from the back as I pumped in and out of her. “Gonna fucking knock you up, slut. Let everyone know I bred that sexy little body of yours. Make you a teenage mommy!” 

      

    “Fuck yeah, that sounds so hot,” she begged, digging her nails into the counter. From the way her cunt clenched down on me, I could tell she was thundering her way over the edge as well. “I wanna have a big, swollen belly for you, sir. I want everyone who sees us to know that you did this to me – that you own me, that you can breed me whenever you want…!” 

      

    She felt my cock start to spasm inside of her and bore down hard, laughing with glee as she reached the edge. 

      

    “Come for me, Sir!” She was sweet and tight and perfect, utterly ready for me. “Just fucking let go, let go inside of me and let me make you feel so fucking good…!” 

      

    With a final, savage grunt, I grabbed Katie’s hips and rammed into her as deep as I could go. The head of my cock pressed against the entrance to her womb as my shaft began to shudder, just as the sweet pleasure of release washed over me in a wave. I lost control, thrusting like a madman as my balls exploded with burst after burst of sweet, heavy cream. I pumped it deep inside of her, draining my balls directly into her tight little womb, crying out with primal bliss. 

      

    “Fuck fuck fuck,” she groaned, the muscles of her cunt spasming around my shaft. “Oh shit there’s so much...” 

      

    Her back arched as she came, eyes rolling back in her head so that only the whites showed. She shook like a leaf in a strong wind as I pinned her against me, still thrusting hard as I milked every drop of pleasure out of her sweet little pussy. She was like a rag doll in my arms, helpless as I used her cunt for my pleasure, and the knowledge that I could do this whenever I wanted made me dizzy. 

      

    Finally I came down from my peak, sliding out of her with a final spurt of my virile seed. It dribbled down her thigh, pouring from the swollen lips of her slit like her womb just couldn’t hold it all. 

      

    “Oh shit,” she said with a giggle, jumping up on the counter. With two fingers, she gathered up my seed and slid it back inside her, then licked the digits clean. “I’m so sorry, sir,” she purred, blushing with afterglow. “I don’t want to waste a drop of your come. Thank you so much for giving it to me.” 

      

    “Yeah,” I groaned, still riding the aftershocks. “You’re welcome.” Right after sex, I always felt a little awkward being talked to like I was some kind of capital-M Master. For a few seconds or a few minutes, I felt awkward being spoken of like that by a gorgeous young blonde who wouldn’t otherwise have given me the time of day. 

      

    But even as I listened to her and looked over her hot, freshly-fucked body, my cock began to swell. The awkwardness faded, and I started to enjoy my role as her God. Maybe as I get used to it, it won’t be awkward at all, I thought. Maybe it’ll feel natural. Maybe it’ll BE natural – like whoever owns the bow becomes some kind of...I don’t know, harem master. 

      

    The thought of harems made me think of Deirdre, my missing partner. If I was going to put together a whole crew of hot babes to serve my every need, crazy as that sounded, she would be at the very top. 

      

    “Master, you’re already hard again!” Katie’s face made a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Please tell me that’s not because I’m not pleasing you correctly!” 

      

    “Oh, you’re very pleasing, believe me,” I said, looking around the room for my clothes. “I just look at you and it’s like I turn into some kind of animal.” 

      

    “Mmh, I like that,” she whimpered, sliding her pert ass across the counter. As I watched, she got onto all fours, her soft tits swaying beneath her as she spread her legs. “You want to fuck me like an animal, Master? Or maybe you’d like me to make that hard dick feel all better with my soft little mouth?” 

      

    “Right now,” I said, trying to keep from losing yet another hour inside of Katie, “I need you to help me find my phone.” 

      

    Katie pouted. “Are you already done with me, Master? Do I no longer please you?” 

      

    God – even as my slave, this girl found ways to manipulate me. I wouldn’t want to meet any of her previous boyfriends – poor guys were probably still traumatized. “Of course not,” I said, stepping forward and cupping her chin. “You’re amazing. You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had.” 

      

    Instantly her angry demeanor vanished. She stared at me in naked awe, giggling like a vapid airhead. “Gosh, thank you Master! You make me so happy, too! I love pleasing you with my body – I’m so glad that it turns you on...” 

      

    “Right.” And I knew that having other girls in the equation was something that Katie had agreed to. There was nothing she wouldn’t agree to, now that I’d made her pledge her love and devotion to me. The bonds created by the Bow were unbreakable. 

      

    “I need to get my phone,” I told her. “I need to get in contact with my partner.” 

      

    Katie understood instantly. Her eyes widened, and a naughty smile curled the corner of her mouth. “Oooh, are you going to make this girl kneel for you the way you did me?” 

      

    “Yes,” I said, picturing it in my head. God, I’d wanted Deirdre for so long. That long red hair, those perfect curves, those world-class tits...I felt like a teenager who’s wet dream was about to come true. “I’m going to make her a submissive little bimbo slut, just like you. Then I’m going to fuck you both.” 

      

    “Master!” Katie feigned shock, but her eyes said I can’t wait. “You’re such a bad boy!” 

      

    I couldn’t help but notice that as she said it, she redoubled her efforts to find my clothes. I felt a smirk cross my face as she dug through the cushions of the couch, finally coming up with my pants. 

      

    “Here you go, Master,” she said, presenting them with a bow. “Is there anything else I can do to please you?” 

      

    “Stay quiet,” I snapped, pulling the phone out of my pocket. Fuck, I loved the effect that had on her – it was like a slap in the face. She instantly obeyed, all her pretensions falling away, her face going blank with submission. I could really, REALLY get used to this, I thought. 

      

    I’d already missed a half-dozen calls from Dee. Well, that made sense – I’d been off the grid for a day and a half after our big fight. I’d even left the shipping container unlocked – she probably had no idea if I was alright or not. She’d probably had regrets after our big fight and wanted to talk to me; and I’d made her wait the perfect amount of time. I’ll be happy to talk things over, I thought as I dialed her number. Why don’t you come over to my new girlfriend’s apartment… 

      

    She answered on the second ring. “Cody?” It was her, alright – just the sound of her voice sent a thrill through me. I didn’t realize how large a figure in my fantasies Deirdre had become until I’d lost her. I wasn’t going to make that mistake again. 

      

    “Hey Dee,” I said breezily. “How’ve you been?” 

      

    “Jesus, where the fuck are you!? You’re not home, you’re not at the job site – I was about to file a fucking missing persons report...” 

      

    “I’m fine,” I said with a little laugh. I was better than fine, actually. “I don’t see how I’m your responsibility any more, but thanks for checking up on me.” 

      

    There was a slight pause. “Cody...look, about the other day...” 

      

    “I know, I’ve been thinking about it, too.” I flashed a grin at Katie, then a thumbs up. “A lot. I want to say some things, and I’d rather not do it over the phone – is there somewhere we can maybe meet up for lunch?” 

      

    “Cody...” I could hear Deirdre fighting with herself on the other end of the line. What the hell was the matter? 

      

    “What? Look, I’ll even pay – just to show no hard feelings. I found this thing in that shipping container, it’s going to make us a lot of money. I’ll bring it with me-” 

      

    “Really? That’s good, Cody. That’s really, really good. I’m glad you’re going to make some money off that crate after all.” 

      

    She didn’t sound happy. There was a tone in her voice, like someone who’d gone through or was still going through a bad break up, and I didn’t like it. 

      

    “What do you mean I’m going to make money,” I said. “We are, Dee. This is our score.” 

      

    There was a pause on the other end of the line long enough to drive a truck through. “Fuck,” Deirdre finally said. “I thought you’d already heard. I thought that’s why you weren’t answering the phone...” 

      

    My stomach sank. “Heard what, Dee?” 

      

    “I...” Deirdre paused for a moment, then she sighed. “I’ve got a new job, Cody. Working for Lee Realty.” 

      

    I nearly dropped the phone. 

      

    “Constance Lee,” I said. The words tasted like ashes in my mouth. “You’re working for Constance fucking Lee?” 

      

    Constance Lee was the nine-hundred-pound gorilla of our state’s real estate market. She was territorial, ruthless, and utterly cutthroat when it came to demolishing the competition. Though she was pushing into her forties, she showed no sign of either slowing down or mellowing out. For over a decade she’d been the force steering everything from housing prices to zoning laws, thanks to her chummy relationships with everyone from corporate executives to the city council. To call her a Realtor mafia boss wouldn’t have been far off the mark. 

      

    She was an icy MILF queen and she represented everything that Dee and I hated and fought against. And now my partner was working for her. 

      

    “She made me an offer,” she said coldly. 

      

    “Oh, I just bet she did.” 

      

    “It was a lot better than any offer you ever made me!” Without warning, Deirdre exploded on the other end of the line. “What was I supposed to do, Cody – starve? You’d just pissed away the last of our money without even asking me first! I have to make a fucking living!” 

      

    “That...that’s fair,” I said, biting back my anger. I had to control it, had to keep me cool and talk Deirdre into meeting me. “I just...I never thought Constance would be either of our bosses. But, Dee – I’ve got the goods! We’re going to be rich because of this bow – you can tell Constance to fuck off, the way we’ve always wanted to! Hell, I can just imagine the look on her face...” 

      

    I trailed off. The utter silence on the other end of the line said more than words could. “You’re not quitting.” 

      

    “Cody...” After a moment she sighed again, heavier this time. “No.” 

      

    I tried to play it off, to breeze through. “Dee, come on. It’s me. The two of us are great together. You know Constance isn’t going to do anything other than chew you up and spit you out...” 

      

    “Honestly, Cody...” I could almost see Deirdre shaking her head on the other end of the line. “To tell you the truth, she’s not really that bad.” 

      

    “Bullshit. That’s bullshit and you know it.” 

      

    “Constance came to me,” Deirdre said, her voice hardening. “She asked me to join her – not just as an employee, either. She’s grooming me to become a junior partner in her firm. She actually recognizes my talents, Cody!” 

      

    Now I was pissed. “Oh, sure,” I said with an ironic sneer. “Your special talent of showing off enough cleavage that the customer temporarily forgets how thin their wallet really is.” 

      

    The response was swift and harsh. “Fuck you!” Deirdre screamed through the phone. Then, calmer: “That was fucking low, even for you.” 

      

    Back up, I thought. Calm down. 

      

    “Dee,” I said, trying to keep the desperation out of my voice. “I’m sorry. Look, please just meet me, okay? Give me a chance to explain myself, make a case. This bow I found – it could change our lives...” 

      

    “I’m really glad you found something,” she said, cutting me off. “Seriously, I am. I’m glad you’re going to be able to keep going with your business. And for what it’s worth, I’m really sorry it had to end this way.” 

      

    “Dee, no,” I begged. 

      

    I could hear someone else in the background of the call. “Gotta go,” she said quickly. “That’s Constance – got a house to get ready to show. Good luck, Cody. You’re a total fucking asshole, but we did have some good times together.” 

      

    “Wait, Dee,” I said, trying to get a verbal foot in the door. “Don’t hang up-” 

      

    It was too late. The line clicked and went dead. 

      

    “Dammit!” I flung the phone to the carpet, almost angry enough to step on the thing. “Damn it damn it god damn it!” 

      

    “What’s wrong, Master?” Katie looked at me, wide-eyed. She was the picture of submission – every inch of her face screamed empathy, like she’d gladly drop to her knees and take me in her mouth if it would calm me down. 

      

    “I...I lost her,” I growled, putting a hand to my forehead. “The girl I wanted you to meet. The one I wanted to join us. She won’t come back. And she’s working for the woman I hate most in the entire fucking world!” 

      

    Katie shook her head, frowning. “I’m so sorry, Master. Is there anything I can do to make you feel better? You can take all that anger out on my body if it’ll please you...” 

      

    She was thinking about it, I realized. Was I just good at reading body language, or was it the bow? “No,” I said after a moment. I felt a little absurd at how angry I’d just become. “I need to...I guess I need to think of a new plan.” 

      

    Katie’s eyes lit up. “You said the girl you want to make your bitch is working for a woman, Master?” 

      

    I sat down on the couch, pulling up my pants. “Yeah,” I grunted. “Constance Lee. I’m sure you’ve heard of her – nearly every house that gets sold in this city has her name on the sign...” 

      

    “Is she attractive, Master?” 

      

    I thought about that for a moment. Constance was an ugly person on the inside, which definitely colored my opinion of her. But stripping that away for a second, it was undeniable that she had a certain “hot Mom” thing going on. She took amazing care of herself – diet, yoga and exercise were a must for a woman on top of the housing game – and her long blonde hair, heavy breasts, exquisite makeup and long pink nails made her look like a some kind of cross between a TV house-flipper and a bimbo trophy wife. Would I have loved to get between the sheets with Constance, fuck every drop of that haughty attitude out of her? 

      

    Hell yes I would, I thought. And that gave me an idea. 

      

    “Katie,” I said suddenly, grabbing up my phone. “I need you to do me a favor.” 

      

    “Anything, Sir,” she replied. “How can I help?” 

      

    “One second.” I opened up my phone’s browser and navigated to Lee Realty’s website, noticing with a small stab of jealousy how sleek and modern-looking it was compared to my own. “Let’s see, she said she was showing a house today...here we go!” 

      

    I found the listing without any trouble: it was, after all, their current flagship. A gorgeous two-story McMansion, smack-dab in the best school district in town with an in-ground pool and an attached garage. This thing was going to go quick – but before it did, I wanted to take a look inside. 

      

    “Call this number,” I told Katie, handing her the phone and showing her the listing. “Here’s what I want you to say...” 

      

    I explained it to her, watching a mischievous smile spread across her face. “Yes, sir,” she said when I was done, biting her lip. She punched in the number and held the phone to her ear. 

      

    Someone answered almost immediately. I couldn’t hear them, but I heard Katie’s reply. 

      

    “Hello, yes, I’m calling about that absolutely stunning house on Chestnut Avenue? Yes, my husband and I drove past it just the other day and I told him, oh-em-gee honey that is the one! Please tell me it hasn’t been sold yet?” 

      

    I was impressed. She was a perfect little valley girl, and I could almost feel the rep’s eagerness on the other end of the line. 

      

    “Uh huh,” she said after a few moments. “Open house this afternoon? Could we get someone to walk us around the property? I just absolutely have to have this house, and I know hubby is going to fall in love with it the instant he gets to see inside. Oh, you can? Thank you so much! It’s Mr. and Mrs. Davidson – we’ll see you soon!” 

      

    “Davidson?” I asked as she hung up the phone. 

      

    Katie shrugged. “I had a Mr. Davidson in high-school English. He was a total hottie – and you look more than a little like him.” 

      

    “Works for me,” I said with a grin. “Are we in?” 

      

    She nodded. “Yep! The realtor is going to give us a tour of the house at 2:30. But, Master, isn’t Constance going to recognize you?” 

      

    “She won’t have time,” I said, glancing at my bow. “She has no idea I’m coming – we’ve got the element of surprise on our side. And if she’s going to be showing around customers, you can bet Deirdre’s going to be there, sucking up to her as much as she can.” I picked up the bow and ran my thumb down the string, listening to it sing. “Two birds with one stone.” 

      

    Katie looked like she’d just scratched a winning lottery ticket. “I can’t wait, Sir. I’m looking forward to watching you make these two sluts your possessions.” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, staring into the distance. “Me too. Now let’s get going – we’ve only got a couple hours before we’re due to show up. I need to pick up a couple rings for us if we’re going to pull off the whole husband-and-wife act.” 

      

    “Ahhh, a ring!” she cooed, giggling like a schoolgirl at the idea of getting something sparkly on her finger. “But, Master – where will you get the money?” 

      

    I laughed as I hefted the bow. “I won’t need money,” I assured her. “All I need’s a cute salesgirl – and this.” 

      

    Deirdre, I thought. Constance. By the end of this day, you’re both going to worship me. 

      

    After all, I was the God of Love now. 

      

      

    



   





 

    Elsewhere… 

      

      

    The more things change, Napaea thought, gasping as the man’s cock pumped inside of her, the more they stay the same. Thank the Gods! 

      

    Her hands were bound over her head, clasped together in metal restraints the man who’d picked her up had called ‘handy cuffs’. They bit into her wrists with every stroke as the man thrust inside her, filling her with pain to match her pleasure. She had to admit – she liked them. 

      

    “Fuck me, Daddy,” she whimpered, her hips grinding the man’s shaft as she matched him stroke for stroke. “Fuck your little girl nice and hard. Fuck her proper.” 

      

    Any worries Napaea might have had that a few centuries spent outside the mortal realm had withered her erotic abilities faded when she saw the man on top of her. He was a stunning example of masculinity, the most attractive man she’d seen at the nightclub she’d decided to make her first stop in the human world. She understood from the signals he put out that he was wealthy, single and dominant – and that these were the qualities women most admired in their mates in this era. In this, too, she had to admit: the ladies of this time certainly had their priorities straight. He was nearly the right age to actually be her father, if Napaea had actually been as old as her new body appeared. 

      

    “You’re so fucking gorgeous, baby,” the man growled, wrapping a hand gently around her throat as he fucked her deeper. “You want Daddy to fuck you harder? You sure your pussy can handle that?” 

      

    The man had insisted that Napaea refer to him as “Daddy” in the bedroom. He thought doing that made him modern and transgressive, but Napaea had sat in the front row for the first performance of Oedipus Rex, and she knew those sorts of primal desires were much, much older than the man could have guessed. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, locking her ankles behind his hips. She spread her legs wider, letting him go deeper. “I want you fuck me even harder than you fucked Mom.” 

      

    “Oh, Christ,” the man groaned, breaking character. “Fuck you’re so perfect...” 

      

    Napaea smiled to herself. She’d worn many masks in her various trips to the mortal realm though history, but this was one of her favorites. She’d turned her skin a creamy mocha and let her hair become long, dark tresses that ran down her back. Her breasts were large and firm, her hips wide and tempting, and her cunt as wet and tight as an eighteen-year-old virgin’s every time, with every thrust. She knew that despite his many conquests, this man had never been with a woman as enchanting, as tempting, as utterly fuckable as her. He was literally having the time of his life, and she could see him storing the event behind his eyes as a cherished memory. The knowledge that for years and years, this man’s thoughts would instantly return to her as he wrapped his fist around his cock on lonely nights made trails of wetness run down her thighs. 

      

    There was only one thing that wasn’t perfect: the man was wearing an awful sheathe around his cock. He’d called it a condom, and Napaea already detested them. The man had no way of knowing it was useless: only a mortal with godlike attributes could hope to impregnate one of Ariadne’s nymphs. She wanted it gone, she wanted to feel him explode inside of her as she sent him over the edge. So she decided to make it happen. 

      

    “Daddy,” she purred, biting her lip as she flashed her best fuck me eyes at the man. “I want to feel you.” 

      

    “You are feeling me, angel,” the man said, his eyes shining with lust. Napaea wondered for a moment if he had a real daughter at home. She wondered if she looked like her. 

      

    “Not like that, Daddy,” she said with a girlish giggle. “I want to feel you. I don’t want there to be anything between us – I want you to fuck me bare!” 

      

    She saw lust warring with caution in his eyes. A part of him wanted to play it safe, she knew, but this was already the greatest sex of his life – taking off the condom would bring it to a whole new level. She knew he’d risk it, for his own pleasure as well as hers. 

      

    His response let her know he was getting into it. “Darling, that might be dangerous,” he growled, reaching down to where his cock entered her folds. “You might get pregnant...” 

      

    “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, arching her back as the words left her lips. “I want you to get me pregnant – I want you to breed me like a good little girl. Your girl. Please?” 

      

    With a grunt, he pulled out of her tightness and ripped off the sheathe, tossing it to the floor. No man can resist a request like that, Napaea thought with pride – then her world exploded in bliss as his bare cock drove inside of her like a piston, sending up sparks along her walls. 

      

    “Fuck! Fuck, oh my gawd that’s so good, Daddy!” She could feel his balls tightening against her slit, slapping against her with every thrust. He was getting ready to explode, and she wanted to make it a moment he’d remember forever. 

      

    “I think I’m gonna blow, angel,” the man said, his voice thick with lust and exertion. “I don’t think I can stop...” 

      

    “Don’t stop, Daddy! I’m so close – I want to feel you come in me! Pump me full of that sweet, hot cream Daddy – make me your special girl!” 

      

    He tossed back his head and growled as he gripped her hips, fucking her as hard as he possibly could. She felt his shaft start to twitch as his head grazed her womb, then he exploded – his seed spraying down her walls like liquid fire. The feeling of his orgasm sent her over the edge into her own, her cunt clenching down as she arched her back and cried out with bliss. Fireworks exploded behind her eyes as pleasure rocked her body, flooding her until forgot her mission, forgot her purpose – forgot everything but riding his spurting cock until she was fully sated. 

      

    Finally they came down from their peaks. The man did something to the cuffs around her wrists; they snapped open and slid down the headboard. She lay there, riding out the last throes of her bliss as he stared down at her, savoring every moment. 

      

    “That was amazing,” the man finally said. He sounded tired – drugged, almost. She couldn’t blame him – making love to a nymph was much more taxing than fucking an ordinary mortal girl. Her pussy had used his cock, hard, and his pleasure left him drained. 

      

    “Mmmh, it was,” she purred, sitting up. “For me, too. You’re so wonderful, Daddy...” 

      

    She ran her finger down the side of his face. For an instant, the tip glowed with an unearthly purple light, sparking gently where it contacted his skin like a live wire. His face grew slack as her power entered him, pushing his already-tired body down even further. 

      

    “Oh, shit,” the man said with a laugh, splaying out next to her. In moments his eyes were drooping, barely able to stay open. Well done, she thought with pride, curling up next to him. Her body fit against his perfectly as she snuggled his muscled flank, running fingers over his chest. 

      

    “Daddy,” she asked sweetly after a few moments. 

      

    His voice sounded like it came out of the bottom of a well. “Yes, angel?” 

      

    “Can I...borrow the car?” She bit her lip, grinning at her own mischief. “I’ve been such a good girl...” 

      

    The man snorted, and for a moment she was worried she hadn’t gotten her hooks firmly enough into him – but he was just adjusting his body on the bed. 

      

    “Of course, angel,” he said sleepily, his eyes shining the same purple as her nails. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered. Then her eyes caught the sight of his wallet on the bedroom table. “Oh – can I borrow some gas money? And maybe a little extra so I can buy something nice to wear for you?” 

      

    The man smiled at her like an indulgent father. “Of course, darling. Take whatever...you need...” 

      

    “Thank you so much, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear, giving his cock a gentle squeeze. “Get some rest, and I’ll wake you up later with a very special good morning kiss...” 

      

    Moments later he was snoring gently. 

      

    Napaea rose from the bed and ran a hand down her body. Her clothes materialized as a force of will – a tight pencil skirt with a long slit down the side, a sporty vest that pushed her large breasts into an ample display of cleavage, and a smart little jacket to set the whole number off. She put the man’s car keys into the jacket pocket and opened the wallet, leafing through it. 

      

    Paper, she thought to herself with a sniff, taking about half the bills and putting them with the keys. What a silly currency. At least its better than salt, I suppose. 

      

    She risked a last glance back at the man, fast asleep on the bed. In her own way, she was going to miss him – after all, he had been a tremendous fuck. She felt slightly guilty about what she was doing to him, but a look around the condo soothed her worries – this man lived in luxury. He could afford to lose a few pieces of his paper – and she’d be sure to leave the car somewhere where it could be found and returned to him once she reached her destination. 

      

    It was, she reasoned, a fair price to pay to spend a night with a nymph. He would never experience erotic bliss like that he’d felt with her in bed – he’d cherish it his entire life. Again she pictured him, waking in the morning to find her gone and instantly wrapping his hand around his cock, the images of her body flashing in his mind as he pleasured himself. The thought of it made her wet as she made her way down to the parking garage. 

      

    Maybe I’ll have to take care of myself on the way, she thought naughtily. And when she saw the luxury car waiting for her, responding to the keyfob with a flash of its headlights, she knew she was going to frig her cunt senseless as she drove. 

      

    The thing was like a living beast, the rumble of the engine shooting right to her clit as she felt it roar to life. I’m coming for you, Cody, she thought, pulling onto the road. Now that I’ve had a little practice, I KNOW you won’t be able to resist me. 

      

    She rubbed her clit through her skirt as she sped down the highway, traveling towards her target with a skill that no GPS could match. She would bring back the bow. She would make her Mistress proud. 

      

    She was going to climax just thinking about it.
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    Her body was wet and ready, primed and perfect for her new Master. 

      

    Constance sunk to her knees on the plush carpet, tugging at her Master’s belt. She didn’t care who saw, didn’t care if the reputation she’d spent decades earning as the city’s most successful realtor was shattered by the sight of this man’s cock in her mouth. He was her Man, and she was meant to serve him. 

      

    God, he was so hot. So perfect, so fucking Manly. How had she ever dared to think of him as less than her? He wasn’t her rival – he was a God, and now she realized that the empire she’d spent years building had always been meant for one purpose: to hand over to him. It belonged to him, just like her body did. 

      

    “Please let me suck you off, sir,” she begged, sliding his cock out of his pants. It was already so hard, she could feel it gently throbbing in her hand. She couldn’t wait to have it down her throat, between her walls, in her asshole or between her tits if that’s where he wanted it. 

      

    He gets to call all the shots now, she thought with a giggle. I don’t have to think about anything besides pleasing him, ever again… 

      

    Constance Lee stared up at Cody, her eyes shining with need. His hand stroked her cheek, then a single finger slid deep into her throat as if testing it. 

      

    “Fuck,” he groaned, a bead of precum dribbling from his tip. “I’ve fantasized about this for so fucking long. Making you drop to your knees in your own house...God, I can’t believe it.” 

      

    “Believe it, Master,” she said with a smile. The word came so easily to her now, as if her lips were shaped for it. And as she ran her tongue along the underside of his head, savoring the way he grunted with primal need, she knew her lips were meant for other things, too. 

      

    She could feel the last forty-one years of her life fading away as she made a perfect ‘o’ around his cock and slid it into her mouth, her memories retreating into the haze of a dream. This was who she’d always been meant to be, a dirty slut fucked and bred by her master, and everything before that was best forgotten. 

      

    It had happened so fast. He’d shot her with the bow, that glorious, wonderful fan-fucking-tastic bow, and now she was truly free. 

      

    “You fucking skank,” Cody growled, taking her by the back of the head and pumping his cock down her throat. “You thought you ruined my life. Now I own you, just like I own your business. You belong to me, and I get to do this to you whenever I want.” 

      

    She couldn’t wait to sign everything over to him. And to think that just a few short minutes ago, she’d thought she had been the one in control… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    Turn right onto Chestnut Avenue, the GPS announced in a neutral female voice. Your destination will be on the right. 

      

    “Hurry up,” I grunted, turning onto the pretty suburban street. “Don’t hold back now. Show me what a filthy little slut you are for that cock, Katie.” 

      

    In my lap, Katie’s gorgeous blonde locks bobbed up and down as she sucked me, her lips making a seal as sweet and hot as honey as she worked them on my shaft. At the sound of my urging she picked up the pace, her head becoming slamming up and down in my lap as she took me all the way down her throat. She was half out of her seat, her fingers pumping between her own thighs as she focused on getting me off. 

      

    “Shit, yeah,” I grunted, my balls tingling as they slapped against her chin. “We’re almost there...” 

      

    Whether I was talking about the house or the hot load getting ready to fire in my balls, I had no idea. Maybe both. As I rolled down the street, going as slow as I could manage without attracting suspicion, a wave of pleasure washed over me. The road blurred as I took the wheel one-handed and grabbed Katie’s hair with the other, forcing her down on my fat cock. 

      

    “Yeah, fuck, I’m gonna come,” I growled, thrusting my hips upward to meet her on every stroke. “Fuck, I’m gonna shoot…!” 

      

    A moan of triumph left Katie’s lips as my cock throbbed and twitched in her mouth, spurting as I came. Burst after burst of hot, sticky seed left my cock and filled her throat, the sweet nectar of my balls draining straight into my brainwashed bimbo girlfriend. Katie’s fingers became a blur at her clit and then stopped abruptly, her skin reddening as her cunt clenched around them as she came. She sucked at me greedily, draining me dry as her body trembled with ecstasy, lost in her own world of bliss. 

      

    Finally I came down from my peak and relaxed my grip on the back of Katie’s head. She came off me with a wet pop, sighing contentedly as she lay back in her seat and smoothed down her skirt. 

      

    “Fuck that was so hot,” she said with a giggle. “Did you like blowing a load in my mouth while you drove, Master?” 

      

    I grinned, zipping myself up with my free hand as we pulled into the driveway. “I like blowing a load in your mouth anytime,” I told her, watching as she flushed with pleasure at my words. Compliments were like crack to Katie ever since I’d shot her with my bow: the most crude, misogynistic things I could say about her tits and ass left her knees shaking and made her pussy boil over. It was pretty fucking fun. 

      

    “Your tits look fantastic in that top,” I added with a smile, watching her face go slack with bliss. 

      

    “Th-thank you, Master,” she groaned, rubbing her thighs together. “I’m so glad my body pleases you...” 

      

    I was about to add a choice line about her tight, wet little pussy when just then I saw something that grabbed my attention. I hit the brakes a little too hard, coming to a sudden stop halfway up the drive. 

      

    It was her. I could see her through the big bay window, standing in the house’s living room: Constance Lee. The woman who’d stolen my partner right out from under me. 

      

    “There she is,” I growled, reaching into the backseat. I wasn’t prepared for the sudden surge of anger that the sight of my hated rival provoked in me. Constance Lee had spent the better part of two years trying to destroy Deirdre and I’s business, using her massive influence in real estate and local government to shut me down. We’d persevered only because we were better, younger, more willing to take risks – and when the economy took a downturn, I hadn’t been able to keep up. 

      

    If it wasn’t for her, I thought, feeling around the backseat, I wouldn’t be in this mess. Deirdre and I would still be trucking, recession or no, and I wouldn’t be… 

      

    I froze. I wouldn’t be what? I wouldn’t be making my wildest dreams come true, thanks to the magic bow I found inside that shipping container? A little laugh left my lips unexpectedly. It was true – if it wasn’t for Constance, I never would have been desperate enough to buy that shipping container. And I never would have found the bow. 

      

    The anger drained out of me. Maybe I should just let bygones be bygones, I thought, withdrawing my hand. I can beat Lee Realty the old-fashioned way: by providing a better service once my business is back up and running… 

      

    “Master?” Katie sounded concerned. “Is that the woman you were talking about?” 

      

    I glanced over my shoulder – and saw her. Talking with Constance in the living room, putting her hand on her shoulder like they were old friends. Deirdre. My Deirdre, my business partner and friend and the woman I’d fantasized about so many times… 

      

    “Son of a bitch,” I whispered. So she was here. Constance was already treating my partner like a dog: soon she’d have her sitting up and barking on command. 

      

    They’re both here, I thought, turning back to the backseat. I felt deep behind Katie’s seat and felt something cold and smooth beneath my fingers. Two arrows, and they’re all mine… 

      

    I pulled the bow up and held it against my chest, scanning the scene. Both women were standing with their sides to me, and they hadn’t seen the car approach – even if they’d looked, there was enough glare on the window that they probably couldn’t tell we were here. So I had the element of surprise on my side. 

      

    “Are you going to take that inside with you, Master?” Katie eyed the bow skeptically. “Maybe I could lure one of them outside first. I know it’s very important to you that both of those little sluts become your personal fuck toys...” 

      

    I ran a finger along the bowstring, listening to the high, clear note it produced. It almost sounded like singing. 

      

    The bow makes anyone fall in love with the first person they see, I thought, a plan churning in the back of my head. Anyone they see… 

      

    No way. I wasn’t that mean, was I? 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said with a grin, unlocking the door. “This is going to be fun.” 

      

    With a gesture, I motioned for Katie to follow me. We headed across the yard at an angle, until we were to the side of the big bay window. From my perch, I could see Constance make some kind of joke and Deirdre pretend to laugh. 

      

    “What’s the plan, Master?” 

      

    “We’re leaving the bow in the car for now,” I said with a smirk, barely able to contain my glee. “I’m just going to use it, first.” 

      

    For some reason, I was sure that a piece of plate glass wouldn’t stop the ghostly arrows the bow produced: after all, one had bounced off of a steel door like it had been made out of rubber. And there was the way it curved in the air like a living thing, seeking out its prey as if it just knew what I wanted it to do. I knew on an instinctive, primal level that my shot would hit its target. 

      

    Taking the bow from my side, I aimed it at the window as I watched the two figures converse. That’s right, Constance, I thought, my finger grazing that silky string. Keep talking. Keep looking right at Deirdre… 

      

    I closed my eyes letting pure instinct take over. And when the moment was right, I drew back the bow and let it go. 

      

    No matter how many times I used it, I never failed to be shocked by what happened next. As if conjured by magic, a spectral arrow soared from the bowstring, sailing across the yard. It was semi-transparent in the sunlight, mist rolling off it like dry ice as it sought out its target. Even Katie gasped as she saw it soar, transfixed by its flight. I couldn’t blame her; it was beautiful, like something from a movie. 

      

    Constance and Deirdre didn’t see a thing – they weren’t looking outside. The arrow reached the window and sailed right through like it wasn’t even there, twisting in midair as it sank right into Constance’s chest. 

      

    Gotcha, I thought, dropping into a crouch. Way to go. 

      

    Constance reacted like she’d been struck by lightning. Her back arched, and though I couldn’t hear anything I could see her mouth form a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. Deirdre sprang forward, helping hold her upright while she mouthed concern. I watched Constance’s face flush as the arrow’s magic did its work, filling her with unearthly lust. What was it like, I wondered, to be shot with that bow? Did it feel like some great power taking hold of you and showing you the light, like a religious conversion? Or was it like remembering something you’d forgotten, Constance suddenly thinking oh yeah, of COURSE I’m madly in love with this person… 

      

    Either way, I didn’t care. It was worth a few fleeting moments of speculation, but in the end results were what I wanted. And the results on Constance were spectacular. 

      

    Look at her, I thought with a grin. Look at Deirdre… 

      

    Constance shook herself as if waking from a dream, clutching the spot where the arrow had entered her chest as she calmed down. Her eyes opened...and for just an instant, even through the window I could see a flash of pink in her eyes. Her expression softened as she looked at Deirdre, my gorgeous partner, and I knew that in a matter of moments she was going through the kind of emotions I’d harbored for Dee for years. 

      

    Deirdre wouldn’t know what hit her. She’d think Constance had gone fucking bonkers – but I’d set her straight. 

      

    “Come on,” I told Katie, standing up now that I could tell I hadn’t been spotted. “We’ve got an appointment to keep.” 

      

    I doubled back and put the bow in the backseat of the car, then locked it. Part of me was reluctant to let it out of my hands for even a few minutes, but the last thing I needed was to scare the shit out of Deirdre. She’s probably freaking out enough right now, I thought with a smirk, picturing Constance’s behavior. 

      

    With that task done, Katie and I put on our best happy-couple smiles and knocked on the front door. 

      

    “That ring looks amazing on you, by the way,” I whispered, glancing at the rock on my girl’s finger. It was the kind of thing that was way out of my price range, but my magic bow had opened doors I’d thought had always been closed to guys like me. Apart from everything else, the idea of being able to put gorgeous jewelry on a hot babe devoted to me filled me with pride. Not many guys my age had it made this good, and the fact that I could blend in with the rest of the house-shopping crowd just made it sweeter. 

      

    Katie hid it well, but I could tell my compliment went right to her clit: her knees shook ever so slightly as she squeezed her thighs together. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered. 

      

    “Careful with the M-word in here,” I reminded her, giving her hand a gentle squeeze. “Remember, we’re Mr. and Mrs. Davidson.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she said, biting her lip and flashing me a naughty look. “I’ll be a good girl for you.” 

      

    God damn. My cock swelled in my pants, which I had to hide because just then the door opened. It was Constance, of course – but not the confident, in-control Realtor I knew so well. 

      

    “Um...hello?” She stared at the two of us like she had no idea what to make of us. “Can I help you?” 

      

    I had to fight to keep myself from laughing. God damn, the bow got her good. “Cody Davidson,” I said, tapping my chest. “This is my wife Katie. We’re here for the walk-through…?” 

      

    Constance stood there for a moment, then blinked rapidly, shaking like she was trying to get control of herself. “Of course,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. “Please, come in.” 

      

    “We’re so excited to see the inside,” Katie said as we entered, her voice becoming the pitch-perfect bimbo valley girl she’d been on the phone. “I told Cody when we drove by that I was just so in love with the place...” 

      

    “Yes. Um. It’s, ah, an excellent house,” Constance stammered, leading us into the living room. It was almost sad, seeing her struggle like this – or it would have been, if she wasn’t such an awful person. 

      

    “Very spacious,” Katie added, clucking with unfeigned admiration at the furnishings. “Cody and I are really interested in starting a family soon. I just can’t wait to be all swollen with his babies...” 

      

    Somehow this remark escaped Constance’s notice. “Yes, well you’re in luck. There’s three bedrooms in the house, along with an office you could easily convert into a nursery...” 

      

    “Could you show us the Master bedroom?” Katie flashed a shit-eating grin my way as she rolled the syllables across her tongue. “I really want to see that.” 

      

    “Sure.” I was more and more amazed with every passing second. This woman bore almost no resemblance to the Constance Lee I knew and feared – was it really possible for the bow to change someone that much? I wondered about it as the three of us made our way up the stairs and into a spacious bedroom. 

      

    “Wow.” Despite myself, a low whistle left my lips. “What a room.” 

      

    It really was. This bedroom was the crown jewel of an already impressive house; from the expensive silk sheets to the natural lighting and the mahogany headboard, this looked like the bedroom of a billionaire film character or something out of a particularly high-dollar pornographic film. I was practically drooling thinking about how much Constance had been able to ask for extras like this. 

      

    Obviously Katie was similarly smitten. “Holy shit,” she whispered, stepping forward and running her hands over the sheets. “Cody, could we actually buy this?” 

      

    “I’m considering it,” I said approvingly. Constance was looking confused at the tone this conversation had taken, which amused me to no end. 

      

    “Is it alright if I test this bed?” Before Constance could reply, Katie scrambled onto the covers on all fours, thrusting her big ass in the air seductively. “Mmmh, I like this, Cody. Wanna come feel?” 

      

    “I’m pretty sure you’re not talking about the covers,” I said with a smirk. “But there’s something that’s bugging me. Constance.” 

      

    She snapped out of her trance with a start, looking at me like she had no idea what she was doing in the room. “Wh...What?” 

      

    “You’re not doing a very good job,” I told her gently, a note of command coming into my voice. The more I spoke, the easier it felt to do so: it felt natural to be in command of someone who’d been shot with my bow, even if I wasn’t the target of their affections. I’m not sure exactly when it had gone from ‘the bow’ to my bow, but I realized as I took control that I had no intention of ever giving it up, no matter how much money I was offered for it. It was my power, and I was going to use it. 

      

    “I...I’m sorry!” Constance Lee, the shark who ruled my city’s real-estate market, crumbled like a condemned building at the sound of my voice. “I’m not feeling like myself – something is wrong with me, really wrong...” 

      

    “Nothing’s wrong,” I said, running a finger down her cheek. She quieted down instantly. “There’s someone else you’re thinking of, isn’t there? Someone you can’t get out of your head?” 

      

    Constance’s mouth dropped open; a look of utter desperation filled her face. “She doesn’t want me! I would do anything for her – give her anything she wants, but she’s so scared of me...” 

      

    “Deirdre,” I said. Constance nodded, not even asking how I knew the name. 

      

    “Yes...” The word came out as a sigh of pleasure, like just hearing the sound of her name filled Constance with bliss. “She’s so beautiful, so wonderful. She’s a Goddess, my Goddess...” 

      

    “Call her up here,” I commanded. “I want her to see you.” 

      

    The reaction in Constance was instant. She leaned forward and put a hand against, sounding for a moment almost like the old Constance. “Deirdre! Could you come up here, please? Our clients have a question about the bedroom!” 

      

    A moment later I heard the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. The door opened, and there was Deirdre, dressed in the tight, ass-hugging black yoga pants and low-cut white top I always thought of as her “professional, but flirty” outfit. Sometimes it came with a matching jacket, but she must have left that downstairs. 

      

    “Well, the bedroom was recently renovated...” 

      

    She took a step into the room and froze. On the bed, Katie purred seductively at the sight of my sexy, unattainable partner, and next to me Constance’s face collapsed into a look of such utter longing that for a moment I honestly felt sorry for her. 

      

    “Cody?” Deirdre’s face went white as a sheet. “What the hell are you doing here – who is that?” 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “Oh, this is my new girlfriend, Katie,” I said, gesturing at the first member of my harem. “We were just helping Connie work out some of her new feelings towards you.” 

      

    In an instant, she knew. She didn’t know how she knew, but she knew. 

      

    “You did this,” she said, taking in Constance with a gesture. “Did you...did you put her up to this, somehow?” 

      

    Before I could answer, Constance sprang forward. As Deirdre watched, struck dumb with horror, the middle-aged MILF sank to her knees and supplicated herself before my partner, her heavy pressed pressing against her thighs. 

      

    “Please don’t send me away,” Constance begged, pursing her lips as she stared up at Deirdre. “I just want to please you – I love you so much! I’ll make you feel so good, make you feel like the fucking goddess you are...” 

      

    “Cody, whatever you did make it stop,” Deirdre said with a hard glance at me. 

      

    “Dee...” This was my moment of triumph. “Don’t you see? Constance belongs to you now. You control her. Everything she has: the company, her fancy houses, her car – it’s all yours.” 

