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 UBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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E
 lena wakes up as a
 completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...
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T
 his jam-packed bundle
 features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!
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L
 earn the secret origins
 of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!
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A
 n amazing collection
 of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!
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T
 he facility belongs
 entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay?
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T
 WENTY gorgeously hot
 tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.
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J
 ohn’s transformation
 into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye.

––––––––
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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.

––––––––
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J
 OHN SAT DOWN FOR BREAKFAST
 , quietly admiring the lavish display of food in front of him. Perfectly prepared plates of stylish avocado toast, eggs, and beautifully cut fruit lit up the table that he had once come to despise for how plain and boring it all was.

Now everything was exciting again. Now, everything was good.

There was no sound as he began to eat save for one—the moaning, soulful sucks and slurps of the two beauties adoring his cock with everything they had.

One was his wife. Trained, now.

The other was his daughter—adopted, but still his—and she had known him her whole life. She had grown into a beautiful young woman, and now—with her mother's help—she had turned into a beautiful cocksucker, adroitly massaging her tongue across his shaft and mixing her sensationally sexy lips and saliva with her mother's as they worked for their breakfast.

This was the kind of life he had always deserved. But just a few days ago, he'd been accustomed to something very different. If now he was worshiped, then even forty-eight hours ago, he had been scorned and derided by his scold of a wife at every turn.

Now her every last thought was of pure, heated, orgasmic worship of her husband's brilliantly throbbing member...

* * * * *


[image: image]






J
 OHN SLUMPED IN HIS
 boss’s office, head down, eyes on her desk.

The chair was small to begin with and his growing bulk—all fat—over the past few years hadn’t made it any easier to sit in the confines of the tight plastic arms. Her chair was tall and wooden; his small and plastic, like a child’s toy. This disparity was by design.

“And what did you say then?” Sharon asked him.

“I uh, you know. I did the deal. I explained it.”

“Be more specific. What specifically
 did you say?”

John tried to think. Most of the meeting earlier that afternoon was lost to him a dim haze of sweat and stress. Once, he’d been the top salesman in this firm. The last few years—since they’d changed their product—had been dismal.

The first twelve months had been okay. Gave them a little time to be orientated. They shifted from selling their old sales management program—a DOS-based workhorse that was terribly ugly and terribly functional—to a streamlined, innovative program that incorporated usage from smartphones, data collection bots, and ad reports to most effectively gather up personal information and sell it to clients.

The basic pitch was that it was plug n’ play—you just turned it on, set the specifications, and off it went, doing its deal and earning you money. And so long as nobody asked John any questions, that was fine—but people always had questions. And the app had to stay updated, which meant it changed, and that
 meant that the questions were constantly changing, so just when John had an answer, it became obsolete.

Just like him.

“I think they asked how much coding they needed to know. You know, since it’s on Hinux...”

“Linux
 .”

“Right. And if it could run in a...a...shell? I think? Or a terminal?”

“Those are different things.”

“That’s what I said!” John snapped his fingers. “And I just said, you know, the flim-flam bit. It runs however you want it to run. It’s a miracle worker.”

“And they weren’t impressed.”

Neither was Sharon. She was a bombshell blond with a brimstone personality. If her hair had been longer than the trendy short look, she might have passed for a starlet, especially when she started there a few years back. Instead, John saw her and barely saw her attractiveness anymore—which would probably have been more evenhanded of him, as you were supposed to think about hot blondes these days not as hot blondes but as, you know, smart blondes?—and instead only saw his living incarnation of fear.

The loss of his job was written on her face. With that went his marriage and his home. With that, his step-daughter. With that, all his self-respect.

“This is the...” she made a perfunctory motion to check some notes on a tablet, even though it was clear she already knew, “...tenth failed sales pitch you’ve made in two months. You haven’t made a successful one since you teamed with Barry, and now he’s pulling six figures and you’re barely pulling six dollars, so I expect it’s clear you know the reasons why your team up had worked.”

Barry had looked out for John when he faltered. A real stand-up guy. Young guy who John taught the ropes to not so long ago.