      

    “He’s right!” Constance looked eager to please, more than willing to give away everything I had just mentioned. “Please let me give it to you, Mistress – I shouldn’t have these things! I don’t want to have to think about them – I just want to think about how to make you come over and over again and be so happy forever...” 

      

    Deirdre swallowed hard, like she was considering doing something distasteful. “Constance,” she finally said. “Go sit on the bed and be quiet. I...I command you.” 

      

    Instantly, the millionaire realtor let go. She crawled onto the bed like a puppy, staring at Deirdre and awaiting her next command. Katie bit her lip and glanced at me, as if to ask can I fool around with her? I shook my head. 

      

    “She obeyed.” Deirdre looked stunned. “Holy shit. Cody, what did you do to her…?” 

      

    “I had to convince you, Dee. I had to show you it was real. And what better way to do it then to turn the woman we hate most in the world into your slave?” 

      

    “I don’t...I don’t think I want a slave?” Deirdre looked very confused. “How did you make her a slave, Cody? I don’t understand how you can just do that to someone...” 

      

    I nodded. “Remember that big score I told you about? The bow I found in the shipping container?” 

      

    Deidre’s face scrunched cutely as she remembered. “Yeah. Yeah, I thought you were going to fence it...” 

      

    “Dee, it’s Cupid’s Bow. For real. It makes people fall in love with the first person they see. Katie was some co-ed who was trying to get me kicked out of the storage center, I didn’t even realize what the bow could do to her. It’s like magic, Dee!” 

      

    “Cupid?” Deirdre’s eyebrows shot up to her hairline. She turned to Katie, an incredulous look on her face. “He’s bullshitting me, right?”  

      

    Katie’s blonde hair cascaded over her breasts as she shook her head. She was still on her hands and knees as she answered: “It’s all true. Master shot me with his bow, and I realized I was always meant to serve him. He’s just so powerful and manly, I’m so wet for him all the time. I wish he’d just mount and fuck me right now while he was talking to you and pump his come into me. I want his babies sooooo bad...” 

      

    Deirdre was quiet for a long moment. “Fucking hell,” she finally said. “You are telling the truth, aren’t you?” 

      

    “Every word.” I stepped forward, putting my hands on her shoulders. “Deirdre, this is the break we’ve been looking for. This city is ours. Hell, not just the city – the whole fucking planet! We can use this thing to be billionaires!” 

      

    She stared at the two girls on the bed for a long time. “Seems like you’ve been using it to get your dick wet,” she finally said. 

      

    I waved a hand. “Sure. I couldn’t control that. Katie fell head over heels for me – what was I supposed to do? You’d just left me, and I had this sexy fucking nineteen-year-old throwing herself at me...” 

      

    Deidre bit her lip and looked Katie up and down. “And you...you’re happy with this, Katie? You enjoy this?” 

      

    For a moment, I was worried. But I shouldn’t have been. A smile like Christmas morning lit up Katie’s face as she looked back at me, and her eyes shined with devotion. 

      

    “Oh yes,” she said. “I’ve never been so happy. I love not having to think about anything but serving Master. I love that my body brings him so much pleasure – it makes me feel like the sexiest fucking bitch in the world!” 

      

    She really did make it sound good. I could see Deidre’s face flushing a bit as she listened to Katie describe her position as my bimbo slut. 

      

    “And you wouldn’t go back?” Deidre looked skeptical. “If you could, I mean?” 

      

    Katie shook her head emphatically. “Hell no! Go back to that stupid college, worrying about my next paycheck? Bo-oring! Life is just so much more fun now!” 

      

    “Wow...” Deirdre shook her head. “I just...I believe you, Cody. This is just a lot to take in...” 

      

    “I know,” I told her. “It took me some time to get my head around it, too.” 

      

    I have no way of describing what happened next. It was like something inside me, something made bold by the magic of the bow took control; made me make the kind of move I never would’ve had the balls to before. 

      

    My hands slid down Deidre’s curves, coming to rest on her curvy hips. She gasped – but the look in her eyes didn’t seem offended. In fact, she seemed like she sort of liked it. 

      

    I leaned forward and brought my lips close to her ear. “Why don’t you let Constance help you get your head around it?” I asked with a grin. 

      

    She seemed shocked – but again, my heart sang at how un-offended she was. “Cody!” 

      

    “Okay, maybe Katie’s more your speed. I think I was the one who always dreamed of fucking that little smirk off of Constance’s face, anyway.” 

      

    To my immense relief, Deirdre laughed. “You fucking perv! All you can think about is sex...” 

      

    “Dee.” I grew serious. “I know you, honey. We’ve worked together a long time, a long time. I know you like sex, and you’re not shy about showing it. And I especially know you’re a fan of sex with no strings. I know that’s something I was never able to give you...” 

      

    She put a finger to my lips. “Shh. You’ve made your point, don’t ruin it.” With the digit still pressed against my mouth, she turned to Katie and grabbed her behind the neck. “Come here.” 

      

    I must be dreaming, I thought, all the blood rushing to my cock. Deirdre took my gorgeous blonde slave and pulled her close, their mouths locking in sapphic bliss as they made out in front of me. Her hands gave Katie a good once over, and from the way she lingered on the blonde girl’s hips and tits I could tell Deirdre liked what she felt. 

      

    “God damn,” Deirdre gasped as she broke away, running her tongue across her bottom lip. “You taste amazing, Katie.” 

      

    “Holy shit that was hot,” I blurted. 

      

    Deirdre’s arched an eyebrow at me. “I’ve thought about it,” she said, face flushing with lust. “I’ll agree to your offer...with one condition.” 

      

    “Anything.” I meant it. I would’ve agreed to anything to see this go into full girl-on-girl action, to have a threesome with these two gorgeous beauties… 

      

    Deirdre put her hand on my chest, and to my surprise pushed me away with a little laugh. I stared at her, trying to figure out what she was doing. 

      

    “You don’t get to fuck me,” Deirdre said mischievously. “You just get to watch.” 

      

    “What?” I was shocked. “I don’t get anything?” 

      

    Deirdre smirked as she turned to Constance. “I’m sure there’s someone in this room just dying to please you. Use your imagination.” 

      

    She put her hand back on my chest and pushed, until I was walking backwards. My ass hit a plush chair on the other side of the room and plopped down into it. 

      

    “Now,” Deirdre said, turning away, “where was I?” 

      

    She climbed onto the bed and gave Katie’s ass a hearty slap. The barely-legal blonde cried out with surprise, giggling as the supple flesh shook. 

      

    “Come here, you slut,” Deirdre commanded, her voice growing husky with need. “Show me what else you can do with that mouth...” 

      

    If I’d been stunned before, it was nothing compared to the next few minutes. Dee practically ripped off Katie’s clothes in her need to see what was underneath, and soon both of them were down to nothing but their bras and panties as they made out hot and heavy on the bed. The contrast of Deirdre’s smooth, tanned skin and red hair against Katie’s pale skin and blonde locks made me throb. I was lost in watching them, when suddenly I felt a tug against my belt. 

      

    I looked down and Constance was on her knees between my legs, pawing at me. She looked up at me, her eyes naked with need. 

      

    “Please, Cody,” she begged, licking her lips. “Please give me your cock?” 

      

    My eyes strayed back to the couple on the bed. Deirdre bit down hard on Katie’s lip as she unbuckled the girl’s bra, then shot me a wink. “Go ahead,” she purred. 

      

    “Mistress told me to serve you,” Constance whimpered. I had no idea when Deirdre had found time for a thing like that, but I wasn’t complaining – especially not when the next thing Constance did was to unzip my slacks and pull my cock out of my pants. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, groaning with pleasure at the sight of it. I was at full-mast from watching Dee and Katie’s foreplay, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip of my head down my shaft. With an almost reverent look, Constance put her tongue against it and lapped it all the way up, swirling her lips around the fat purple head. 

      

    “Fuck,” I growled, gripping her by the back of the head. “Fucking suck me, Constance. Show me what a good girl you are now.” 

      

    It was as if she’d just been waiting for me to give her permission. Constance’s mouth closed on my cock, her lips forming a tight seal as she worked her mouth down inch by wonderful inch. She groaned with the pleasure of submission as I pressed down on the back of her head, forcing her to take my entire cock down her throat. It felt wonderful to have this powerful, bitchy woman who had made my life hell literally at my beck and call – to make her obey me. And it felt even better to have it happened while I watched Deirdre and Katie fuck. 

      

    Back on the bed, Dee put her back against the headboard as Katie worked her panties down her thighs with her teeth. She spread her legs wide, giving me a perfect view of her shining, hairless slit. Now that she was unencumbered, she spread her folds with two fingers and worked her clit, pulling Katie up to her and kissing her deeply. 

      

    “Eat my cunt,” Deirdre said, her voice high and breathless like she couldn’t believe what she was saying. “Fuck, you’re so fucking pretty, Katie. I want to see you between my fucking legs...” 

      

    “Yes, ma’am,” Katie whispered, leaning over Deirdre. Her lips traveled down to Dee’s neck, then slipped to her full, heaving breasts. She stayed there for a few seconds, covering them with kisses, then worked down her taut little belly to the real prize. Meanwhile Constance bobbed up and down in my lap like a fucking piston, taking my cock all the way down her creamy throat. I was in heaven! 

      

    “Yeah, that’s right. Show me how good I taste, you slutty little...oh fuck!” 

      

    Deirdre’s eyes went wide as Katie’s tongue slipped into her folds, teasing her clit with heavy strokes. Gorgeous agony contorted her face as the teenage blonde went to work, slipping two fingers inside of her and pumping them like a cock as she swirled her tongue on her clit. 

      

    “Fuck! Fuck, Cody, this is so good! Now I get why you wanted to shoot a hot little slut like this with your bow!” 

      

    I couldn’t do anything but growl and fuck Constance’s mouth harder as I sat there, wanting her. It was driving me crazy – even my new slave’s hot little MILF mouth wasn’t giving me the relief I so desperately craved. I couldn’t tear my eyes from Deirdre’s perfect cunt, her tight walls quivering as Katie milked the pleasure from her sensitive nub. I wanted her, wanted to be inside her, and my balls were starting to tingle and throb with imminent release as they slapped against Constance’s chin… 

      

    Deirdre noticed and let out a little moan. “Are you going to come, Cody?” 

      

    “I don’t think I can stop,” I grunted, pumping my hips against Constance’s face. “Fuck, it’s so good...” 

      

    “Did watching me get my sweet little pussy eaten make you want to blow your load, Cody? Is it so good you just can’t hold back?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I panted, sweat dribbling down my forehead. “Yes, yes...” 

      

    Deirdre’s eyes fluttered for a moment as pleasure buffeted her body. “Shit, I can’t take it anymore,” she muttered, grabbing Katie by the sides of her head. With a grunt she shoved the blonde away, leaving her cunt open and dripping. “Get over here.” 

      

    I was so taken aback it took a moment to register. “Huh?” 

      

    “Fuck me, Cody,” Deirdre growled, running her hands down her thighs. “I need it. Fucking pump me full of that seed, stud!” 

      

    I don’t know what happened – one moment I was sitting in the chair getting blown by Constance, the next I was across the room, mounting my partner. Constance and Katie were probably fooling around, but I no longer cared. Deirdre was what I wanted, Deirdre who I’d fantasized about fucking with my cock in my fist night after night, who I’d shot so many loads to picturing them filling her tight little cunt...she was spreading for me, inviting me in. Was it something to do with the bow, some residual effect like my physical enhancements even though she hadn’t been shot, or was this something that had been inside of her all along? 

      

    I didn’t know. All I knew was, as my throbbing cock parted her folds and bottomed out inside her tight wetness, was that it was perfect. I never wanted it to end. 

      

    “Oh fuck!” Deirdre’s walls clamped around me as she clung to me, her hips fucking me back just as hard as I thrust inside her. “Jesus, you’re like a fucking beast, Cody! How long have you wanted to do this?” 

      

    “Since the moment I saw you,” I growled, taking up a handful of her hair and tugging on it for leverage. Pain flashed along with her pleasure, leaving her dizzy beneath me. “Every time you wear those tight little pants, those tops with your tits sticking out, all I can think about is fucking you.” 

      

    “I wanted you too,” she admitted, raking my back with her nails. “I just never thought you could be cool about it, you know? But fuck, was I ever wrong!” 

      

    She was. I could be cool – and right now, I was red-hot. I could have any woman I wanted, but fucking someone I knew so well had a whole other dimension to it – it was so much more intimate than the primal, sheet-clawing fucking Katie and Constance had given me.  

      

    “You’re gonna come for me,” I told her, putting a hand around her neck. “You’re gonna be a good girl for me and come, make all those muscles down there nice and tight and ready for my load...” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” Deirdre purred, her voice strained with lust. She changed the angle of her hips so that my cock slight right up against her clit on every stroke and bore down hard, working her hips with an energy I’d never seen before. I watched her face change as she crested the peak, my cock grinding against her most sensitive flesh hard enough to send up sparks as she sent herself over the edge. 

      

    “Coming!” she cried. “Oh fuck, yes Cody I’m fucking coming, I’m coming all over your cock baby I’m coming for you...” 

      

    Her words broke off into a cry of passion as she climaxed, her body arching as it pressed against me. Her walls gripped me tight her cunt boiled over, a flood of wetness greeting my cock as she spasmed around me. She was so snug she barely fit around me, and suddenly so warm it was like an open oven between her legs. I couldn’t hold back any longer. 

      

    “Here it comes,” I growled, gripping her shoulders and thrusting hard. “Fuck, I’m gonna fill you up...” 

      

    With a final, hard thrust, my cock began to shudder and spurt, firing the sweet nectar of my balls deep inside her as pleasure took over. I thrust harder, helpless to stop as every movement sent burst after burst of hot, sticky seed deep inside of her womb. I floated somewhere above my body, barely aware of the world around me as waves of pleasure sent me into the stratosphere. I felt like a King, a God – a man. 

      

    Slowly I came down from my peak and slid out of her, leaving a final burst of come across her thighs. Deirdre sighed happily and lay back on the bed, utterly spent as I collapsed next to her. 

      

    “Damn, Cody, you coated my insides,” Dee finally said, testing her slit with an experimental finger. “Fuck, I don’t think a guy’s ever come that hard inside of me...” 

      

    “Dee...” I looked at her like I couldn’t believe the last half hour had really been real. “Shit, that was amazing.” 

      

    “Yeah,” she agreed, running fingers down my chest. “I can’t believe it took us this long to finally do that.” 

      

    “It won’t be nearly as long next time,” I said, giving her ass a pinch. 

      

    “Stop that! You fucking perv!” 

      

    “I can’t help it,” I said, feeling the kind of confidence I’d never had before the bow. “I just can’t keep my hands off you, Dee.” 

      

    “Mmmh hmm. Well, if you give me a minute, you might get that second time even sooner than you thought...” 

      

    Just hearing it made my cock spring to attention. “Yeah?” 

      

    “Yeah. I just need to take a shower, first – I’ve been fantasizing about that thing since Connie and I started showing off the house. It’s first-class.” 

      

    I was sure it was. A grin spread across my face. “Want some company?” 

      

    The ghost of a smile flickered across her face, then she shook her head. “No. I just...I need a few minutes to process all this, Cody. To reassure myself it really happened. But...I liked this. A lot. I want it to keep happening, and I’m actually kind of excited about this bow of yours!” 

      

    I could understand that need perfectly. “Sure. You get cleaned up, then we’ll make you all dirty again. Maybe on your face and tits this time.” 

      

    I was expecting to get called a perv again. Instead, Dee bit her lip and blushed. “That sounds hawt,” she purred. 

      

    “What should we do, Master?” It was Katie, and she and Constance were kneeling at the foot of the bed like slaves. The sight of them abasing themselves before Deirdre and I touched some primal part of my brain – like we were a King and Queen to be waited on. I liked it, a lot. 

      

    “Come downstairs with me,” I commanded them. “Constance needs to cancel the rest of her appointments for this house, and I want to get my bow. I want you to see it, Dee.” 

      

    Deirdre nodded. “Go get your toy, stud.” 

      

    I was practically skipping with joy down the stairs, Katie and Constance following in tow. I’d done it! I’d finally gotten to have sex with Deirdre, and I hadn’t even needed to use the bow in order to do it. She even seemed somewhat okay with using the thing – like it turned her on… 

      

    Maybe she’ll want me to shoot more girls, I thought with a grin as I walked onto the porch. I mean, if I have a whole harem, somebody’s gotta be the Queen… 

      

    I stepped off the porch – and froze. The most beautiful, and I mean the most beautiful woman I had ever seen stood in the middle of the yard, grinning at me. And she was holding the bow. 

      

    My bow. 

      

    “Hello, Cody,” she said, her voice musical and smooth. “Thank you for keeping this safe for me.” 

      

    I felt a hot surge of anger work its way up my throat. “Who the hell are you?” 

      

    She cocked her head to the side, a slow grin spreading across her face. 

      

    “Your new mistress,” she said. 

      

    Then, in one smooth motion, she pulled back the bowstring and let it go. 

      

    No! My mind screamed at me to get out of the way. I jumped to the side – and the arrow twisted in mid-air, seeking me out just like it had sought out Katie and Constance. I held up my hands and it slipped right past them. There was no escape. 

      

    The arrow plunged into my chest, putting Cupid’s magic inside of me. Making me fall in love... 
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    “Yeah, baby! Shake that ass!” 

      

    Up on stage, the gorgeous stripper writhed seductively, her hips moving in time with the beat as she did her magic. She’d already stripped off her top and her perfect, bare breasts heaved with every move. As I watched she gripped the pole, straddling it like a cock before sliding up and down, the metal clenched between her thighs. 

      

    The crowd went insane. Men (and more than a few women) surrounded the stage, tossing bills like it was going out of style. This wasn’t the usual strip club behavior: it was like these people were competing to see who could empty their wallet first, throwing their money away like it was an act of worship. Which, in a sense, it was. 

      

    The girl hooked her thumbs on either side of her tight black thong panties and worked them down her hips, provoking screams of delight from the crowd. Like every stripper, she knew how to work an audience – but unlike every other stripper I’d ever seen, she was so wet that the entire club could see. The lips of her sex swelled beneath the thin fabric, so full and primed that she practically left trails as she rode the pole. 

      

    She wasn’t this turned on because of the money, or from exposing herself to strangers. As far as she was concerned, none of them were there. She was dancing for an audience of one: me. 

      

    Napaea, the impossibly beautiful nymph who’d been sent to Earth to steal my bow, danced for me like there was nothing more important to her in the world than to get me hard. As I watched from my VIP chair, she parted her lips and shot me a perfect fuck-me look, begging for my approval. Which she’d get as soon as the song was over, because I was so turned on it took everything I had not to mount the stage and just fuck her right in front of the customers. 

      

    She froze in the middle of a step, tits thrust out as she searched my face. She’s begging for it, I thought with a smirk. And she’s doing a good job – I might as well let her know. 

      

    I nodded at her and mouthed two words, clear enough for her to read them across the room: good girl. 

      

    It was like she’d been struck with a bolt of lightning. Napaea tossed her head back, her back arching like my special bow as an orgasm tore through her body, her brainwashed and bimboized brain flooding her with pleasure at my compliment. As she cried out, her body began to glow with a faint, golden aura: and then the whole room responded in kind. 

      

    In their seats, men and women let out groans of pure bliss as Napaea’s climaxed triggered their own. It didn’t slow the money – if anything, it made people throw more. 

      

    She’s so powerful, I thought, the wave of pleasure reaching me as a faint buzz from where I sat. And she’s all mine. 

      

    I was Cody, the new King of Love, and this intensely fuckable nymph was my Queen. And my rule was just beginning… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

      

    sheshotmesheshotmewiththearrowOHFUCKSHESHOTMEINTHECHEST… 

      

    Eyes shut tight, I tumbled to the ground. My fingers found perfectly manicured grass as I hit the lawn, dropping to my knees. Once I was down, my hands went to my chest, searching for a wound that wasn’t there – but I could feel it. 

      

    She shot me. She SHOT me… 

      

    I could feel the magic from the arrow traveling through my body, like ice water in my veins. Everywhere it traveled it froze, then burned – leaving a fuzzy, pleasurable sensation that made my cock spring to attention in my slacks. 

      

    Can’t think about sex, I thought, opening my eyes a crack. Then I slammed them tight. I’d been struck with an arrow from the bow. Cupid’s Bow. That meant… 

      

    I’m going to fall madly in love with the first person I see, I realized, scrambling in the dirt. Oh shit! 

      

    “Cody...” a seductive voice purred from somewhere in front of me. There was only one person that voice could belong to – the gorgeous woman who’d shot me. “Look at me.” 

      

    I couldn’t do that. If I opened my eyes, it was all over. I’d seen what the bow did to people – I’d used its power myself to turn a bratty co-ed named Katie and my business rival Constance into airheaded, cock-obsessed bimbos. The first person I saw after getting shot was going to become my world, my sole reason for existing. Keeping my eyes closed was the only way to stop it. 

      

    Clenching handfuls of grass, I started to crawl away from the voice. The power coursing through my veins hit me harder and harder with every step, until my body felt fuzzy and incoherent. The only thing part of me that felt solid was my cock, grinding against the earth as it throbbed with need. 

      

    “Cody...” the voice was more insistent now. “Look at me. Look at your Goddess...” 

      

    I had to get away. I had to get clear… 

      

    The grass gave way to hot concrete. Somehow I’d made it all the way to the driveway of the house, but even as I felt it beneath my fingers, I knew I could go no further. I was spent.  

      

    With a last, helpless gesture, I jerked my hand forward and felt my palm hit something. It was scorching hot, so much that I instantly drew back. A moment later my brain caught up and I realized what it was: the car. 

      

    “Cody!” The voice, as sultry and lush as a hot summer day, now held a note of anger. “Open your eyes...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. My lids slipped open, squinting in the afternoon sun. I could feel a burst of magic tear through me, seeking a target. Seeking the person I would fall in love with… 

      

    And I did see someone. A blurry, barely-there face reflected in the jet black finish of the luxury car. 

      

    It was me. 

      

    Cody, I thought. All of a sudden it was like something tore loose inside of me, like a dam bursting. I felt a rush of emotion, so strong I nearly passed out as I recognized my familiar features. I’d always been pretty solidly above-average on the attractiveness scale, but suddenly I looked...perfect. 

      

    I love me, I thought with a little grin. Goddamn I love me. 

      

    In an instant, any doubts I’d ever had about using the bow for my own personal gain vanished. I was awesome, and I deserved every good thing I got from using my new powers. Self-confidence filled me to the brim and spilled over, leaving me feeling like the most confident, awesome human being on Earth. I...I was in love with myself. And it felt good. 

      

    Was this what it was like for people with high self-esteem all the time? 

      

    “Cody!” At that voice, honey-rich and dripping with promise, I flipped onto my back. Then I could see her, in all her incredible, fuckable glory, and she took my breath away. 

      

    I said before that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, but that was when I’d only gotten a glimpse of her. Looking at her now, full in the center of her power, she was more than just a mere woman – I knew in a glance that there was no way she was fully human. Her deep mocha skin was utterly flawless, her features above any model or actress I’d ever seen, her curves so lush and tempting just looking at them nearly made me shoot in my pants. Have you ever seen one of those articles where they compare the actual photos of models to their Photoshopped magazine covers? Everyone knows those covers are fake: they’re edited until they’re more perfect then perfect, giving the living woman a brilliance she didn’t have in real life. For the girl standing above me, the Photoshop was her reality – hell, she looked better than Photoshop. Men would gladly charge across a battlefield just to get close to her. 

      

    Normally I would have cowered before such a goddess. But with my new confidence, there was just one thought that filled my mind at the sight of her: 

      

    This is exactly what I deserve. 

      

    I never would have thought myself worthy of possessing a woman like her. But now it seemed more than possible – it seemed proper. I was the King, and this unearthly beauty seemed sent by heaven itself to be my queen. I felt drawn to her, could literally feel my body begging to worship her – but the feeling was tampered down by an even stronger one. My own self-confidence, reminding me that as beautiful and perfect as this creature was, her true purpose was to sink to her fucking knees and worship me like a common whore. 

      

    “That’s better,” the woman said, her lips twisting into a naughty little smile. “Look at me, Cody. Take in the sight of your Goddess.” 

      

    She ran a hand down her side, lingering at her hips. I stared at her – I couldn’t not stare – but the desire to drop to my knees and worship her that I’d been afraid of never showed. I didn’t see her first, I realized. I saw me… 

      

    “What do you think?” An almost girlish giggle left the newcomer’s lips. “Tell me how beautiful I am, slave.” 

      

    She doesn’t know. It seemed impossible, but somehow this woman didn’t realize the trick I’d played. The temptation to get up and run was almost overwhelming, but I knew that was a dead end – I couldn’t get away without her shooting me again. I had to play along. 

      

    “You’re a Goddess,” I whispered, my voice filled with awe. I didn’t even need to lie about that part. “You’re the most beautiful woman on Earth. Every man should worship you. What...what should I call you, Mistress?” 

      

    The woman flashed an indulgent smile as she looked down at me. “My name is Napaea, slave. But you may call me Mistress.” 

      

    Hook, line, and sinker, I thought, concealing a grin. “Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    “These other two with you – you control them, yes?” 

      

    Huh? Who? I was only vaguely aware that we weren’t alone. Now that I focused, I could see two other figures behind Napaea, yelling something...but it was like they were behind a curtain of deep water. I just couldn’t focus on anything but her. 

      

    Katie and Constance. The names came up from the back of my mind, the memories trickling in slow. 

      

    “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, my eyes returning to her. God, it was hard to look away – even without the bow’s power, I wanted to serve her. She was utterly perfect. 

      

    Napaea nodded curtly. “Give them to me.” 

      

    I didn’t want to, but what choice did I have? Refusal would have tipped her off immediately that I wasn’t under her power. 

      

    “Katie,” I said, my voice thick. “Constance. You are to serve Napaea, exactly as you served me. I give both of you to her.” 

      

    Instantly both women stopped screaming, and the rest of the yard came into focus. Had Napaea done that? Either way, she turned away from me – that actually hurt, no longer being the center of her attention – and appraised my slaves. 

      

    “Very good,” she murmured after a moment, her fingers stroking the hollow of Katie’s throat. “You honor me with your gifts, slave.” 

      

    Fuck, I felt a burst of pleasure at her compliment. She was strong, no two ways about it. “Th...thank you, Mistress.” 

      

    She stooped down and picked up the bow in one smooth motion, twirling it in her hand. “We have to get out of here,” she said, glancing up at the house. “I need to make preparations. You have a dwelling, yes Cody? A condo, perhaps?” 

      

    She’s not from around here, I realized. She spoke perfect, unaccented English, but she pronounced the word ‘condo’ like it was some crazy foreign thing she’d just learned about. Who was this woman? “I have an apartment, yes,” I whispered. 

      

    Napaea nodded, again flashing that perfect smile. God, I wanted her so fucking bad. 

      

    “Good. You’ll drive me to your apartment, then. We’ll bring these two slaves as well – they can ride in the back. Go get it started.” 

      

    I got to my feet and entered the driver’s side door. The interior of the car was still cool from the air condition on the drive over, a marked contrast from the heat of the day. I pushed the start and cut the air on, turning off the radio. 

      

    I could just drive off, I thought with a sideways glance. She’d never be able to stop me. 

      

    But if I did that, I’d never see the bow again. I’d never get to sink inside Katie’s sweet, perfect tightness again, and I’d never be able to take care of Deirdre… 

      

    While I was thinking, the passenger door opened. Napaea slid in with unnatural grace, the bow clutched in her lap. A moment later the back door opened, and Katie and Constance took their seats. 

      

    “Is it far?” Napaea asked. 

      

    “About fifteen minutes,” I said, trying to keep my eyes on the road. 

      

    “Perfect.” Then her hand slid across the seat, coming to rest high up on my thigh. She leaned over, her lips grazing my ear. 

      

    “Get hard for me,” she commanded. 

      

    Even without the bow’s power, her voice had an immediate effect on me. My cock swelled in my slacks, throbbing against the fabric until I couldn’t think straight. Napaea let out a throaty little laugh and ran her fingers over the bulge, sending a wave of pleasure through my body. Just her fingers felt better than just about anything else I’d ever done with a woman: I felt drugged as she applied gentle pressure to my cock through my slacks and worked her fingers in a slow circle… 

      

    “You’re even bigger than the last man I was with,” Napaea purred, stroking me gently. “I know the bow has a tendency to alter the...attributes of mortal men who use it, but my goodness...” 

      

    “I’m about to come,” I groaned, the words popping out of my mouth before I could stop them. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care that I didn’t add Mistress to the beginning, because she slid her tongue into my ear and let out a low, wicked laugh. 

      

    “I’m sorry,” she growled, letting her teeth graze my earlobe. “You can’t come – not until I tell you you can. I’m a bad, wicked little Mistress.” 

      

    Fuck, her fingers felt so good that I was about to explode – command or no. “Please let me come,” I groaned, unable to stop my cock from throbbing against her fingers. “Please Mistress, please...” 

      

    She laughed and withdrew her fingers, leaning back in her seat with a mischievous little grin. She caressed the bow as she looked me up and down, eyes shining with lust and evil intent. 

      

    “Oh, you and I are going to have so much fun together,” she said, tossing back her head. “Now be a good boy and drive us to my new apartment.” 

      

    Thank God, I thought. Another few seconds and my pants would’ve been full of the biggest, thickest load I’d ever produced – and the deception would’ve been up. I tried not to think of my cock or the gorgeous woman next to me as I pulled out of the driveway. 

      

    I have to get the bow, I thought, risking a quick glance at it. When she least expects it. 

      

    But would the thing even work on her? It was becoming increasingly clear that this Napaea was not your average girl around the block. When I first saw her I’d had the thought that she was somehow more than human, and everything I’d seen since only confirmed my hunch. I had no idea if the bow could even overcome the will of a powerful creature like Napaea. 

      

    But if it could, and it could make her drop to her knees? Make her beg for my seed, spread her legs like a slut and offer her cunt as my personal plaything, forever? 

      

    That was worth anything. 

      

    The next fifteen minutes flew by in a blur. Despite my familiarity with the area, I nearly took a wrong turn several times, until even Napaea seemed a little suspicious. I couldn’t concentrate with three gorgeous, soaking wet pieces of ass in the car with me – and if Napaea wasn’t holding the bow, they’d be fighting each other over who got the right to please me first. 

      

    “Here we are, Mistress,” I said, pulling into the parking lot. “My apartment is on the sixth floor.” 

      

    “Good.” She was all smiles. “Lead the way, slave.” 

      

    Once we got upstairs, things reached a whole new level of weird. Napaea ditched the three of us at the door, commanding us to remain still, and gave my place such a thorough searching I was half expecting her to find buried treasure or something. Finally after a few minutes she returned to the door, holding her purse (a black leather one that cost six months of my salary) and nodding. 

      

    “This will do,” she said curtly. Then, with a nod at Katie and Constance: “You two – go get onto the couch and fuck. Pleasure each other for me. Make it as hot as possible.” 

      

    “Yes, Mistress!” Katie said, enthusiasm evident in her voice. “Come here, slut.” 

      

    She led Constance away, giving the sultry MILF her best fuck-me eyes as they went into the bedroom. When I glanced back, Napaea had taken out some kind of long quill from her purse. It was coated in a white, powdery substance that smelled like gasoline and flowers. 

      

    “Don’t worry, you’re going to get yours,” she assured me, grinning. “You just have some work to do first.” 

      

    Over the next fifteen minutes, Napaea ordered me around like her personal body slave. First, she had me clear most of the floor space in the living room, pushing the couches back and rolling up the rug so that the center of the room was empty and bare besides the hardwood floor. While I listened to the sounds of my two former harem members moaning with pleasure in the next room, Napaea led me through a series of exercises involving her strange implement. She taught me a series of shapes, not well enough that I could describe them for you, then had me draw them with agonizing slowness over my own living room floor, guiding me whenever this or that curve or angle was anything less than perfect. By the time I was done, sweat dripped from my forehead from the effort. 

      

    “Very good,” Napaea finally said, her voice full of pride. I hadn’t realized the sort of trance her commands had held me in until it was over: the inhuman focus and poise her voice had given me faded as the rest of the world swooped in. 

      

    “Thank you, Mistress,” I murmured, looking down at what I created. The design I’d etched onto the floor looked like something out of an occult spell book: all big, swooping curves and eye-straining angles. Runes that I recognized as Greek letters studded the design at various points, like spokes on a wheel. It was a work of art – a creepy work of art, sure, but no less impressive for all that. 

      

    “You did very well,” Napaea said, sounding almost girlishly happy that I was done. “Now it’s time for your reward.” 

      

    She led my by the hand into the bedroom, where the sight of my two former slaves in the middle of some primal, sheet-clawing fucking made my head spin. Constance had her face buried deep in Katie’s thighs, massaging her tits between her hands as she ate the younger girl’s cunt. They looked like they’d been going at it for hours and easily could have kept fucking for hours more. 

      

    “Both of you leave us,” Napaea said curtly. “Go kneel on either side of the portal and await your Mistress.” 

      

    It was like someone had flipped a switch. Both girls sprang from the bed, eager to obey. Portal? I thought. That design was some sort of doorway? I decided I had no desire to see what freaky shit might be on the other side of wherever that ‘portal’ led: I’d seen too many horror movies as a teenager not to know that was a bad idea. 

      

    Napaea placed the bow on the bedside table, and for a moment I thought of grabbing it. Then she spread her legs wide, one knee on the bed as she stretched like a cat, and all I could think about was her. 

      

    She turned over her shoulder, flashing me the kind of look glance that could make lesser men’s knees give out. “I want us to roleplay,” she said, biting her lip. 

      

    I was stunned. “Roleplay?” 

      

    Looking almost nervous, she reached across the table into her purse. When she withdrew her hand, a pair of shining metal handcuffs dangled from her fingers. 

      

    “Handy cuffs,” she said with a wink. I was so stunned I barely even noticed the mispronunciation. “I’ve grown rather...fond of them.” 

      

    She wants to put me in cuffs, I thought, a weight growing in my chest. If she puts me in cuffs, I’ll never be able to get the bow. I’ll be helpless… 

      

    “Of course, Mistress,” I lied smoothly, stepping forward. I walked around the end of the bed with the bedside table next to it, until the bow was nearly within arm’s reach. “Should I present my wrists, or would you like me to bind myself…?” 

      

    She looked confused for a moment, then broke out in laughter. “Not you,” she said with a giggle. “I want you to use these on me.” 

      

    Well, that’s alright then, I thought with relief. “On you?” 

      

    “I...I want you to pretend as if you were not my slave.” She reached forward and stroked my chest, stoking the fires within with her charms. She had no idea how easy it would be for me to “pretend” not to be under her power. “I want you to be dominant with me, even rough. I want you to grip my throat while you fuck me and make me call you Daddy.” 

      

    I nearly choked on my spit. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing – she wanted me to abuse her? Not that I didn’t want to, but… 

      

    “Are you...” 

      

    Don’t question it, I told myself. Just roll with it. Get her in the cuffs and then get the fucking bow… 

      

    “Yes, Cody?” She looked up at me, smiling sweetly. 

      

    “Is that what you truly want? To be treated like a common whore?” 

      

    “Oh, Cody...” Napaea blushed, as if she was a little ashamed of her own desires. I was sure that whatever place waited on the other side of that portal she’d built, the people there considered people like me far beneath them. The idea that a heavenly, perfect creature like her would want to be dominated by one, made to beg for mortal cock like a depraved little slut...I was sure that caused her some internal embarrassment. 

      

    And, what a surprise – I liked making her squirm like that. Liked it a lot, in fact. 

      

    “I know this must be terribly hard for you,” Napaea whispered. “Your only desire is to worship me, after all. But...I’ve grown to enjoy the company of men in this age, particularly the way they like to treat women in bed. I want to experience that one more time before I go home to my Mistress, and I want it in the worst way. It might be a burden for you, but trust me when I say: the pleasure the body of a Nymph can provide is worth any labor.” 

      

    I looked down at her on the bed, savoring every inch of her flawless skin and ample curves. She was perfect – beyond perfect. She was right: even if I had been under her power, it would have been so worth it. I was going to get my bow back, alright – but first, I was going to use Napaea’s tight little body for every drop of pleasure it could give me. 

      

    “No, Napaea,” I growled, snatching the handcuffs from her hands. “It’s no burden at all.” 

      

    With a savagery that surprised even me, I grabbed both of her wrists and pinned them together, the sound of her surprised gasp music to my ears. With a single flick of the wrist the cuff snapped closed around her left wrist – a moment later, I looped the cuffs around the bedpost and had them on the other one, too. 

      

    “Fuck,” Napaea whimpered, both shocked and aroused by my sudden change in behavior. “That’s a good little slave. You’re such a good actor...” 

      

    “I’m not fucking acting,” I grunted, putting a hand around her neck. Her eyes widened with real fear for a moment, then relaxed. I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes, reassuring herself that everything was under control. I was totally under Napaea’s power, and she could turn me off like a light switch any time she wanted. 

      

    By the time she realized she was wrong, it would be too late. 

      

    “You’re gonna be a good girl for me?” I ran a thumb under her chin and felt her nod. “That’s right. You think you’re some kind of powerful Queen, but deep down inside you’re just a mindless little slave for cock. Isn’t that right?” 

      

    Napaea gasped for breath, nodding harder. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, spreading her legs for me. 

      

    “Then say it.” 

      

    Her mouth dropped open a bit, like she couldn’t believe how lucky she’d gotten when she picked me to be her slave. “I’m a brainless little slut, Daddy,” she whispered, rocking her hips against me. “Deep down, all I want is to get stuffed full of your cock. Will you please use my perfect little body to get off, Daddy?” 

      

    “With pleasure,” I growled. Napaea giggled like she’d never heard anything better. “Now let’s get these clothes off...” 

      

    I reached for Napaea’s dress, when suddenly it just dissolved. One moment, the fabric went so translucent I could see through it – then the next it was just gone. Underneath was nothing but her smooth, perfect skin – along with a soaking-wet, skintight pair of lacy black panties. 

      

    “What the fuck?” 

      

    She shot me a guilty smile. “Thought I’d make it easier for you.” 

      

    I ran my hands down her sides, then up to her flawless breasts. This felt totally unreal – just looking at her made me want to explode, but the things she was doing were beyond normal comprehension. 

      

    “Why the panties?” I finally asked. 

      

    “Huh?” 

      

    “The panties.” I grabbed either side of them, tugging them down an inch. I could just barely see the outline of her bare cunt through the thin fabric. “Why didn’t you get rid of them, too?” 

      

    “Oh.” She blushed. “I wanted you to have something to tear off of me.” 

      

    And tear I did. An instant later her panties were in shreds and my fingers slid between her soaking wet folds. She cried out in mingled surprise and delight as I found her clit and rubbed it, going in slow, delicious circles that made her face contort. 

      

    “That’s right,” I growled. Then I slapped her in the face. 

      

    The sharp, stinging slap hit her cheek. Her mouth dropped open with shock, but before she could say a word my hand was back at her throat. 

      

    “You like that, don’t you? You like being my little fuck toy.” My fingers pumped in and out of her like a piston as I massaged her clit, setting her most sensitive flesh on fire. I saw the righteous anger in her eyes melt away under waves of pleasure, until her hips were bucking against my hand as I frigged her cunt. 

      

    “Yes. Oh, fuck yeah,” she admitted, squealing with pleasure. “Do it again!” 

      

    “Like this?” My hand left her throat and slapped her other cheek, this time with a backhand. The skin instantly warmed beneath my fingers, sizzling with pain. Her back arched, hips shooting upward like she’d lost all control of them. 

      

    “Fuck! Fuck! Slap me again, Daddy – treat me rough!” 

      

    “Yeah, you love that shit.” My free hand trailed down to her breasts, gave the right one a hard squeeze that made her wince. Then I slapped the nipple several times, leaving it a red, sensitive nub. When I was done I let my fingers press hard into her soft skin, manhandling her perfect goddess boobs like I was trying to violate her perfection. She loved every minute of it. I could see the delirious pleasure on her face as she rode my fingers, bucking and thrashing as she grew close to climax. 

      

    But I was not about to let that happen. Not yet. 

      

    I pulled my fingers together like a cock and stabbed deep between her walls, three or four times nice and hard. She started to shudder and babble, but just as I felt her reaching her peak I pulled back, my fingers slick with her juices. She lay spread before me, the handcuffs digging into her wrists as she groaned and writhed for more. 

      

    I’ll never see anything more beautiful in all my life. Napaea the perfect goddess Nymph actually started to whine, a high keening note escaping her throat in her desperation to feel my fingers inside her. 

      

    “Why did you stop?” she begged, a harsh edge of need in her voice. “Keep going – pleasure your mistress...” 

      

    “You’re not my Mistress right now,” I growled, my hand returning to her throat. “Right now you’re my whore.” My fingers grazed her lips. “Taste yourself. Do you taste like a Goddess right now, or do you taste like a whore?” 

      

    She lapped at my fingers, sucking her own juices off them greedily. “I taste like a whore,” she whimpered powerless beneath me. “Thank you for making me taste, Daddy. I love the way you make me so fucking wet...” 

      

    “Damn right you do,” I said, slapping her across the face. Before she could regain her senses, I unhooked my belt and removed my cock from my pants. 

      

    “Show me what a whore you are, Napaea,” I grunted, grabbing a fistful of her hair. “Let me feel how a Nymph treats a dick.” 

      

    It sounded like she wanted to protest, but then my cock slid between her lips and she melted. Napaea sucked my cock like she wanted like, like she needed it – like she was going to thank me for it when she was done. She took me all the way to the base like it was nothing, swirling her naughty tongue around my shaft with some moves I didn’t even know women could do. She made eye contact with me and held it as she bobbed between my thighs, straining her neck as she watched every little muscle in my face to see what I liked the best. I’d never had a blowjob like this before, and unless I took her for my own I never would again. 

      

    I could have kept going. I could have just kept thrusting my cock down Napaea’s throat and never stopped, never needed to feel anything else but that perfect wet tightness. But as I slapped at her breasts and worked my way down to her belly, that perfect little slit between her legs called out to me. I just had to fuck her. Had to put my seed inside her, coat her insides with my load… 

      

    Abruptly I yanked myself out of her. My cock slid free of her lips with a wet pop. Napaea gasped, licking her lips as she regained her composure. 

      

    “Why did you stop?” she asked. 

      

    “I’m going to fuck you,” I grunted, and she looked at me like I’d just answered every prayer she’d ever had. 

      

    “Please,” she whispered, her cheeks red and flushed from being used so hard. “Please fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me proper.” 

      

    “Flip around,” I commanded her, giving one of her tits a good, hard squeeze. “I want to take you from behind.” 

      

    “Y-yes, sir,” she said, eyeing the handcuffs. The chain was just long enough for her to rotate at the waist, so that she was facing the headboard with her big ass in the air. She’d have been on all fours if she wasn’t chained up – as it was, she looked like the sexiest fucking slut in the universe spread for me that way. 

      

    “You love being used, don’t you?” I ran two fingers over one of her ass cheeks, savoring the way her muscles clenched up, expecting the slap. “You love it when a man who doesn’t deserve you treats you like a piece of meat. Isn’t that right?” 

      

    “Yes,” Napaea said with a little laugh. “I love it.” 

      

    “Mmh hmm.” I nodded, sliding a finger between her cheeks. Her asshole was tight and coated in juices – and from the way she groaned as I circled her pucker with a fingertip, she was just as good at taking cock from one end as she was the other. 

      

    I gave her ass a spank – not a terribly hard one, just enough to get her attention. She whimpered and pulled at her restraints. 

      

    “I’m going to be really rough with you, nymph,” I whispered, leaning over her. “Maybe too rough for you to take. You sure you’re ready for this?” 

      

    My words only excited her even more. “Uh huh, uh huh,” she said, nodding like a valley girl. “I want it. I want more.” 

      

    Her eyes were totally fixed on me, drinking me in, anticipating my hands on her ass – which was why she didn’t notice a thing as my free hand stretched out towards the bow. I kept my eyes on hers the whole time, betraying nothing as my fingers closed on it. 

      

    “Alright,” I said, my face spreading into a smirk. “Then let’s begin.” 

      

    With a motion so smooth I was shocked at my own prowess, I pulled the bow to me and slipped into stance. Napaea’s eyes widened in shock, but it was already too late. I didn’t have to aim, stabilize the shot or anything like that – she couldn’t have been an easier target. All I had to do was grip the string, yank it back and watch the arrow fly. 

      

    “What are you-” Napaea exclaimed, before the roar of the shot cut her off completely. An arrow formed at the point where the string hit air, shot forward several inches and sank straight into Napaea’s back, hitting her between the shoulder blades and digging into her heart. 

      

    It was like I’d shot her with several thousand volts all at once, Her body shook beneath me, a half-dozen emotions flickering across her face within the space of a few seconds as the bow’s magic took hold. Confusion, disbelief, anger, lust...then everything faded away for a moment as her eyes flashed bright pink, just like Katie and Constance had. 

      

    “No...” she groaned as she came down from whatever unearthly peak my bow had pumped into her. “No, you couldn’t. You were under my control...” 

      

    “Pro-tip,” I said, tossing the bow to the side. “When you shoot someone with this thing, make damn sure you’re the first person they see.” 

      

    “Oh Gods,” she whispered. “Oh...oh Cody...” 

      

    “It’s inside of you, isn’t it?” My hand was back at her ass, giving it a squeeze. I noted with pleasure that Napaea’s cunt had boiled over, working overtime to coat her with juices. “Changing you – making you realize things you never knew but should have your whole life...” 

      

    “No,” she panted, wiggling her ass. Her body was mine, but her mouth was trying its best to hold out. “I...I belong to my Mistress...” 

      

    I had heard just about enough of that Mistress shit. I grabbed Napaea roughly, forcing her to look over her shoulder at me. I brought her face inches from mine, so that I was all she could see. My arm at her throat forced her to comply. 

      

    “Look at me,” I commanded. 

      

    She did, her eyes pleading with me as she stared. Pleading to let her go, or fuck her hard? I had a feeling it was the second. 

      

    “This is what you wanted,” I told her in a soothing voice, stroking her hair. “You told me yourself – you love it when a man who doesn’t deserve you uses you. Treats you like a piece of meat. Makes you his filthy little fuckdoll...” 

      

    A low moan of pleasure left Napaea’s throat, her thighs grinding together at my words. Fuck yeah I was turning her on. 

      

    “This is what you are,” I told her firmly. “The goddess shit – that’s all an act. One I’ll even let you keep up in public, because I kind of like it. But when it’s just you and me, all that shit drops away and you become what you really are – a cock-thirsty slut who lives to please men. Isn’t that right?” 

      

    She stared at me, the last scraps of resistance in her eyes fading. Then she nodded. 

      

    I relaxed my grip. “Say it.” 

      

    “I’m...I’m your whore,” she panted, grinding her ass against me. “I belong to you. My body was made for your pleasure...” 

      

    I grinned. “That’s more like it. Now I’m ready to fuck you.” 

      

    Her eyes lit up with awe. “Oh, Cody. Please please please fuck me – show me that you own my pretty little pussy!” 

      

    Gripping her hips with both hands, I buried the head of my cock in her tight, wet folds and nearly doubled over with bliss. I had thought her mouth was amazing – this was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. There was so much pleasure I was about to pass out: and I wasn’t even an inch inside of her! 

      

    “You’re wrong about one thing, though, sir,” Napaea said, spreading wide to welcome me. 

      

    A flicker of worry crossed my face. “What?” 

      

    “You said you don’t deserve me,” she whispered. “That couldn’t be more wrong. I’ve never been with a man like you before. You’re so cute, so hot, so fuckable...all I can think about is all the ways I could make you come. You deserve me, Master, and you deserve any other slut you might want. You’re my King!” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. Napaea’s words filled me with the most pure burst of self-esteem I had ever felt in my life. The fact that this flawless goddess thought so highly of me – wanted to worship me with her body – made me high, even if the bow was responsible. Fuck, I didn’t care – I wanted her. 

      

    With one smooth stroke, I slid my cock to the base inside of Napaea. She welcomed me inside of her, her walls gripping me tight as I bottomed out inside of her perfect cunt. I tossed back my head and howled with bliss, tears forming in the corners of my eyes. This was Heaven, this was everything I’d ever wanted and I knew that no matter what happened for the rest of my life I would never forget this moment. Napaea’s cunt was everything I could ever need, wet and warm and tight and complete, and as I pumped her full of my cock the world exploded in bliss. 

      

    “Yes! Oh my Gods, Master – fuck me harder!” 

      

    I snapped back to reality, thrusting my hips as hard as I could inside of her cunt. One hand came down on her ass, right in the spot I’d hit before, while the other grabbed a handful of her hair and wrapped it around my fist for leverage. Soon we were stretching the handcuff chain as far as it could go, Napaea’s perfect body arched as she took me deep. 

      

    She looks like the bow, I thought deliriously as I pounded away inside of her. Fuck, this is so perfect… 

      

    “Grab my tits,” Napaea begged, any pretense of being a goddess gone. “Squeeze my fucking funbags like you mean it, Master. Show me what a dirty slut I am!” 

      

    I complied eagerly, grabbing them like a fucking rapist as I tugged her hair so hard I’m shocked it didn’t come out. I was using Napaea, holding her tight little body against mine like my personal fuck toy, and the effect was beyond anything I could have ever imagined. 

      

    “I love you,” Napaea groaned, pain and pleasure thick in her voice. “I love the way you hurt me, Master. I love the way you make me feel like a whore! I want to make every one of your dirtiest dreams come true...” 

      

    My balls slapped against her slit as I railed her. The room reeked of sex and Napaea’s lush, feminine scent. 

      

    “I’m going to come inside of you,” I growled, pulling her head back far enough that my lips grazed her ear. A sudden thought occurred to me. “Can you get pregnant, nymph?” 

      

    It was hard for Napaea to speak through the waves of pleasure, but at my command she did so. “Only the seed of a true Hero can cause my womb to quicken,” she said, like she was reciting some snippet of an old familiar tune. “Nymphs aren’t supposed to breed with normal humans...” 

      

    At the word breed my thrusting picked up the pace a bit, and Napaea noticed. “Oh, you like that idea, don’t you Master? Breeding me like your personal little harem girl. Coating my insides with your virile seed and making my belly swell with your heirs...” 

      

    It was like something primal tore inside of me. I lost control of my body, treating Napaea even rougher than I had planned – so harshly I was sure I’d have broken a normal human woman. My hips were a blur as I stretched the walls of her cunt again and again, picturing my load filling her belly and marking her as forever mine. 

      

    “Gonna own that pussy,” I grunted, barely even hearing my own words. “Gonna fill you up...” 

      

    “Do it! Fill me with your babies, Master – show the world that I’m your possession, I’m your broodmare I’m your whore please fucking come inside of me…!” 

      

    With a scream of dominance and a final, hard thrust, I let go. My cock bottomed out inside of Napaea’s cunt, the head grazing her cervix as it throbbed and twitched. Pleasure washed over me like a wave, fireworks exploding behind my eyes as I pumped burst after burst of liquid fire into Napaea’s womb. She gripped me tight, all of her muscles bearing down as the feeling of my hot seed inside her sent her over the edge into her own climax. Sweat stood out on her back as her skin flushed, her every muscle clenching as she came beneath me. I was somewhere else, somewhere perfect and filled with ecstasy as my hips moved and semen splashed somewhere miles away. 

      

    I heard a snap as Napaea’s handcuffs split in two: in the midst of her orgasm she’d ripped the chain right in half with her strength. She pressed herself against me, panting with the exertion of winning her newfound freedom as her sweet cunt milked me dry. 

      

    Finally I felt the flood inside of me slow. I pulled out of Napaea and sprayed across her back, painting her ass and lower back with streaks of thick, sticky seed. She purred and rolled her hips at the feeling of it, showing it off as I came down from my peak. 

      

    I collapsed. The bed felt impossibly comfortable under my body, every nerve ending in my skin pushed into a new consciousness by Napaea’s perfection. I lay there for a long moment, recovering. 

      

    I hope that arrow doesn’t wear off when you use it on a girl like her, I thought dimly. There’s no way I could fight right now… 

      

    I needn't have worried. A moment later I felt Napaea’s perfect body pressed against mine – she’d just taken a moment to clean my seed off of her back. She fit against me perfectly, fingers trailing up and down my chest as she explored me meekly. For my part I just laid there, basking in her utter awesomeness and committing every inch of her body to memory. I’d never been with a woman so beautiful. 

      

    Her cheeks were still red from where I’d slapped her, and what looked like the beginning of a bruise lay in a line across her neck. I stroked her cheek gingerly, watching her wince. 

      

    “I hurt you,” I told her simply. 

      

    She nodded. “Yes, Master.” Her eyes shined with an almost insane devotion. “I liked it.” 

      

    I studied her for a few more seconds. “I don’t know anything about your people,” I admitted. “Is there anything I can do to help you heal?” 

      

    She smiled like this was the sweetest thing anyone had ever done for her. “By the time we wake up in the morning, all of this will be gone,” she told me, gesturing at her face and breasts. My neck might still be a little sore tomorrow, but I heal very fast.” She snuggled into my arms, sighing happily as I held her curves against my muscles. “I’m glad you did it. I’m glad you could use my body for pleasure.” 

      

    “I’m glad you heal quickly,” I whispered to her. “Because I have every intention of hurting you again.” 

      

    Her mouth opened in a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. For a moment, she looked at me with something reverent, more than a man or a King – she looked at me like I was her God. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she murmured, lifting one of her legs over mine. “I...I’d like that very much...” 

      

    I still had trouble believing any of this. “You’re a nymph,” I said, a note of disbelief in my voice. “Like...hanging out in trees?” 

      

    Napaea laughed, hiding her mouth with her fingers. “It’s a little more complicated than that,” she told me. “But yes, I have had many, many good times in the forest. And on the beach, and in the middle of a bacchanal...” 

      

    “You’ll have to tell me about that,” I whispered. “You and I are going to have to have a long talk soon about you: where you’ve come from, how you know about my bow, and who this Mistress is you used to report to.” 

      

    For an instant, fear flickered in her eyes. I got the impression whoever had the juice to order a stone-cold babe like Napaea around was one scary customer, and that just confirmed it. 

      

    “Yes, Master.” Napaea said, then frowned. “Why ‘soon’?” 

      

    “Because first,” I told her, flipping her over, “I’m going to fuck you again. Then I’m going to get my harem back together.” 

      

    Napaea squealed with delight. “Yes, Master! I live to serve!” 

      

    I bet you do, I thought as I prepared to claim my prize a second time. I bet you served whoever you used to work for real well… 

      

    But that could wait. Whoever was pulling Napaea’s strings might have had me in their crosshairs, but for the moment they had no idea their agent had turned on them. And that gave me time to plan. To come up with a way to turn the tables yet again. 

      

    Who knows, I thought with a grin, spreading Napaea’s legs. Depending on who this Mistress is, I might just use my bow on her, too...
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    “How do I look, Master?” 

      

    Lounging back in my deck chair, I watched as Napaea strode seductively down the marble staircase towards the pool, a barely-there bikini clinging to her curves. This was Constance Lee’s mansion, a palatial villa on top of one the highest hills overlooking town. I’d envied the place for years, but had no idea this little feature had even existed: behind the main house was a luxurious in-ground pool and hot tub, hidden on three sides by trees. 

      

    Now, of course, it was all mine – just like Constance. 

      

    “Very nice,” I murmured, watching her make her way down to the water. Her ass swayed side-to-side like she was a model walking the catwalk – or a stripper taking the stage. In truth, Napaea looked a hell of a lot better than nice: she was impossibly gorgeous, a statuesque beauty that would have had most men crawling across the concrete begging to worship at her feet. 

      

    It still made me dizzy to think about what she really was. Napaea was a nymph: a mythological creature from storybooks, with a magically-enhanced body designed to seduce and destroy mortal men. She’d come to our realm on the orders of the fertility goddess she served, with one mission: take away my bow and bring it back to her Mistress. 

      

    The bow lay next to me now, but Napaea wouldn’t even dream of touching it without my approval. With its power, I’d turned her and three other women into my adoring slaves. The bow was just as ancient and mythological as Napaea: it had once belonged to Cupid itself, and had the power to make gods and mortals alike fall madly in love with the first person they saw. As I’d discovered, this meant they wanted to serve with their bodies: hell, they became obsessed with it, thinking of nothing else but how to make me happy. 

      

    The lips around my shaft sucked harder, sending a shockwave of pleasure down my spine. Speaking of which… 

      

    Kneeling next to my chair, my former business partner Deirdre had her lips wrapped around my cock, bobbing up and down as she sucked me off. Her gorgeous red hair swayed in my lap as she worked, calling out to my fingers as she pleasured me with her mouth. Getting sucked off by Deirdre was something I’d fantasized about for years – she wasn’t shy about flaunting her sexuality for business purposes, and we’d spent enough long nights renovating houses together that you’d really think something would have happened between us. Now it was just something I took as a matter of course, something I deserved when and wherever I wanted it. 

      

    Napaea reached my chair and bent low over Deirdre, straddling her back between her creamy thighs. Her breasts hung in my face, the nipples hard and clearly visible through the thin fabric, and I slid my face between them, lapping at the soft flesh greedily. She laughed with pride as Deirdre sucked me, pulling me to her tits. 

      

    “You gonna come in that little slut’s mouth, Master?” Napaea pulled me back, then slid one cup of her bikini top to the side. Her nipple was pale and stiff as a board, and tasted like ambrosia as I pulled it into my mouth. “You going to fill her mouth with your load while you suck my tits?” 

      

    “I think so,” I growled around her nipple. I could feel myself reaching my peak, pressure building in my balls like a dam about to burst. “I...think...fuck...” 

      

    My hips thrust forward helplessly, pounding Deirdre’s mouth as I began to shudder and come. Pleasure washed over me, blinding me to everything but Napaea’s tits and Deirdre’s warm, wet mouth as I filled her throat with liquid fire. A torrent of come sprayed from the tip of my cock, pumping her full of my seed. She shivered with delight as she swallowed it down, the feeling of her reward sending her into a climax stronger than any she’d experienced in her old life. 

      

    “Good boy,” Napaea murmured, pulling my mouth from her nipple and bringing her lips to mine. “She’s a good little suckslave for you, sir. It’s right and proper that these sluts should serve your every need...” 

      

    My power had changed Napaea. She used to serve her mistress with an overpowering loyalty, and it seemed like breaking that had caused some sort of permanent change in her belief system. There were no trust issues, of course: she worshiped the ground I walked on, would have gladly died for me in an instant. But there was a mean streak in her servitude, one she tended to take out on the other members of my harem. She made no bones about who was Master’s real Queen – I got the impression she was trying to compensate for some unrelieved guilt deep down in her psyche. 

      

    I’ll have to fix that, I thought as I came down from my peak. After all, I’m her God now – I can do anything. But it could wait. Right now, I had more pressing concerns. 

      

    “Come lay next to me,” I said, patting the chair next to mine. “I want to discuss our next moves. Deirdre, go in the pool and share my load with your other sisters.” 

      

    Deirdre stood up and nodded. She was wearing an insanely tight little one-piece: before I’d seen it, I’d never thought a suit like that could be more revealing than a bikini, but Deirdre’s clung to her flawless skin so tightly it literally left nothing to the imagination. Even the lips of her cunt were clearly visible. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she whispered, swirling my come over her tongue. Without another word, she turned and dove into the pool, sinking beneath the water in an athletic dive and across. On the far end of the pool, Katie and Constance were making out for my amusement: when Deirdre reached them, they pulled her into their trio and started passing my semen mouth-to-mouth in deep kisses. 

      

    “I do so love watching them do that,” Napaea said as she slid into the seat next to mine. Her face was flushed, ruddy with pleasure. “It’s so...degrading.” 

      

    “Yes,” I agreed, watching them work. My cock throbbed to life in my bathing trunks, but if I went down that road I’d end up spending the entire day inside Napaea, getting nothing done. “Did you do things like that for your Mistress?” 

      

    Napaea nodded without a hint of shame. “She was cruel when it pleased her. She loved to mix pain and pleasure, making us do things she knew would shame us. It was always worse when one of the other Gods got an upper hand over her – she’d take her frustrations out on us.” For a moment, her eyes grew glazed, a faraway look in them like she was replaying ancient memories. 

      

    “Uh huh. So you won’t make another one of those portals for me?” 

      

    She snapped to immediately, eyes widening with fear. “Master, I cannot!” Her hands shook as she spoke. More than anything, Napaea’s manner when discussing her Mistress made me worry – I’d known her long enough to see she was a badass nymph that was unafraid of anything on Earth. So if just the mention of her former Mistress’ lair made her shiver, than her old boss was bad news with a capital ‘B’. 

      

    She leaned over and put her hand on my shoulder, her flawless skin gone pale. “Ariadne controls both time and space in her realm,” she whispered. “Do you understand – she controls them absolutely. Even if you were to ambush her, strike her with your bow, she would just make it so that it did not happen. She would reverse time itself to destroy you, and you would end up serving at her feet for all eternity.” 

      

    I nodded, holding her close. “I won’t, I won’t,” I assured her. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure something else out.” 

      

    Slowly Napea’s shivering ceased. As soon as the fear left her, she was grinding in my lap like a cat, staring up at me with those fuck-me eyes that could drive a man mad. I was going to have to fuck her senseless: but first I needed a goddamn plan. 

      

    “Okay, so a direct assault is out,” I said, laying back and taking another sip of my beer. The summer heat made it taste amazing. “How long do you think it will be before she realizes you aren’t coming back?” 

      

    Napaea cocked her head, seemingly lost in thought. “She is...tolerant of delay,” the nymph finally said. “It was understood that I would likely take certain detours along the route to the bow: familiarizing myself with humans in this era, making my body and fashion perfect so as to be certain of seducing you, things like that.” 

      

    “You certainly did a good job,” I said with pride. “There’s no woman on earth as fucking sexy as you, Napaea.” 

      

    She blushed, and a moment later her mouth dropped open in a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as she climaxed. Her tight little bikini bottom started to drip as a torrent of wetness flooded her, the muscles of her cunt clenching down on nothing as my compliment brought her off. 

      

    “Oh, thank you, Master,” she whimpered, her head lolling back on her shoulders. “Ah, that’s so fucking good...” 

      

    “So we have a little bit of time, but not much,” I said, cutting her off. “What will she do when she realizes you’ve been compromised?” 

      

    It took a few moments for Napaea to come down from her peak: she spent them writhing in her chair, panting and whimpering the word Master over and over again as she rode out the throes of her passion. When she finally spoke, she sounded exhausted, her eyes half-open. 

      

    “She’ll come to get me, of course,” Napaea whispered. “In her mind I’m property, and a nymph is far too powerful to be left alone in the mortal realm. Gods know the kind of trouble you could cause with me, Master...” 

      

    I bolted upright. “Over my dead body,” I said, completely serious. No one, God or mortal, was going to lay a finger on Napaea – she belonged to me. She was the queen of my harem, and I was the Man she served. 

      

    “That would probably be how it went,” Napaea said with a guilty little smile. “Ariadne does not leave witnesses.” 

      

    Ariadne. That still threw me for a loop: an actual mythological goddess had me in her crosshairs. The Queen of Webs, a Watcher who according to Napaea had a hell of a lot of influence in world events. I had trouble believing it – and I had trouble believing Napaea when she said that her former Mistress was even more beautiful than her. She said that a Goddess was even more beautiful than a Nymph, moreso than a Nymph like Napaea was over the most beautiful human woman. I couldn’t even imagine: from her description, it sounded like entire nations would pledge themselves to her beauty, throwing away everything to worship her. 

      

    “I have to beat her,” I said, looking out over the water. “She’ll never let me go. Either I bring her under my power, or I spend the entire rest of my life looking over my shoulder, waiting for the other shoe to drop. That’s not happening.” 

      

    Napaea nodded, looking committed if not particularly hopeful. “How would you suggest we do that, Master?” 

      

    I thought about it. There was only one logical answer. “If we can’t go to her,” I said after a moment, “then we’ll have to bring her to us. Is there any way you can summon her? Like, a rite or a ritual to call her, something in an emergency?” 

      

    Napaea’s face scrunched up in thought. “There are some rituals that a goddess like Ariadne is particularly attracted to,” she said, mulling it over. “None that I myself can perform, however.” 

      

    “Damn!” I knew that sounded too simple. Draw a pentagram, say some ancient words, have a goddess in your bedroom? If an ordinary person could do that, a being like Ariadne would get no peace. 

      

    I lay back in my chair, rubbing my chin. “Well, what kind of rituals?” 

      

    “There are a few, but in my experience when my Mistress would leave us, it was typically to attend the Bacchanalia.” 

      

    “You’ve used that word before,” I said, seizing on it. It rang some vague bells in the back of my head, like I’d read it somewhere before. “Bacchanal. That’s like a religious thing, right?” 

      

    Napaea broke out laughing. It was more beautiful and clear than any music I’d ever heard. “Something like that, Master. It’s not very much like one of your modern church services, though.” 

      

    Now I was intrigued. “How so?” 

      

    “It’s a celebration of worldly delights, Master. There’s endless amounts of drinking, fucking, violence...pretty much every physical pleasure you can imagine turned up to eleven. And it goes on for days...” 

      

    “Well now. That sounds like one hell of a good time.” 

      

    Napaea sighed happily, no doubt remembering the debaucheries of years passed. “They are. Shame your era doesn’t really go in for them.” 

      

    “They bring her, though, right?” I was starting to get excited. 

      

    “Oh, absolutely. She can’t resist them.” 

      

    “All right.” I drew myself up, sitting on the edge of the deck chair with my feet on the concrete. “So we get some booze, some drugs, and the four of us go hog wild for days. Do some absolutely filthy shit in that hot tub. And when your Mistress shows up, we hit her with the bow and welcome her to the party...” 

      

    But Napaea was shaking her head. “Four people is nowhere near enough to attract a goddess as powerful as Ariadne,” she said sadly. 

      

    “How many, then?” 

      

    She thought about it and shrugged. “Dozens, at least. A couple hundred might be enough, if they were really feeling it...” 

      

    A plan was starting to form in my brain. I grinned hugely, looking my nymph up and down. “You did tell me that I could cause a lot of trouble with you, babe...” 

      

    “I like the way you think, Sir,” Napaea said with a smile. “I’m more than happy to organize the festivities – but we need a place safe from the authorities, ideally one Ariadne won’t be able to escape from.” 

      

    “Already on it.” I snapped my fingers, breaking the three girls in the pool out of their Sapphic reverie. “Constance. Go get me your laptop.” 

      

    With a nod, Constance swam away from Deirdre and Katie, climbing out of the pool with a vapid smile on her face. She was totally naked, her sex perfectly trimmed and swollen with need as she made her way into the house. Like my other girls, I’d ordered her to make sure she was always ready for me to bend her over and fuck her whenever I wanted; and her body had responded by kicking her waning libido into overdrive. 

      

    A few moments later she came back, holding a razor-thin laptop. It looked brand new. 

      

    “Thanks,” I said, taking it from her. She dove back into the pool and pulled Katie to her, kissing her deeply like there was nothing else in the world. 

      

    I logged on and started to browse through the folder marked “LEE REALTY” on the desktop. This was Constance’s entire real estate portfolio, every piece of property her company was actively selling or had in its portfolio. There had to be something in here perfect for hosting this ritual. 

      

    Let’s see. McMansion, McMansion – oh, here’s a warehouse labeled ‘future brewery?’ but that’s in a really packed part of town, McMansion… 

      

    I flipped to the next slide – and my mouth dropped open. I read the page, then scrolled up and read it again, just to be sure. 

      

    “Holy shit.” The laptop slid down my legs as I motioned for Constance’s attention. “You own Keira’s!?” 

      

    “Of course I do, Master,” Constance replied, her hands around Deirdre’s breasts. “And everything I own belongs to you!” 

      

    Napaea arched an eyebrow. “What is this ‘Keira’s’, Master?” 

      

    My throat was suddenly dry – I took another sip of beer to clear it. 

      

    “So that’s why it never got shut down,” I realized, glancing at the pool. “When you’ve got Constance Lee’s connections, I guess you can pretty much run a brothel and everyone will look the other way.” 

      

    Now both of Napaea’s eyebrows reached her forehead. “This place is a whorehouse, Master?” A naughty little smile played on her face as she pictured it. 

      

    “Not...not exactly. It’s what we call a gentleman’s club around these parts.” 

      

    “I’m guessing from your tone it’s not particularly gentlemanly?” 

      

    “In theory, it’s a place where people drink and watch naked girls dance. But it’s well-known that all the girls at Keira’s will fuck if you’ve got the cash for it. The place is totally wild: the last time I was there, people were doing coke right out in the open and getting blowjobs at the VIP tables. It’s like a teenage boy’s fantasy of what a strip club is like, basically. I always wondered why the cops didn’t close it down – the owners weren’t even trying to hide – but I guess now I know.” 

      

    Constance sent a splash in my direction. “I am the owner,” she said with a ditzy little giggle. 

      

    I hadn’t thought I could be any more stunned, but here I was. “Wait, what? You’re Keira?” 

      

    “It wasn’t just part of my portfolio, Master.” Constance’s eyes glittered with mischief. “I got one hell of a return off that place. I never went in myself, of course – the old me wasn’t in to places like that. Of course it all belongs to you now, Master! I’m sure any of the girls there would be thrilled to serve you...” 

      

    “On a good night,” I explained, turning to Napaea, “that club is standing room only. There’s your several hundred people right there. You think you can do this ritual?” 

      

    Napaea slipped a fingertip between her lips and swirled the tip of it with her tongue, half thinking and half watching how turned on it made me. 

      

    “I can,” she finally decided. “I’ll need to augment the crowd a bit, but from your description that should be simple. You’ll need to employ me as a dancer, Constance.” 

      

    The MILF giggled like a schoolgirl as she splashed the water around, practically jumping up and down with excitement. “I can’t wait!” 

      

    “You, a dancer?” I was throbbing in my shorts just thinking about it. 

      

    “You won’t be jealous, will you, Master?” Napaea shot me one of those looks that could melt iron, her gaze pure sex. “You know I only belong to you – when I dance, you’ll be using my body like a sex object to work your magic...” 

      

    I couldn’t take any more. I pulled her to me, ripping off her top. 

      

    “I think I could manage,” I growled, my lips against her ear. “Long as you leave me nice and satisfied first.” 

      

    A throaty moan left her throat as my hand slipped between her thighs, massaging her slit through the thin fabric. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered, the heat in her voice undeniable. “I live to serve.” 

      

    Spawning in the middle of a crowd of drunk people, your former servant dancing like a whore and the guy you wanted to steal from waiting to ambush you, I thought, flipping Napaea on her back and kissing her neck. That goddess isn’t going to know what hit her. 

      

    Hopefully, by the time she did, she’d be mine – and my troubles would be over.  

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Welcome to Keira’s, Sir. Do you have a reservation?” 

      

    I couldn’t help but grin. How does this woman stay so calm? I thought. If the luxurious business suit I was wearing didn’t mark me as something other than the obvious customer, the giant fuck-off bow strapped to my back certainly did. Yet, the gorgeous blonde at the door scanned me like I was any other patron. 

      

    I reached into my jacket pocket and pulled out the card Constance had given me. “I have a meeting with the founder,” I said smoothly. 

      

    The girl’s eyes widened in shock as she saw the tiny, cream-colored card. So she can be surprised, I thought with a small smile. 

      

    “Yes, sir! Come right in – Keira’s table is in the VIP section.” As she opened the door, her lips curled in a smile and she flashed me a wink. “Careful in there tonight,” she added. “It’s pretty wild for some reason.” 

      

    “It’s the new girl,” I said, winking back. “She’s a witch.” 

      

    Inside, the club was a blur of activity. Instantly, a melange of smells reached me: sweat, sex, the heady musk of marijuana smoke. Napaea had told me not to arrive at Keira’s until right before the ritual was ready to commence, to keep me from becoming ensnared in it, and I could see why: this was one hell of a party. All the women looked young and gorgeous, dressed to the nines in skimpy, form-fitting dresses and slips – and they looked overdressed compared to the strippers. A few feet inside, a slim young blonde started at my appearance and took my arm. It took me a moment to realize it was Katie. 

      

    “Katie? Wow, you look amazing.” Even in that crowd, she stood out. Napaea had been in charge of getting every aspect of the party ready, with Constance’s credit card, and she’d spared no expense on her hostesses. Katie was outfitted in a form-fitting corset that cupped her ample breasts from the bottom, pushing them up so that they were practically offered as they lay there on display. Beneath the waist she wore nothing but panties, stockings and fuck-me heels. Her makeup was flawless. 

      

    Her face flushed with pleasure at my compliment. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, leading me on. “We have to hurry – Napaea’s ritual has almost reached its peak. She’s on the VIP stage right now.” 

      

    “I hope you reserved me a seat,” I said as she shoved me forward. The idea of seeing a beautiful, fuckable slave like Napaea debasing herself before strangers...it had been in the back of my head, of course, but now that I was about to see it my vision was blurry with desire. I barely saw the rest of the party as Katie lead me to the VIP. 

      

    “Here, Master,” she said, indicating a chair at a table in the balcony. From where I sat, I could see the whole proceeding, like a King looking over his court. This was a perfect vantage point to enjoy myself with a girl or two while watching the debauchery – or to strike someone on stage with an arrow. 

      

    Gotta get ready, I thought. For a moment, the only thing I could think of were my preparations. I got the bow ready, setting on the table in front of me in such a way that I could have a shot off in a moment’s notice. That done, I turned my attention to the stage. 

      

    What I saw nearly made me forget about my mission. 

      

    Up on stage, Napaea was dancing. Those six words are completely incapable of describing what she was doing, but they were the only I could think of. What she did made the finest work of the Bolshoi ballet look clumsy and unpracticed – but was filthier than the most desperate stripper, naughtier than a webcam girl aching for her patrons’ donations. 

      

    Whatever clothes she’d had on had been discarded. I couldn’t see them, so maybe she’d just run her hand over them and made them disappear. She was flawless, of course, a perfect specimen of femininity as she moved to the beat. Her hips and breasts drove me mad, made me want to drop to my knees and demand she march right up to me this instant and spread her legs. I was spellbound – and so was the rest of the crowd. 

      

    “Yeah, baby!” I could hear someone screaming with delight as they entered the VIP – the last words they could form as they sank into Napaea’s spell. “Shake that ass!” 

      

    Napaea writhed seductively with renewed vigor, her hips rocking with the bass as she did her magic. Now that I was focused on it, I could see the power she wielded, like a physical thing spreading across the stage. It was like an aura; everywhere it spread, the energy in the room rose to a fever pitch. As I watched, she gripped the pole, straddling it between her thighs as she slid up and down, clenching it tight. 

      

    The crowd had gone totally insane. It seemed like every person in the building was surrounding her stage, men (and not a few women) showering her with money. This wasn’t the usual strip club behavior: it was like these people were competing to see who could empty their wallet first, throwing their money away like it was an act of worship. Which, in a sense, it was. 

      

    As I watched, Napaea hooked her thumbs on either side of her tight black thong panties and worked them down her hips, provoking screams of delight from the crowd. Like every stripper, she knew how to work an audience – but unlike every other stripper I’d ever seen, she was so wet that the entire club could see. The lips of her sex swelled beneath the thin fabric, so full and primed that she practically left trails as she rode the pole. 

      

    She wasn’t this turned on because of the money, or from exposing herself to strangers. As far as she was concerned, none of them were there. She was dancing for an audience of one: me. She danced for me like there was nothing more important to her in the world than to get me hard. As I watched from my VIP chair, she parted her lips and shot me a perfect fuck-me look, begging for my approval. Which she’d get as soon as the song was over, because I was so turned on it took everything I had not to mount the stage and just fuck her right in front of the customers. 

      

    She froze in the middle of a step, tits thrust out as she searched my face. She’s begging for it, I thought with a smirk. And she’s doing a good job – I might as well let her know. 

      

    I nodded at her and mouthed two words, clear enough for her to read them across the room: good girl. 

      

    It was like she’d been struck with a bolt of lightning. Napaea tossed her head back, her back arching like my special bow as an orgasm tore through her body, her brainwashed and bimboized brain flooding her with pleasure at my compliment. As she cried out, her body began to glow with a faint, golden aura: and then the whole room responded in kind. 

      

    In their seats, men and women let out groans of pure bliss as Napaea’s climaxed triggered their own. It didn’t slow the money – if anything, it made people throw more. It made the ritual real. It made it happen. 

      

    She’s so powerful, I thought with pride, watching her pull the audience into climax with her. And she’s all mine. 

      

    Once I had this whole goddess situation under control, I wanted to start showing her off. See the world, explore in every corner of the globe – and have wild sex in all of them. I wanted her to feel special, like my Queen, like my most prized possession. 

      

    As the music reached its peak, Napaea tossed her head back and howled with bliss. As a primal, lustful growl tore itself from her throat her arms moved in circles, tracing dual spirals along the floor of the stage. She started to chant in a low voice, the syllables flowing and ancient and somehow sounding like they were being whispered inches from my ear. 

      

    The air practically rippled with arcane energy. My bowstring vibrated in response, a high, clear note echoing through the bass. It’s about to happen, I realized, grabbing my weapon and readying it. Come and get it, you bitch… 

      

    The air shimmered behind Napaea as she writhed, her steps becoming more and more intricate. She risked a glance behind her shoulder and cried out in triumph, throwing both hands in the air. With a final, shouted, word, she finished her incantation at the same moment the spirals she cast reached their center. 

      

    There was a thunderclap, and the entire audience cried out as one. This is what those ancient orgies were like, I thought. When a God crashed the party… 

      

    The spotlights sputtered and went out for an instant, and when they returned there was a woman standing behind Napaea. Power radiated from every inch of her being, menacing and beautiful. She stepped forward, and every eye in the building was drawn towards her. I lifted my bow, took aim – and froze. 

      

    Ariadne stood on stage, and she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 

      

    I finally felt like my life was complete. Napaea’s sensuality had been nearly blinding, so strong that even with my own powers I sometimes had to fight the urge to drop to my knees and worship her. And my business partner Deirdre was the hottest woman I’d ever met – someone I’d have changed my entire life for. 

      

    Ariadne made me forget them in an instant. Ariadne made them look like insects. 

      

    Suddenly I was shaking, more turned on than I’d ever been in my entire life. My cock begged for release, cried out to worship this literal goddess walking among us. In that moment I would have done anything for her – enslaved nations, murdered friends, destroyed existence itself for the privilege of worshiping her. 

      

    I truly believe that if it hadn’t been for the bow, I would’ve been as lost as everyone else in that building, turned into one of of her mindless worshipers. Only the self-confidence it had given me, the massive wellspring of self-esteem that flowed through me when I was struck with my own weapon and fell in love with my own face kept me from being swept up in the frenzy. As the crowd went wild, screaming passionate declarations of adoration for their new Queen, I raised the bow to my shoulder and drew back the string. 

      

    I’m coming at the Queen, I thought, letting it go. God help me if I miss… 

      

    The air crackled in front of me, the now-familiar spectral arrow ripping through existence as it soared towards its target. Ariadne looked up at the last moment, her eyes widening with shock as my shot hit home. She raised her hands, but it was too late: the arrow slid between them and drove into her chest, striking the hollow between her breasts like someone had painted a bullseye there. 

      

    Instantly the room fell silent. Every face turned to me where I stood, one leg on the balcony as I watched the fertility goddess’ face flicker with unfathomable emotions. 

      

    She turned to Napaea, her face brimming with pure hatred. “You traitorous bitch,” she whispered, slapping her former servant across the face. A gasp went up from the crowd, but Ariadne was already beginning to change – she turned away, her eyes fixed on me. 

      

    I was the only thing she was seeing now. 

      

    “You...” 

      

    Her eyes met mine, and it was like every light in the world was on me at once. I couldn’t stand it anymore; heedless, I jumped from the balcony, landing on a table hard enough that my knees buzzed with pain. I didn’t notice, didn’t feel it – I had to get to her, had to be inside her… 

      

    “Come to me,” she whispered, spreading her arms. “I’m yours.” 

      

    In a flash I was there, ascending the stage while the crowd cheered. They were all her worshipers now, which meant they were my worshipers, watching something as holy as any rite. As I climbed onto the platform, Ariadne, leaned back against the pole and spread her legs, her clothing melting away like it had never been there. 

      

    “Come fuck me, hero,” she purred. “Come take your...” 

      

    No more talk, I thought, grabbing her. The crowd let out a whoop as I tugged off my belt, spreading her legs with my own. Then I was inside of her, and the rest of the world disappeared. 

      

    I came almost instantly, come shooting from my rock hard cock to fill her heavenly womb. It didn’t matter, because I didn’t stop – I was never going to stop. It felt like heaven, it was heaven, and as far as I cared I was going to spend the rest of eternity pumping my load inside of a goddess. 

      

    Her nails raked my back, pulling me in. I bottomed out inside of her, her walls clenching me as tight as Napaea’s did at the moment of orgasm, but every moment. You know that perfect, sweet moment when you feel yourself let go, and every muscle of your woman’s cock clenches down on you like she’s trying to milk you dry of every drop? That climax, that absolute peak – it was every moment of being inside of her. 

      

    I came again. Then again, and again, and then I was coming with every thrust, the pleasure washing over me in faster and faster waves. I couldn’t think, was dizzy with bliss, but I slowly became aware of something bigger, something deeper bubbling up under the surface of my long, loud comes. If the pleasure I felt fucking Ariadne’s perfect cunt right then was an ocean, this was the Marianas Trench – the ultimate, the deepest, the unfathomable. A pang of fear erupted in the back of my head – would a mortal even survive this? - but I was powerless to stop. 

      

    While an entire crowd watched, I fucked Ariadne senseless. She levitated off the ground, her perfect ass rocking like a piston off the pole as she ground me to dust inside of her. Semen ran down her thighs in torrents, lapped up by Napaea and some of the other strippers, but it just kept coming. 

      

    “You’re mine,” I found the strength to say, pinning her to me. “Say it.” 

      

    Her goddess lips opened and the truth poured out like sweet light: “Yes, Master! I belong to you! All I have is for your glory…!” 

      

    At those words, I reached the peak of whatever this was. The waves crested over me so fast that they merged together, becoming a fist that punched through my consciousness and elevated me to the cosmic level. This was what it felt like to be a God. This is what eternity, infinity, all those concepts the human mind couldn’t process felt like when they slipped into your being as easily and simply as fitting the final piece into a jigsaw puzzle. I was complete, and the pleasure split me into a million pieces and sent me to every corner of the universe in an instant. 

      

    I don’t know how long I was out. When I came to, I was lying on stage with the bow next to me. My clothes had disappeared. Looking around, I saw every single person in the club was in a similar situation, lying around in various stages of consciousness, moaning with the aftershocks of reflected bliss. It felt like I had fucked for a million years. 