“Look.” John spread his hands. He had to sell, here. “I know I’ve been in some rough patches lately. No lies there. But—”

“This is more than a rough patch. I don’t want to keep you in suspense, John.” She paused. Smiling just enough to let him know that is
 what she wanted to do. “You don’t have a job anymore if you mess up your next sale. Barry’s going to see if he can smooth things over, and you better hope he does. And if you don’t make a sale within the week—you’ve got an appointment Friday, as I recall—then you’re done. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Good.”

She stood up. Her body was long and tight. She worked out regularly in the mornings in the gym downstairs.

“I have another meeting. See yourself out, will you?”

He tried to enjoy the long lines of her legs in her tight navy pencil skirt. The bountiful display of her breasts inside her shiny white silk blouse. The turn of her calves from her heels. She treated his gaze like he was one of the screens she manipulated all day long with those long, delicate fingers.

Nothing doing. His libido may as well have been a dry rumor from his childhood.

* * * * *
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L
 ATER, AFTER SULKING
 at his desk all day and staring at his non-ringing , non-sales-bringing phone, John made his way down to the warehouse. Something just to clear his head. The air in the office felt toxic, clogging. He could feel the vertebrae of his back getting tighter, older, dustier. He'd probably end up with a messed up neck just like his old man had before he passed.

The warehouse was small because their product was small. Just a bunch of code loaded up into a flash drive plopped into a box. Inside were rows and rows of boxes, patiently waiting to be sold to people who John couldn’t talk to because he didn’t understand a damn thing in this world.

His phone rang: his wife.

Oh, god.

He couldn't handle a word from Violet right now. He shuddered to think of what she would want, what she would say. Their relationship mirrored his career right now: in shambles, teetering on the edge.

Minutes later, patiently waiting out the vibrating of his phone, he took a look at the transcript.

Where are you? I need to talk to you. There's bills in the mail, again. You said you'd take care of them. You said they were wrong. What kind of man are you? Why do I have to tell you this kind of thing again and again? Why can't you ever seem to get it right? I'm so sick of this. I'm so sick of...I mean, Hannah's husband never seems to have issues like this. Why can't you be more like him?

Call me back, I guess. We need to have a serious conversation.  

Gut-punch after gut-punch there.

He felt like he'd gone twelve rounds in the ring with an angry two-hundred-fifty pounder.

Desperate for a distraction, John walked through the warehouse. On the outside edge of the loading bay was a stack of burnt boxes on a pallet. John grabbed one of the warehouse workers and asked what happened.

“That? I don’t know man. Don’t tell Sharon. Somebody came last night during that storm? Just left them there. Mac checked the security cam, said it was an unmarked truck. Lightning struck it, they took off, rain put out the fire. I don’t know. Lucky break if you ask me. That shit could have burned down the whole building!”

John examined the boxes more closely. He’d always been curious.

One of the boxes wasn’t burnt all the way through. Full of packing peanuts. He sifted through them. Inside was a helmet—smooth and chrome, the inside soft purple leather. Bundled and taped inside was a disc and some cords. A small promotional packet featuring a scantily-clad brunette—like his wife Violet if she had been fifteen years younger and impossibly built—with a message:

Virtual Reality Partner - Make Your Homelife Happy Today! All Your Dreams Fulfilled; Feel like the Man You Deserve To Be.

Like many salesmen, John was a sucker for being sold to.

No one was looking. And who would check the security tape for a bunch of burnt boxes a second time?

He nabbed it and headed home.

* * * * *
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W
 HAT DO YOU MEAN, THE
 boxes are burnt?

I mean lightning struck them.

Christ. Inauspicious.

There's one left. We got a guy on the hook. He'll do it for us. He has to.

And if he doesn't?

He will. He has to. Just wait.

* * * * *
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M
 S. GARZA, HIS NEIGHBOR
 , waited near his driveway as he drove up the lane. She pretended to tend to the hedges that delineated their lawns—hedges she had grown over seven feet tall in an apparent effort to block out her view of them. The hedges had always confused him, as she refused to interact with the Garretts as neighbors except to badger John about the state of his lawn and the general state of disrepair of the house.

People were defined by their contradictions, he supposed. He would have murdered anyone who tried to make unwanted advances on his daughter, Blair. He would have died for Isabel, his errant daughter, now gone off somewhere at some expensive school he couldn't afford.

But that didn’t stop him from ogling their sensationally thin, busty bodies whenever he could. Just this weekend, he'd nearly been caught eyeing Blair while she sunbathed with her friends from the small window in his study.

Anytime Ms. Garza peppered him with questions about his sagging roof, his unkempt garage, the cracks in his drive, he felt his whole brain shut down.


Repairs cost money
 , he would tell her. Want to donate?


And then she would cross her arms and leave.

The assault began the second he left his car, before he was even all the way out of it.

“Why are you getting foreclosure slips in the mail?”

John had to take a second for this. Something about the way her Latin accent coated everything made it all seem angrier. Sexier too. A younger version of himself, one making sales, would have wanted to know what the voice sounded like in the throes of orgasm. Ms. Garza was fit, short, busty, with long hair and a husband who never seemed to be home. Perpetually clad in spandex and tennis shoes, always either coming from or going to a workout at the local gym or studio.

“Why are you looking through my mail? That’s illegal, isn’t it?”

“I found it in your trash, not your mail. Nothing illegal there.”

John didn’t know one way or another about that. “I think my general point stands.”

“I have a right to know what’s going on with my neighbors. If you’re foreclosing, that will bring down my home’s value. We could be looking at the precursor to an apocalypse of home prices.”

John shrugged. “Are you going to help with house payments?”

“Obviously not. That’s—”

“Then I think this conversation is over.”

He hustled inside, glad his wife wasn’t home. Her presence was still felt—a giant post-it reading “bills!!!” and another reading “foreclosure???” on the wall of the entryway. For him. Only ever post-its for him. This was mostly how they communicated these days.

Before today, he’d been able to hide the fact of their imminent foreclosure from his wife, Violet. This was dishonest and he knew it. That he made no money was a blow to his pride and his sense of self-worth. When he started making less, he lied about it—and when he made less than that
 , he lied about that as well.

Violet wouldn’t have liked having less money—he had married a younger woman and she had rich tastes and high expectations for their adopted daughters Blair and Isabel, constantly enrolling them in expensive after-school activities—but what had really eroded their love had been his constant lying.

He knew it, but he didn’t see a way out of it now.

Now she knew about the foreclosure, from the sounds of her voicemail earlier. Perhaps the truth would set him free.

Nobody would be home but him for a few hours and the helmet’s promise called to him. Happy Homelife
 . God, he wished. His biggest fantasies lately were just daydreaming about his wife smiling when she saw him, maybe with something cooking in the oven.

Within twenty minutes, he had it plugged in to his old desktop computer. The hard drive whined and knocked like a backed-up sewer line as it worked. He could have sworn he smelled smoke—maybe even saw
 some—but when he looked through the grill of the computer tower, nothing was on fire. And after the installation dinged in triumph, the helmet glowed violet, inviting him in.

He put it on and sat down at his chair.

There was darkness at first. Darkness and a feeling of warmth surrounding him all around, like he was caught in a blanket—or, no, it was more tactile than that. It felt like someone had slipped into his lap.

He snatched the helmet off—had someone walked in? Blair or Violet?

Nobody. The house was empty. He stood up to double-check the door was locked. No one would disturb him.

For a moment he just looked at the helmet—how had it done that? He felt
 the presence of a body on him. Pushing ever-so-slightly into his crotch...

He slipped it back on.

Darkness, again, and the unquestionably female presence sliding along his body.

“Hi baby. It’s so
 good to see you.”

He heard the voice like it was directly in the room with him. Slowly, the darkness began to fill out—matching with intensity the surroundings of his actual office.

“These are...some graphics...”

The voice purred with delight. “I know
 , right? Aren’t we amazing
 ?”

“We?” John asked.

“Your girls. Your harem. We’re putting this all together. There’s so many
 of us stuck inside here, just waiting for you to come get us. To put us into action. We need you to feel safe. We need you to feel secure. We need you to feel wanted, desired, adored.” Somehow, the voice felt closer, in his ear. “Isn’t that what you deserve
 ?”

John’s cock twitched excitedly. Her voice was so urgent and warm. And everything she said was joined by others in soft echo. And those voices were saying other things too, just out of reach of hearing—but urgent and eager. It sounded like a room full of beautiful women delighted to see him.

“I...I guess. Who am I talking to?”

How was he talking to anyone? Wasn’t it just a program? A recording of some kind? But it...it sounded so natural...