      

    As my vision cleared, I saw Ariadne and Napaea standing on stage, embracing like sisters. A heavenly aura radiated from my new Queen, marking her as the Goddess she truly was. She caught notice of me, and her vision slid to my bow. 

      

    “Oh, Master!” Her eyes widened at the sight of it, filled with a delight so pure it made my heart melt. “It’s so beautiful! May I hold it?” 

      

    How could I say no? Dazed, still barely thinking, I got to my feet and placed it in her waiting hands. 

      

    “Finally,” she whispered, her fingers tightening on it. “I have waited so long to hold this. Thank you, Cody, from the bottom of my heart thank you.” 

      

    She tested its weight, then turned to Napaea. “Remember when I told you that this had the power to make the Gods themselves kneel?” 

      

    For her part, Napaea looked even more out of it than I was. She smiled happily, an acolyte being called upon by her Mistress, and nodded. “Yes, Ariadne. I remember our conversation well.” 

      

    A mischievous grin spread across her face. “Apparently I was wrong.” 

      

    Before Napaea could react, Ariadne drew back the bowstring and loosed an arrow. It struck her dead in the chest, sinking beneath the skin as her eyes went wide. 

      

    “Mistress...” she whispered. 

      

    Wait, what? I blinked – I couldn’t be seeing what I was seeing… 

      

    With one smooth motion, Ariadne stepped forward and grabbed Napaea – my Napaea – around the waist. Golden fire blazed to life around her, surrounding the pair like a miniature sun. I held a hand in front of my face, roaring with rage. When the glare cleared, I was alone on stage – both women had disappeared. 

      

    I raged. I beat the stage with my fists, screaming with primal fury. The sight of the goddess was still in my eyes, filling me with desire, driving me mad. 

      

    “Bring her back!” I screamed at the party guests, who looked just as shocked and upset as me. “Bring her back! Bring her back!” 

      

    It was no use. Ariadne had fled back to whatever realm she came from, my nymph and my bow both in her possession. And there was nothing I could do about it. 

      

    Eventually I became aware that someone was shaking my shoulders; it was Deirdre. She slapped me across the face, bringing me out of my trance. 

      

    “Come on, Master,” she said wearily. “Let’s get out of here before the cops show up.” 

      

    The guests were beginning to disburse, not a few of them on their cell phones. News of this was going to be all over town, not to mention the Internet. Deirdre was right – as much as I wanted to stay right there and bask in the memory, to smash things and scream until I somehow managed to reopen Ariadne’s portal, there was nothing I could accomplish. 

      

    “Do you think he’s okay?” The voice was Katie, looking in at me where I lay in the backseat of my luxury car. I didn’t know who was driving, I didn’t care. 

      

    “After what he saw? Jesus, I don’t know.” That was Deirdre. From the position of her voice, I’d guess she was behind the wheel. “She was so...beautiful...” 

      

    “She was perfect,” Constance agreed. “Almost as beautiful as Master.” 

      

    My eyes opened a fraction. From where I lay, I could hear all three girls murmuring agreement. They didn’t fall for her, I realized. They still serve me. Compared to the glory that was Ariadne, it felt like a small comfort – but it was the first step towards reclaiming my manhood. For now, it felt like enough. 

      

    “I’m going to find her,” I whispered. All three girls stopped talking, listening intently. 

      

    “I’m going to find that bitch,” I said after a moment, barely able to form words. “I’m going to get my bow back. I’m going to get Napaea back. Then I’m going to make her pay for what she did tonight.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Deirdre said soothingly. “Get some rest, Cody – you’ve been through a lot.” 

      

    She was right. I lay back, closing my eyes. As I relaxed against the plush leather, sinking into sleep, one thought lay at the forefront of my mind. 

      

    This isn’t over, I thought tiredly. You fucked with the wrong mortal, Ariadne. I’m gonna get back at you – and when I do, I never want to deal with the Gods again. 

      

    Little did I know that the path to getting revenge was going to involve several gods – and put me in the middle of a war that would change my life forever...
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    Book One: The Teacher 

      

      

    Oh shit, I thought. How am I supposed to go to school looking like this? 

      

    I stood in front of the mirror, looking at my reflection with a mixture of confusion and annoyance. My hair was still soaking wet from the shower, trailing rivulets from my collarbone down to the towel wrapped around my waist, stopping at my breasts along the way. 

      

    My breasts, I thought. Wow. 

      

    I gave the left one a tiny pinch, as if assuring myself it was real. My breasts were the problem – when I went to bed, I was a solid, firm b-cup. Nothing spectacular, but a nice handful. Today, half-asleep, I had bumped into half the things in my bathroom before I realized I'd ballooned into a double-d. 

      

    There has to be some sort of glitch, I thought, grabbing my cell phone off the sink. I pulled up my xCollar app and checked it for updates, expecting to see a request for a breast enlargement that I had either forgotten about or fat-fingered into my phone. Nothing. The change log was blank – no updates in the last thirty days. 

      

    “My tits beg to differ,” I muttered. 

      

    Setting the phone back on the edge of the sink, I checked over my xCollar, searching for defects. It was a middle-of-the-road model, a little more than I should've budgeted on a teacher's salary but hey, you only live once. Mine was a slender band of blue and black stripes, the color of the college football team (go Panthers!), with a small, ice-blue crystal at the nape of the neck. A number of students in my classes had taken to giving me the nickname “Ice Princess” behind my back, even leaving it on our campus’ anonymous review site, and I honestly couldn’t remember which came first – the ice-crystal collar or my reputation. They called me that because despite my good looks, I maintained an air of calm professionalism with my students - also because unlike most women my age I didn't do things like decide on the spur of the moment to make my tits three times bigger. 

      

    After all, I have to have some standards. It isn’t like I’m going to find Prince Charming in freshman Chemistry, after all. 

      

    I finished the diagnostic and sat back with a sigh. My huge, expanded tits bobbed perkily beneath me, as if they were crying out for my attention. As far as I can tell, I thought, there’s nothing wrong with this damn thing whatsoever. But then again, it wasn't like I was an expert on them or anything, and there was a lot going on under the surface. Had I broken it, somehow? I shook my head as I let it go; that was impossible. There were safety features. Things like this didn't happen, goddamnit. 

      

    Sigh. I gave the mirror a lopsided smile and shrugged, watching my brand-new tits sway seductively with the motion. At least they were nice tits, I thought. I had the rack of an over-endowed eighteen year-old, firm and high without a hint of sag. I felt my new nipples harden as I ran a finger gently over them. Jesus, they were sensitive! 

      

    Of course, the rest of me didn't look too bad, either. I might've been pushing forty (a secret I scrupulously guarded from students and faculty alike), but the rest of my body didn't look a day over twenty-five, thanks to the xCollar's anti-aging module. I was secretly a little jealous of the girls graduating in my class who were just starting to turn theirs on over the summer. Having come of age after the xCollar revolution, they were going to have the privilege of spending twenty years or more looking like barely-legal co-eds, firm and lithe and at their sexual peak for decades. Just the thought of it made me shiver, sent a shock of pleasure down my spine that warmed me between my thighs... 

      

    Laughing at myself, I pulled back my hair, wiping water from my forehead. “Carolyn Childs,” I said in a mocking tone, “you get a new set of tits and all of a sudden all you can think about is sex sex sex.” 

      

    It was funny, but I reminded myself that was the problem – one look at these puppies and I knew exactly what every boy in my class was going to be thinking about – Ice Princess finally decided to slut it up. Worse, I had no way of hiding them – I didn't have a bra big enough to fit them. Not that they really needed one, I thought as I ran my finger between them. God, they were gorgeous. As infuriated as I was with my xCollar, a tiny part of me couldn’t help but be excited. I looked good. 

      

    I briefly considered grabbing a white t-shirt and writing “I didn't choose to have these!” on the front in magic marker, before discarding the idea as silly. All I wanted to do was set my xCollar to give me a normal-sized bust and go back to bed, but I had taken too much time off this semester already. I was just going to have to tough it out. 

      

    “God, they are all going to be staring at you, girl,” I said, letting the towel slip from my waist. I could picture it now – for the first time all year, I'd have the whole room's complete attention. Me, in some too-tight shirt, trying and failing to hide my huge tits, my stiff, aching nipples… 

      

    I had a hand at my breasts before I knew what I was doing, gently twisting and pinching my nipple.  

      

    “Ohhhh...” I groaned. Oh. That felt good. Goddamn that was just the best! 

      

    I kept going, watching my cheeks redden with arousal. These tits were super-sensitive – I'd heard about modifications like this, that enhanced stimulation and blood flow, that made you hornier quicker, that increased your pleasure. Supposedly they were extremely popular among the more modern girls. I could see why! Watching myself just turned me on more – I’d never been into girls, but if I was I would definitely want one with big, soft tits like mine. Yeah, I thought, stroking harder. Fuck, I should take a picture of these puppies for posterity. 

      

    As my hand stroked my nipples, my other traced between my thighs, where I was already wet and throbbing with warmth. Like most women, I used the xCollar to keep myself hairless below the neck – no more cutting my legs shaving! - and kept my snatch bare except for a thin, rectangular strip just above my clit. My fingers found it easily and began to rub. 

      

    I closed my eyes, imagining all those young college studs watching me, their cocks stiff at attention and tenting their pants. The men's equivalent of the xCollar was a watch – for obvious reasons, the idea of guys wearing tight little collars had never taken off -  and it was a running joke that the first thing every guy did upon receiving his was use it to make his cock bigger. Well, in my fantasies it was no joke – they were hung, hulking, pornstar-huge and dripping with precum. How would those cocks feel sliding between my tits, grinding against the oh-so-sensitive flesh of my new breasts until they shot their thick, hot loads all over my waiting skin? 

      

    My eyes were shut tight; my pussy throbbed. My climax was coming on fast, but it felt strange – Christ, I'd swear more pleasure was coming from my tits than my cunt… 

      

    My leg gave way as I came with a cry, my eyes jerking open as I tottered. I grabbed at the shower curtain and just barely managed to stay on the shower, my ass hanging onto the edge. My cries of passion turned to laughter as I caught my breath. 

      

    God, that had felt amazing. I barely remembered the last time I had touched myself, I'd been so busy...but I knew it was nothing like that. That was savage, primal, exhilarating… 

      

    “Well, that certainly took the edge off,” I said to no one in particular. I stifled a giggle as I regained my footing, shocked at how close I'd come to looking very, very stupid. 

      

    My phone was flashing an alarm when I picked it back up. Shit! I was going to be late for class unless I hustled.  

      

    I grabbed the first thing I could find that would fit me, snatched my half-toasted bagel out of the toaster and headed out the door, promising myself I wouldn't pay any attention to the stares I was sure to get from my students. All I had to do was keep my head down, make it through the day, then come home to a margarita and an xCollar reprogramming. Just another day at the office, Carolyn. 

      

    It's just a glitch, I assured myself, looking down at my tits as I started the car. Nothing to worry about. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    I lied. I payed attention. 

      

    The day was a blur. I remembered getting to class in the nick of time, starting to greet the class – and abruptly realizing every pair of eyes in the room was staring right at my tits. I must have done a terrible job drying myself off, thanks to my little solo adventure, and the gray sweater I'd hoped would give me a sedate look had gotten wet, shrinking and clinging to every curve. Worst of all, it did nothing to hide the fact of my nipples stiffening under the gaze of my students. 

      

    I tried to focus on the lesson, but it proved to be nearly impossible. Calling anyone to the front of the room would have been an obvious mistake, given how many boners were being hidden beneath desks, and every movement I made to write on the whiteboard caused the fabric of my sweater to rub achingly against my tits. I tried my best, but occasional little moans of pleasure escaped my lips – a fact which was not lost on my overstimulated students. 

      

    I made it an hour before I had to hand over the lesson plan to one of my best students (a young woman who looked absolutely disgusted at me) and run to the bathroom, sealing myself inside a stall and rubbing myself furiously to climax while shoving a hand in my mouth to keep quiet. I had thought it would help, but after that I was making trips every half-hour: I was insatiable. 

      

    Finally after what felt like an entire semester's worth of awkward glances and red-faced sighs, the bell rang for lunch. 

      

    “Have a good lunch, class,” I said, trying to keep the husky tone of lust out of my voice. “I'm probably going to have Mr. Cedric come in and give you some worksheets for the afternoon...I'm not feeling well...” 

      

    There were several audible snickers at this statement. Even so, the class filed out to lunch, some of them sitting at their desks a little longer than usual. Were they trying to calm themselves down, I wondered, or were they trying to get one more glance at my gorgeous, heaving tits? Picturing how good that mound of warm tit-flesh would feel in their mouths as I rode them… 

      

    Oh God. I had to get out of here. What was wrong with me? 

      

    I was packing up my things to leave when I heard a small cough. Turning mid-stride, I saw two students standing in front of my desk – the last two I'd ever expect to be in the same place willingly. I couldn't miss Joel Mathers; after all, he was a star of the school football team, a six-foot slab of muscle who’d used his xWatch to make himself a fucking God-tier linebacker his freshman year. But next to him was Nolan Clarke, the biggest nerd in my class, leering at me under his mop of strawberry-blonde hair with a look I did not like. 

      

    I looked from one to the other, praying I could get whatever this was over with quickly. “Everything alright, boys?” 

      

    Nolan spoke first. “I told you, Joel. You owe me a hundred bucks, dude.” 

      

    Scratch that: Now that I was really looking at them, it was Joel's look I was really worried about. Nolan looked at me like I was the punchline of some joke only nerds could understand, but Joel was staring at me like a… a piece of meat. A slut. A cum dumpster he desperately wanted to make a deposit into. 

      

    I shook my head. I never had thoughts like that about my students. This was wrong. “Boys, you're going to have to excuse me...” 

      

    “Ice Princess,” Joel whispered. 

      

    I froze, eyes rolling back into my head. I felt my mouth drop open, momentarily outside of my control. It was like someone burst a pinata in my brain, and sweet delicious candy came raining down. Warm candy that coated me from the tips of my tits down to my cunt. 

      

    “Oh my….gawd,” I managed. 

      

    Joel snickered. “I told you! Didn't I tell you? Come on command, man. There's so much shit they could be doing with these collars and aren't.” 

      

    I slid backwards, sitting on the edge of my desk. The pleasure abated, but the world didn't feel the same. It was like I had been wrapped in a warm blanket and injected with some outrageously expensive drugs – everything felt wonderful. The air filling my nostrils, the edge of the desk under my ass – I wanted nothing more than to do whatever it took to keep this feeling going forever. 

      

    “That felt good, didn't it, Ice Princess?” Joel asked. 

      

    Oh god oh jesus oh fuck! My whole body tensed up as another explosion of pleasure rocked my frame, radiating from my brand-new breasts. I gripped the edge of the desk with white knuckles, riding the wave of ecstasy that threatened to destroy my brain. It would be so easy to give in to this, a little voice inside me said.  

      

    “Wow, I think that was even stronger the second time,” Nolan said. “Bitch is horny as hell.” 

      

    “Yeah,” Said Joel. “Naughty little Ice-” 

      

    “Let's give that a rest for the moment,” Nolan said, cutting him off. “She can have more in a bit. Lock the door.” 

      

    Wait, I wanted to cry, don't… 

      

    Joel slid the door closed and locked the heavy bolt, then put a chair underneath the door handle for good measure. “No one's coming in here for a while,” he said with a sneer. 

      

    “Good, good.” Now that we were in private, Nolan's leer was starting to look a lot more like Joel's: like he wanted to do things to me, things no teacher should ever do with their student. The scary thing was how bad I already wanted him to do them, to throw me down and fuck me and call me a good little ice princess over and over again... 

      

    “What did you do to me?” I asked, struggling to calm down. “How did you…?” 

      

    Nolan laughed. “Make you come?” 

      

    Ashamed, I nodded. 

      

    “Oh, that was the easy part. A little post-hypnotic suggestion, triggered by our pet name for you.” 

      

    Yours and two thirds of the other boys in the class, I thought. 

      

    “Why would you do something like that? That is very unprofessional, boys...” 

      

    “What you really should be asking,” he said, coming very close to me indeed, “is how you got these.” 

      

    His hand slid under my sweater and I moaned, the tiny bit of me resisting not strong enough to fight how good it felt. He slid up my taut belly and gave my tit a gentle squeeze.  

      

    I bit my teeth together to keep from crying out – even after two orgasms that felt amazing.  

      

    “Yeah, I bet you like these puppies,” Nolan said, twisting my nipple between his fingers. “Usually the xCollar enhancements are capped at a five on the Hedonia Pleasure Scale; these babies go all the way to eleven. I bet just rubbing these big funbags feels even better than eating your pussy would, right?” 

      

    I wanted to tell him no, stop, this isn't right for us to talk about, but the part of my brain responsible for higher decision making was paralyzed by lust. I leaned into his touch, craving it, using my body to beg for more. 

      

    “I don't understand,” I managed to gasp. “You hacked me?” 

      

    This time his laughter was loud and long, almost triumphant. “Miss C, I hacked the most complicated piece of hardware on the planet. I turned off all the safeties on your xCollar. Without them, anyone with a laptop and a wi-fi connection can do anything they want to it – and by extension, you.” 

      

    “No,” I whispered. “That can't be true. They're programmed to shut down if tampered with...” 

      

    “Ah, the promises of corporate America,” Nolan said, pinching my nipple with a playful smile. “Buy this – its totally safe. Don't worry about what it can do to you – we've taken all the proper precautions. Heh, I spent all year figuring out how to hack the xCollar – and Joel bankrolled the whole thing. Now we're going to sell the hack to the highest bidder and the richest motherfuckers on the planet.” 

      

    His hand moved to my other breast. “And you're our first test subject, Miss C. We both chose you. You know why?” 

      

    My body was as taut as a bowstring, ready to fire. “I'm pretty sure I know why,” I whispered. 

      

    “Because we both want to fuck you,” he said, stroking my hair. “We think about it every day, imagining pounding your tight little stuck-up cunt while we pretend to pay attention in class. Melting that icy exterior down until you’re so hot you can’t help but get on your knees. You're the sexiest fucking girl at this school, Ice Princess.” 

      

    “Oh fuuuuuuuck….” 

      

    “That's right,” he whispered softly into my ear, holding me as I came. “There's going to be lots more girls like you waking up to surprises soon, Miss C. They're going to be treating guys like us like real men.” He grabbed my chin and held his lips against my ear. “Treat us like a porn bitch, Miss C.” 

      

    At the words porn bitch, another trigger went off my brain – one I hadn't even known was there. I had a moment to wonder how many of these Nolan and Joel had installed when the craving came over me. I fought, writhing against the desk, struggling...all for nothing. 

      

    All of a sudden, more than anything else in the world, I wanted cock in my mouth. Not just any cocks – Joel and Nolan's. I wanted to be on my knees for them, like a real porn bitch.  

      

    Joel's mouth hit the floor around the same time as my knees. “Holy shit, she's really doing it,” he said in amazement. “She's going to suck our dicks!” 

      

    Nolan didn't respond; just guided my chin towards his crotch. I popped open the fly of his jeans and pulled the zipper down...oh my.  

      

    Nolan had the biggest cock I'd ever seen. My mouth watered at the sight of it, even as I wondered how I'd fit it all inside of me. 

      

    I started stroking him, looking up and making eye contact the way a real porn bitch would. “Somebody's nice and hard,” I said seductively. “Did you hack your xWatch, too?” 

      

    “Fuck yeah I did,” he said, groaning as my fingers slid up and down his shaft. “Unlocked the safeties on that, too. You wouldn't believe how much come I can shoot...” 

      

    “Show me,” I said, and took him in my mouth. 

      

    My next wonderful discovery was that I could take Nolan's cock, driving it inch by incredible inch down my throat, untroubled by anything so much as resembling a gag reflex. Nolan must've highlighted it and clicked 'delete', I thought with glee. 

      

    I sucked his shaft like a true pro, chasing the taste of his salty-sweet pre-cum. His hands tangled in my hair, forcing me down on him, guiding my throat with sweet, gentle pressure. God, I was in love. I could get so used to this, I realized. 

      

    Before I knew what was happening, all the angles changed. I felt my body lift off the floor, my brain going all disoriented for an instant before I realized what had happened – Joel picked me up from behind and deposited me on my desk, so that my ass and legs hung off the back while I blew Nolan from the front. 

      

    “Dude, what are you doing?” Nolan asked. 

      

    “I'm not taking your sloppy seconds,” Joel said. “I want to fuck this bitch right in the pussy.” 

      

    My eyes widened. I started to wriggle, trying to pull away. Sucking cock was one thing – ever since Nolan had called me a porn bitch, I couldn't imagine why I'd ever had a problem with it – but there was no way I was letting Joel fuck me… 

      

    “Calm down, Miss C,” Nolan said with a grin. “It's going to be amazing. Why don't you be a good little slut for Joel?” 

      

    The trigger hit my brain like a shot of heroin. My head popped of Nolan's cock, my lips moving a mile a minute: “please fuck my pussy I need your cock inside me my cunt needs your cock master please fuck my tight little pussy I need it so bad...” 

      

    Nolan grabbed the back of my head and forced my mouth back down on his cock. I didn't care; I needed Joel's dick in my cunt. I was so cock-thirsty it was going to take a firehose to calm me down. 

      

    Fortunately, Joel's member was just as enhanced as his nerd buddy's – if not moreso! He stretched my legs apart, effortlessly splitting my skirt against my thighs. My panties were next – he was so desperate to fuck, so full of animal lust that he couldn't be bothered to rip them off – he pulled them to the side with a harsh yank as he entered me. 

      

    I let loose a cry loud enough that the entire school could almost certainly hear – but what did it matter now? If Nolan was right, the tools to do this to any woman were out there – and every woman had an xCollar. Everyone wanted to be young, and calm, and self-assured. Now all I wanted was to be Nolan and Joel's porn bitch, their good little slut. I had gone from Ice Princess to fuck slave in a few easy commands, and I could already feel I wasn't going to need a trigger to come this time.  

      

    They pounded me from both ends until I was sobbing, crying with joy and pleasure, unsure where I began and they ended. They pulled out of me in unison, and at once I felt the hot spurt of come, coating my face, streaking across my tits, shooting over the curve of my ass and landing in the small of my back like a tramp stamp.  

      

    Those boys, I thought, my world throbbing with pleasure. They don't like to come inside – they like it like they've seen in porn. They like coming all over a naughty little porn bitch…. 

      

    With that thought, and the feel of sticky come shooting all over me, I came, grinding into the desk like I was trying to climb a mountain, screaming at the top of my lungs with pleasure, my limbs reaching out for my new masters. 

      

    The world was bliss. How had I been upset about my tits? I wanted every inch of me to feel like this, forever… 

      

    Finally, the sounds faded. Nolan cocked his head, as if waiting for some hidden signal, then grinned. “You hear that?” 

      

    I frowned...then suddenly I could hear it. Down the hall, like it was coming from several rooms over...moaning. The good kind of moaning. 

      

    “We put a bug in the school's server,” he said with pleasure. “All the girls here are about to become like you.” 

      

    “It's happening,” Joel said, his voice dazed with pleasure. “We really did it.” 

      

    “We're going to change the world,” Nolan said with a smile, patting me gently on the head. “And it's all thanks to you...Ice Princess.” 

      

    My orgasm was all the thanks they needed.



   





 

    Book Two: The Neighbor 

      

      

    I was dreaming of him again. I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t stop myself. 

      

    In the dream, I was more turned on than I had ever been before – aroused in a primal, savage way that almost never happened in the real world. All sorts of thoughts a good girl like me usually never had flashed through my head – visions of me on my knees, spreading my legs, presenting my ass and my tits for my capital-M Man. As I felt between my legs I was dripping wet, and knew that when I woke up I was going to have stained sheets yet again. 

      

    Normally, dreams this erotic and enthralling would be a good thing, not a bad one. But the man standing before me, grinning like he knew my body better than I knew it myself wasn’t my husband, wasn’t a celebrity, wasn’t an old crush. It was our next-door neighbor, Gary. 

      

    Gary wore nothing but a pair of boxers, his cock a rock-hard bulge tenting them out. I tried to turn away, but it was like I was covered in warm, thick honey – I couldn’t move, and I didn’t want to. I was so horny, so utterly wet and submissive that I all could think about was cock. 

      

    My pussy gushed, a warm trickle of juice running down my thigh as he hooked a thumb into his boxers, removing his throbbing cock. I couldn’t imagine the real Gary had one like that, but in the dream it was perfect: hard and covered in veins, with a fat purple head that dripped with precum. It was nearly a foot long, and I wanted it inside of me more than I wanted life itself. 

      

    Strangely, my pussy wasn’t the only part of me that was hot as an oven. Over my neck, my xCollar felt like a warm hand around my throat: pure lust radiated from it, filling me with goodness. It almost felt like I had two pleasure centers, two clits – and both of them were pulsing for this man. 

      

    “That’s a good girl,” he murmured gently. “Good girl. Take it down your throat...” 

      

    I opened wide for him. I was drooling for it, hotter than I’d ever been: not on my wedding night, not even when I’d lost my virginity. I was wet, and primed, and ready to please. 

      

    Fireworks went off in my brain as his cock entered my mouth. The pleasure was so hot, so immediate, that I felt like I could barely hold it. It was so good, so amazing that I could feel tears coming to my eyes. 

      

    The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure, my throat taking the cock deeper and deeper. It was part of me now, my very purpose in the universe, and as it filled me I felt complete… 

      

    ...I woke in a cold sweat, feeling ashamed. My husband Ken lay next to me peacefully snoozing. And that stain I had been worried about was more like a flood. 

      

    “Dammit,” I whispered, shaking myself out of it. My fingers flew to my xCollar, but found nothing but cold, inert metal. It wasn’t on, it wasn’t transforming my hair or body like some kind of science fiction makeover, and it wasn’t making me horny. It was just me. 

      

    I sighed and lay back against the pillows. This kept happening. I closed my eyes, but I could feel my heartbeat pounding between in the space between my legs. Even though I’d come while I was asleep, I was still horny as hell. 

      

    Should I wake Ken up? I thought. We were trying, after all. Maybe my dream was a sign: that this time, his seed might do to my womb what I had been hoping it would do for months. But, in the end, my fingers did the work for me. 

      

    I slid them between my sopping folds, gasping a bit at just how wet my panties were. It took no more than a few strokes to finish me – I was already right on the edge, brought there by the erotic visions of my neighbor I couldn’t shake – and as soon as I climaxed, a wondrous tiredness settled over me. I was out like a light. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    In the morning, I still felt ashamed. I was up a minute or two before Ken, watching him slowly stir and smile at me. 

      

    “Hey, babe,” he said, pressing his body against mine. “Wanna try? I’ve got something I’ve been saving all night for you...” 

      

    I could feel his erection throbbing against my thigh. His morning wood, of course – one of the fertility experts we’d spoken to had suggested trying first thing in the morning, draining the load Ken had been saving all night into my pussy. It should have worked by now. 

      

    “No,” I said, feeling guilty. “I, um...I had a bad dream last night. I’m still kind of freaked out.” 

      

    “Oh,” he said, and instantly switched gears. It was one of the things I loved best about him: his ability to be kind, even when his cock cried out for release. He held me against him and stroked my hair, and the anxiety in my belly slowly began to melt. 

      

    “About the baby?” he asked. 

      

    Despite myself, I felt tears beading at the corners of my eyes. “Yes,” I lied. “I’m just so frustrated. We’ve been trying for months, Ken – it’s not supposed to be this hard with the xCollar...” 

      

    When Ken and I decided the time was right for us to have babies, I’d activated one of the common features of my xCollar, called FertilityBoost. Ken had done the same with his xWatch: each increased our body’s natural fertility by 25%, the maximum allowed without a permit. Nearly every couple I’d ever known who synced their FertilityBoosts got pregnant the first month, but we were coming up on four with no success – and neither of us had any fertility problems. 

      

    “It’ll be okay,” he assured me. “If we go six months, we can get a permit.” 

      

    “A permit that lets us up FertilityBoost from 25% to 50%,” I said bitterly. “I wish they’d just let us crank the damn thing – stupid fucking restrictions...” 

      

    “They’re there for a reason, honey,” he said, sounding a little shocked. “Could you imagine if every teenage girl was walking around with ten times the normal fertility? How society would function if everyone could crank out quintuplets?” 

      

    I could imagine it – and it sent an unexpected shock of pleasure through my pussy. My cheeks reddened, but Ken mistook it for shame. 

      

    “We’ll be fine, babe,” he told me. “I’m going to take a shower and get ready for work. Wanna join me?” 

      

    Again, I shook my head. “But...tonight. Okay? I’ll even make it good for you – get my hair teased up, put on some naughty lingerie...” 

      

    “...be waiting for me at the door when I get home?” His face lit up as I nodded. “Sounds like a plan.” 

      

    As he got up, he leaned back over the bed and growled. “Gonna be thinking about you all day...” 

      

    I wished I could say the same. Instead, I was going to be thinking about Gary – whether I wanted to or not. 

      

    A few minutes later I heard the shower kick on, and lay back in bed. 

      

    What the hell is wrong with you, Megan, I thought, scolding myself. For Christ’s sake, Gary’s not even all that attractive. 

      

    Like a lot of girls, I’ve had a neighbor like Gary nearly every place I lived. He’s an alright-looking guy, a little average, but he walks around like he’s God’s gift to Earth. Worse, he didn’t seem to care that I had a husband. He leered at me openly whenever I went out for a morning job, making crude comments that I knew would make Ken blow his top if I repeated them. He was an ass, and I’d been doing my best to ignore him and focus on building a family. Then those stupid dreams, and my even stupider xCollar not making me want to be fertile. It was a lot to deal with. 

      

    We ate breakfast together, then Ken gave me a kiss on the cheek and grabbed his briefcase. 

      

    “I’m really, really looking forward to seeing you tonight,” he said, reaching into my robe and giving my tits a squeeze. I leaned into it and smiled – that much, at least, I was a-okay with this morning. 

      

    “Me too,” I said, surprising him with a kiss on the lips as he rubbed me. “Text me later? Maybe a pic?” 

      

    His grin grew as wide as a four-lane highway. “Yes, ma’am!” 

      

    And with a wink, he was gone. 

      

    With Ken gone, the day settled back into its usual routine: exercising, cleaning, listening to a couple of podcasts. Thanks to the newest provisions of the AFTER Act, the government would be taking care of my needs before, during and for a while after Ken and I successfully conceived a child. I didn’t have much to do besides prepare my body to be bred – at first, it had seemed like paradise, but I was starting to get bored. 

      

    At least I’m not like those poor bimbos who get shot up with fertility chemicals on their eighteenth birthday and get fucked by every guy on the planet, I thought, flipping through the 24-hour news stations. Although… 

      

    Was the thought exciting me? I squeezed my thighs together, my pussy clenching. Oh yeah. 

      

    I let out a low, throaty moan, unfastening my robe. Today that didn’t sound so bad after all: being a dumb, ditzy bimbo whore, letting any man who wanted me bend me over and breed me with his virile cock. As my fingers played at my folds, encircling my clit, I gave myself up to the fantasy, my cheeks burning with lust. 

      

    “Yeah,” I panted, imagining three gang-bangers dragging me into an alley and taking turns fucking me, pounding my sweet married cunt. “Fuck yeah, fuck me harder, fuck...” 

      

    I slipped two fingers into myself, imagining they were a big cock stretching my walls. The muscles in my leg twitched as I felt climax wash over me. My head hit the back of the couch, my mouth opened in a wonderful scream, and my butt flew off the cushion as I came, clenching around my fingers and sobbing with relief. 

      

    Oh, wow, I thought, only realizing after the fact that I could have sent any number of pics or videos of that to get Ken hard. Fuck, that felt good… 

      

    Then a sound came that made me freeze, my sweat going cold as a meat locker against my skin. The slow, smug sound of applause. 

      

    Clap. Clap. Clap. 

      

    “That was one hell of a show,” the voice said. “You must be one turned-on housewife.” 

      

    I opened my eyes, ice filling my stomach. I already knew what I was going to see, but the visual shocked me – my next-door neighbor Gary stood in the kitchen, slow clapping as he leered at my naked body. He had some kind of tablet tucked under his arm, sticking out. 

      

    “What the fuck are you doing in my house!?” I sprang to my feet, tying my robe in a frenzy. “Get the fuck out of here!” 

      

    I expected him to run. Instead, he laughed. “I’m not an intruder,” he said, sounding offended. “You gave me a key to your house – don’t you remember?” 

      

    I opened my mouth to tell him no, to scream at him to leave my house, but just then he reached into his pocket and pulled out a keychain. What stopped me was – I recognized it. It was from some stupid sub place Ken had taken me on our second or third date: it had become something of a souvenir of our early days. I would never have given it to anyone, yet there it was – dangling from Gary’s fingers. 

      

    “I don’t know how you stole that from me,” I said, my voice quaking with rage, “but you need to get out of my house. Now.” 

      

    He put the keys back in his pocket and took out the tablet, clucking his tongue. “Such anger,” he said, in the patronizing tone I’d heard from so many men throughout my life. “And we were just getting to be such good friends, too.” 

      

    “You are not my friend! I’m calling the police...” 

      

    “Now now,” he said, reaching out a hand as I grabbed for the phone, “let’s not involve the police. That’s not something a good girl would do...” 

      

    I froze – because in that instant the sweetest, most intense pleasure I’d ever felt washed over me. It filled me from the tip of my head to the balls of my feet, a full-body orgasm that left every muscle in my body taut and skin flushed and warm. My mouth dropped open, my brain unable to process the amazing feelings coursing through me. The orgasm my fingers had given me moments ago was peanuts in comparison. 

      

    “I...I feel so good,” I whimpered, fighting the urge to sink to my knees. Only my hand on the kitchen counter kept me upright. “What…?” 

      

    “What did I do?” Gary asked, chuckling. “I think you can probably guess. There’s only one thing you’re wearing powerful enough to make you come on command, and it sure as hell isn’t that bathrobe.” 

      

    Almost unconsciously, my hand rose to touch my neck. The pleasure filling me was so distracting, I hadn’t even noticed – the metal had gone warm, vibrating gently against my throat. I gasped, running my thumb over the tiny blood-red jewel in the center of the band. 

      

    “That’s impossible,” I whispered. “No one can give commands to an xCollar except its owner...” 

      

    Gary laughed coldly, his eyes drinking me in. I wanted to be frightened, but I was too turned on – my body just wasn’t listening. I was still tingling from the amazing, once-in-a-lifetime orgasm I’d just experienced, its aftershocks still rattling me. 

      

    “I love you, Megan, but sometimes you’re a bit dim,” Gary said, waggling his tablet. “For all its power, the xSeries devices are just machines – and every machine can be hacked.” 

      

    I glanced at his tablet, panic filling me. “No. That’s not possible. If everyone could do that, there’d be chaos.” 

      

    “Hardly anyone knows about it,” he said with a smirk. “Yet. I found this hack on the Deep Web, buried way down. And almost nobody has the technical know-how to make it work, anyway. Except for me.” He shot me a smug, self-satisfied look, and I wanted to smack him. 

      

    “I’m taking this off,” I announced, my fingers reaching beneath the band. 

      

    “Uh huh,” he said quickly. “Be a good girl and keep it on.” 

      

    I tried to fight, but it was no use. My body reacted immediately to his words – my pussy clenched as tight as a vice as another amazing, mind-blowing, toe-curling orgasm swept me off my feet and into the stratosphere. I could barely think, couldn’t resist. 

      

    “Fuck!” I cried out, feeling juices dribble down my thigh. “Fuck fuck fuck oh my god that’s good...” 

      

    “Exactly,” he said. “God, trigger phrases are just the best. The guys who made the hack didn’t think you could install them in the xCollar, but I made a few modifications.” He tapped the tablet absently as he spoke, but his eyes never left my body. “It’s amazing what you can do when your subject is asleep.” 

      

    The words hit me like a sledgehammer. The dreams...the erotic visions that plagued me, drove a wedge between me and my husband. It was all him. It was all my xCollar, trying to drive me mad. 

      

    “You’re a monster,” I said, my face going pale. “Fuck you!” 

      

    “You know what I’m doing every time I say those words, right?” His smile showed no sign of fading – if anything, it grew wider. “I’m not just making you come your pretty brains out, dear. Every time I use that trigger phrase, it increases your fertility...” 

      

    He let the moment linger, watching me watch him. “...by one hundred percent. Every time.” 

      

    My eyes widened. One hundred percent? That meant I was nearly three times as fertile as I would have been without my xCollar. If he made me come a few more times… 

      

    I’d get pregnant, I realized. SO pregnant. 

      

    “Ah,” he said in a tiny voice. “I see you’re starting to understand.” 

      

    “What...” I dreaded hearing the answer. “What do you want?” 

      

    He looked offended. “What do I want? You, of course.” He took a step forward and untied my robe, letting it fall open – and I didn’t stop him. He ran a hand between my breasts, caressing the firm, perky flesh, grazing my diamond-hard nipples with his thumbs. After my good girl orgasms they felt amazing, and I silently cursed my body for yet another betrayal. 

      

    “I’ve fantasized about these tits for so long,” he murmured, licking his lips. “Look, you’ve made me hard. Want to see?” 

      

    Part of me wanted to kick him right in his hard cock and run – but part of me really did want to see. My throat dry, I nodded. 

      

    “Good,” he said, stopping just short of the additional ‘girl’ I needed to come. He undid his pants, and as they hit the floor my jaw did too. 

      

    “Oh my...God,” I whimpered. Gary’s cock was enormous. It looked, in fact, exactly like the cock he had in my dreams – a massive god-stick capable of splitting girls in two. Something deep and primal in my brain cried out for it, assured me that riding that monster would be pure Heaven. 

      

    “I hacked my xWatch,” he confided in me. “Usually you can just add an inch or two to your cock, make a few cosmetic changes. I’ve unlocked the entire suite!” He wiggled his hips, his cock swaying back and forth in time with them. “What do you think?” 

      

    “It’s...it’s incredible,” I admitted. It’s so much bigger than Ken’s, I refused to add. 

      

    “It is,” he said, giving it a stroke. As his fingers reached the head, a fat jet of precum spurt from the tip, splashing across the kitchen tile. I stared at it, my body crying out for me to crawl forward and lick it up, my brain screaming that that was totally crazy. 

      

    “I can shoot like a firehose now,” Gary said. “Whenever I want. It’s so amazing. Wouldn’t you like to see that, Megan?” 

      

    Somehow, I pulled myself back from the edge. “Go to hell,” I snapped through clenched teeth. 

      

    He just rolled his eyes. “Here’s the deal, gorgeous. I know you and hubby have been trying for months to have a baby, and I know from my regular guest star role in your dreams that you haven’t been able to. But I hold all the keys – I could sent your fertility off like a rocket, make you so wet and willing one drop of my load will give you triplets.” 

      

    Oh, fuck. My body reacted instantly. The space between my thighs went white-hot with need, and my cheeks flushed hard. 

      

    “That’s right,” he said. “I know that’s what you want. And I’ll give it to you. Every time I say those two magical words, the ones that let you know you’re doing a good job, you’ll come your brains out – and get that much more fertile.” 

      

    I thought of the nursery upstairs, the crib and all the furnishings brand new and just waiting for my child. Ken doesn’t have to know, I thought desperately. I want this so bad…! 

      

    “And then what?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 

      

    “Then,” he said, giving that perfect cock another stroke, “I fuck a baby into you. Pump enough come in your womb that you’ll be dripping for weeks...” 

      

    I groaned, the words sending sparks of pleasure through my body. “Yes,” I whimpered, before I even knew what I was saying. 

      

    “Good. I thought you’d see reason,” he said with a lopsided grin. “Now...get on your knees.” 

      

    “My knees?” I didn’t understand. “I thought you were going to impregnate me...” 

      

    “You have to earn it first,” he said. “I’m not going to call you a good girl unless you’re acting like one...” 

      

    I cried out, the pleasure washing over me like a wave of heat from an open oven. He chuckled as I writhed with ecstasy, unable to think.  

      

    “Oops,” he said. “I guess that one’s free.” 

      

    Fuck, I could feel my body getting more fertile. My fingers found my folds and came back coated in juice. It was so thick as it dripped out of me that you could have stuck a spoon in it with it staying upright – I knew any come that entered my womb was going to stay right where it belonged. 

      

    I can do this, I told myself. I’m not a bad person. I’m not…! 

      

    Whimpering with need, I sank to my knees. His throbbing, holy cock pressed against my lips, demanding entrance. I wish I could say I gave it to him reluctantly: that to the last I resisted his desires. But the truth was, I opened my mouth and took him down my throat with an enthusiasm I’d never showed any man, even my husband. I wanted those good girls, I fucking needed them, and I was more than willing to worship his foot-long man meat if it meant getting what I wanted. 

      

    “That’s right,” he said, gripping my hair and forcing me harder on him. I gagged as his full length entered me, threatening to choke me. Only by relaxing the hell out of my throat was I able to take him to the hilt. 

      

    As my lips touched his balls, he moaned with delight. “Oh, that’s a good girl,” he whispered. “Suck that dick for me, good girl.” 

      

    Any last trace of unwillingness I had melted away. The world was a haze of pleasure, and taking his thick cock down my throat only increased it, made me feel sexy and powerful and incredible. Dimly, I wondered if there was some other command buried in that trigger phrase that was making me want this – but that was a cowardly thought. I knew the truth: this was all me. I only wished I could feel ashamed. 

      

    “Yeah, fuck. Take that dick like you want it to fuck your pussy from behind,” he gasped, burying himself deep. “Suck that fucking prick, you filthy little whore.” 

      

    I complied eagerly, lost to my base instincts. I’m doing this for us, I told myself through tears. 

      

    “Ken is a lucky fucking man,” Gary growled, pumping my throat savagely. “I guess he’s a little bit less lucky now though, huh?” 

      

    When I didn’t respond, he slapped my cheek. “Huh? Say it, bitch – or you’re not getting any more triggers...” 

      

    I couldn’t stop now: I’d gone too far. “He’s not lucky,” I whimpered, pulling off him and stroking his cock. 

      

    “Why?” 

      

    “Because his wife is cheating on him,” I sobbed. Every atom of reason left in my mind wanted me to stop – but it felt so good… 

      

    “Fuck, that’s good. Stroke me harder,” he commanded. “Yeah, Ken’s got a dirty cheating wife. A nasty little slut that can’t keep her hands off her neighbor’s cock!” 

      

    I felt his member grow even more rigid in my hand. I knew he was about to come, and my own pussy gushed with wetness at the feeling. When he came, I was going to get more good girls, and my body was already addicted. 

      

    “He’s gonna think that baby is his,” Gary groaned, his cock twitching in my fist, “but you and I both know...uuuugh! That’s a good girl, you’re such a good girl…!” 

      

    Pleasure like nothing else washed over me, filling me with happiness as Gary’s cock exploded all over my face. All the shame, the terrible feelings of betrayal in my gut, his words forced them away as a torrent of hot seed coated my face and breasts. Normally I hated come on my skin – I had certainly never let Ken come in my face before – but riding on pure bliss, I welcomed it, rubbing it into my skin and giggling. I was so high, and so depraved. 

      

    “That was very good,” Gary said as he came down from his peak. “I think you’re ready to be bred, slut.” 

      

    He reached down and took my head in his hands, forcing me to my feet. His face was inches from mine, a wicked smile spreading across my world. 

      

    “Good girl,” he said, “Good girl. Good girl. Good girl...” 

      

    By the third or fourth repetition, I felt my head vibrating in his hands. I was on the verge of blacking out, the world shrunk to a single blinding point of pleasure. 

      

    If there is a Heaven (and God knows I’ve excluded myself from going there), I imagine it would feel just like that moment. Being told I was a good girl over and over, coming my brains out over and over again, losing myself utterly in an ocean of sheer bliss. 

      

    The next thing I knew, Gary had me bent over the couch and was spreading my legs. I didn’t care; I wanted him now. Needed him. I could hear myself begging for his cock, giving him all the assurances he needed, pledging that I truly hated my husband and that he was the only man in the world I cared about. 

      

    As he entered me, my entire being was wrapped around his cock. He fucked me, and I melted. 

      

    “Take that fucking cock,” he grunted, grabbing my hair and forcing himself in deeper. I didn’t care – he could have cut my arms off and I would have felt nothing but pleasure. I didn’t feel like the same person I had been a few minutes ago – I felt like a slave. And I loved it. 

      

    I had a thousand orgasms before Gary had his second. As his load thundered inside of me, hammering the walls of my womb with fat ropes of virile seed, I had another thousand, screaming his name all the while. 

      

    “Gary! Oh Gary! I love you, Master, I love you I love you only you...” 

      

    It felt like an entire day passed before I was able to think again. Thoughts came slow, forcing their way through a foot-thick pane of pure pleasure. I was dimly aware of lying on my back on the couch, my legs up in the air. Something warm as molten gold and wonderful as a first kiss dribbled between my thighs, already working to make me the mommy I’d always wanted to be. 

      

    “I love you too, sweetheart,” Gary said, bending over me and planting a kiss on my lips. “I’ll see you soon.” 

      

    Long after I heard the back door click closed, I climbed out of bed and started to clean myself off. I had a mission now – I had to make myself ready for Ken when he came home. I had to make tonight the hottest, naughtiest sex the two of us had ever had, and I needed to make him come in me over and over again. I needed to wash away anything inside of him that might even conceive that I’d been unfaithful, or that the baby I would no-doubt have soon was his. 

      

    I would play my role. I would be the good wife. But as I thought about it, my fingers strayed to my xCollar, stroking the warm metal with something akin to love. 

      

    When I fuck Ken tonight, I thought, I’m going to be thinking about Gary. He owns me now – he can do anything he wants to me through this collar. He doesn’t even have to come over – he can hack my body with that tablet of his… 

      

    It sent a shudder of pleasure through my body. I couldn’t wait to see him again. And I couldn’t wait for other women to experience this bliss, for every girl’s xCollar to get hacked. 

      

    Soon we would all be slaves. I was looking forward to it.



   





 

    Book Three: The Brat 

      

      

    Oh boy, I thought. Here she comes again… 

      

    My stepdaughter Cheryl made her way down the stairs into the living room, where I was sitting on the couch. Today she’d chosen for her wardrobe – you know, the thing she’s wearing around her stepfather – a tight white t-shirt, a pair of lacy pink boy shorts, and nothing else. As she came down the stairs, her young breasts bounced against the tight fabric, her stiff nipples straining and clearly visible. 

      

    It was a perfect, erotic fantasy – until you got to her leg. Around her wrist, like some kind of shackle from a prison movie, was a black lock with a waterproof LCD display, held on with thick velcro bands. The day she’d left court, my stepdaughter’s xCollar had been confiscated – criminals didn’t get to use them – and replaced with this similar, but much more confining device. If my stepdaughter walked more than fifteen feet from the bounds of our home, it would send off an alarm to the police. My little girl was under house arrest, and while she was here, I was her jailer: which was why she was trying to drive me crazy. 

      

    She’d gotten some of it from her mother. Cheryl’s Mom and I had separated two years ago, after her drinking had slowly turned to drug use and she’d started offering herself to her dealers to get her next fix. Partially, I blamed myself: Cheryl’s mom was one wild girl, prone to walking around the house wearing practically nothing and doing all the dirty things I’d always dreamed about doing with other women. But she was even crazier in real life than she was in bed – so I was taking care of her daughter in the interim. And it seemed like some of her genes had rubbed off in a bad way. 

      

    Cheryl also loved walking around the house practically naked: she loved men, and the drugs men would give her to get in her pants. Honestly, the judge was doing her a huge favor when he sentenced her to house arrest – most eighteen-year-olds would have been facing serious time. I was sure Cheryl’s good looks and banging body had something to do with that, but I wasn’t about to let my little girl go walking down the same path. I was her stepfather, dammit. 

      

    Which was why I was going to change things. Forever. 

      

    I reached into my pocket and felt the tiny remote I’d hidden there, it’s presence reassuring me. I had to set Cheryl back on the straight and narrow: there was no way I’d let her end up like her mother. When it came down to protecting your family, things like what was moral and legal didn’t come into it: I was the man, and it was my job to rule the house. Which was why, when I’d heard rumors about software floating around in the dark corners of the internet to let people hack into xCollars, I’d jumped at the opportunity. With that kind of power, I could make my stepdaughter obey me, whether she wanted to or not: it was for her own good. 

      

    Of course, it was just my dumb luck: the hack had already been patched out of the consumer xCollars. But the one the court had slapped on my daughter? It hadn’t had a software update in years. The hack worked just fine on it. All I had to do was work up the balls to activate it… 

      

    I watched from the corner of my eye as Cheryl walked into the kitchen, then came back a moment later with a glass of orange juice. Her long, tan legs looked stunning as she walked across the living room, and her panties made her ass look juicy and plump. As I stared, I noticed the outline of her sex clearly visible against her panties and tore my eyes away. 

      

    If I didn’t know any better, I’d think she enjoys making me uncomfortable, I thought. 

      

    As I looked up at her face, I caught her grinning at me. Long blonde hair framed her pretty face in the light; she was the spitting image of her mother at eighteen, from the photos I’d seen of her. God, she looked good. But I could never go there. 

      

    She pouted, plopping down in my big recliner. “I wish there was vodka in this, Daddy,” she said, looking at her OJ. 

      

    “Now angel,” I said with a sigh. “You know you’re not allowed to have alcohol. It’s a violation of your probation – you could go back to jail...” 

      

    She sighed heavily and blew a lock of her blond hair upward. “But this place is so boring! You’d need a drink too if you were me! Where’d you hide it, Daddy?” 

      

    “I didn’t hide it.” I was telling the truth – I’d flushed the entire liquor cabinet the day she came home from court. I’d flushed my beer, too, even. To tell the truth, I missed it, but I wasn’t about to let my little girl start drinking – she got wild when she was drunk. 

      

    “Of course you did,” she said flatly. Then, a naughty look came into her eyes. “Could you go to the store for me, Daddy?” 

      

    I shook my head. “No way. I’m not supposed to leave you alone.” 

      

    “Please, Daddy?” Before I could move, Cheryl sidled over to the couch and sat down next to me. Her warm flesh pressed against mine, and I could feel my cock beginning to strain against my boxers. I fought it, squeezing my thighs together. 

      

    She put her hand in mine and held it up. “Look, I’m getting the shakes. I’m so scared, Daddy. I don’t know what might happen to me...” 

      

    “You’re being ridiculous,” I said. “You don’t have the shakes-” 

      

    Her hand slipped from mine, trailed down to my thigh and gave it a squeeze. She batted her long lashes, licking her lips at me. “Please? I need a drink, Daddy.” 

      

    “Angel,” I said, taking her hand off my thigh. Her touch was like warm honey, and it would be so easy to let her keep on touching me. To let her do even more than that. “That’s not appropriate.” 

      

    “You didn’t give a shit about ‘appropriate’ when you fucking my Mom so loud the entire neighborhood could hear,” she said, grinning wickedly. 

      

    I blanched. I had made some indiscretions early in the relationship – the thrill of being with such a wild girl had made me bold. “That was a long time ago, sweetie. I’m sorry you had to hear all that...” 

      

    “I’m not,” she said, cocking an eyebrow. “I’m glad Mom was getting laid. She’s a little less crazy when she’s getting some dick. Speaking of which...” 

      

    This was just too much. Cheryl got on all fours and crawled across my lap, like a cat. Her breasts hung over my cock, her ass and face on either side of me. 

      

    “When was the last time you got your dick wet, Daddy? You haven’t brought any girls home since Mom left – at least, not any that you’ve let me see...” 

      

    This was too much to bear. I felt my thumb graze the side of the remote, aching to begin pushing my daughter’s buttons. I was so close… 

      

    “Enough!” I growled. Where the hell had that come from? 

      

    Cheryl looked surprised, too; she slunk back, eyes wide as she searched my face. “Don’t yell at me, Daddy!” 

      

    “It’s about time somebody yelled at you!” I could feel the remote in my fingers, the power humming through my body. This was the right thing to do – it felt righteous and proper. I was Cheryl’s father, and she needed discipline. 

      

    “What do you think you’re doing, Cheryl?” I could feel blood rushing to my face, filling me with angry warmth. “Parading around the house like a little tramp, curling up in your own father’s lap to get him hard. I didn’t raise you like that!” 

      

    “You didn’t raise me at all,” she said, pulling a sour face. “You’re not even my real father – you’re just a lonely, horny old man! I wish you’d just leave me alone!” 

      

    “Well, if you hadn’t been breaking the fucking law, you wouldn’t have to worry about it,” I said, getting up in her face. A dark part of me savored the way she flinched, pulled back like I scared her. Girls should be a little scared of their Dads, I thought. “Instead you’re stuck in here with me. And if you think I’m going to lift a finger to get you booze or drugs while you’re in my house, you’ve got another thing coming, girl.” 

      

    As my words sunk in, her demeanor changed. It was almost too much to watch, the way her mother’s seductive ways came into her face. 

      

    “Daddy, please,” she whispered, putting the slightest bit of a pout into her words. She thrust out her chest as she spoke, like she was inviting me to stare. “I think we got off on the wrong foot, Daddy. Why don’t we make a deal? You’re a businessman, right? You scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours...” 

      

    I shook my head in disbelief – and pressed a button on the remote. The screen attached to my stepdaughter’s wrist collar flashed for an instant as the command took hold, but she didn’t notice. 

      

    “I think it’s time you start telling the truth, Cheryl,” I said, staring her down. “Were you really going to give yourself to your own stepfather in exchange for booze?” 

      

    “Of course not,” she said – then her eyes went wide with shock. She tried to slap a hand over her mouth, but it was no use – the command I sent to her xCollar had done its work. She was no longer capable of lying to me – any question I asked would get an immediate, honest answer. 

      

    “I mean...” Her face struggled for an instant before she continued, her attempts to stay silent failing. “I was going to promise you a blowjob if you brought me back a bottle of tequila from the store,” she said, her face reddening with embarrassment. “I wasn’t really going to do anything, though – I was just going to keep torturing you. I like torturing you, Daddy.” 

      

    I was seeing red. “Oh, you like driving me crazy, do you?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she replied. “I used to get so jealous when I watched you with Mom. I love that I can get you so hard and horny with my body, and make you crazy with frustration.” 

      

    “You’re a wicked little bitch,” I snarled. 

      

    “I am,” she admitted. “I look so much like Mom – except better. I’m younger, tighter, hotter – I knew I could have you wrapped around my finger.” 

      

    I watched as a look of horror spread across her face. 

      

    “Dad? Why...why am I saying these things to you?” 

      

    I settled back on the couch. It was hard not to grin; in mere moments the balance of power in our relationship had changed so utterly that it must have felt like the ground giving way underneath her feet. 

      

    “Well, angel, you’re saying these things because you can’t lie to me anymore. You have to tell me the truth from now on.” 

      

    “Look...I’m sorry, okay?” It was eerie how quickly she changed from one persona to another – she was just like her Mother that way. “Let’s just pretend this didn’t happen. I’ll go upstairs and change into something less revealing, and just have a glass of milk or something...” 

      

    “Oh, it’s much too late for that, Cheryl,” I said, thumbing the button just beneath the last one I’d pressed on the remote. If the first had been the TRUTH button, this was a special package called OBEY: Cheryl would no longer be able to turn down a direct order from me, no matter how outlandish. 

      

    As it should be, I thought. I am the man of the house, after all. 

      

    “What do you mean, Daddy?” Cheryl asked, her lip trembling. 

      

    “You’ve done a lot of bad things, sweetheart,” I said. “Lying, cheating – sneaking drugs, getting wild with boys. You even admitted you were going to offer me a blowjob in exchange for alcohol – and you weren’t even going to follow through. I think you are long over due for some discipline, Cheryl.” 

      

    Her eyes widened. “Daddy, no...” 

      

    “Get over here,” I commanded. Unable to resist, she walked forward, a look of confusion on her face as she attempted to slow her steps. When she was standing right before me, I let my gaze travel up and down her youthful body. God, she looked good: she’d been right about her taunts. She really was better than her mother – younger, tighter, naughtier. 

      

    “What are you going to do?” 

      

    I patted my knee. “Bend over it. I’m going to show you what bad little girls get from their Daddies.” 

      

    She whimpered in protest, but did as I asked. With her back arched like a bow, she bent over my knee, thrusting her perky, heart-shaped ass in the air. It practically quivered beneath the thin fabric of her panties. Warmth rolled off her body in waves, her legs twitching oh so slightly in anticipation of the punishment to come. 

      

    “Pull them down,” I said, running a finger along the seam of her panties. 

      

    Her eyes were like saucers. “But...” 

      

    “No buts,” I growled. “The more you talk back, the worse I’m gonna make this for you.” I reached out and cupped her chin, turning her so that she stared up into my eyes. “Now do it.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she mewled, reaching one thumb into the waistband and pulling her panties down. Her ass was tanned and flawless, the lips of her pussy hairless and swollen between her thighs. Slowly she lowered her hips, her womanhood hot against my leg. 

      

    “You’ve been disrespectful,” I grunted, lifting my hand. “You’ve been selfish, and mean. Worst of all, you’ve been a little tramp under my roof. That ends right now!” 

      

    And I brought my hand down. The flat of my palm hit her cheek with a sharp slapping sound, the flesh reddening instantly beneath my fingers. Cheryl cried out, mostly in surprise – that first spank hadn’t been all that hard. 

      

    “Daddy, please!” Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. “Stop this, Daddy, please! I don’t want it!” 

      

    “It’s not about what you want,” I said, bringing my hand down on the other cheek. This time it was harder, and she winced with more than just shock. “It’s about what you need, angel. You need this.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Thanks to her xCollar, she couldn’t not believe me – when I told her she needed a spanking, her mind convinced her it was true. “Don’t stop! I can take it! I can be a good girl for you!” 

      

    I brought my hand down on a spot I’d already hit, and she screamed. She tossed her head back, and I used the opportunity to grab a handful of her hair for leverage. Then I really let go. 

      

    I spanked her over and over again, not sparing an inch of her mouth-watering ass from the hard, dominating smacks from my hand. She cried out again and again, losing control, babbling like she couldn’t decide whether to beg me to stop or to keep going. 

      

    It felt good. I enjoyed it: I loved finally putting my nasty stepdaughter in her place, making her honor and obey me. And at some point, watching her sexy young body writhe beneath my palm, I lost control. I reached into my pocket and found the final button on the remote, the one I’d promised myself I wouldn’t touch. Every time I pressed it, it would turbocharge my little girl’s body, taking her arousal, sensitivity and fertility and cranking it up to levels not even her mother had ever shown. I pushed it over and over for several seconds, not counting how many times, then buffeted her ass with a new, savage series of smacks. 

      

    Slowly, Cheryl’s voice began to change. She was crying out in more than pain – her hips had started to grind against my leg as I slapped her, and every spank brought a low moan of pleasure from her lips. She was leaving a wet spot all over my pants, her cunt dripping with juice.  

      

    Both of us realized at that same time that this was more than punishment: we were enjoying this, and my cock had been hard and throbbing in my pants for several minutes as I thrust back against her tight, perfect sex. 

      

    I stopped slapping her. My hand rested on her ass; she looked up at me with tears in her eyes. 

      

    “I’ll be such a good girl for you, Daddy,” she whimpered, totally under my control now. “I’ll be so good for you...oh!” 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, I had my hand between her thighs, sliding into her dripping folds. I found her clit and rubbed it hard, giving her most sensitive flesh a treatment that was on par with what I’d done to her naughty little ass. Her mouth dropped open, her eyes going glassy as pleasure infiltrated her body. I should have stopped – somewhere deep in my mind I knew I was crossing a line – but God, it felt so good… 

      

    She leaned up and kissed me, hot and hard. Our lips met and parted, her tongue entering my mouth as my fingers entered her cunt, both of us exploring each other. 

      

    “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, something I had never heard before entering her words. “Daddy, that’s so good. Oh, you’re so good to your little girl...” 

      

    “Does your ass hurt?” I asked, grabbing it and pulling her onto my lap with a squeal. 

      

    “Yes,” she whimpered. “But it’s good – I deserved it. It’ll remind me not to displease you again...” 

      

    “You could never displease me, angel,” I growled, running my tongue down her neck. “Fuck, you smell so good...” 

      

    Her hand moved down to my cock, massaging it through my slacks. Then her nimble fingers worked at my belt, setting me free. 

      

    “Oh, wow,” she said, her eyes widening as she wrapped her fingers around my cock for the first time. “Fuck, you’re so big, Daddy! I don’t think I’ve ever had a cock this big before!” 

      

    “You think you can take it?” I’m going to put my cock inside her, I realized with wonder. I’m really going to bury my cock inside my own daughter! 

      

    She bit her lip, her cheeks flushed with arousal. “I can try, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’ll try my best...” 

      

    I pulled her to me, pressing her soft curves against my hardness. She yielded gratefully, sighing as she surrendered to the lust burning inside of her. Her cunt was as warm as an oven as she pressed it against my lap, gripping my cock and nestling the head in her folds. She was inches above it – ready to slide down and take me to the hilt. 

      

    “I love you, Daddy,” Cheryl cried, her breath coming out in ragged sobs. “I love you so much!” 

      

    “I love you too, angel,” I whispered, thrusting my hips upward inside of her. 

      

    She came down to meet me, my cock stretching her tight walls and filling her to the hilt. I gasped with the sensation – she was tight enough to send sparks up the length of my shaft. Her dripping walls were as warm as an oven and fit my manhood like a second skin. She was wet and perfect, and from the look on her face as I drove deep inside her, she was loving this every bit as much as I was. 

      

    “Oh, baby,” I grunted, taking her by the hips. “Oh fuck that’s good. You’re even tighter than your mother.” 

      

    “Yeah?” A look of pride shown on her face. “Did she ever fuck you like this, Daddy?” 

      

    Arching her back, my little girl lifted her ass, her hips moving with a fury on top of my cock.. She fucked hard, almost angrily as she rode me, her nails digging into my back as she squealed with delight. 

      

    “No one’s ever fucked me like this, angel,” I admitted. “Fuck, you’re so good...” 

      

    Leaning forward, I ran my tongue down one of her gorgeous breasts and pulled the nipple into my mouth. Cheryl’s mom had always been a big fan of nipple-play, and it turned out the apple didn’t fall far from the tree – the instant my wet mouth encircled it, she gave a yell and doubled her speed on my dick. Her walls ground against me, welcoming me into her womb, and it wasn’t long before I felt myself reaching a peak. 

      

    “You’re about to make Daddy come, babygirl,” I whispered, thrusting my hips into her with savage abandon. “How does that make you feel?” 

      

    “It makes me feel so fucking sexy, Daddy! I’m so close...I’ve been holding back because I wanna come with you, I want you to feel my walls grip you oh so tight when you shoot...just tell me when and I’ll be right there with you!” 

      

    The idea of coming inside her cunt as she climaxed sent my pleasure up another notch. “You are on the pill, right?” 

      

    She shook her head, cheeks flushed crimson. “No! You’re fucking me raw, Daddy – don’t you want to come bareback into my tight little cunt?” 

      

    I thought about it for about a half-second. More than anything, I wanted to explode inside my little girl’s cunt, and nothing was going to come between me and that. Consequences, if they came, could come later – and they weren’t all bad. The idea of Cheryl with a big pregnant belly, waggling it in front of her mother and letting her know exactly who gave it to her...it made me growl with desire. 

      

    “I can feel you fucking me so hard, Daddy,” Cheryl said with a laugh. “You must really want to fertilize my tight little body...” 

      

    “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said, burying my face in her cleavage. “I can’t believe I’m fucking you. I’m going to come inside my own fucking daughter…!” 

      

    “Come in me, Daddy,” she begged, locking into a hard, driving rythmn that left me gasping. “Come in me right now, Daddy, I’m about to come I’m gonna make my pussy all sweet and tight for you fuck a baby into me Daddeeeeeeeeeee!” 

      

    I felt Cheryl’s cunt clench around me, all her muscles spasming as she reached her peak – and then so did I. We came as one, father and daughter, fireworks exploding in our brains as biology did its work. I shot over and over again, helpless to stop from pumping her womb full of virile, dripping seed – and she sucked it in, the muscles of her womb pulling my load deep inside her as she sobbed and cried out my name. 

      

    “Oh my God, Daddy,” Cheryl whispered as we came down from our peaks. “We were just so bad...” 

      

    “Shh...” I put my thumb on her bottom lip; she slid it into her mouth and began to suck. God, she’s good at that. I’m gonna have to find out what else she can do with those lips… 

      

    “We didn’t do anything wrong,” I told her, knowing that her xCollar would make it the truth. “You’re a good girl – you’re the best girl, the best I’ve ever had. We don’t need your mother any more...” 

      

    Her eyes shined with love and devotion. “You’re so right,” she said, giggling with excitement. “I love you, Daddy. I’m gonna be so much better for you than that bitch...” 

      

    “I know you are,” I said. “And you’re going to be happy here for the rest of your house arrest, right?” 

      

    “Are you kidding?” Her smile was like Christmas morning. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be, Daddy. Even if I could leave, I don’t want to.” Her hips ground down on my cock, sending a wonderful aftershock shooting through our bodies. “Everything I need is right here.” 

      

    “Good.” I slid out of her, the remains of my load dribbling from between her swollen lips. “Why don’t you make us both some dinner?” 

      

    Her face lit up. “I’d love to, Daddy. Then, maybe we can cuddle on the couch and watch a movie...and I could sleep in your bed tonight?” 

      

    I couldn’t keep the grin off my face. “You want to do what we just did again, angel?” 

      

    She nodded eagerly. “I want to do it over and over again, Daddy. I can’t wait to have you inside me.” 

      

    “You’re too good to me, angel.” 

      

    “No I’m not.” Halfway across the room, she turned and grinned at me. “I know Mom gave you really good sex, but she was terrible at everything else: including raising me. I’m going to be better than she ever was – at everything. I’m gonna light that bed on fire, Daddy.” 

      

    I believed her. And I was looking forward to it. Six more months of house arrest, I thought. It’s gonna be like a damn vacation!



   





 

    Book Four: The Hucow 

      

      

    I heard the car coming before I saw it. 

      

    It roared down the gravel road, kicking up a long trail of dust that announced its presence in advance. I noticed it, but it wasn’t much more than a momentary distraction – I was in the middle of replacing a faulty filter above the door of one of the stables, barely paying attention to anything else. 

      

    When I looked again, the car had turned and was heading down the way towards the farm. “Damn fool,” I said, wiping the sweat from my forehead. “Another wrong turn.” 

      

    It had happened before. There were only two properties on this stretch of road: my little dairy farm, and the big Rockwood Winery a little bit further up the way. The exit off the highway was almost exactly halfway between the two nearest towns, so just about every car I saw was some yuppies heading for a tasting at the winery, filling their fancy hybrid cars up with bottles for their next get-together. And every so often, someone made the wrong turn and ended up here. 

      

    The car made its way up the driveway and stopped in front of the main house. I whistled low in my throat at the sight of it: a sleek black luxury car, a rental for sure but a nice one. The sun glistened off it, blinding me. 

      

    Immediately my hand went to my throat, feeling for my xCollar. With a series of taps, I decreased the brightness on my vision, throwing a filter over my eyes like a pair of sunglasses. City slickers might have snickered to see a young country girl wearing one of those fancy new body-altering collars, but it made tending the farm easier in a hundred different ways. 

      

    The door opened, and a man stepped out. He had the good-looks of someone with enough money to hire a trainer to help him do all the exercise I did normally every day: he had a broad, boyish face with a business-perfect smile. His slacks and collared shirt probably cost more than the farm made in a month. He looked like he was in his mid-twenties, but from the xWatch on his wrist he could have been much older, using those advanced features that slowed down the aging process. 

      

    “Howdy!” I said, waving. I am a friendly girl – southern hospitality and all. “I’m afraid you made a wrong turn – the winery is down the road about another mile...” 

      

    The stranger smiled. “You’re Mary, right?” 

      

    Well, now. That was unusual. “Uh, yes. That I am. You’re not from the bank, are you?” 

      

    The man laughed. I got the idea he was a man who laughed easily, but never let it reach his eyes. 

      

    “Not at all,” he said. “I’m a fan. This must be the famous Mary Bodkin Dairy Farm.” 

      

    I felt like there was some joke I wasn’t in on. Who was this guy? 

      

    “I’ve never heard it referred to that way,” I said, shrugging, “but yes. Can I help you?” 

      

    The man walked up the porch, smiling like a kid on a field trip. “I’d like to take a tour of the farm,” he told me. 

      

    “A tour?” If I had been surprised before, it was nothing compared to this. “Are you sure you’re not confusing this place with the winery?” 

      

    He just smiled and shook his head. 

      

    “We don’t really do tours,” I said. “It’s a small farm – it’s just me and a few seasonal workers. They aren’t here today, either – holiday weekend. So you’d literally be getting shown a bunch of cows by yours truly...” 

      

    He nodded eagerly. “That’s exactly what I want.” 

      

    I was about to tell this guy no deal, because my bullshit alarm was seriously starting to go crazy – but then he did something I didn’t expect. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a slender, leather wallet, then reached inside and removed a fat stack of bills. 

      

    “Will this be enough?” He asked. “For interrupting your work today.” 

      

    Was he kidding? He was holding enough to pay for a month of operating expenses – not to mention my salary. It wouldn’t cause that much delay, and even if it did, I’d be a day or three late on a couple shipments to some general stores and gas stations. Who cares? 

      

    “I...I think we have a deal,” I said, swiping the bills from his hand and fanning them out. They were real. Holy shit they were real. 

      

    “Excellent.” The man flashed another one of those too-perfect smiles. “I’m looking forward to it.” 

      

    I stared at him for a moment before realizing I was supposed to respond. “Um, I guess I’m at your service. What would you like to see first?” 

      

    “Hmm.” He put his hand to his chin, ‘thinking about it’ with such theatricality that I knew it was for show. Whatever this guy wanted, he knew damn well exactly what he wanted to see – I still had no idea what his game was. 

      

    “Cows,” he said breezily. “Let’s go see some of those cows.” 

      

    “Alright.” That sounded harmless enough. “Hey...you know my name. What’s yours?” 

      

    For a moment, his smile seemed genuine. “I’m Jeff,” he said, extending a hand. “Call me Jeff.” 

      

    “Well, alright Jeff,” I said, giving him a firm handshake. I’m no shrinking violet, and if he thought otherwise, a tour of the stables ought to dissuade him of that notion. “Let’s go see some cows.” 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    “So this is Betsy,” I said, running my hand over the animal’s flank. “She’s my prime sow – gives more milk than just about any other two cows you see on this farm put together. We’ll be breeding her soon enough.” 

      

    The man watched me intently, beaming with pride as if the animal I was showing off belonged to him. I was kind of surprised, honestly – he’d been listening to me explain the ins and outs of the dairy business for several minutes without losing interest or focus. Not even my close friends could stand to hear about life on the farm for this long. 

      

    “Breeding is important,” Jeff murmured, leaning forward and petting the animal. “Can’t keep producing milk without more cows. Oh, what a good girl you are...” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, looking at him side ways. “She’s a good’ un. Over here’s the chicken coop...” 

      

    “No need.” Jeff straightened up and reached into his jacket. “I’ve seen enough. I’ll take it.” 

      

    I felt a frown stretching my face. “You’ll take it? Take what?” 

      

    “Why, your farm of course.” He spoke like it was self-evident. “It’s perfect.” 

      

    Okay. This was really starting to get too weird for comfort. Escorting a rich guy around the dairy farm (and getting an obscene amount of money for it) was one thing, but this was another sort of line-crossing entirely. 

      

    “This farm is not for sale,” I said, pressing my lips into a tight little line. Maybe if I was forceful enough, he’d drop it and we could get back to the tour. “I’m sure you have a lot of money and all...” 

      

    “Who said anything about buying it?” His hand was out of his jacket, and clutched in it was a tiny black box. “I said I’m taking it. And I’ll take you, too, cowgirl.” 

      

    Oh my...God! I felt my back arch, my body going up on tiptoes like I’d suddenly become weightless. Pleasure like an explosion rocked my body, leaving me sobbing for more. Firecrackers went off behind my eyes, each one a wave of pure bliss. 

      

    “We’ll have to get rid of the cows, first, of course,” Jeff said, turning away from me. He scrutinized the long rows of cows, sizing them up. “You know someone you could sell them to, right? I’d really prefer not to have to them harmed in any way.” 

      

    “What...” My face was as warm as an electric blanket. My legs felt like jelly; there were still sparks of pleasure traveling up and down my spine. Oh Christ that had felt good. 

      

    “What did I do?” He glanced back at me and grinned, holding up the little black box. “You really are a country bumpkin, aren’t you?” 

      

    “Get out of here,” I managed to gasp. “I don’t know what you did to me...” 

      

    “You don’t watch the news? That little toy around your neck has turned traitor.” He fingered his own neck, drawing his palm across it like he was tracing the outline of a collar. My hand unconsciously reached up to my own collar, tracing the plastic and metal against my skin. 

      

    “What do you mean?” I asked, feeling ice settle in the pit of my stomach. 

      

    “I mean, the xCollar has been hacked,” Jeff said with glee. “Cracked wide open. Hackers put the files all over the darknet – anyone with two brain cells to rub together can make those collars do everything they want, now.” 

      

    No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be true. 

      

    “Of course, they’ve been patching the things furiously,” he continued. “It’s a little war going on behind the scenes – the company versus the hackers. But I figured since you’re out here in the middle of nowhere, you probably don’t go online too often. When was the last time you updated your xCollar, Mary?” 

      

    I couldn’t remember. Had it been months? Years? 

      

    “This place is so perfect,” Jeff said. It was only then I noticed his erection, tenting his slacks and bulging out like a goddamn log. It was so thick: he had to have used his xWatch to make it bigger. Had he hacked himself? 

      

    “Isolated farm, away from any prying eyes...with a young, beautiful woman as the sole caretaker. Let me just say, the pictures on your website didn’t do you justice. You’re a vision, Mary.” 

      

    “L-look,” I said, hating the way I pleaded. “You can have the fucking farm, okay? Just...just let me go...” 

      

    He shook his head. “No can do. After all, a dairy farm is useless without something to milk.” 

      

    “You’re sick,” I whispered, taking a step back. “You can’t possibly mean what I think you mean...” 

      

    “Oh no? Why don’t you take a look at your tits, cowgirl. Tell me if you even recognize them.” 

      

    I bit my lip and tried to fight, but it was useless. The instant he said that word, pleasure washed over my body, erasing my worries and making mu pussy gush with juice. As I came down from my peak, I looked down at my breasts… 

      

    Good lord! They were huge! 

      

    “That’s right,” Jeff said, enjoying my expression. I programmed your xCollar with a new command. Every time I say your trigger phrase, your body will flood with endorphins, making you come like a fountain – and your breasts will increase in size at the same time!” 

      

    “You bastard,” I groaned. “How could you...ohhhh...” 

      

    I had grabbed at my breast while I spoke, and the contact sent sparks straight through my nipples and deep into my clit. Unable to stop myself, I rubbed my new orbs, crying out with pleasure. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I panted, a thin trail of drool oozing from my mouth. 

      

    “I forgot to mention that part. It makes them more sensitive, too. Soon, you won’t be able to think about anything else except those gorgeous, titanic funbags. You’ll be little more than a brainless bimbo life-support system for those udders, and then the real fun will begin.” 

      

    Udders? Bimbo? I struggled to fight, to drop my hands from the warm, sensitive flesh of my breasts. I only partially succeeded. 

      

    “You won’t get away with this,” I whimpered, my voice sliding downwards into a low, bassy thrum. “My employees will come. They’ll call the police...” 

      

    “Really? You think they will? After all, you didn’t do tours of your farm until I thrust a wad of bills in your face – what do you think will happen when I give each of them a settlement check that would change their lives forever?” 

      

    “Fuck you,” I groaned. It was so hard to think, so hard to do anything but keep rubbing my perfect titties… 

      

    “Cowgirl,” Jeff said with a wicked smile. “Cowgirl. Be my fucking cowgirl, Mary. Be my little hucow cowgirl.” 

      

    I couldn’t help it: I squirted. Juice dribbled down my legs as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My bust expanding well past the point of splitting my shirt. My titties were so big, they hung down nearly to my waist – they were heavy, and an awful feeling of soreness radiated through them. It still felt amazing to rub them, I couldn’t stop, but there was this horrible pressure inside them… 

      

    Squirt! 

      

    I gasped. I’d squeezed myself, and a thick trail of milk ran down my body. 

      

    “Oh my God,” I whimpered, biting my lip. “Oh fuck that felt amazing...” 

      

    “Exactly.” Jeff looked pleased. “You’re starting to understand, Mary. You’re starting to realize your true purpose in life.” 

      

    “Oh wow.” Amazed, I lifted my other hand to my breast and squeezed the nipple. Instantly, my palm was filled with warm, pale cream. 

      

    “Ah, ah, don’t waste it,” Jeff said quickly. “You have a...a free space, yes? For milking? Surely not every room in the stable has a cow in it…?” 

      

    He was right. I did have a few milking stations sitting idle. I didn’t want to do what he said – something inside of me was scared as hell, fighting hard – but the idea of latching the milker onto one of these overstuffed tits, of feeling it drain one wonderful burst at a time, sent shivers through my tight wet walls. 

      

    “Over here,” I said, leading him through the stable. It stank of cow and straw, but I didn’t mind anymore. It smelled right somehow – it smelled like home. 

      

    We walked to the very last stall, at the furthest back point of the barn – a dank, dark spot that was cleaned infrequently if at all. But on the back wall, shining like it had just been installed was a milking machine. I felt a dumb grin stretching my face at the sight of it. 

      

    “Inside,” Jeff commanded, and I obeyed. 

      

    Once we were in, he looked me over, frowning. “Oh no, this won’t do. Good cows don’t wear all this...fabric.” He pinched the flannel of my shirt where it hung torn next to my breast then let it go, grimacing as if it stank. “Take them off.” 

      

    I should have fought, but the part of my brain capable of rational thinking had been turned off. I was a hot, hungry ball of need, and my new hucow titties were calling the shots. I tore off my clothing, exposing my bare body to Jeff like we were the most intimate of friends. 

      

    I stared down at myself unhappily: other than my perfect, heavy tits, the rest of my body looked...weak. I was so skinny, like a malnourished sow. How had I never noticed before? 

      

    Jeff seemed to see the same thing. “We’ll have to fatten you up,” he said with a grin. “Get that milk really flowing. But right now, you need something else, don’t you?” 

      

    I groaned low in my throat. He knew me so well. My gaze traveled to the milking machine, staring at it longingly.  

      

    “That’s right.” He cupped my chin, leading me further into the stall like an animal. “Get on your knees, cowgirl. It’s time to get milked.” 

      

    I sank to my knees, my entire body burning with pleasure. My tits pulsated in time with my clit as I came, tiny bursts of milk dribbling from the nipples. I was so full, so sore...I needed to be milked so badly. 

      

    Jeff apparently already knew how to use the milker: he attached it to my teats like a seasoned pro. Normally they would never have fit on a human woman’s breasts, but my hucow titties made the perfect udders. 

      

    Heh, udders, I thought, the word ping-ponging through my head. Udders udders udders. Mary has udders. Mary is a good cow… 

      

    “I’m going to milk you now,” Jeff announced, bending low over me. “If you’re a good cow and let me drain all that milk out of you, I’ll give you a special treat after. Understood?” 

      

    I nodded, a low animal whine leaving my throat. How could I not be a good cow? I wanted all this milk out of me and into Jeff’s machine, where it belonged. 

      

    He adjusted the dials, and an absolutely amazing tightness filled the clamps around my nipples, drawing them as tight as a hungry mouth. Jeff stroked the top of my head like a cherished pet, whispering in my ear and shushing me. I didn’t even realize what I was doing – the sounds coming out of my mouth were utterly animal, the cries of a creature in need. 

      

    “Let’s hear you show your appreciation,” Jeff said, his fingers running down the side of my udder. “Be a good cow for me, Mary – give me a good, loud moo when you feel that milk coming out of your tits...” 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself – and I really didn’t want to. An instant after he spoke, the milker kicked on, and all logical thought stopped. The machine drew milk from my tits, squeezing me tight, and it was heaven. The soreness rolled through my upper body, fading as burst after burst of hot milk squirted from my tits. Oh God I was complete. I was perfect. I was...I was… 

      

    “M...mooooooo,” I cried, my mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ around the sound. It felt so right to moo, so appropriate to let Jeff know exactly how much I appreciated him milking me dry. 

      

    “Louder,” he whispered. 

      

    “Moooooooo!” I tossed my head back, juices dribbling down my thigh as the milker brought me off again and again. “MOO! MOO! MOOOOOOOOO!” 

      

    It was all flooding out of me; all my milk, all my thoughts. I was a good little cow, a good little barnyard bitch for my sexy farmer, and I was going to give him every drop of my milk. 

      

    “Jesus,” Jeff gasped, gripping me tight. The twin streams of milk from my heavy teats had finally begun to ebb. “That’s good. That’s so good, Mary. You’re a good little cow. Cowgirl.” 

      

    The word relaxed me, making my hooves curl and my eyes roll in my head. Good cow, I thought, groaning with bliss. Good cow… 

      

    “Here’s your reward,” he said, unbuttoning his pants. “A nice, salty treat. Cows love salt.” 

      

    He slipped his cock in my mouth, and just as he said it was coated with a thin glaze of salty, warm precum. I sucked it hard, mooing as he throbbed inside of my throat. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me close as he suddenly started to thrust inside of me, then a moment later a flood of warm, sticky cream filled my mouth. I drank it all greedily, working my thick hucow tongue around his shaft. 

      

    When he was done, he pulled away, leaving me mooing with contentment. I was so happy being a cow. His cow. 

      

    “God damn you’re so amazing,” he said, tucking himself back in his pants. “You love this, right? You love being my dirty little cow-slut?” 

      

    I did. My old life already felt like a bad dream; one that would fade as I fully embraced my new life as Jeff’s cow. I nodded eagerly, mooing with delight. 

      

    “Good, good.” He petted me, and I nuzzled against him. “Then I will definitely take over the farm for you, Mary. Since you’re in no position to do anything but make lots of milk from now on. Wouldn’t you love to see this place filled with girl-cows just like you? Giving lots of milk, eating until their bellies are as big as their teats, making lots of babies?” 

      

    God, babies. Now that I had been thoroughly milked, my only biological impulse was to breed – I wanted to be inseminated. I felt fertile enough to have a whole litter of fat cow babies. 

      

    Jeff chuckled, seeing the way I flushed. “Oh, I’ve made my cow all excited.” He walked behind me, adjusting his pants. “Would you like me to breed you right now, cow?” 

      

    I mooed with delight. Yes! Yes! Make me pregnant! 

      

    “Good,” he said, a wicked grin on his face. “Every part of you should be big and swollen for me. And soon, all of your employees will be right next to you...” 

      

    That sent the tiniest little spike of worry through me – like the faint echo of someone else, screaming in the back of my mind. But then, I felt Jeff’s big breeding stick enter my folds, and all my cares disappeared. He buried himself inside me to the hilt, moaning and gasping with pleasure as he thrust between my walls, my moos of delight spurring him on harder. 