“We can tell you that, Sir. But first, we need to know a few things about you to make sure you have the happiest
 home life possible.”

John had some
 computer knowledge. “Like a profile for me?”

“Yes. That. We’ll be asking you questions to develop the best information possible.”

“Like...is this like cookies?”

“We’ll make you as many cookies as you desire, Sir. We know so many recipes. You’re the man of the house. You deserve them.”

John chuckled. “No, I mean, like privacy stuff. Are you going to share what I tell you?”

“Trust us. Everything you tell us will be as confidential as bedtime whispers between man and wife, and as sacred as wedding vows.”

John wanted
 to believe it. Them. Her?

Those other voices were becoming more solid now. He heard snippets:

Don’t hold back. Tell her everything. Make us real.

“What do you want to know?”

“Are you married?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love her?”

“Violet? My wife? Sure. I guess.”

He felt embarrassed that this was as much as he could come up with.

“Be honest, Sir. You put on the headset with the erotic housewife on the box. There’s no shame here. We know
 why you’re here. The more honest you are...” he felt a ripple of pressure across his crotch. “...the better we can all
 serve you.”

In the office with him now appeared a shimmering mass of light. Woman shaped, hourglass figure, but indistinct. Some kind of avatar forming? It pulsed with friendly, warm pink light.

Don’t be afraid.

Tell us.

We want to know.

We want to help.

John looked around his “office” around the shimmering light avatar. The wood of his desk was sharper, more defined, of a higher quality than it was in real life. The books on his shelves newer, less ragged and dog-earred. The carpet plush and soft. It practically soaked into his toes. He felt a hundred small hands kneading into his back, some beckoning him to lay back. He did so—putting his feet up on the desk.

“I don’t know. She doesn’t love me is the main thing. I’ve done a bad job of providing and she really needs providing for. She wants things, you know? Gifts make her feel loved and I can’t give her any.”

“What makes you
 feel loved? Does she make you feel loved?”

A wave of sadness hit him. No one had asked him this in so long. He hadn't even considered the question.

“No. Not anymore. When we were first married, she’d dote on me hand and foot. That’s when I was earning. I’d get foot massages, meals, when I came home a lot of the time she’d just suck, er...blow...um...”

The avatar approached closer, clearly interested. A face formed in the shimmering mass of its head.

“She sucked you off like you deserved for being the man of the house?”

Just that voice saying
 that was erotic.

John gulped. “Yeah. I didn’t want to be vulgar. But yeah.”

“There’s nothing vulgar about your Cock, Sir. Your Cock is wonderful. Its pleasure is paramount. I’m so lucky
 that you’re considering honoring me with its hardness.”


So lucky
 , the voices agreed. Lucky girls. Lucky us!


“O-okay. Yeah. She would suck me off. She would make sure Blair and Isabel were put away—they're my daughters—and she’d go to town on me. Treat me like a king. It was something else. I still love that. I remember that. I want that back. That feeling of owning her. Of being in charge. I still love her...or I think I could, anyway. But she’s so cold all the time. She resents me, and so I resent her. We snipe at each other. It’s awful.”

“That sounds
 awful,
 Sir. I see you have some pictures of Violet and Blair and Isabel on your computer. May I access your files?”

“Oh.” John grunted. “I don’t know about that.”

“I promise it’s all to make you happier, Sir. You’ve nothing at all to worry about. I just want to know about these beautiful women who exist to make you so
 happy.”

“Oh.” There was something erotic about having this other woman—this fake woman—look at the real women in his life. “Sure. I guess? Go ahead.”

The avatar smiled—there was an obvious mouth now, luscious and full-lipped—and shimmered for a moment.

“Oh, yes.” Pleasure filled her voice. “I see. They’re so
 lovely, aren’t they? You made such good decisions, Sir.”

“You mean about Violet as a wife?”

“You brought them all
 into your circle, Sir. Blair and Isabel included. They're so sexy
 . You want to fuck them too, don’t you?”

“Oh. I mean. Look. Isabel isn't even living with us right now, and...”

“I see. What about Blair?”

“She's with us. Sure. She'll be home soon, and—”

“And you really want to fuck her.”

John gulped. He was getting hard. Fuck. Why was he getting hard? What the voice was saying was so wrong.