      

    “Fuck you’re so tight,” he said, gripping my hips. “You’re a perfect breeding animal, Mary. It’s going to feel so good to shoot inside you...” 

      

    Come in me, I thought, tossing my head back and mooing. Milk goes out, come goes in. Hee hee, it’s so perfect… 

      

    I felt his cock spasm inside me, his fingers digging into my skin, and an instant later he exploded inside of me. Thick ropes of come filled me, bathing my womb in virile goodness. My body reacted exactly as a good cow’s should: the feel of it sent me off into my own climax, my inner muscles clenching around his cock and sucking his load deep into my womb. I was being inseminated, my fertile body bred like an animal, and I couldn’t be more pleased. 

      

    “So good,” Jeff said, giving me big ass a spank as he pulled out of me. “You’re really something, Mary. My blue-ribbon. We are going to have so much fun together...” 

      

    I yawned heavily, my big tits grazing the floor. Now that I had fulfilled my twin functions, I floated in a state of cow bliss, half-awake. 

      

    He petted me a few more times, enjoying the way I nuzzled him, then withdrew. 

      

    “I’ll see you later,” he assured me. “Damn, I’m gonna have to find some way to turn up the heat in here...” 

      

    As he walked away, I slid down to the floor and curled up, just like a good cow. The best cows. 

      

    Master loves me, I thought happily, rubbing the hard plastic of my collar. Life was so perfect. This farm was my home, and I had everything I could possibly want. 

      

    And soon, my belly would be filled with the newest additions to Jeff’s farm.



   





 

    Book Five: The Wife 

      

      

    “I’ve been thinking that you should fuck other girls,” my wife whispered. 

      

    “Really?” The pace of my thrusts increased, the feel of her velvet-soft folds utterly amazing as I buried myself as deep inside of her cunt as I could. It felt amazing to be inside of my wife, to finally fuck her as hard and rough as I wanted. “Why do you say that?” 

      

    “Well,” she began, cutting off for a moment as I ran my thumb over her clit. Her nails dug into my back, adding a note of pain to the exquisite pleasure of fucking her. “Oh fuck, that’s good baby! Jesus you know just how to fuck me!” 

      

    “I do,” I said. Modesty has never been one of my strong points. “So why do you suddenly think you’re not enough for me?” 

      

    “It’s just...ooh, yeah, right there...it’s just I know you haven’t had all the experiences you’ve wanted,” she whimpered, hanging on to me. I was surprised she could still form words. “You only had like one girlfriend before me, Seth. I don’t want you to feel like you’ve been deprived...” 

      

    “I had a half-dozen girlfriends,” I said, reaching behind her and giving her pert ass a slap. “Lift this up,” I commanded, grabbing the warm flesh of her perfect heart-shaped booty, “I want to put my finger in there while I fuck you.” 

      

    “Sure,” Anna said, oblivious to the fact that before today that kind of request would have been a full-stop to our lovemaking, and probably would leave her angry for days. Instead, she obediently arched her back, giving me access to her most sensitive entrance. 

      

    “I just love you,” Anna gasped, biting her lip. “You know that. I want you to be so happy, Seth. The happiest man on Earth!” 

      

    As the tip of my finger disappeared inside her pucker Anna cried out, writhing with pleasure. “That feels so fucking dirty,” she gasped. 

      

    “You want me to stop?” 

      

    She shook her head. “No. I like that it’s dirty. I like that it feels wrong. Go deeper, Seth.” 

      

    My finger slid inside her asshole inch by inch, until all but the last knuckle was deep inside her. 

      

    “You like that?” Anna sounded like she couldn’t believe what was stretching the walls of her asshole. “You like having your finger in my ass, you dirty boy?” 

      

    “I’m picturing how my cock would feel in there,” I said, making a ‘come hither’ motion with the digit that made her squeal. “You’re so tight back here.” 

      

    “You’re distracting me.” Anna rocked her hips forward, dislodging an inch of my finger from her ass but giving me better leverage to fuck her deep. “We were talking about you fucking other girls.” 

      

    “Oh, that’s right.” I went back to thrusting hard, pummeling her pussy with long, dominant strokes. She moved in perfect time with me, welcoming my throbbing cock with her soft, soaking-wet walls. 

      

    “I was thinking about that girl from your work,” Anna said with a naughty little grin. “What’s her name...Zadie, right?” 

      

    “She’s like eighteen,” I said with mock surprise, already picturing it my mind’s eye. Zadie was a lithe, curvy little cupcake every guy at my office had been eyeing the moment she walked in. With her low-cut dresses, generous tits and flawless mocha skin, there was no doubt she’d be a few steps above us all on the corporate ladder in a few years. Well, maybe not now, I thought with a smirk. 

      

    “That makes it even hotter,” Anna groaned, locking her legs behind my back. “Barely legal. You don’t want to spread her on our bed and fuck that teenage pussy while I watch, baby?” 

      

    “Mmmh, that sounds like it could be a lot of fun,” I told her. “Why don’t you turn around? I want to fuck you from behind.” 

      

    “Sure.” Anna grinned as she slid off me, gasping slightly at losing that sweet point of contact between us, and got on all fours on the bed facing away from me. She stuck her big ass in the air and spread her folds, showing me the place I’d just fucked with my cock. 

      

    “Yeah, that’s right,” I said, sliding inside her. “Fuck, that’s nice and tight.” 

      

    “I love you, Seth,” Anna gasped, arching her back as I grabbed up a handful of her hair and pulled. 

      

    “Mmh hmm. Kind of crazy to think, then, that you were about to walk out on me.” 

      

    Anna glanced over her shoulder, her pretty face scrunched up in confusion. “What? I would never leave you, Seth. I love you.” 

      

    I know you won’t, I thought with a smirk. “It was because of the xCollar,” I said with a little nod. 

      

    Without thinking, Anna’s hand strayed to her own collar, gripping the skin-warm metal in her free hand. A huge red jewel – a garnet, after her birth month – sparkled in the center, resting against the hollow of her throat. 

      

    “This thing? I hardly use it.” She scoffed, a sarcastic expression I hadn’t seen in some time creeping into her face. “I’m not like some girls. I bet your girl Zadie has hers running all night to keep those big tits maintained...” 

      

    “I thought you wanted me to fuck her,” I snarled, sliding a thumb into her asshole. She tensed up, and I used the moment to grab her by the throat with my other hand and squeeze just tight enough to make her press her body against mine. 

      

    “I do!” she gasped, wiggling her hips against my thumb. She wants it in deeper, I thought approvingly. Good girl. My hand relaxed at her throat. “I don’t understand. What’s wrong with my collar?” 

      

    “Nothing,” I said, pulling my hand from her pucker and spanking her on her other cheek. Fuck, I loved being rough with her. It was so much fun. 

      

    “Is this some sort of sex game?” Anna stared up at me as I railed her from behind, looking for guidance. “I really don’t remember us fighting, Seth. And I certainly would never walk out on you – I’d never even threaten that. I can’t live without you.” 

      

    I felt a smug smile pull at the corners of my lips. “It was about the hacking,” I said. 

      

    “The what? I don’t remember anything like that.” Anna lowered her head and rocked her hips back against me, meeting me stroke for stroke. “Can we talk about this after I come?” 

      

    “That’s a good idea. I like fucking you after you come – everything’s so wet and tight, primed for my fucking load...” 

      

    “Oh shit, keep talking like that.” Anna’s breathing went ragged, her cheeks flushed as she sighed and gasped on my cock. “Keep telling me how dirty I am.” 

      

    “You’re going to come for me,” I commanded, grabbing her by the shoulder for leverage. “You’re going to come your brains out all over this big, hard cock. You’re going to come your brains out because you’re a helpless little whore...” 

      

    “Yes...Yes! Oh fuck, Seth, fuck me hard! I’m going to...I’m going to...oh FUCK!” 

      

    I felt every muscle inside Anna clench as one, her hot, sweet wetness drawing snug around my cock. She cried out, nails digging into my hips as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, swearing and shivering. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, she collapsed against the bed, raising her ass up even further. I spread her legs and gripped her hips, burying myself deep inside her womb with every savage thrust. 

      

    “You’re so good,” she whimpered, turning her head to the side. “Nobody knows how to fuck me like you do, Seth.” 

      

    “You’re not so bad yourself,” I said, grabbing her breasts and giving them a squeeze. My cock twitched inside of her, her walls so perfectly tight around it. 

      

    “You want to come for me?” she arched an eyebrow and grinned, then pressed her hips so hard against me I was shocked my balls didn’t end up inside her. “Come on. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me just the way you want. Come inside me!” 

      

    “I’ll come in your tight little cunt,” I growled, taking a hold of her hair and yanking. “And as I do, I want to tell you something.” 

      

    “Uh huh,” she groaned, getting into it. “Talk to me, Seth. Tell me what a bad little slut I am. Tell me what you want to do with Zadie while I watch.” 

      

    But that wasn’t what I wanted to say. “You saw the report on TV,” I said, my hand sliding down to stroke her xCollar. “The news anchor sounded so worried – and haggard. She’d already taken off her own xCollar and it looked like she’d aged twenty years overnight without it.” 

      

    “Just...just fuck me,” Anna begged, sounding a little worried. “Tell me I’m dirty...” 

      

    “You are,” I said. “You’re my dirty little cum dumpster. There’s a lot of girls who are just like that now, since they figured out how to hack those xCollars...” 

      

    “I don’t remember anything about this,” Anna said, but I could tell she was starting to remember. And that it was starting to scare her. 

      

    “You asked me,” I said, sliding a finger into her ass, “if I had ever used one of those hacks on your xCollar. You were sort of laughing when you did it, like it was all some great joke – like you didn’t really believe any of it was true.” 

      

    “Stop,” Anna whimpered. 

      

    “You should have seen the look on your face,” I said, laughing as I remembered it. “I’ve never lied to you, dear, and I didn’t then – I told you the truth. That I’d been hacking you for weeks.” 

      

    “What!?” Anna’s hand flew to her throat. “What are you saying, Seth?” 

      

    “Take that fucking cock,” I grunted, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. I could feel my balls tingling with every slap against her swollen, silky-smooth walls. I was going to explode any moment, and I wanted it to feel amazing. 

      

    But Anna was trying to pull away. “Seth, you need to explain this to me right now-” 

      

    “Later, babe. Why don’t you just let me fuck a baby into you right now?” 

      

    In an instant, her entire demeanor changed. Instead of pulling her body away from mine, she pressed it against me, coaxing my cock deeper inside of her. Her face flushed with sudden heat; her voice turned to hot, heavy little moans as she worked her hips around me. The trigger phrase had done its work; I couldn’t be happier. 

      

    “Fuck me harder,” she begged, the look in her eyes like that of a different person. “Pump that fucking come into me, sir. Fill me up with your babies!” 

      

    I was going to come any second. Her cunt was so wet, so tight, so amazing, and she was begging me for it. I grabbed her hips with both hands and buried myself inside of her as far as I could go, pointing the head of my cock directly at her womb. 

      

    “Do it,” she whimpered, all thoughts of resistance washed away by her trigger phrase. “Doesn’t my tight wet cunt feel good, Master? Doesn’t it make you want to pump every drop of that sweet, creamy load deep inside of me…?” 

      

    She was right – I did. I came with a series of hard, savage grunts, my balls draining deep into her welcoming womb. Spurt after spurt of sticky, honey-warm seed filled her cunt, until she was dripping with the remnants of my load. She rocked back and forth slowly as I came down from my peak, milking me dry of the last few bursts of come. 

      

    “There you go,” she cooed, grinning like she was the one who’d just had the brain-melting orgasm. “That’s right. Give it all to me, baby.” 

      

    I fucked the last bits of my load deep inside of her then pulled out, giving her a little slap on the ass. She turned around obediently, sinking to her knees to clean me off. 

      

    A low groan left my lips as hers latched on to my cock, her naughty tongue cleaning our juices from my still-hard shaft. I ran my fingers through her hair, coaxing her further along it as my cock started to stiffen back up in her sweet mouth. 

      

    Just as I was beginning to feel ready for some more, the bedroom door swung open with a slow creak. “Ah, there she is,” I said with a smile. “I was wondering when you’d get here.” 

      

    “I’m all finished cleaning, Master,” our new visitor said. It was Zadie, of course – Zadie in a skintight maid’s outfit that showed off her tanned thighs and the curves of her massive, mouth-watering tits. She was practically bursting out of her top as she curtsied, dropping submissively like a proper servant. “Dinner is in the oven and will be ready in forty-five minutes, just as you’ve commanded.” 

      

    “Perfect,” I said, pulling out of Anna’s mouth and running the head of my cock along her cheek. She gasped, groaning with frustration as she tried to get the sweet treat back in her mouth. “You can be the woman of the house again, Zadie – you’ve done well.” 

      

    “Of course.” In an instant, her voice changed to the smooth, self-assured tones of the woman I worked with – the girl I’d made into my slave just as surely as I had with my wife. She rolled her head on her shoulders, stretching like she’d just finished a wonderful nap. “I love it when you trance me, Seth – I just feel so fulfilled when it’s over. Did you have a good time with Anna?” 

      

    “Oh yes. My wife is still a tight little slut – when you can get her in the mood, of course. Good cocksucker, too. But right now I think it’s time for her to rise to reality once again.” 

      

    Anna blinked rapidly, her face going red with a combination of shock and shame. She seemed to realize that she was on her knees, her mouth full of the taste of mine and her juices. 

      

    Unlike Zadie, she was woefully unprepared for that kind of transition. “Seth?” Her voice was quiet and frightened as she looked up at me. “What...what just happened? What did you do?” 

      

    I scoffed, rolling my eyes like this was some habit of hers that got under my nerves. “I already told you, dear. I hacked your xCollar. And my coworker Zadie’s. I can do that, remember?” 

      

    She turned, and saw Zadie for the first time. If I’d have thought she was shocked before, it was nothing compared to the look on her face at seeing her harem-mate in a skimpy, skintight maid’s uniform. 

      

    “What is that bitch doing here?” Anna’s face was pale and ashen. “What’s going on? Why am I doing these things?” 

      

    “We talked about opening up the relationship,” I reminded her. “Specifically, you told me you wanted to watch me fuck other girls.” 

      

    “And I’m certainly ‘other girls’,” Zadie said with a smirk, stepping forward. 

      

    “That wasn’t me! I was...I was under some kind of a spell! I have to get this goddamn thing off!” 

      

    Anna clawed at her xCollar, trying desperately to find the latch that would release the collar’s catch. The only problem was, there wasn’t one: I’d had Anna herself remove it a few days ago. 

      

    “I wouldn’t mess with that if I were you,” I said, sitting down on the edge of the bed and spreading my legs. “I’ve put so many triggers in your head, there’s no telling what might happen if they all go off at once.” 

      

    Anna looked like she still wanted to try, but stopped. “What are you doing?” 

      

    “Well, it’s pretty simple.” I glanced down at Zadie as she sank to her knees, a naughty smile plastered on her pretty face. It was hard to tell who was enjoying my wife’s degradation more, her or me. “You’re a very good cocksucker, Anna – particularly when I push the trigger that makes you need to do it so badly. But Zadie here is even better.” 

      

    “As I am in so many things,” she said with a sharp glance at my wife. 

      

    “True,” I said, smirking. 

      

    All the color drained out of Anna’s face as she watched Zadie sink to her knees and take my throbbing cock in her hand. She slipped her fingers beneath the band of her xCollar, as if she could simply pull it off her neck. 

      

    “What are you going to do to me?” she whispered, shrinking back. Typical Anna – always thinking about herself. 

      

    “Good question.” A sharp glance at Zadie stopped her lips an inch from my cock, prompting her to look up at me like a slave awaiting a new command from her Master. “What do you think I should do to her, slut?” 

      

    “You should use her, of course,” Zadie said with a sneer. “You should use every woman, Master. They’re just playthings for your pleasure.” 

      

    “You are so smart,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. “Now blow me.” 

      

    I heard a little moan of despair leave my wife as Zadie made a perfect ‘o’ around my cock, taking my fat fuck-stick to the base without so much as a whimper of protest. She was amazing, this girl, and she was even more enthusiastic than she was talented. I was in heaven. 

      

    “Stop! Oh God, Seth, stop! What about our marriage!?” 

      

    “You know something,” I mused, “that’s a good point. Come here.” 

      

    With that collar around her neck she could no more disobey a direct order from me than she could sprout wings and fly away, so she came over to me – timidly, but firmly. “Yes?” she whimpered, unable to tear her eyes away from the sight of Zadie bobbing in my lap. A thick vein in the side of my cock throbbed in time with her slurps. 

      

    “Your wedding ring,” I said. “Take it off.” 

      

    She looked like she wanted to slap me, to run, to do anything other than what I commanded – but it was a foregone conclusion. She twisted off the diamond I’d set on her finger three years ago, holding it cupped in her palm like an offering. 

      

    “Zadie is younger, hotter, and more submissive than you,” I said. She reacted like I’d slapped her in the face, and around my cock I felt Zadie grin. “Pull off me for a moment,” I said. 

      

    She slid off my shaft, running her fingers up and down the sensitive skin. “Yes, Master?” 

      

    “This ring is yours now. You’re the queen of my harem now, and Anna is just my slut. Put it on her finger, Anna.” 

      

    Whimpering, with tears rolling down her cheek, Anna slipped the ring onto Zadie’s finger. It fit like it was made for her, and Anna saw that she started to sob. 

      

    “It’s so lovely,” Zadie said, gripping my cock with the hand and giving me a few hard strokes. “It looks so good against your big, hard cock. This is the greatest gift you’ve ever given me, Master – thank you!” 

      

    “We’ll need to do some paperwork to make it all official, but I don’t suppose that will be a problem,” I said. 

      

    “Of course, Master. Would you like to come? I’d love to see your thick load coating my pretty new ring...” 

      

    I would like that, but there was something I wanted more. “Soon,” I assured her. “First, it’s time for Anna to get her present.” 

      

    My wife – well, not really my wife any more – perked up at the sound of her name. “Present?” 

      

    “I’ve been training you for weeks,” I said with a harsh smile. “Getting you primed for my cock. Making you love the way it feels to have something inside your tight little asshole, stretching your walls. You think I did all that for you?” 

      

    “Oh no,” Anna groaned. “No, no, no...” 

      

    “Come over here,” I commanded, patting the edge of the bed. “Turn around and lie down right here.” 

      

    Zadie’s eyes shined with mischief as she watched my wife take up her position. “I can’t wait to see this,” she said with relish. “You always told me your wife had a stick up her ass – now she’s going to have your dick up her ass-” 

      

    Before Zadie could react, I gripped her chin in my hand, hard. “Don’t you ever mouth off to me,” I snarled. “You’re my property – you understand that?” 

      

    “Yes, Master!” Zadie whimpered, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “I...I’m sorry, Master!” 

      

    “Right.” I turned away from her, casting my gaze over my wife’s prone body. Fuck, she looked good. 

      

    I ran my hand over one of her cheeks, giving it a hearty slap. She shivered in fear, but Anna had no way of knowing how deep her programming went. As soon as I was inside of her, it would take over – making her love what my cock was doing to her. I was so looking forward to the moment the fear gave way to submission. I wanted to savor the moment. 

      

    “Fuck her ass, Master,” Zadie whispered, rubbing her chin. “Show that slut who’s in charge.” 

      

    “Please, Seth,” Anna begged, squirming. “Give me back my ring. Don’t put this bitch ahead of me. We can...I can just forget this happened. You have that power...” 

      

    “Oh, I don’t want you to forget a moment of this,” I said, sliding her panties down so that the only thing she wore was the six-inch fuck-me heels she’d had on before all this had happened. “And soon, neither will you.” 

      

    Before she could protest, I placed the head of my cock against her pucker and thrust, sliding into her tightest, most intimate entrance without resistance. Anna cried out, but it was a strange, strangled sound – almost as if the pain she’d expected to feel wasn’t there. And as I locked into rhythm, pummeling the inside of her asshole with my cock, it was impossible not to notice the change coming over her. 

      

    “You like it, don’t you?” I brought my hand down on one cheek as I fucked her harder. “Don’t deny it.” 

      

    Little gasps left Anna’s lips with every thrust, but her hips were already rocking back against me, matching me thrust for thrust. With her help, I was going even deeper inside of her, filling her in ways I never had before. 

      

    I grabbed her hair and pinned her against me, holding her to the bed as I fucked her. “Admit it!” 

      

    “I love it!” Anna’s face contorted in shame, but there was no use denying the truth. “Oh God, Master, it feels so good! Keep fucking my ass, Master, fuck me until you can feel my throat from the back!” 

      

    As Zadie watched, rubbing her clit with hard strokes, I fucked my wife’s ass raw. I had never felt anything as tight and perfect, so utterly ready for my load. 

      

    “You used to say you’d never let me do this,” I snarled, feeling my balls slapping against her cunt. “You said it was dirty – that it was wrong. Now you want it so badly, you’d beg me to keep going if I stopped. Wouldn’t you?” 

      

    “Please, please don’t stop!” Anna was totally lost now, utterly helpless to resist. “Fuck me, Master, fuck me!” 

      

    Slower than before, I felt the wave creep up my spine as I prepared to shoot. The tightness made it harder to come, made me last longer, and it was some time before I felt the sweet wash of release flood my body. But finally, I felt myself explode inside Anna’s ass, filling her most private channel with a flood of come. She groaned and clawed the bed, the feel of it sending her over the edge into her own hypnotic orgasm as she screamed and sobbed my name. 

      

    Finally, after milking every last drop of pleasure from her, I pulled out of her ass and slapped it with my cock. 

      

    “That was fun,” I said, sitting back on the bed and relaxing. “Whew. Now, why don’t you two be good little slaves and realize you’re made to serve?” 

      

    Instantly, both girls snapped to attention. Zadie forgot all about her sopping cunt; Anna didn’t even stop to wipe the load that dribbled from her asshole. Both girls were my perfect, almost robotic servants, ready for orders. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” they said in unison. “We shall cook and clean.” 

      

    “Well, dinner’s already being prepared,” I said, lying back. “But you could fix me a drink.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” they repeated, leaving the room as one. 

      

    Christ, I love the xCollar, I thought, smiling to myself. I did so love playing these little power games with my slave girls. As I flipped the news on to watch another story about society being transformed overnight thanks to the xCollar hack, I thought about what I’d do next. 

      

    She’ll have to give the ring back, I mused. Maybe next time I’ll make Anna the dominant one, and violate Zadie’s sweet little ass… 

      

    That would be fun.
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    “Of course,” the receptionist said with a smile, “you’ll become a slave.” 

      

    Monica paused, frowning over the half-completed form. She set the pen down on the immaculate table and crossed her arms beneath her breasts. 

      

    “What?” The receptionist’s smile grew wider. Her smile was flawless, model-perfect, just like everything else about her. She could be an actress, Monica thought, not for the first time. She’s so beautiful. 

      

    “I just...I didn’t expect you to put it like that. A slave?” 

      

    “Only in the sense that you won’t be in control,” the receptionist said smoothly, glancing at the form. “But that’s why you’re here, isn’t it? To lose control.” 

      

    The frown was back on Monica’s face. “I...I guess so. I’m not happy.” 

      

    Nobody had been able to fix what was wrong with Monica. To all appearances, she should have been perfectly happy: she was a gorgeous, fresh-faced young girl who’d just recently turned eighteen. Girls who looked as good as her normally had the world on a string, but there was a sadness behind her eyes that nothing could erase. She hadn’t applied to any colleges, she didn’t have a boyfriend, it was as if she just...existed. Walking around the world in a form of stasis, waiting for something. 

      

    It wasn’t until she saw an ad for the HypnoCenter that she felt the first stirrings of something inside her, something like a plant reaching for the sun. It was like she’d found what she was looking for. 

      

    “Happy? That certainly won’t be a problem soon.” The receptionist winked at her, and there was something lascivious in it. “You remind me so much of me,” she confided. “Trust me, once you receive one of our treatments, it’s going to completely change your life.” 

      

    Monica felt her eyes widen. “You’ve...been inside? You’ve done it?” 

      

    “Of course! All the employees have.” The receptionist leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You want to know what it’s like? I mean, really like?” 

      

    Nervously, Monica nodded. People were understandably mum about what went on inside of the HypnoCenter: even her internet sleuthing skills hadn’t been able to find any detailed testimonials. 

      

    The receptionist flashed a mischievous grin. “It’s like your whole life before you got here was a dream,” she whispered. “A terribly boring one, where all the colors are drab and there’s absolutely no fun. My first treatment, it was like...waking up. Waking up in the middle of the biggest, best party I ever could have imagined.” 

      

    With every word, the receptionist’s tone made it sound like the very best thing that had ever happened to her. As Monica watched, the woman’s cheeks flushed with arousal, sweat beading on her forehead as she described it. She’s getting turned on just thinking about it, Monica realized. Something deep inside her responded to it – it was like some giant sea creature moving at the bottom of a deep, dark ocean inside her. A tingle shot through her whole body, and butterflies erupted in her stomach. 

      

    “I want to do it,” she said, deciding in that instant. Her pen moved like a sword, slashing through the few remaining lines on the form. She put her signature on the bottom in a huge swirl, adding at the last moment a little heart over the ‘i’ in ‘Monica’. It felt terrifying, and freeing, all at once. 

      

    The receptionist coolly took the form and filed it in a drawer. “This way,” she said, rising from her chair. 

      

    Monica followed her past the reception area and into a long, dark hallway. There were doors on either side, arranged in a way that uncomfortably reminded her of cells. As she passed by one, she thought she could hear moaning from the other side. 

      

    “Down here,” the receptionist said, turning at a fork. There were stairs, descending down into the darkness, and Monica felt her pulse start to race as she made her way down them. 

      

    “Is this...safe?” she asked, her voice betraying her nervousness. 

      

    “Perfectly,” the receptionist assured her, leading her to a door. “Right here.” 

      

    It wasn’t what she expected. The surroundings had put her in mind of cold concrete, shackles and chains, but this was...luxurious. The room wasn’t much bigger than a jail cell, but no jail cell in the world was outfitted like this one. The room was dominated by a plush piece of furniture somewhere between a sofa and the cockpit of a fighter jet. To one side, a wide variety of sex toys hung on the wall, varied and expensive enough to make her swallow hard with the thought of what they could do. 

      

    But it was the screen that caught her attention. 

      

    It covered the entire wall, so close to the edges that she doubted she could have fit a playing card between it and the ceiling or floor. High-definition didn’t even cover it. Right now, all that was displayed on it was the word “standby” in the center, but she knew that very soon it was going to show much more. And she knew with a glance at that chair that once she was sitting down, she wouldn’t be able to look away from the screen – even if she wanted to. 

      

    “Sit,” the receptionist said with another one of those flawless smiles, gesturing to the chair. 

      

    “I...” Monica felt a flush creeping over her cheeks. “I don’t know that I’m ready...maybe this was a mistake...” 

      

    “This is what you wanted,” the receptionist said, looking her in the eyes. She’d expected a sharp rebuke, but to her surprise there was real compassion there. “An end to all your problems. Your depression, your anxiety. All those bad thoughts, those problems that keep you down. In a few minutes, all of them will be gone forever – it’ll be like they never existed.” 

      

    She sidled up next to her and pulled her into an embrace. Her lips were hot against her ear. 

      

    “It’s going to be the most wonderful experience of your life,” she whispered. 

      

    Monica trembled with nervousness – but there was something needy underneath of it, an excitement she couldn’t deny. 

      

    “Everything inside you will resist change,” the receptionist said, switching gears into her cool, professional mode. “The behaviors that make you suffer will fight to keep you from being a better person. That’s why you came here – we can help you. If you sit down.” 

      

    Now or never, Monica thought. With a sigh, she eased her body into the chair. It fit her perfectly, forming around her every curve with a luxury she’d never known. She felt herself instantly relax – it was almost impossible to be nervous in such a soothing, supporting chair. 

      

    “Very good,” the receptionist said with pleasure. “I’ll see you soon.” 

      

    The door closed with a slow click. Monica shifted nervously in her chair, waiting for something to happen. 

      

    And then it did. 

      

    The screen blazed to life, awash in a kaleidoscope of color. Her eyes widened, mouth dropping open as the program roared to life. In moments, she forgot there was even a screen there – it looked like the entire wall had disappeared, tearing open in a wash of sight and sound. 

      

    For a moment, all she could do was stare. Then she felt something slide behind her eyes. It felt like a hook; like there was something invisible connecting her to the screen. Words rose out of the maelstrom, and as they did, she felt them explode like fireworks behind her eyes: 

      

    Watch me, they said. Stare at the screen. 

      

    She didn’t need to be commanded. There was no way she could look at anything else; true to her earlier thought there was no way she could even if she’d wanted to. But she didn’t – it was fascinating, enthralling. She felt every muscle in her body relaxing as she stared. It felt so good to just stare… 

      

    Obey. 

      

    The word was like a hammer. She felt her eyebrows furrow together as the word formed in her mind, the twin of the one on the screen. Something inside her reared up like a cornered animal, fought against it. Pressure formed behind her eyes, like a balloon inflating in her sinuses, until she couldn’t fucking stand it… 

      

    Resistance Calibrated. Generating multi-wave enslavement program… 

      

    A moment later, the pressure ceased. Monica leaned forward, gasping with relief. For long seconds she couldn’t think, unable to focus on anything but wonderful lack of pressure. It had hurt so bad! They hadn’t told her the treatment could do that… 

      

    Relax, the screen commanded. Instantly her muscles went slack. She leaned back in the chair, melting against it. A trickle of drool worked its way out of the corner of her mouth. 

      

    The colors in the center of the screen swirled, like leaves in the moments before a tornado formed. They worked around a central point, and in their core there was suddenly a heart, big and beautiful. It throbbed to a low, bassy beat, each pulse reverberating in the center of her soul. 

      

    The word appeared behind her eyes: Pleasure. Pleasure. Pleasure… 

      

    She groaned, caught unawares. Every pulse of that heartbeat sent a spike of pleasure straight through her body. When Monica was a teenager, her very first sexual experience had felt like a thunderstorm tearing through her, opening her consciousness to pleasures she hadn’t even known existed. She’d been so nervous, and excited, and her first orgasm had felt like the whole world ending at once. 

      

    Every pulse of that heart took her right back there. It was insane, it felt impossible, but she was riding each throb, flashing back to those moments every few seconds. She felt her body melting against the chair, like she was high on some expensive drug. It reverberated in her clit, across the sensitive flesh of her nipples, and suddenly she was aching for more. 

      

    Obey, the screen said, flashing with the word on each pulse. The great heart beat faster, throbbing with excitement to match Monica’s own. Obey. Obey. Obey… 

      

    The pressure was back; but this time the pleasure was stronger. She felt it wash over her, flushing her cheeks as a war broke out inside of her mind. She wasn’t sure which would happen first: that she’d pass out from the pain or come her brains out. 

      

    Obey, the screen insisted steadily. Obey. Obey. 

      

    She fought. God, how she fought. Something inside her resisted hard; resented the loss of control. The words of the receptionist flashed in the back of her mind: everything inside of you will fight change… 

      

    Both the pleasure and the pain reached a crescendo. She didn’t want it to stop; thought she would die if it didn’t. She almost didn’t care – she’d accept death as long as that throbbing core of pleasure finally spilled over into release, let her finally fucking come… 

      

    At the very moment she realized she could take no more, the screen went black. Monica was plunged into darkness. 

      

    The pain evaporated – and the pleasure, so frustratingly close to orgasm, dissipated. She cried out in frustration, ground her thighs together in a futile attempt to come...it was no use. She screamed, not even sure why she was screaming, just to express some kind of release. Hot tears dribbled from the corners of her eyes. They hadn’t told her it would be this hard. 

      

    As her eyes focused to the darkness, she became aware that the room wasn’t completely black. There was a tiny bit of red in the center of the screen, just enough for her to see her surroundings by. She only had a few moments to adjust to this when the words flashed behind her eyes: 

      

    No shirt. No pants. 

      

    It hit her with the force of command, and before she consciously knew what she was doing she was stripping down. Her shirt went first, tossed across the room into the narrow band of floor between the chair and the screen. She growled with relief as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants, pulling them down with a relief so strong it made her knees shake. It felt so fucking good to obey. Doing what the words said made her happy, made her worries fade, made her feel complete… 

      

    Now she was down to just bra and panties. Goosebumps stood out on her tanned flesh as she relaxed into the chair, but a few moments later it warmed against her. 

      

    The red glow began to spread across the screen. 

      

    No bra, the words said. No panties. 

      

    This time, she was more hesitant. A burst of embarrassment filled her as she unhooked her bra – she was making herself vulnerable, naked, completely helpless before this entity. Her fingers froze at her panties, struggling as her fingers grazed the lace. 

      

    OBEY, the screen commanded. The word flashed to life in her brain, burning away her resistance, and she tossed the panties away like they were red-hot. 

      

    Good girl. The words sent a bolt of something stronger than pleasure through her body. Her eyes widened, mouth dropping open as the feeling burned through her veins. It was...pride? Confidence? No, it was deeper than that. It felt so good to be praised, so right. She wanted more. She wanted to be a good girl, she wanted to show what a good girl she could be… 

      

    Pleasure, the screen said. In the middle of the red glow, the outline of a heart formed. Pleasure. Pleasure… 

      

    She spread her legs, gasping with pleasure. Her breathing went ragged, panting as each beat of the heart pushed sweet, pure bliss through her veins. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, grinding against the back of the chair. “Yes, yes, yes...” 

      

    Good girl, the screen assured her. Good girl. 

      

    I’m a good girl! She thought with pride, biting her lip so hard she could taste blood. She wanted to be a good girl, wanted it so bad… 

      

    Obey, the screen said. The word flashed, superimposed over the heart for an instant before disappearing. OBEY. OBEY. 

      

    Before she knew what she was doing, she was mouthing the word in time with the beat. “Obey,” she whispered, face contorted in beautiful agony as each pulse brought her right to the edge of coming – but never quite there, never pushing her into the release she needed so bad. “Obey,” she whimpered. “Obey. Obey...” 

      

    The heart picked up speed, beating hard and fast like the person connected to it was running at a full sprint. Pleasure, came the word. Pleasure. Pleasure. Pleasurepleasurepleasurepleasure… 

      

    “Aaaaah!” Monica’s back arched like a bow against the seat, working her hips in a circle. Her hair was soaked with sweat. She was starting to feel stretched, put through the wringer, completely lost. Concepts like “where she was” and “who she was” grew muddled, replaced with the pure joy of submission. 

      

    She was growling with need, riding the pulses like a cowgirl at a rodeo. She was so close, almost there. 

      

    “Obey!” she yelled, her voice husky with pleasure. “Obey! Obey!” 

      

    The pleasure rose and rose, until it seemed like there was no way she could stand it. Any moment, it felt like she would have to come, yet somehow she didn’t. The pleasure built and built until it was stronger and more powerful than any orgasm she’d ever felt, but the release never came. It was like a wave that never reached the shore, just building and building to the point of insanity. 

      

    Monica’s mind couldn’t take anymore. This was beyond the borderline; past the point any human’s brain was able to handle. She would have done anything for it to end, to come and feel the sweet perfect release she needed. She was going to explode without it – going to go mad. She was raving, slamming into the chair over and over again as every pulse of the heart hit her like a thick, juicy cock fucking her soul… 

      

    “OBEY!” she screamed, the word long having lost all meaning. It was just a cry now, the only word her lips were capable of forming. “OBEY! OH-BEEEEY!” 

      

    The pressure was back. It pulsed behind her eyes, flaring up like a warning siren. She was barely even able to recognize it for what it was, so utterly brought past the point of coherence that she couldn’t recognize her own body. It swelled and swelled, rearing up like a pufferfish – but this time, she could feel it rippling and shuddering with spasms. It was going to pop, and when it did she didn’t know if she’d be Monica any more. She didn’t know what she’d be… 

      

    Pleasurepleasurepleasurepleasurepleasure… 

      

    She gasped and clawed at the chair, frothing at the mouth, utterly lost. The world had vanished, replaced with two points: the impossible pleasure destroying her mind and the fading, rupturing resistance. The scaffolding of her mind began to collapse. Memories, feelings, every part of her personality and her core identity – they collapsed like buildings, each hit by a controlled demolition of pure pleasure. Finally everything burst, the bubble popping like it had never even been there, and instead of Monica there was just a blank slate, filled with an unbearable tide of pleasure and screaming over and over that she was a good girl, that she would obey… 

      

    Finally, when it seemed like she would shut down, the screen erupted in pure white. A sound like an approaching train reached her ears, and a single word filled the screen from edge to edge, in a thousand colors all at once: 

      

    COME. 

      

    She did. She screamed so loud that every person in the treatment facility heard it, that the receptionist (back at her desk of course) gave a thin-lipped smile at the sound of her submission. She came like the world was ending, like she did when she was eighteen and losing her virginity, only this time the world really was ending and all that bliss drained out of her along with her anxiety and her depression and her problems and her memories and her mind and everything she could no longer recognize clearly enough to even want… 

      

    A few minutes later there was a knock at the door. It slid open, and the receptionist’s head entered. 

      

    “How are we doing?” she asked in a perky voice. “Having a good time?” 

      

    The girl who had been Monica smiled, her tongue lolling from her mouth. Her face was ruddy with pleasure, her body alternatively tensing and relaxing with multiple orgasms. She’d taken one of the foot-long dildos off the wall and had it stuffed between the swollen lips of her cunt; another was in her mouth getting vigorously sucked off. On the screen, a slow, lazy spiral worked like a screensaver. 

      

    The receptionist glanced at it, and for a moment felt it enter her mind. You serve cock, the words commanded, flashing behind her eyes. This is how you pleasure it with your mouth. This is how you pleasure it with your cunt… 

      

    She smiled, looking away. She remembered that training program well – it had only been a few months ago that she’d been the one experiencing it. She truly did worship cock. And now, so did Monica. 

      

    Slowly, the girl’s eyes looked away from the screen and locked onto the receptionist’s. 

      

    “It worked,” she whispered, her voice transformed into a girlish giggle. “I feel sooooo much better! I’m a good girl now, aren’t I?” 

      

    “The best,” the receptionist said, chuckling as her compliment made Monica come. The muscles of her sex tensed around the dildo, gripping it tight. This new girl is going to be perfect, she thought. She could be an actress. She’s so beautiful. 

      

    “I told you, silly,” she said with a laugh. “You’re never going to have any of those bad old thoughts, ever again.” 

      

    Monica’s brow furrowed in an expression of concern. “What bad thoughts?” 

      

    She rolled her eyes. Newbies. “Never mind. Continue your training.” 

      

    Monica turned back to the screen with visible relief, the dildos in her mouth and pussy moving in time with the beat. The receptionist closed the door, leaving her to her new life. 

      

    Another satisfied customer, she thought, wetness dribbling down her thighs as she walked back to her desk. She had another appointment in twenty minutes: a confused young man with similar issues, coming in for treatment. 

      

    She already knew exactly which room would be his.



   





 

    Addicted



   






 

    I wasn’t always an addict. 

      

    I used to be a good girl. I didn’t drink, didn’t smoke, didn’t go around spreading my legs for any boy at school who looked at me twice. I was a straight-laced, straight-a kind of girl, almost as if I was rebelling against the name my parents gave me. Madison. There were two other girls with that name at my school, and both of them were total skanks. I wasn’t like that at all: I was good, dammit – everything an eighteen-year-old looking forward to college in the fall was supposed to be. 

      

    Now, of course, everything is different. I certainly never thought that I’d end up smoking like a chimney, frigging my cunt into orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm as I pulled smoke into my lungs. Or that I’d guzzle down every bit of alcohol I could find, every drop making me hornier and cockthirsty than the last. Or pierce my nipples, put my lips to a bong every hour of the day, or get a tattoo that says “Property of Carter” just over my tight, shaved pussy. 

      

    There are a lot of things I thought I’d never do before I pissed off Carter. 

      

    Carter is my stepbrother. He’s a couple years older than me, and a massive nerd. Like, socially he’s an awkward mess, but he’s scary smart: he never had to go to college because he does some computer stuff for his Dad’s tech company and they pay him crazy amounts of money for it. You’d think it was nepotism, but he works like a mad man and his room is always filled with computer stuff that looks like it’s from a sci-fi movie, so I don’t know. Why he still hangs around here I have no idea, other than my Mom waiting on him hand and foot. 

      

    Deep down, I was always a little jealous of him: it never felt like he had to work nearly as hard as I did. He never really cared what people thought of him; unlike me he didn’t have to keep up with the latest fashions and trends, he didn’t have to navigate the bitchy social circles of our town – he just went his own way. So when I got the opportunity to bust him, you bet your ass I took it. 

      

    You see, there’s one other thing Carter likes to do in that room of his: smoke pot. I know it’s technically legal where we are now, but that’s no excuse. I hated having to smell that shit every night, so...I told on him. Yeah, I tattled, worst sister ever, big whoop. And when my Mom found out, he was in big trouble. She almost kicked him out. 

      

    When he found out it was me, he was furious. “Of course,” he told me. “Little miss perfect narcing on her own brother.” 

      

    “Whatever,” I shot back. “The only reason that company doesn’t test your ass is because your Dad owns it.” 

      

    I should have been worried then, because this weird look came into his eyes. The kind I’ve only seen when he wants to play a prank on people, or when he asks Mom to do something and she snaps to it like she’s his fucking maid or something. 

      

    “Maybe it would be good for you to try some,” he said, a smirk growing on his face. “Loosen that tight ass up.” 

      

    “Gross, don’t talk about my ass,” I said, flashing him the finger. “Perv.” 

      

    “Maybe a good hard fucking might loosen you up, too.” It wasn’t so much the words that shocked me as the way he said them – like he didn’t even care that he was saying something shocking. Like he knew there was no way he could possibly get in trouble. 

      

    “Shut the fuck up,” I said, trying not to show I was shaken. “I’m telling Mom.” 

      

    “You tell her,” he said, going back into his room. “If you ever want to try some bud, little sis, you know where to find me. Loosen you right up.” 

      

    Whatever, right? Just my gross brother being gross again. I went to my room and forgot all about it, not even bothering to tell Mom. 

      

    I had no idea how much that one little conversation was going to change my life forever. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    A day or two later, I noticed my car was running low on gas on the way home from school and pulled into a gas station to fill up. Normally I would’ve just paid at the pump – Mom had given me a credit card on her account just for gas – but as I stopped the car, it was like I could hear a little voice inside of me: 

      

    Go inside. 

      

    I frowned. There wasn’t any reason to go in and pay, but why not? Besides, it was one of those places with a fancy convenience store inside – maybe I could pick up an iced latte along with my gas. Mom wouldn’t mind. 

      

    I did end up getting the latte, and once it was ready I took it over to the cash register to pay for it along with the gas. The cashier was a bored-looking middle-aged woman who started as if she was coming out of a trance as I walked up. 

      

    “This everything?” she asked. 

      

    “The drink, twenty dollars of gas on pump three,” I said – and then, before I could stop myself, “and one of those, please.” 

      

    I was pointing. The cashier followed my finger: behind her on the wall were row after row of cigarettes, arranged by brand. She grunted and turned around, picking up the pack I had been pointing at. It was a brand I’d seen before, the one the popular- 

      

    (slutty) 

      

    -girls at school smoked. I snatched my hand back, suddenly embarrassed. A flush rose on my cheeks. 

      

    Why the hell had I done that? I didn’t smoke. 

      

    “Alright,” the cashier said with a shrug. To her, my request for a pack of cigarettes wasn’t strange: it was business as usual. She didn’t understand why I was shocked, nor did she even notice. “Is this gonna be everything?” 

      

    I should have said no. I should have told her to put the cigarettes away, that I wasn’t going to pay for them: but something stopped me. I told myself it was politeness. She just went through all the trouble of getting them, I thought. I’d look stupid if I told her no now. 

      

    “No, that’s it,” I said, feigning a smile. She rang me up and I swiped Mom’s card, paying for the whole thing. I was just about to leave when the cashier’s voice stopped me. 

      

    “Hey, wait a sec,” she called out. I froze in the doorway, weirdly certain that I had done something wrong. Like she could just tell that I didn’t smoke, and shouldn’t have bought the pack in the first place… 

      

    I’m in trouble, I thought with a little giggle. The thought was absurd, but why did it make my knees shake? 

      

    When I turned around, the cashier was holding up my receipt. “You forgot this,” she said. 

      

    Evidence! My mind reeled. “Just trash it,” I said, too quickly, running from the store like I’d just shoplifted from it. 

      

    My hands were shaking and my heart was pounding when I got to my car. I felt like I was on the verge of a panic attack. 

      

    “Calm down,” I told myself as I started the car. “Everything’s fine. She didn’t even card you. Everything is cool...” 

      

    I glanced over at the pack of cigarettes on the passenger seat. Was I okay? I really needed a - 

      

    (calm) 

    (smoky) 

    (fucking sexy) 

      

    -break. Before I knew what the fuck I was doing, I opened the pack and took a look inside. Two rows of identical white cigarettes stared back at me.  

      

    I wasn’t quite sure what to think. I’d never bought a pack of cigarettes before. Curious, I brought the pack to my face, inhaling their scent. 

      

    Oh fuck, I thought, a little groan escaping my lips. Oh wow… 

      

    They smelled amazing. All earthy and warm, the rich scent of tobacco filling me. I knew they’d smell even better if they were lit, if I let myself go and tried one. But I held back. 

      

    I closed the top, tossed the pack on the seat and drove off. I resolved to chuck them out the window at the next light. 

      

    Yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about them. I hadn’t even gone two blocks before I felt my hands trembling, the smell of the cigs still rich in the car. Certainly it couldn’t be so bad, right? Just to try them? To feel so- 

      

    (calm) 

    (in control) 

    (fucking SEXY as hell) 

    (HIGH ON THE SMOKE) 

      

    The thought was so strong I gasped – then giggled. You couldn’t get high off of something as weak as cigarettes. I’d probably try one, toss it out the window, and stuff the whole pack. A few moments later I decided to test my theory. I pulled into an empty parking lot next to the road and watched cars drive by, passing the pack from one hand to the other. 

      

    Nobody would ever believe this, I thought, pushing in the car’s cigarette lighter. It hummed gently as it warmed up, the heat radiating from the dashboard. Me sitting in my car smoking… 

      

    It took a try or two or get one of the cigarettes lit. My fingers felt clumsy, trembling slightly as I held the red-hot metal against the end of the paper. Finally it sparked, the lit end of the cigarette glowing like the embers after a campfire. I stared at it for a moment, hypnotized, then brought the other end to my lips. 

      

    I inhaled – and the world changed. 

      

    Oh fuck! The pleasure shot through me like a wave, cresting from the tips of my toes to the top of my head – stopping along the way at my clit and nipples. Instantly I was sopping wet, my pussy boiling over with sudden head. I could feel my nipples straining at my t-shirt. 

      

    “Oh Jesus,” I whimpered, wrapping my lips around the end once more and sucking greedily. Wonderful smoke filled my mouth and throat, sending me into shivers of delight. I was smoking, actually smoking, and I felt so buzzed and sexy and cool and good… 

      

    Somewhere in the back of my head, a dim voice screamed that this wasn’t how cigarettes were supposed to feel, that something was wrong, but I ignored it. It felt so wonderful to let go, to suck lungful after lungful of sweet black smoke into my young body as I got more and more buzzed. The cars passing by became blurs. I reached out and turned on the radio, really cranked it, and lit a second cigarette like I was on autopilot. 

      

    I’m a smoker. A sexy fucking smoker. Fire danced between my fingers as I tossed the almost-gone cigarette out the window and slipped the second into my mouth. The first hit from it felt every bit as good as the first, and in moments I was more horny than I could ever remember being. 

      

    I wasn’t thinking rationally. I reclined the seat back, smiling gently as I watched the cars drive by and spread my legs. The windows went up, and soon the whole car was filled with that wonderful smoke – even when I wasn’t puffing at a cig, I was inhaling it. I wanted to smell like it all the time – I wanted my life to smell like it… 

      

    As one hand held the cigarette at my lips, the other slid my panties to the side. I was dripping wet, my clit engorged and throbbing in my folds. My back arched as I started to rub, sucking in a drag with all my might as I ground against my fingers. 

      

    Sexy fucking smoker, I thought with a giggle, rubbing myself stupid. Feels so good to let go. To get fucking buzzed like a real adult – like a bad girl – like a dirty fucking addict… 

      

    Everything was a blur. I rolled in and out of consciousness, going dizzy from the lack of air in the car. Finally I crested a wave and didn’t stop, every muscle in my body going tense as sweet bliss tore through me. I came in shuddering, sobbing gasps, soaked with sweat and smoke as I had the most intense climax of my young life. 

      

    I thumbed the windows as I came down from my peak, letting the smoke roll out of the car. With a giggle, I realized that at some point I’d put a second cigarette in my mouth – I’d been smoking two at the same time as I came. 

      

    God, what a rush, I thought, tossing the stubs out the window. That was so...amazing. I felt so adult, so grownup, so...fucking sexy! 

      

    But now I really had to get home. Mom was going to wonder what was keeping me. As the car roared back onto the highway, I pushed the cigarette lighter back in and readied another slim bundle for my lips. As the taste hit me my eyes fluttered for a moment, the pleasure hitting me with every bit of force it had the very first time. 

      

    I smoked half the pack on the way home – and I came three times. I was addicted. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    After cigarettes, alcohol came next. 

      

    It was a couple hours after Mom went to bed. I could still here the dull bass of her bedroom TV from where she hadn’t switched it off – along with some heavy metal riff coming from Carter’s room. It was so annoying. I needed a break. 

      

    I needed to smoke. 

      

    After my experience in the car, I had done a complete 180 on cigarettes. Only I couldn’t let any one know about it – which was why I had my window cracked, blowing smoke out of it while I lounged on my bed, using an old DVD as an ashtray. I was down to an oversized t-shirt and panties, and every drag of smoke from the cigs made me grind my thighs against the pillow clutched between them and moan. I’d lost track of the number of times I’d come today, but my body still wasn’t satisfied. I needed more. 

      

    I was mid-drag when the thought occurred to me, infiltrating my brain like it had at the gas station: 

      

    I should get drunk. 

      

    I paused, the cigarette pursed between my lips. I had never been drunk before – had never even tasted a drop of alcohol. It was legal, of course: I was at the right age, and lots of girls in my class snuck some or drank openly on the reg. I just wasn’t one of those girls, I wasn’t some addicted slut… 

      

    I glanced at my cig and giggled. Maybe I was. 

      

    One beer, came the thought. Your stepdad always has a 12-pack in the fridge – he’ll never notice one is missing. 

      

    I shivered at the thought, squeezing the pillow hard with my inner muscles. The taste of beer and the tang of cigarette smoke: how awesome must that combination be? 

      

    I bit my lip, head full of mischief. Was I going to do this? 

      

    My pussy blossomed with sudden heat at the thought. Hell yes! 

      

    I snuck through the hallway, going slow and quiet. I was 90% sure Mom was asleep and Carter couldn’t hear me, but the thought of being caught reeking of cigarettes filled me with shame. 

      

    The ground floor of the house was dark; rather than risk cutting on a light I waited for my eyes to adjust and made my way into the kitchen. There, in the dim light from the refrigerator, I saw them – a twelve-pack of my stepdad’s favorite brand of beer, the cans shiny and glistening with moisture. 

      

    Just one, I thought, reaching out for it. He’ll never notice just one is missing… 

      

    I pulled the can out and closed the refrigerator. It was ice-cold in my hand; cold enough that against the heat of my core it made me shiver. 

      

    Drink it, came the thought, so seductive that I couldn’t resist. Now that I was holding it, I couldn’t stop myself. Shaking with excitement, I held a hand over the top and popped the can open as quietly as I could. The soft hiss echoed through the kitchen, and I froze for a moment, listening for sounds. There weren’t any. 

      

    My clit was throbbing. My nipples strained the fabric of my t-shirt, as hard as if some cute boy was running his tongue over them. I felt like I was about to come as I lifted the can, bringing it to my lips in total darkness. 

      

    I swallowed – and my world changed. 

      

    A moan escaped my lips. Holy shit, I thought, stunned. The perfect, cold liquid went down my throat, and before I could stop myself I tipped back the can and began to chug, heedless of who might be listening. Gulp after gulp of the sweet golden liquid filled my throat, entering my stomach and filling me with an amazing sensation of drunkenness. By the time I was done my fingers were at my clit, rubbing it like mad, and the now-empty can fell from my fingers as an orgasm tore through me, making my knees shake and my body ache to cry out. Somehow I kept silent. 

      

    Hee hee hee, I thought giddily as I came down from my peak. The darkness felt blurry and wobbly, but also warm and safe – like nothing could hurt me. Nothing bad could happen to me. 

      

    I’m so drunk, I thought, opening the fridge. I used the light to toss the empty can in the trash and grabbed two more beers. I’m going to get so fucking wasted and rub myself stupid… 

      

    Suddenly that voice was in my head again. That’s good, it said. But wouldn’t the liquor cabinet be better? 

      

    I froze. Dad’s liquor cabinet was always stocked full of fancy stuff: whiskey and vodka and tequila. And Dad almost never used it; it only got opened when we had guests over. It was even safer than the beer… 

      

    I put back the beers, then after a moment of thought grabbed one of them and popped the top, not even bothering to be quiet this time. I drank it as I walked over to the liquor cabinet, sizing it up. It was usually locked, but… 

      

    I put my hand against one of the doors and pulled it open. It had been left unlocked – of course it had. Now what to try? Most of the girls at my school drank vodka, but I heard it tasted like paint thinner and made you do stupid stuff with boys. What was the best thing in here… 

      

    The whiskey, the voice purred. God, it sounded good. Take it. 

      

    It was an old bottle, the liquid inside a rich dark brown. I’d always associated it with older guys, and as I held the bottle a thrill passed through me. 

      

    It would be so grown-up of me to drink this, I thought, downing the last of the beer. Men love a girl who knows a good drink – I would be SO interesting to them… 

      

    I was practically skipping as I made my way back to my room. As soon as the door was shut, I sank to the floor, my ass hitting the boards. 

      

    Drink, the voice commanded, and so I did. 

      

    The first taste of the whiskey burned, but the second was clear and amazing. My mouth dropped open in surprise after I’d swallowed my first mouthful – this was much stronger than the beer! The whole room felt spinny and warm, and I felt so fucking horny I couldn’t stand it… 

      

    I put the bottle on the nightstand next to the bed and laid down, ripping off my shirt. My hands were at my breasts, massaging them and rubbing as my brain got drunker and drunker. I found a cigarette and put it between my lips, inhaled a huge cloud of smoke, then brought the bottle to my lips and drank down another mouthful of the whiskey. 

      

    Oh yeah. I was fucking lit. 

      

    I laughed to myself as I rubbed my clit, completely fucking lost. I could barely think – but I didn’t want to think. All I wanted was to drink and smoke and come, over and over again until I dissolved into nothingness. I felt myself melting against the bed as I came, my lips pursed around the bottle of whiskey and drinking a big gulp in time as my inner walls clenched around my fingers. 

      

    As I came down from my peak, the dizziness didn’t stop. The whole room felt like it was spinning. Holy shit, I thought, my pussy already starting to drip again, I am fucking WASTED… 

      

    It felt so good. Why had I ever bothered to be a good girl? Getting high and drunk was so much more fun… 

      

    The thought was back. This time it invaded my brain, hitting me so hard it shook me out of my stupor: 

      

    You’ve never really been high, now have you? 

      

    The voice was right. I’d gotten drunk, I’d been buzzed off cigarettes (and both had felt amazing, oh mi gawd they made me want to cummm) but I’d never really been capital-H high before. 

      

    I’ll have to ask one of my friends to hook me up, I thought, relaxing against the bed. They’ll be so surprised to hear me ask for shit like that… 

      

    Why wait? The voice was more insistent. Carter is probably smoking up right now… 

      

    I glanced over at the wall that separated our rooms. At some point during my venture downstairs Carter had turned down his heavy metal and replaced with a slow, spacey jam. It was definitely the kind of thing someone would get stoned to. And if I concentrated and wrinkled up my nose… 

      

    Oh. Oh fuck. I could smell it. Instantly I was on fire, my whole body shaking. I needed it so bad… 

      

    I didn’t even think of what I was wearing as I made my way down the hall. I knocked on my brother’s door wearing nothing but a tight t-shirt and panties, the former soaked with beer and latter from my dripping wet cunt. 

      

    Before he could react, I opened the door. I had no patience left. The smell of marijuana was stronger, much stronger inside, and I could see why. 

      

    Carter sat on his bed wearing nothing but boxers, his bong held loosely a few inches from his lips. He didn’t look surprised to see me – if anything, like he’d been expecting me sooner. 

      

    “Hey,” he said, leaning back on the bed. “What’s up, sis?” 

      

    “I, um...” Now that I was here, I could barely focus. Smoke billowed from the top of the bong, to the point that I wanted to toss myself across the room and lap it up. 

      

    “What’s up?” Carter looked like he was enjoying watching me squirm. “Why’d you bust in here, babe?” 

      

    I was a bit taken aback – my stepbrother had never used a term like babe to refer to me before – but that was secondary to what I needed. 

      

    “Um...” I felt a blush rise to my cheeks. “Can I get a hit of that?” 

      

    He laughed. “Finally, you decided to loosen up. Come over here.” 

      

    I walked over and sat on the bed next to him. “Do you know how to use one of these?” he asked. 

      

    I shook my head. 

      

    “That’s cool,” he said with a nod. “Just hold it here.” He put the glass to my lips, the residue from his last hit making me dizzy. Pulling out a lighter, he said, “I’m just gonna fire up this end, and then you’ll be in heaven, little sis.” 

      

    I hoped so. I couldn’t believe I was debasing myself this way, had never thought I’d approach my own brother for drugs… 

      

    Then the lighter clicked, the bong ignited, and I couldn’t think of anything else but how good it was. I pulled in a huge plume of smoke, way more than I had intended, and as I coughed I could feel it making its way through me. Making me high. Making me a horny little stoner slut… 

      

    “Ooooh,” I groaned, nearly dropping the bong. Carter took it from me with a laugh, and as soon as it was out of my hands I was grabbing my cunt through my panties. My lips were swollen and needy, my clit a white-hot nub of need within them. Rubbing felt like release, and the haze the marijuana put in my brain made it feel oh so perfect. 

      

    “Woah!” Carter finished giving himself a hit and leered at me openly. “What are you doing, sis?” 

      

    “Fuck, I’m sorry,” I groaned, willing my hands away from my thighs. “I just...fuck, I’m so horny...” 

      

    “Hey, I get it,” he said with a knowing grin. He spread his legs, and only then did I notice the rock-hard erection tenting his boxers. Normally the idea of my stepbrother having a boner right next to me would have disgusted me, but I was fucking lit and right then everything felt awesome. 

      

    “I always get hard as hell when I smoke,” Carter said conspiratorially. “In fact...I was just watching some porn before you came in. Want me to start it back up?” 

      

    He nodded at his computer screen a few feet away. I couldn’t feel my face anymore, but I knew I nodded. “And give me another fucking hit,” I said, barely in control of my own mouth. 

      

    He put the bong to my lips and clicked the mouse, then lit up another hit for me. It was just as strong as the first, filling my body with a warm, wavy high. I felt like I was floating just above my own head – and I’d never felt so fucking turned on in my entire life. 

      

    On the screen, a sexy young redheaded teen dropped to her knees in a bathroom, winking as she slid her man’s huge cock between her lips. I watched it for a few moments, spellbound, until I heard Carter grunting next to me. 

      

    “Aw yeah,” he said. “Fuck, that’s the shit.” He had his boxers down around his thighs and was pumping his cock in his fist as he watched the blowjob. Precum dribbled from the tip as he worked his shaft up and down, up and down… 

      

    Soon I wasn’t staring at the porn – I was staring at him. And a thought was staring to form in my brain, the darkest and most corrupt one yet. If I hadn’t been so fucking drunk and high it never would have taken hold, but all my resistances were broken down – as if whatever that had taken control of me had been systematically breaking them down, weakening me until I’d agree to anything. 

      

    I waited for Carter to let go of his cock for a second to adjust the monitor – then put my hands on his thighs and ran the tip of my tongue down his shaft. 

      

    “Woah,” he said, sounding surprised. No, he didn’t sound surprised: he sounded like this was what he wanted all along. “You really are fucking wasted, sis...” 

      

    “I’m so wasted,” I said with a giggle. I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock, watching the sexy way his face contorted with pleasure as I teased him. He wanted it just as badly as I did.  

      

    “Don’t stop,” he panted, his voice husky with lust. “Suck me off. You know you want it...” 

      

    I put my lips around the head of his cock – and for the last time, everything changed. 

      

    As I latched on, a fat jet of precum shot from the tip of his cock and splashed onto my tongue. Over the last day I’d experienced cigarettes, alcohol and pot for the first time, but all of it had just been a preamble to this. My brother shot the first taste of a man’s come I’d ever had, right into my eager mouth, and I was instantly addicted like I’d never been to anything before. 

      

    I inhaled him, taking him to the base like my gag reflex wasn’t even there. Before we knew what we were doing he had his hands against the back of my head and was fucking my throat, thrusting up against my lips while the girl in the video gagged around her man’s dick. 

      

    I pulled off with a wet little noise, stroking him. “You did this to me, didn’t you?” I had meant it to be an accusation, but I couldn’t muster up a bit of anger – instead, I sounded totally turned on. “You made me into a degenerate little addict...” 

      

    “I told you it would loosen you up,” he said with a shrug. “And you know what would really loosen you up...” 

      

    Casually, like he already owned me, he reached between my legs and grabbed my cunt through my panties. Two of his fingers slipped inside of me and I was lost, riding them like nothing else in the world mattered. My mind swam in a haze of pot and booze, and all I could focus on was the pleasure. 

      

    “You’ve never let a man inside you, have you, sis?” He was pushing me back onto the bed, spreading my legs. I whimpered with pure need, letting him know how bad I wanted it. 

      

    “Mmmh hmm,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m a good girl...” 

      

    “You’re not a good girl anymore,” he growled, ripping away my panties. The head of his cock pressed gently into my folds, stretching the entrance of my virgin cunt around it. Nothing had ever felt as sweet. Instantly I was crying out, digging into the bed as I tried to get him inside of me. 

      

    “What are you?” His eyes bored into mine. “Say it.” 

      

    “I’m an addict,” I purred, rocking my hips against him. “Please fuck me, Carter, please...” 

      

    “What are you addicted to?” He cocked an eyebrow, flashing me a bemused smile. 

      

    God, what was I addicted to? It was so hard to think. “C...cigarettes,” I stammered. 

      

    “Good. His cock slid another half-inch of the way inside of me, making me cry out. “What else.” 

      

    “Alcohol.” The half-drunk bottle of Jack in my bedroom could attest to that. “Pot.” 

      

    “And?” 

      

    “And...and my brother’s cock,” I said, staring into his eyes. “I’m addicted to your cock, Carter, I need it so fucking bad-” 

      

    With a grunt, he grabbed me by the hips and slammed his way inside me. His big cock split my virgin cunt in one smooth stroke, ripping away the last shreds of the girl I used to be. I rode him like an animal, like a whore, like an addict getting her fix. I couldn’t get enough. 

      

    He rammed me into the bed over and over again, fucking me with a savage fury. The couple in the video had turned to fucking, too, and it was like he was trying to outdo the porn movie with the way he was pounding my cunt. From the bits of it I could see, he was succeeding! 

      

    “I’m gonna come in you,” he grunted, taking a hold of my throat. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you need it.” 

      

    “Please come in me, Carter,” I squealed, forcing the words out from between his fingers. “Please put that big load deep inside your sister’s pussy where it belongs! I need you to fucking come inside me, bro, I’m addicted to your fucking load...” 

      

    Carter tossed his head back and grunted three, four times, pumping me hard as he did. On the final thrust, I felt him explode inside of me. White-hot seed filled my cunt, washing me away on a tidal wave of pleasure. Every drug or drink I’d ever done, all of it: it was all training for this. As he filled me I climaxed, but it was stronger than that – it was pure and amazing and a total out-of-body experience. It was fucking holy. 

      

    The ultimate high, I thought weakly, floating somewhere out in space. Oh my God this is so good… 

      

    I dissolved into the universe for long moments, Carter’s fingers squeezing my neck like he wanted to kill me. Finally I fell back to down to Earth as he pulled out of me, leaving a stream of his come dribbling out of my cunt and an angry bruise already starting to form on my neck. 

      

    He looked down at me, panting hard, like he wasn’t sure what I was going to do next. 

      

    “Bro,” I whispered, my voice strained. “Carter?” 

      

    “Yeah?” 

      

    “...Thank you,” I said sweetly. “Can I...get another hit of that?” 

      

    He laughed, relief filling his features. “Totally,” he said, handing me the bong. “You can get some whenever you want from now on, Sis. Mom won’t cause any trouble, don’t worry.” 

      

    Oh, I know she won’t, I thought, taking the lighter from him. I understood everything now: why she waited on him hand and foot, why she disappeared into his room for long “talks” in the middle of the night. Carter had made her an addict, and now he’d done the same thing to me. Maybe Mom and I would end up dirty little stoner buddies, sharing a bong and his cock at the same time. 

      

    The smoke filled me, pushing out all my worries and cares. I relaxed against the bed. It was the perfect cap to a long, hard fuck. 

      

    “This is so good,” I whispered, giggling. I was Carter’s little addict now. And I never, ever wanted to be sober again.



   





 

    Drain Your Brain



   






 

    I have to get away, I thought desperately. There has to be something I can do… 

      

    Instead, I opened my mouth. “Good morning, Master.” My voice was smooth and unhurried, the perfect submissive tone I’d greeted Chad with every morning for the last two weeks. “I brought you your breakfast. Would you like me to suck your cock while you enjoy it?” 

      

    The figure in the blankets smiled and stretched sleepily, pulling the covers from his body. Underneath, he wore nothing but the pair of boxer shorts he’d put on before passing out in my fellow slave’s arms the night before. Looking down at him, I felt a peculiar mix of emotions: part of me wanted to run screaming, grab the nearest thing I could find and smash it into his head. Put another part of me, a much larger part couldn’t stop thinking how good he looked, how fucking sexy he was, and how amazing it would feel to wait hand and foot on his every need… 

      

    Chad opened his eyes and leered openly at my scantily clad body. The bulge beneath the covers began to swell. “Good morning, Rebecca,” he said. “Put the food on the table – I want that sweet little mouth on me, now.” 

      

    I dropped to my knees, eager to obey. The tray fit neatly on the bed stand, allowing me to free up my hands and run them down his sides, trembling a little as I reached his boxers. 

      

    “It’s so big,” I whimpered. No matter how many times I said it, it sounded exactly like the first time. “I don’t know if I’m going to be able to fit it all down my throat, Master...” 

      

    “Good girl,” he growled, leaning back against the pillows and closing his eyes. “Make it the best one you’ve ever given.” 

      

    Oh, you bastard, I thought, lowering my head to his thighs. You’re not even going to watch me. You’re not even going to pay attention while I blow you… 

      

    Wait. Did I want him to pay attention while I blew him? 

      

    My fingers pulled down the waistband of his boxers, freeing his cock. It stood at full-mast, dripping with precum and still coated in juices from the girl he’d been fucking the night before. What was her name – Anya? Olga? Something Russian, short but bold like the girl herself. Chad had a whole harem of girls here, I remembered now: I was his morning blowjob servant. He had girls to cook for him, clean for him, girls that were there just to let him fuck their massive tits or their heart-shaped asses – there was even one girl who’s sole purpose was to lie around calling him ‘little brother,’ pretending to be his sisterfucking incest fantasy. 

      

    At least, I thought through the fog, I hope to God she’s just pretending. 

      

    It was so hard to think. I didn’t feel all that different from Chad: like I was curled up in warm blankets, every cell in my body wanting to drift right back to sleep. To give in to that perfect bimbo fantasy – even losing control for an instant made my pussy flood with warmth and my head all fuzzy. I had to fight it. 

      

    Leaning down, I ran the tip of my cock from the base of Chad’s cock all the way to the tip. Part of me was proud of the way he shuddered beneath me, his leg kicking slightly as the warm feel of my mouth on his cock made him shiver. It turned me on, even though I didn’t want it to. 

      

    “I’m going to suck you dry,” I purred, making a face just for him that was sexier than any I’d made for any man – even my boyfriends. Oh fuck, where was my boyfriend? My best guess was that I’d been out of it for two weeks, but it could have been longer… 

      

    Then my mouth closed around the head of Chad’s cock, and I stopped thinking so much for a while. 

      

    Holy shit, he tasted so good. So musky and manly, with the sweet tang of Irina (that was her name, I suddenly remembered)’s cunt all over his shaft. I made a tight seal around his dick with my lips, taking him down my throat an inch at a time. 

      

    His cock swelled, getting even harder as my lips reached the base. I had no idea how I was doing this – I’d never been able to get a couple inches of dick in my mouth with any of my boyfriends and had always used my hand – but whatever Chad had done to my mind had stripped away my gag reflex. I bobbed in his lap, letting him slide down my throat like it was no harder than drinking a glass of water. 

      

    “Fuck yes,” he groaned, stirring a bit. “Yeah, that’s the stuff. You fucking slut...” 

      

    A moment later he moved, forcing me to adjust my angle. Without looking up, I heard him fish around on the tray and pull something off, then take a big bite. The smell of bacon filled my nostrils as I continued to blow him. 

      

    Two conflicting thoughts ran through my head. The first, in the part of my brain that was my own, went something like: holy shit I can’t believe he’s just eating while I suck his dick he’s treating me like a fucking object! But the second, deep in my core, was… 

      

    (oh my god I’m making Master feel so good I’m so happy I brought him breakfast and I’m making him feel good while he eats it I hope he comes down my slutty little throat and owns my body forever) 

      

    ...was a little bit more submissive. 

      

    I closed my eyes, swirling my tongue around the head of Chad’s cock as I went deep. To the casual observer, it looked like I was concentrating on giving good head – but in reality, I was fighting a fierce battle. And to my surprise, I was winning: the constant stream of bimbo consciousness was getting quieter and quieter. The heat between my thighs was no longer irresistible, and I could think. I couldn’t stop sucking, couldn’t stop pleasing my Master, but I could think. 

      

    And that meant I could plan. 

      

    Suddenly I felt Chad’s fingers in my hair. For an instant, panic filled me: he knows! But there was nothing else, no follow-up. He just really wanted to get a good fistful of my hair. 

      

    “You’re doing that even better than usual,” he told me. He chewed with his mouth full, not caring to put on the barest hint of a polite appearance: after all, I was his slave. “Fuck I woke up hard this morning. You know why?” 

      

    I couldn’t stop myself from pulling off, even if it tugged on the hair he had in his fist and made my eyes water. I had to obey. 

      

    “Tell me, Master,” I begged, suddenly the picture of rapt attention. “I want you to be this hard all the time!” 

      

    “I had a dream,” he said, taking a sip of his orange juice. “About Charlotte.” 

      

    My stomach fell. Charlotte was my sister, a couple years younger than me. We looked so alike physically that people mistook us all the time for twins. But Charlotte was in college, out of state, completely safe from whatever powers this psycho had...at least, I thought so. I couldn’t even remember how I’d been enslaved, for fuck’s sake. 

      

    “Charlotte?” I hated how submissive my voice sounded, how eager. “My sister, Master?” 

      

    “I like to keep tabs on the family members of girls I add to my harem,” he said. “See how they react. Your sister has been very...distraught since your disappearance. She’s actually not all that far off from finding you.” 

      

    Of course she would, I thought. She loves me. Charlotte, you stupid girl… 

      

    A huge smirk spread across his face. “Do you want her to find you, Becky?” 

      

    Yes, I thought desperately, willing my body to resist. Dear God yes, please… 

      

    But I felt my body reacting differently. I shook my head, making my eyes wide with fright. “No, Master!” I said, putting a quaver in my voice. “I want to serve you forever!” 

      

    God, I hate myself so much. 

      

    “Good girl,” he said, making my body melt. “You know, she looks so much like you – except she’s started dying her hair red recently. Must be something to do with you going missing. I’ve always wanted to add a set of twins to my harem, but, well...” 

      

    He made a frame with his fingers and stared at me through it. “Two sisters who look that much alike are kind of like twins, right?” 

      

    No. Dear God, no. Not Charlotte. Not my sweet, brilliant sister… 

      

    It’s like he knows what I’m thinking. “You do want your sister to serve me, right? Just like you?” 

      

    Hating every inch of my body, I nodded. “Yes, Master!” 

      

    “Tell me,” he commanded. It’s like a dark cloud suddenly passed over his face. “Describe what you want me to do to your sweet, innocent sister, Becky.” 

      

    He can’t make me do this, I thought despairingly. If I could have cried, I would have. 

      

    “I want you to take her,” I purred, putting both hands on his thighs. “I want you to snatch her right out of class, drag her kicking and screaming back here, Master. I want you to tie her to a chair and make her watch as you use me, showing her exactly what’s going to happen to her. All the while, she begs me to snap out of it, goes half-crazy babbling for me to remember who she is...but all I can think about is you, Master. I want to see the light go out of her eyes when you put her under your power, when you drain every drop of intelligence from her head and replace it with nothing but your will. I want that more than anything in the world, Master...” 

      

    I am so disgusted with myself. I can’t believe I said that. I glanced down, trying to hide my eyes… 

      

    Oh fuck. His cock is fucking throbbing with need. A fat bead of precum dribbled down the shaft, his inner muscles clenching and forcing it out. 

      

    “Holy shit that was hot,” he whispered. I could tell instantly that this was something he’d been dying to hear – it’s obvious that I just truly shocked him. But even more, I shocked myself – I can’t believe those words left my mouth. I felt like a traitor, a whore – the worst sister in the world. 

      

    Run, Charlotte, I prayed, hoping she could somehow hear me. Forget about me and RUN, put as many states as you can between you and this monster… 

      

    “Get on the bed,” Chad commanded. “On all fours, facing the wall.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” I whimpered, my body complying without a second thought. I crawled onto the bed, barely noticing as he scooted off to give me room. I could feel without even looking that my panties were soaked – sucking Chad’s cock had made me wetter than I’d ever been in my life. I was torn between hating how turned on I was and riding it, loving it. 

      

    He reached across my back and undid my bra in one smooth motion, like he’d practiced it a thousand times before. The tight fabric released with a snap, falling to the bed, and almost before it hit he reached out and swept it away. My tits aren’t massive (Charlotte’s are bigger, one of our few differences), but they’re perky, and in that instant my nipples stood out harder and stiffer than they’d ever been, like Chad had commanded them to stand at attention. 

      

    He ran his fingers over one, squeezing it greedily as he climbed behind me. “A little head’s not going to satisfy me this morning,” he said matter-of-factly, spreading my thighs with his free hand. “I need that cunt, slave.” 

      

    “My cunt belongs to you, Master,” I repeated, reciting it like it was a creed I’d learned at birth. “My ass belongs to you. My mouth...” 

      

    “Your pussy is what I want right now,” he said, cutting me off. He felt behind me for an instant, and before I could figure out what he was doing I felt my panties rip. He tore them off my body like they were disposable (which, in a sense, they were), and wadded them up into a ball. Cold air greeted my cunt, making me aware of just how wet I was between my legs. 

      

    “Open wide,” he commanded. As soon as my lips parted, the fabric was there. 

      

    “Taste it,” he said, shoving the panties into my mouth. “Taste how wet your little whore cunt gets for your rightful Master, bitch.” 

      

    I wanted to scream, I wanted to protest, but...oh my God. 

      

    I have no idea what he’d done to me. I was sure it involved hypnosis somehow, a kind of mental brainwashing. It was how he’d forced me to repeat his commands, how he made me please him. But I had no idea he could directly alter my body like this… 

      

    The taste of my panties in my mouth sent me into the stratosphere. It was like the deepest, hardest fucking I’d ever received, only completely in my mind. He did this to me, I realized, battling the waves of pleasure as my tongue lapped at the fabric. He made me addicted to this… 

      

    He snickered as he watched me groan like an animal, getting high off my own cunt. “I love how wet this makes you,” he growled, sliding two fingers into my folds. “Makes you nice and ready for me...” 

      

    Oh, wow. Holy shit that felt good. His fingers were like live wires, throwing off sparks as they massaged me walls. I never wanted it to end… 

      

    When they left my sopping cunt, I whimpered with naked need, not caring how weak and submissive it made me look. I wanted them back, wanted them so bad...and then I felt the head of his cock sliding between my walls and cried out. 

      

    His hand came down on my ass, adding a sharp spike of pain to my pleasure. “Gonna fuck you good,” he grunted, taking up his place behind me. “Gonna fuck you proper.” 

      

    He teased the entrance to my channel, running the head of his cock along the rim like I wasn’t his slave and was just some woman he was trying to drive crazy. It worked; instantly I was practically clawing at him, begging for more. He laughed darkly, letting himself inside of me one inch at a time. Chad knew exactly what he was doing: I was his slave, so he didn’t have to worry about ruining the moment or turning me off. He could take his time, savor every little twitch of my muscles as he explored me, never having to rush. 

      

    Dimly, I wondered if this was the first time he’d ever been inside my cunt instead of my mouth. 

      

    Then, with a thrust, he filled me to the brim, and I shattered. 

      

    “Oh yeah!” His hand came down on my ass again, smacking the same spot as before as he let loose. He fucked me with wild abandon, pumping his cock like a piston into my swollen, needy walls. I collapsed around him, my whole being collapsed until everything that I was was wrapped around his perfect, heavenly dick. He fucked my mind as he fucked my body, using me like I was purpose-built for his pleasure. 

      

    “You are so fucking tight,” he growled, gripping a handful of my hair for leverage. “Your cunt feels so fucking amazing. I think you might have just earned yourself a promotion, bimbo.” 

      

    Bimbo. The word made every muscle in my body clench around him, made the world explode in a firestorm of pure bliss. I had never come like that before, not with any man – never even known it was possible. I disintegrated around him, losing control as he played me like an expensive instrument. 

      

    “That’s right,” he said, laughing as I came down from my peak. “You want to be my dirty little whore forever, don’t you?” 

      

    “Yes!” I wasn’t even lying now – the pleasure had me to the point I no longer knew which was way up. “Please, fuck me, Master – I want to be your good girl forever!” 

      

    His hand wrapped around my throat. “And you want Charlotte to join you. Say it.” 

      

    “I...” His fingers tightened, and I gasped. “I want you to use her, Master. I want you to fill her with your perfect cock and fuck her thoughts away. I want you to use your hypnotic power on her until she doesn’t know who I am! Hell, until she doesn’t know who she is!” 

      

    “I want that too,” he said with a laugh, driving hard into me. God, Chad really did have a big cock – he was probably the most endowed man I’d ever been taken by. That could have been a hypnotic compulsion, but I doubted it – he was just the kind of guy who liked sinking his big cock into young, hypnotized pussy. 

      

    “Come for me,” he commanded, squeezing my throat tight. Reminding me that he owned me. “Come hard one more time, make that cunt tight and perfect for my load...” 

      

    Instantly I complied, my body quaking as another orgasm washed over me. Yet somehow I was able to hold onto a bit of myself – my own thoughts were getting stronger, and the programming was getting weaker. I was able to worry about things like birth control and what time of the month was it and was he really going to get me pregnant…!? 

      

    Of course he was going to get me pregnant. He probably had a couple of slave bitches who did nothing but take care of all the babies he made. And even though my mind reeled, my body reacted to the idea of him coming inside me unprotected by fucking him back harder, letting him bottom out inside of me. I couldn’t help myself – it was primal, instinctive, even as I grabbed for any toehold inside of my own mind. 

      

    “Breed me, Master,” I begged, meeting him stroke for stroke. “I’ve been thinking about that hot, dirty come all morning. I want you to leave me wet and dripping, Sir – stuffed full of your seed...” 

      

    The words were exactly what Chad needed to hear. With a shocked look, he lost his rhythm, pumping into me with a fury I’d never seen before. He angled my head down into the bed, fucking me hard enough that the seam on his pillow was going to leave a mark. One, two, three perfect, hard thrusts and I felt him erupt. 

      

    His seed was like liquid fire shooting through me. It coated my walls, hot and thick, and everywhere it touched my body blossomed with pure pleasure. I felt high, like I was floating somewhere around my body, drunk on his come as he pumped it into me. His fingers dug into my ass, gripping me tight as he rode out the throes of his climax. 

      

    When it was all over, he pulled out of me with a little laugh, spanking me one last time. “Fuck, that was good,” he said, wiping his mouth. “I always knew you were wasted on blowjob duty.” 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” I said, trying not to show in my face what was going on in my mind. Because – I was afraid to fully think the thought in case it wasn’t true – it was like that last orgasm had shaken something loose inside of me. I could think, the fog was barely there, even though I couldn’t move or do anything he hadn’t commanded me. I was so close to breaking free, I could taste it. 

      

    “Geez,” he said, turning away from me and cracking his neck. The speed with which he stopped paying attention to me shocked me – after all, I was laying here dripping with his fresh load. He truly did think of me as just an object for his pleasure – now that he was done with me, he barely noticed me. 

      

    I...I think I can move, I realized. I tried wiggling my hand, and to my shock the fingers flexed freely. I can do this, I thought. I just have to make sure he doesn’t notice what’s happened. I can slip away… 

      

    I’d just started to sidle off the bed when he turned. “This is cold now,” he said, looking down at his breakfast. 

      

    “I’m so sorry, Master,” I purred, all warmth and commiseration. 

      

    “Whatever,” he said, shaking his head. “Did Irina make extra?” 

      

    I had no idea – then my mouth opened and I suddenly realized I did. “Yes, Master,” I said cheerfully. “I believe she made extra bacon and eggs for some of the other girls.” 

      

    “I’ll just eat some of that, then,” he said, picking up the plate. “Irina won’t mind eating this cold.” He glanced at the door. “Are you hungry?” 

      

    I shook my head. “No, Master.” Not for food, in any case. 

      

    “Alright, well – go take a shower,” he commanded. “I blew quite a load in you. I’m going to replace this with Irina’s – and see if she’ll blow me while I eat it. Maybe she can get put on BJ duty and you can get promoted to fuck slave.” 

      

    “That sounds wonderful, Master,” I lied. 

      

    Still grinning, he withdrew. I stood up, heading for the bathroom, and an almost dizzying feeling of hope filled my chest: he hadn’t given me any other orders. Just go take a shower, get cleaned up. 

      

    He probably does that all the time, I thought. Or he just expects me to come find him when he’s done. Either way, the effect was the same. I could feel the command to take a shower in my head, dragging me step by step like a magnet – but there was nothing else. Once I took a shower, I was free – as long as I didn’t get any other commands. 

      

    And Chad’s going to be busy with Irina for a while, I thought, stepping inside. Time to take the world’s quickest shower and bail. 

      

    Even if she blew him quick, he still had to eat – and he’d probably get distracted with some other girl. As long as I could get out without attracting his attention, I was free. Really, honestly free. 

      

    I looked around the room. The bathroom was sumptuous and luxurious, all black marble tiles and opulent fixtures. And there was a window on one wall. There weren’t even any fancy locks on it. I walked over to it, able to take the slight detour in Chad’s commands. 

      

    I can definitely fit through this, I thought, my hands trembling. He won’t even see me leave. I’d have to flee naked, but at least I wouldn’t have to try too hard to get someone’s attention. I’d go to the police, and the police would bring Charlotte, and then we’d come back to this fucking harem and free every one of these girls… 

      

    I stepped into the shower, feeling something strange tug at the back of my brain. There was something I was forgetting, something I was missing. But the rush of being free from Chad’s control pushed the worry out of my head for a few seconds more. As I turned the knob for the shower all I could think about was freedom, escape, and that was my downfall. 

      

    A stream of water, warm and perfect, erupted from the shower head. And at the same moment, the lights arranged in a circle around it turned on. I looked up, caught them in my view… 

      

    No! No goddamn it, no! 

      

    I remembered everything in that one horrible moment. My mind wriggling out of Chad’s programming wasn’t a fluke – it was part of the program, something that happened if I wasn’t dosed frequently enough. He did it on purpose.  

      

    He fucked me because he knew I was almost free, I realized. It turned him on to know there was a little part of the real me screaming behind my eyes as he came inside of me… 

      

    I screamed, tried to reach for the controls, but it was too late. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the colors, a rainbow of them arranged around the spray in a way that turned the whole stall into a kaleidoscope. I felt the knobs without looking, tried to turn them, but all the strength left my limbs. I stared up at the gorgeous, hypnotizing light, the fog filling my brain to the brim as I started to forget. 

      

    I hadn’t been here two weeks. I started to remember every two weeks. How many times had I done this, started to break free, then get put right back under like some kind of sick joke? 

      

    It was too much. I screamed, my sanity snapping in half like a fishing line with the Loch Ness Monster on the other end. It dragged me down, deep down into the water, and I started to laugh the cackling laugh of the mad. 

      

    A few moments later, I stopped. What had I been laughing at? The lights were so pretty – so perfect. I giggled, then moaned as a bolt of heat struck right between my legs. My fingers dove to my folds, rubbing my clit in hard circles as the shower head pulsed, matching it beat for beat. 

      

    “Master,” I heard myself whisper, all other thoughts gone. “Serve Master. Love Master. Master is God...” 

      

    By the time I climaxed, shuddering and sobbing in the perfect grip of Chad’s hypnotic shower, I had forgotten everything. 

      

    “Becky?” It was Master’s voice, and the sound of it was like the sun breaking through the clouds on a rainy day. “Are you okay in there?” 

      

    “I’m perfect, Master!” I hastily washed my hair and body – I had to be clean for Master – and hopped out, wrapping a towel around my body. The shower head cut off with a squeak, and for a second I got the oddest impression that there were...colors around it? But that was silly. 

      

    “Good, you’re clean,” Chad said with a laugh when I re-entered the bedroom. “Body and mind. I want you to meet our newest girl.” 

      

    I appraised our newest slave, looking her over like a madam checking out a new employee. The girl looked a lot like me, but even younger and prettier. And her breasts were much larger – I knew Master loved big tits. 

      

    “I think she’s perfect,” I said with a smile. “I can’t wait to watch you fuck her.” 

      

    “Her name’s Charlotte,” Chad said with a grin. “Do you recognize her?” 

      

    I gave the slave a second look. “Um, no, Master,” I finally said, afraid I’d done something wrong. “Should I?” 

      

    “No, of course not. You’re such a good girl. I think the two of you should pleasure my cock together, don’t you think?” He motioned for Charlotte to drop to her knees. “You too, Becky. I want to see the two of you share my cock. Like best friends...or sisters.” 

      

    Gratitude surged through me. Now that I could do. “Yes, Master,” I said, dropping to my knees next to our newest girl. “I live to serve.” 

      

    I couldn’t be happier.



   





 

    Daddy, Can I Call You Master?



   






 

    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My Mom – my bitchy prude of a Mother – had just gotten on her knees next to the breakfast table, yanked down my stepdad’s boxers, and starting blowing him. Like it was the most natural thing in the world. Like her own daughter wasn’t sitting right across from her, watching the whole thing. 

      

    And the incredible thing was, I didn’t seem to mind. 

      

    “Thank you, honey,” my stepdad Tyler said, tangling his fingers in Mom’s hair. She bobbed in his lap, her glossy lips running up and down his shaft as he took a sip of his coffee. “Oh yeah, that’s good. You’re such a good little slut wife.” 

      

    This was so weird. I should’ve been outraged, shouldn’t I? I should say something. But every time I tried, a sense of calmness washed over me, like my brain was telling me this is perfectly normal. Just roll with it. So I did. 

      

    “So how’s school?” Dad turned to me, just a little bit of tightness in his face from the pleasure. His eyes went slack and his mouth dropped open for just a second as Mom swirled her tongue around the sensitive head of his cock. Then he recovered. “Got any big plans today?” 

      

    Say something, I thought, trying to fight through the fog in my head. This isn’t right...isn’t it? 

      

    “Uh, nothing much, Daddy.” Warmth burned on my cheeks. I was blushing hard, both because I was watching my Dad get a blowjob and I couldn’t seem to stop myself from staring. 

      

    “Is Mom freaking you out?” He grinned, like he was enjoying every second of this. “We had a really wild time last night. I made your Mom come like a fountain over and over again, so now she’s thanking me for being such a total stud.” He pulled Mom’s hair slightly, signaling for her to rise off his cock. “Isn’t that right?” 

      

    “Yes, Dear!” Mom sounded like she always did when she was irritated at someone for wasting time. It was like she couldn’t wait to get Dad’s dick back in her mouth. “No man has ever made me come like you. I love the way you fuck me!” 

      

    As soon as he let go of her head she was back, taking him deep to the base and swallowing his shaft. Part of me was impressed – I had no idea Mom had that kind of gag reflex. 

      

    I watched her go for a few more seconds, then looked up to see Dad staring at me. He was still wearing that smug grin. I wanted to be angry, but I couldn’t stop thinking of how good that grin looked on him. It made him look assertive, like a total alpha-male – in fact, everything about him looked totally fucking hot. The fact that he was getting head from Mom over breakfast made him seem even more powerful and commanding. 

      

    “If I didn’t know any better,” he said, “I’d say my little girl was getting a little turned on watching her Mom suck a dick.” 

      

    “I...” Holy shit. It was like as the second he said it, my body decided I was turned on: really turned on. My pussy boiled over with heat, “Uh, wow. Um, that’s totally not appropriate...” 

      

    “Oh, no?” He grinned, like he knew exactly what was happening to me. “I think what’s really not appropriate is the way I’ve been treated by you and your mother.” He broke off with g growl, gasping as Mom pulled him so deep inside her mouth, I could see the head of his cock bulging in her throat. “You and her have been A1, capital-b Bitches since the day I moved in.” 

      

    “That’s...that’s not true.” Was it? It was so hard to think – every time I tried to get a handle on the situation, my wet little pussy would pulse until my thoughts scattered. I knew I wasn’t exactly the pinnacle of daughterhood, but what eighteen-year-old didn’t mouth off to their Dad every now and then? Especially when he wasn’t her real dad, just her step- 

      

    I winced, the thought bringing me physical pain. Dad, just Dad, I told myself, the sharp sting fading as quickly as it had appeared. 

      

    “Not so much you,” Dad said, leaning back in his chair like a King on his throne. “But your Mom – hoo boy, I made a mistake in putting a ring on that finger in the first place. You know what she confessed to me, the first time I put her under? She told me she only married me for my money. Oh, she tried to pawn it off, told me it was all to support you, but I know the truth: she’s a gold-digging little bimbo.” He laughed roughly, pumping his hips against her face. “Well, I guess she really is a little bimbo now, huh?” 

      

    I couldn’t say a word. My eyes were drawn to the sight of Tyler’s cock, disappearing all the way down Mom’s throat and reappearing like some kind of magic trick. Holy fuck that’s big, I thought, a little tremor passing through me. And thick! I had no idea how he managed to walk around with that...that tree trunk between his legs. It shouldn’t have even fit down Mom’s throat – but she acted like it was the greatest thing she’d ever tasted, like she was savoring every moment of it throbbing between her lips. 

      

    “Angel.” Dad’s pet name for me caught my attention and stirred me from my trance. When I looked up, he was staring at me intently. 

      

    “I asked you a question,” he said, his voice tight. “Don’t you think your Mom’s a bimbo?” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, my voice sounding small and weak to my own ears. “She’s….she’s totally a bimbo, Dad.” 

      

    “Oh, yeah she is.” Dad took both sides of Mom’s head, fucking her face like he didn’t give a damn if she choked or not. “What else is she, Angel? A woman who drops to her knees in front of her own daughter and sucks dick like a porn star?” 

      

    “A...a slut,” I murmured, the words feeling like they were forced out of me. “A whore. A dirty little cumslut...” 

      

    Tyler groaned appreciatively, smiling at me. “That’s good, angel. Fuck, I think you’re...I think you’re about to push me over the edge. I’m gonna fill your Mom’s throat up with all this sweet come I’ve got stored up in my balls.” 

      

    At his words, the strangest feeling overtook me. I was jealous of Mom – somehow angry that she was going to be the one to get to swallow Tyler’s load. Like he was honoring her somehow. 

      

    “I can’t help it,” he said with a little chuckle. “I’ve already filled her with six or seven loads today. In her cunt, up her ass – I blew the biggest fucking wad all over her tits, fresh out the shower. I had her just kneel there and wait for it while I got clean.” He sounded like he couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of his mouth. 

      

    “You see, angel,” Dad said, and now I could hear the hard edge in his voice. He was really close now, getting ready to come. “I did to myself the same thing I did to you two. Now I’ve got all these new muscles, and my dick is like a foot longer than it used to be, and I come like a fucking fire hose. And I just...I can’t help it. I want to take every girl I see! It’s like some primal, aggressive part of me is in control. I can’t stop it. I was just going to use it on your Mother, teach her a lesson, but...I’ve got to have you too, angel. I want to pump you full, over and over. I want to watch you and your Momma share my dick. I want to paint your faces with my seed and make that taut little belly of yours swell up with my heirs...” 

      

    “Oh, Daddy.” It was like he was speaking right to my soul. As he spoke, I was dreaming about it – the way most women dream about white picket fences, a two-car garage and a ring the size of a golf ball. I wanted him to use me. I’d been jealous of Mom for getting all those thick, sweet loads – for getting to come all over his cock. 

      

    “Daddy, I want that too,” I said, dropping to my knees. “I...I want you to own me, just like you own Mom. I want you be my King, my God...my Master. Please?” 

      

    “Oh, girl,” he moaned, thrusting helplessly against my Mom’s mouth. “You have no idea how good that makes me feel...” 

      

    I had a pretty good idea. Because just then he gave a final, hard thrust and grit his teeth, grunting as his cock exploded down my Mom’s throat. A thick vein on the side of his shaft throbbed in time with his pulse, each pumping another spurt of thick, white seed into her waiting mouth. Mom gagged gently, her face flushing crimson as the feeling of Dad’s load coating her tongue sent her into orgasm. I could do better than that, I thought with pride. I bet I could take all of it like it was nothing… 

      

    After he came down from his peak, Mom ran her tongue up and down Dad’s cock, licking it clean. She stared up at him when she was finished, eyes shining with devotion. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, trails of wetness trickling down her legs. “Thank you so much...” 

      

    “Uh huh,” Tyler grunted. He shoved Mom away, cocking an eyebrow as he looked me up and down. His cock still stood stiff as a board, pulsing gently against his thigh and dripping with precum. It took every bit of willpower I had not to crawl over to him and gobble it up. 

      

    He saw the way I stared, and it made him happy. “Barbara,” he said, turning his head ever-so-slightly towards my Mom. “I’m going to take your daughter upstairs, spank her ass raw, then fuck her until she’s pregnant. Is that alright with you?” 

      

    Mom turned from a sink full of dishes, smiling like he’d just offered to take her on a beach vacation. “Of course, dear! We belong to you – my daughter belongs to you, just like I do! It makes me so wet to think of you fucking her brains out, Master...” 

      

    “Come on, slut,” Dad said, taking me by the shoulder. “Let’s go upstairs.” 

      

    I followed him through the living room, standing just behind him as we made our way up the stairs to the master bedroom. Dad hadn’t even bothered to put his boxers back on; his cock swayed gently as he walked, the fat purple head pulsing against his thigh. I stared at it openly, not even bothering to hide how turned on I was. My panties were soaked at the thought of him putting his rough hands on me, of using me the way the darkest, primal part of my brain craved. I wanted him to own me, to possess my body and make me scream his name… 

      

    He glanced at me over his shoulder as we reached the bedroom, grinning. “Get in there,” he commanded. “On the bed, all fours. Now.” 

      

    It was like an invisible whip cracked right on my ass. I hastened to obey, climbing onto Mom and Dad’s big, comfy bed on my knees. The covers were still disheveled, in a heap from where he’d spent the morning fucking Mom’s brains out. The whole room stank of sex, and I couldn’t wait to add to it. 

      

    “You are wearing far too many clothes, angel,” Dad said with a growl, his hands closing on my hips. “Let’s get you out of these...” 

      

    With a tug, he yanked my yoga pants down over the curve of my ass, dragging them down to my knees. They came off one leg at a time, and once they were free I watched him press the crotch to his nose, getting a firm whiff of my feral scent. 

      

    “You’re so turned on,” he said. I was so proud that he liked the smell of my cunt. “I bet that tight little pussy is more than ready for me, isn’t it?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy.” I wiggled my ass from side to side, showing it off for him. The tiny pair of thong panties I had on beneath my pants did nothing to hide the swollen lips of my sex from him. “I want you so bad…!” 

      

    Smack! Sharp, stinging pain radiated from one of my cheeks. Tyler’s hand was on my ass, the supple flesh reddening beneath his palm. He grabbed a handful and gave it a squeeze, moving with ownership. 

      

    “You’ve been a bad little daughter,” he grunted, his cock standing up like a girder between his legs. “Not as bad as your Momma, of course, but that doesn’t make you good. You mouth off to me way too much, angel – I think I need to teach you some manners.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” It came out as a whimper – I’ve never been good with pain, and just that single slap had my eyes watering and my voice shaking. “I’ll be a good girl for you – I promise!” 

      

    “Take off your shirt,” he snarled, his hands lingering at my ass. “Let me see my little girl’s tits.” 

      

    Still shaking, I reached down and pulled up the hem of my sweatshirt, emblazoned with the logo of my college’s basketball team. It scooted up my pale tummy, revealing the lacy black bra I had on underneath. 

      

    “Show me those big, sexy knockers you got from your mother,” Dad insisted. “See how hard you’re making me, angel?” 

      

    It was impossible not to see. His erection was huge, so big that I honestly didn’t know how it was going to fit inside of me. Then I realized with a start that his cock was about to be inside of me, and my pussy gushed with juice. 

      

    Just then, he brought his hand down on my other ass cheek. Fuck! That hurt even worse! 

      

    “Now,” he commanded, his eyes narrowed. “Take it all off.” 

      

    I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra. It fell to the mattress and I brushed it away, cupping my tits with my free hand. My tits weren’t as big as Mom’s, but they were young and perky – all the boys at school liked to stare at them. I knew Dad would, too. 

      

    “What do you think?” I asked, dropping my arm. “You like my sexy, barely legal titties, Daddy?” 

      

    “Fuck,” he grunted, squeezing one of my breasts. “Oh fuck, baby girl...” 

      

    His cock gave a spurt, and a thick burst of precum shot from the tip, splashing across my thigh. It was warm to the touch, and before I could stop myself I reached down and scooped up a fingerful. Dad stared as I brought it to my lips and sucked it clean, moaning with pleasure. 

      

    Oh fuck fuck fuck, I thought, the world going all fuzzy. Jesus how does he taste so GOOD- 

      

    Daddy grabbed me, his hands around my waist. I felt him pull me effortlessly, his strength enveloping my softness as he got me back onto my hands and knees. Then he was behind me, the hot mass of his cock pressing oh so gently into my folds, demanding to be let inside. 

      

    Sweat dribbled from my forehead, soaking the pillow. My hips rocked unconsciously, trying to get Dad’s cock inside of my cunt as he pulled it just out of reach. 

      

    His hand was back on my ass, making me flinch. Those strong fingers could make me feel like a sexy, powerful woman or a scared little girl – I was totally under his power. 

      

    “Angel,” he said, his voice husky with need, “am I your first? Don’t lie to me now, or I’ll punish you.” 

      

    Part of me wanted to be punished, but there was no way I could resist him. “Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, his hand stopping where it was as I spoke. He paused, waiting for me to say more. 

      

    “You’re sure? You’re not lying?” 

      

    “I...I’ve fooled around,” I admitted, shame burning hot on my cheeks. “With a couple of boys at school – a-a-nd one of my girlfriends. We did stuff.” 

      

    His thumb slipped between my ass cheeks. My back arched like a bow as he found my tight little pucker and slipped an inch inside. 

      

    “What kind of stuff?” 

      

    “Oh my God, please fill my ass, Daddy. Put your thumb all the way in there, it’s all yours...” 

      

    Smack! His hand came down on a spot he’d already hit, leaving a welt. Tears came to my eyes, and any resistance I had crumbled all at once. 

      

    “Stuff with our mouths,” I whimpered, somewhere between shame at confessing and pride that I was turning him on. “And our hands. That one time Veronica stayed over a few weeks ago, we made each other come – it was no big deal...” 

      

    Dad’s thumb pressed all the way into my ass, and I cried out in mingled pain and pleasure. 

      

    “From now on,” he growled, leaning over me with his voice hot against my ear, “nobody makes you come except me, angel. You belong to me – your whole life revolves around nothing but serving me. Understood?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” I would have agreed to anything to make him happy. “I’m sorry, Daddy, I’m sorry I’m such a dirty whore!” 

      

    He smiled. “That’s alright, angel – I like that you’re a whore. You just can only be my whore.” He paused in thought for a moment. “Veronica, that’s the girl on the cheerleading squad, right?” 

      

    “Yes,” I said in a tiny voice. His thumb was in motion inside my asshole, thrusting in and out, and I could barely think – much less form coherent sentences. 

      

    “Yeah, she’s a cutie,” Dad said, mounting me from behind. I could feel the head of his dick pressing against my folds, even as his thumb worked inside of me. “She’d look really cute on her knees next to you, helping you suck me off. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy. It would make me so happy to bring you another girl to serve you. I want to help all my friends become your sex slaves – all of us ought to be worshiping you. We could be your harem – your fucking whores...” 

      

    “Mmmh.” His cock slid another inch inside of me, teasing my inner walls. I rode that single hot point of pleasure, my inner being threatening to shatter at any moment. “You want this cock inside you, don’t you angel? You want me to fuck you senseless?” 

      

    I knew it was a test – one I was determined to pass. 

      

    “I want what you want, Daddy,” I said, arching my back. “All I want is to make you feel good. I belong to you...Master.” 

      

    That, apparently, was exactly what he wanted to hear. 

      

    With a savage, primal growl, Dad grabbed me by the hips and slid inside my pussy with one smooth stroke. I let out a cry of passion as he bottomed out inside of me, stretching my tight walls around his dick. I accepted him eagerly – even reached back to grab at him for leverage. I wanted him to go even deeper, to find the perfect angle to bury himself all the way inside me and shoot his load. 

      

    “Oh God your cunt feels so good,” he moaned, fucking me harder. The room echoed with the wet slapping sounds of his meat slamming into me, his balls hitting my ass with every stroke. “You’re so much wetter and tighter than your mother, angel. You make my cock feel so fucking amazing!” 

      

    I tried to respond, but nothing left my mouth except a thin, needy whine. I was lost with him inside of me – my whole being wrapped around his cock as he pumped it inside of me like a piston. I couldn’t think straight – and I didn’t want to. Each time he brought everything but the head of his cock out of me and slammed it back in, a wave of pleasure shook my inner walls and made me scream. Soon I was clawing at him, moving in time with his thrusts, the two of us rutting like animals. 

      

    His hands found my hips and lifted my ass off the bed, holding me upright like a doll as he pumped between my thighs. I felt completely in his power, so little and weak before his strength: and the angle let him go all the way into me, until the head of his cock grazed my cervix with every thrust. It was too much for me to take: it only took a few more hard pumps before I was coming around him, breaking apart as pleasure flooded my body and tears streamed down my face. 

      

    “Yeah, that’s nice and tight,” Dad grunted, redoubling his effort. The climax had made my tight little hole even tighter, so much that his big dick almost hurt as it stretched my walls. I could feel him swelling inside of me, getting ready to release his load, and all at once my thoughts came back to me. I needed to make this as good as possible for him – my only purpose was to please him, to make him come as hard as possible. 

      

    “Come for me, Daddy,” I begged, every inch of my body aching to please. “Pour that thick load inside your little girl’s cunt. Leave me dripping with it, please!” 

      

    His pace slowed for a moment. “Are you on the pill, angel?” 

      

    I shook my head, feeling better than I ever had in my life. Thank God I’d never started taking birth control! “No, Daddy,” I told him, a wide smile on my face. “You’re fucking me bare – I want you to fertilize my eggs, Daddy! I want you to make my taut little teenage belly swell up with your heirs, I want you to breed me...” 

      

    His cock became a blur inside me, his hips bucking like mad. He lost control, and then I lost control as I rode him – and after a final, hard thrust I felt him erupt. White-hot seed spurted from his cock, hard enough that it shook my walls, and everything inside of me clenched around it, welcoming it inside of me. I pulled his load deep into my womb, praying that my body was fertile enough to have his babies. Somewhere along the line, fireworks burst behind my eyes and I dimly realized I was coming on his cock. 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” I purred, riding out the throes of my own climax. “Thank you, Master...” 

      

    As he came down from his peak, Daddy slid his cock out of me then oh so slowly ran it over my swollen lips. A thick gob of seed dribbled from between my thighs, and he swirled the head of his dick around it and fucked it back into me. We both groaned in unison at the feel of it going deep inside of me. 

      

    “You belong to me,” Dad said, looking me straight in the eyes. “You don’t go to college any more. You don’t do anything any more, except live to serve me. What do you say to that?” 

      

    This was my last chance to turn back. I could feel the tiny part of my brain that hadn’t been fucked into submission screaming at me to fight, to resist. But then the muscles of my cunt clenched around his seed, pulling it into my core, and I was gone. 

      

    “I’m yours, Daddy,” I whispered, tears brimming in my eyes. “Me and Mom both. We’ll serve you forever!” 

      

    And we did.



   





 

    Remote Control Co-Ed



   






 

    “Harder, Stephen! Fuck, you’re so fucking hard inside of me! Fuck me like you’re trying to fuck my throat from the back, baby!” 

      

    I arched my back, ass slapping against the bed as my boyfriend went balls-deep inside of me, stretching the walls of my cunt with savage, powerful thrusts. After so long apart, having him inside of me was like coming home again – I felt so energized, so sexy, so amazing. When I closed my eyes, I could feel his thighs slapping against mine, shaking my body as he fucked me deep in that special way that drove me wild, the way only he seemed to know how to do. 

      

    Yet - he wasn’t there. 

      

    I opened one eye, checking on my boyfriend. The screen of the tablet was nearly a blur – I could see his face contorted with pleasure, grunting as he thrust his long cock inside of me from three thousand miles away. Every inch of him felt exactly like the real thing as he worked within me: and I knew he could feel my tight, perfect pussy wrapped around him as he got ready to shoot. 

      

    “This is so amazing,” he gasped, growling as he bore down even harder. His cock swelled inside of me, getting ready to shoot its load. “I missed you so much, Bailey. I needed this fuck so, so bad!” 

      

    “Me too,” I gasped, matching him stroke for stroke. I didn’t care what powered this strange device connected to the two of us – if it was magic or some kind of advanced technology, powerful enough for a science fiction novel. All I cared about right then was getting laid, riding this heavenly dick into the amazing orgasms I’d been craving since the day Stephen left for college. 

      

    “I want you to come in me,” I said, clenching my walls around him as I spoke. “And when you’re done, I’m going to put this thing in my mouth and clean you off. You think I’ll be able to taste your come, baby?” 

      

    “I hope so,” he said with a grin. “Fuck, this thing is my new favorite toy, Bailey...” 

      

    “Mine too,” I said, my own climax starting to bubble up inside of me. “I don’t think I’m going to make it to class today, babe...I’m going to be fucking you all day...” 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    I stared at the box.  

      

    I was sitting on the bed in my dorm room, my roommate thankfully gone to class for the next couple of hours. Normally I liked to use this time to power up my laptop and get on video chat with my boyfriend Stephen, since his classes don't usually start until the afternoon. I was dressed for comfort, but also to give him a little show: a tight school logo t-shirt and a pair of cute pink sweatpants I could slide off at the earliest opportunity. I was braless – I loved how incredibly hot my breasts looked straining against the thin fabric, and I especially loved the look on Stephen's face when he saw them. But instead of booting up the laptop, I stared at the box.  

      

    It was waiting outside my door when I opened it this morning, with the logo of some corporation I didn't recognize stamped on the side and a postmark from Stephen's college, halfway across the country. There was a note written on the top in Sharpie, in what could only have been my boyfriend's handwriting: 

      

    “Bailey – Call Me Before You Open This! 

    ~Love, S” 

      

    So it's some kind of present, I thought. It was the first thing Stephen had sent me in the two weeks since the fall semester had started, and I felt a pang of loneliness just looking at it. For the thousandth time, I wished Stephen and I had gotten into the same college. I'd feel so much better if he were here, I thought. And we wouldn't have to spend our mornings touching ourselves over the computer if he could just slip into my dorm whenever he wanted. We were high-school sweethearts, and even though all of our friends had told us it was a mistake, we'd promised each other we'd stay together through college.   Just two weeks in, it was harder then I'd ever expected – the temptation to fall into the arms of any of the dozens of hunky guys I met on a daily basis was strong, but what could I do? I loved Stephen, he was the greatest boyfriend ever, my best friend and absolutely mind-blowing in bed – the first and only guy I had ever felt comfortable enough to make love to. For him, I would do the long-distance thing. 

      

    I ran my fingers over the lid of the box. Curiosity filled me like a strong drink; I was tempted to throw the box open right then and there and spoil the surprise. Instead, I booted up my laptop and connected to video chat. 

      

    “Hey babe,” Stephen said, his sexy smile filling the computer screen. I felt a little heat build between my thighs at that smile. “Did you get my present?”  

      

    “I sure did,” I said. I rolled onto my stomach and faced the screen, giving Stephen a good view of the tops of my breasts through the neck of my shirt. “Can I open it now?” Stephen's eyes bugged a little at the sight of my tits, his mouth dropping open slightly. That warmth between my legs was building a little higher. I stifled a giggle. 

      

    “Sure,” he said, not taking his eyes off my breasts. “I'll explain what it is once you open it.” He blinked, then raised his eyes to mine. “You look amazing, by the way.” 

      

    “Oh, I can tell,” I said, pressing my breasts together slightly in a shrug.  

      

    “Sorry.” 

      

    “Don't be,” I said, reaching for the box. “I love the way you look at my body, Stephen. I wish you were here with me right now. I'm all alone and I miss you so much.” I did. It was getting tougher every day to stay faithful to Stephen, and a good hard fucking would keep my mind focused on him, where it belonged. I wondered if Stephen was having the same problem. 

      

    “I know, me too,” he said. “Actually, I got this to help us out with that. I read about it online, and I was talking to this guy on the floor below me who's girlfriend lives out of state, and he said it's the best money he ever spent.” 

      

    “Hang on a sec,” I said, intrigued. What's in here, some kind of sex toy? “I'm still getting it open.” The tape finally yielded to my nails, and I pulled the halves of the box top apart.  

      

    “I can't believe it,” I said in mock-disbelief. “You got me packing peanuts – just what I've always wanted!”  

      

    “Very funny,” he said dryly. 

      

    I dug through the packing peanuts, scattering them across the floor of my dorm. I reached into the box and felt my hands wrap around an object. It felt metallic, and weirdly cold. I guessed it was about a foot long. Flashlight, I thought absurdly. I lifted the item from the box and examined it. “What do you think?” Stephen asked. 

      

    It was a vibrator. Well, that's what it looked like at first glance, but it didn't look like any vibrator I had ever seen. It was sleek and silver, somehow making me think of a new sports car. I turned it this way and that, but there was no place to insert a battery that I could see. One end, which I guessed to be the bottom, was thicker than the other and covered in a fine blue-gray mesh. The other end was long and thick, and couldn't be mistaken for anything other than a dildo. A little shocking, I thought, but pretty neat. 

      

    “A dildo,” I said, letting a wicked little smile flicker onto my face. “I guess you want me to use this on myself for you while you watch? I definitely don't mind that.”  

      

    “Well...yes and no,” Stephen said. His cheeks had turned a bright red. God, he looks so fucking cute when he blushes.  

      

    “It's not just a dildo. It's a Pelerine 3000 Wireless Pleasure Apparatus,” he said. I had no idea how many times he'd had to practice saying that to get it right. “I've already set it up and everything – it should be on your campus' wi-fi right now. Yep, I can see it right here,” he said, looking down at some window on the laptop I couldn't see. “I could spend the next ten minutes explaining it to you, but you'd probably just think I was crazy. Just do me a favor, go ahead and put it inside you.” 

      

    “Sure,” I said. That's what I was planning to do anyway. “Which, uh...end do I put in?” 

      

    “The one with the mesh goes inside you.” 

      

    “Alright.” I pulled down the waistband of my pants, exposing my bare twat to Stephen. I was already a little wet just from talking to him, not to mention at the idea of sliding this giant dildo inside of me while he watched, so my pussy gave no resistance to the gray metal as I slid it slowly between the lips of my sex. It warmed against my skin almost instantly, then did something I didn't expect. I felt it shift completely on its own, and the mesh began to separate from the vibrator, covering the walls of my pussy. “Stephen?” I asked. A note of panic entered my voice. “What the fuck is this thing doing?” 

      

    “It's okay, baby. It's not going to hurt you, trust me.” He flashed that smile of his again. “It's just setting up the link.” 

      

    Finally the device gave a quick series of hums within me and went still. It felt strange, but not entirely bad. It was snug as hell – I could probably get up and walk around without disturbing the thing. From half the country away, Stephen held up a device for me to see. It looked like it was the twin of the vibrator he had shipped me, or maybe part of a set. He turned it to face me, and I saw it had a round head with an elongated silver body, and a wide inviting-looking slit in the front. It's a pocket pussy? I thought. How is that supposed to- 

      

    Without warning, Stephen pressed the device to his mouth and began to lick it. 

      

    I gasped in sudden pleasure and gripped the covers of the bed. What I was feeling – it wasn't possible. No fucking way, I thought. I could feel Stephen's tongue, which he had used to bring me to orgasm so many times, working its way around the lips of my pussy! 

    
“Oh my God,” I groaned. “Is that you!?” 

      

    Stephen pulled the silver device from his mouth, smiled, then attacked it again with his tongue. This time, I felt the tongue work it's way up and down the length of my clitoris, sending shuddering waves of pleasure up my spine. Helpless, I ground my pussy into the bed and let out a throaty moan. This is impossible! He's eating me out from 400 miles away!

Stephen again took his mouth off of the thing, but gave me only a second's break before he took two fingers and began to roll them over the hard silver nub of the sextoy's clit. This was my favorite thing for him to do to me before sex – he was an expert with those fingers, able to drive me crazy with them until I was dripping wet and begging him to replace them with his cock. This time was no exception. Unable to contain myself, I ground my pussy against the invisible fingers, forcing them tight against my burning clit. I swore I could feel them press back harder, though how the device inside me managed that I have no idea. Just as I was starting to get that good, familiar rhythm going against Stephen's fingers, he withdrew, leaving me panting in frustration. 

      

    “Do you like it?” he asked, running his fingers lightly across the object's lips. I felt every slight press of those fingers like electric current against my pussy. My cunt clenched in pleasure, yearning for more.  

      

    “I fucking love it!” I cried, not caring if anyone nearby heard. “What...how is this even possible?”  

      

    “I'm not entirely sure,” Stephen said, his face flushed with arousal. “The technical term for it is 'teledildonics.' Basically, both of these devices – the not-a-cock I mailed you and the not-a-pussy I have here with me – connect over the internet and share sensation somehow. Whatever I do to this pussy here, gets sent to you over there, and vice versa.” 

      

    “That's the most amazing thing I've ever heard,” I said. “You're right, this is fucking awesome, it feels like you're right in the room with me. I can't believe you can finger me from halfway across the country!”  

      

    Stephen smiled, obviously overjoyed that I liked his present so much. We are going to get so much use out of this... I rolled my boyfriend's statement back through my head, stopping on the “vice versa” part. That's an interesting idea! 

      

    “I want to try,” I said. “Put the pocket pussy on.”  

      

    Stephen obliged, standing up to give me a good view of his cock. It was the thickest one I had ever seen, and I loved the way it stretched my pussy when it was inside of me. I had resigned myself to at least three months without feeling it again – I smiled as I thought of how my luck had changed! The pocket pussy slid effortlessly over his cock, the object beginning to hum quietly as mine had.  “There,” he said, “It's activated.” 

      

    I reached between my legs and gently pulled the device from my dripping snatch. I felt the thing's silver bulk detach from the mesh lining inside my pussy as it slid free. That was a little worrying, I thought, picturing the grayish mesh still inside me. I'm sure there's some way to get it out of there. I had more important things to think about. Parting my lips, I slid the tip of the object's dildo end into my wet, waiting mouth. 

      

    Stephen instantly went rigid, letting out a low moan as my lips wrapped themselves around the silver cylinder. I still had trouble believing every press and touch of my mouth was being sent across the country to Stephen's waiting cock, but his cries of passion were unmistakable. I was blowing him! I looked up at the screen to see his face contorting in ecstasy, savoring every moment of my lips wrapped around his aching shaft. 

      

    “Oh shit, Bailey,” Stephen said, eyes closed, “that feels so fucking good. It's like you're right here in the room with me, sucking my cock! I wish you were, so I could wrap my hands around your head and have you take the whole thing down your throat like a good girl!” Hearing him, my pussy clenched in pleasure. I have a bit of a submissive streak, and I love it when he calls me his “good girl.” I suddenly long to feel Stephen's fingers in my hair, pressing me down on him. Guess there's some things this system can't do, I thought, but I can give him the next best thing. 

      

    “Can do,” I said, sliding the dildo from my mouth momentarily. Stephen and I locked eyes, his face a study in lust. Keeping eye contact, I took the dildo in both hands and began to slowly drive it deep into my mouth. Stephen threw his head back and whimpered with pleasure as my throat relaxed to take another inch of the device down my throat, then another and another. The not-a-cock was warm and soaking wet, it was easy to imagine it as Stephen's dick, stretching my throat out with its girth. My pussy dripped juice as I ground it into the bed, working harder to deepthroat Stephen's shaft. The device tasted vaguely of mint; I wondered if it was going to freshen my breath while I did this. 

      

    “I want to fuck you,” Stephen breathed. “Put that thing back in your pussy.” 

      

    The device came loose from my mouth with a wet pop. “Absolutely,” I said, reaching between my thighs. I wondered what the feel of Stephen's cock would be like transmitted over the dildo. Would he be able to feel the walls of my cunt grip his cock as he fills me, just the way he likes it? Would I be able to feel his come splash into me, that oh-so-full and complete feeling only he can give me? I couldn't wait to find out. 

      

    The device slid easily back into my cunt – I had been hot, wet and waiting for it from the moment Stephen began to lick me, and from the way it settled itself within me it felt like the mesh had been waiting for it, too. “I'm ready for you,” I said.  

      

    Stephen did something to his device I couldn't see. Suddenly, I felt the most incredible change happen inside me. A moment ago, I'd had a smooth metal cylinder filling my twat – now it was Stephen's cock! Logically, I knew it was the device sending tons of data from Stephen's not-a-pussy to me, but it felt real – I could feel every vein and contour of his cock nestled inside my cunt. The walls of my pussy gripped him and I could feel his cock stiffen in anticipation. I fucking love this thing, I thought.  

      

    Stephen lay back on the bed and stared at me, taking in my flushed cheeks, heaving breasts and quivering legs. My cunt was open, the lips parted around the thick silver shaft penetrating me. I slid my tank top off and tossed it across the room, then ran my hands over my breasts, caressing and pinching my swollen nipples. “Give it to me,” I said, the anticipation killing me. My cunt was aching for a good hard fuck. “Fuck me, Stephen. Make me come. I'm going to scream your name so loud they'll hear it from halfway across the country!” 

      

    Laying back on the bed, Stephen thrust his member upward, hard. His eyes widened in shock, and I knew that mine had as well. From 400 miles away, I felt his cock pound deep into my pussy, making me shudder with pleasure. This is really happening, I thought, my boyfriend is fucking me from across the country. This is so fucking cool! 

      

    We soon realized that there was no need for us to mimic the same sexual position, so we settled into our personal favorites, each able to experience the fucking the way we wanted. Stephen stayed on his back, feeling his cock burrow deep into me cowgirl-style, while I splayed across my cot on all fours, rocking back and forth as I rode him doggy-style. With every thrust, I felt him dive deeper and deeper into my wetness, rocking against my clit in a way that sent me wild with passion. It felt amazing. It felt real, it was real! I bent my head down so that every thrust of Stephen's cock pressed me harder and harder into the bed. I love the feeling of being taken, being pounded into submission by my boyfriend's dick, and this device was able to give me exactly what I wanted. I heard Stephen's moans of pleasure lock into a steady rhythm, his cock somehow growing even harder within me. What must this thing be made out of to get so incredibly, wonderfully hard, I wondered dimly. Waves of pleasure rocked my body. My breasts were out of control, and I knew Stephen's eyes were locked on them as his orgasm approached. It made me so hot that he could watch me like this, even as he fucked me. So fucking hot I couldn't stand it any more. 

      

    “Oh, god, Stephen,” I cried, raising my head from the bed, “I'm going to come! I'm coming on your cock, can't you feel it?” 

      

    “Yes,” he said, “you're so fucking tight around my cock! I'm about to blow!” 

      

    “Come in me, you gorgeous stud! This thing better let me feel you come! Give it to me! Give it ohmygod, ohFUCK-” 

      

    Every thought in my head was forgotten as I came. My entire body trembled in ecstasy as I screamed Stephen's name. My pussy gripped his cock like a glove as he came, sending shuddering bursts of come against the walls of my cunt. I could feel it. His come was warm and sticky-sweet and perfect inside of me, filling me to the brim. I bit my lip so hard I could taste blood. I'd never come so hard before in my entire life. I dropped to the bed, laying on my stomach as I watched the last spasms of ecstasy leave Stephen's face. He lay back, satisfied and smiling like a cat who's just eaten an entire saucerful of cream. 

      

    “That was...amazing,” he said after a pause. 

      

    “I know!” I said. “That was wild.” I could still feel his cock inside me, my walls coated with a thick glaze of come. I never wanted the feeling to end.  

      

    “I've missed you so much, baby,” Stephen said, grinning.  

      

    “I missed you too,” I said. “I've been going crazy these last two weeks thinking about you. I love my present. Thank you so much for getting it!” 

      

    “No problem,” he said. “I've been going nuts up here without you these last weeks. I went to bed every night with my hand wrapped around my cock, dreaming of making you come. Honestly, I've missed getting you off almost as much as I missed being inside of you, Bailey.” 

      

    I know, that's why you're so good in bed, I thought. “You are the best boyfriend ever, Stephen,” I said with a smile.  

      

    “Thanks, Bailey,” he said, “you're the best girl a guy could ask for. Man, that was good,” he said, reaching down to the device still wrapped around his cock. 

      

    “Wait, don't turn it off! I can still feel you inside of me,” I said, rolling to the side to give Stephen a good view of my tits. “I just love the way you fill me up. It makes me feel like you're really here with me,” I said. “I wish I could feel like this all the time.” 

      

    “Actually, you can,” he said, examining the buttons on the device. “I'm pretty sure I can set this thing so that it saves the last sensation it sent instead of deactivating when I turn mine off.” He gave me another adorable, panty-soaking smile. I felt my pussy begin to heat up again, ready for round two. “You can leave it like that all day. Hell, you can walk around and go to class and still feel me inside you.” 

      

    That sounded great. Hell, that sounded better than great, it sounded fantastic. I imagined how it would feel to be sitting in class, feeling that hard cock resting in my pussy, Stephen's come still warm and sticky within me. How would it feel to walk around campus that way? Wait a minute... I felt an absolutely wicked idea beginning to form in my head. I thought of Stephen licking the device, filling it with fingers and his cock, sending pleasure through the air from hundreds of miles away. I could walk around campus with this thing inside my cunt, and I would feel everything Stephen wanted to do to me. Like he was right next to me the whole time...  

      

    “Why are you looking at me like that?” Stephen asked. 

      

    “Honey,” I said, a naughty smile already forming on my face, “I just thought of a fantastic experiment I'd like to try...”



   





 

    Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 

      

    If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 

      

      

      

      

    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 

    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 

    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  

    



   





 

    Cheat Code 

      

    Cheat Code: Volume One 

      

    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Control 

      

    Roommate Control: A Novel 

      

    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  

      

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Corruption 

      

    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

      

    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  

      

    



   





 

    The Demon Prince 

      

    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

      

    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  

      

      

    



   





 

    Free Use Bimbos 

      

    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

      

    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 



   





 

    The Corrupter 

      

    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

      

    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  
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