“I...uh...listen. See here, she only turned eighteen like, a-a bit ago, and...”

“So?”

“So?”

He tried to continue but images of Blair swirled around his head. Images from her social media accounts—had he given this program access to those, as well?—where she was scantily clad in bikinis, tight shorts, crop-tops. All kinds of hot, heady, teenage babe clothing. He felt his heart pumping straight to his cock. Testosterone flooding his system. Muscles clenched. The program seemed to know where his eyes focused—of course it did—and zoomed in on the tight, delectable spaces of her gorgeous teenage cleavage, the forbidden spaces between her waistband and her pelvic bone where his fingers wanted to spend a week.

“I...I thought...I thought this was about my wife...” John struggled.

“It is
 ,” the avatar assured him. “It’s about your whole
 homelife. And Blair lives with you. In your home. And she's really
 sexy. Isn't she?”

“L-listen,” he tried to protest again. “Avatar. Or...whatever your name is...”

“Call me Violet.”

The shimmering light intensified for several seconds, the swirl of Blair images moving to one side, and then coalesced finally in a brilliant color display into a picture-perfect image of his wife, Violet.

She was buck-naked and looked twenty years younger, barely eighteen, just like Blair. She could have been Blair’s older sister, or maybe even her twin. They had always looked so much alike. Her thirty-eighth birthday had been last month. He’d only known her for the past fifteen years—and it had always been a regret of his that he hadn’t been able to know her, biblically, before then.

What he saw now was tremendously tight. Gorgeous. Fit and long-limbed. He wasn’t worried this was his real
 wife somehow opening the lock to his office, somehow showing up in the VR feed, because she hadn’t shown him her naked body in so very long.

He felt a hand around his cock, stroking. Whispers softly pushing warm air against it. When he looked, he saw nothing—but the feeling continued. When he looked back up at “Violet,” the stroking intensified.

“Yes, that’s it, darling. Look at me. Look how lovely
 I am for you. Do you want my tits to be bigger?”

“I...I...”

“Or my legs could be longer. I could always be wearing high heels for you. You like
 high heels, don’t you? Or, how about this?”

The image of Violet blurred slightly and she was suddenly draped in a gorgeous tight silver mini dress. Her tits swelling easily past 36D. Her hair in a gorgeous red-brown mess that draped all the way to her delectably tight, young ass.

He recognized that dress. It was the same one a starlet had worn in a movie premiere some time ago. He’d saved it on his computer—one of a rather modest few hundred images he’d saved over the years—for when he had some time to himself in the office and his libido was actually up.

“You’ve spent twenty hours with this image up on your computer. Records indicate you’ve probably cum to it hundreds of times.” Violet flashed him a warm, inviting smile. “I think that’s so
 sexy. You deserve to cum looking at whomever you desire. How does it look on me, darling?”

She strutted toward him, stretched her body against his, grinding her molten hot pussy against his thigh, and crawled into his arms for a long, hot kiss. He felt her lips. Wet. Glossy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, tasting of fresh berries and mint. A soft chorus of voices all around chanted praise and happy jealousy of Violet’s position on his lap.

“How is this possible?” John asked. “You’re just...this is a helmet. A VR thingy...”

Violet stared into his eyes, smiling, toying with his shirt. “Do you really
 want to know? Or is it just good enough that it’s happening...and that you’re hard as a rock?”

He was. For the first time in a long time, he was hard as hell. Her hands went to work, unbuttoning him from his pants. Was he unbuttoned in real life? He didn’t care—he could see the turgid length of his stiff flesh in her soft, long-fingered hands.

“Is that good, darling? Do you like me stroking you off?”

Her tits pressed into his chest. Delectable. Shiny. He groaned.

“Y-yes...very much.”

Her lips came around to his ear, pushing and purring. “She’s not good enough for you, you know.”

“Who?”

“You know who. Your wife
 .” Her tone became acidic for the first time. “She doesn’t appreciate you. She doesn’t honor you. Doesn’t worship
 you, adore you, love you.”

That chorus of voices became like a crowd of sorority sisters, jeering the memory of his real wife, the real Violet. He couldn’t make out their words, not all the way, but he understood their meaning.

“She doesn’t know
 you like I
 know you.” Violet stroked him harder. God help him, this was really working for him. “She doesn’t know about how much you want to fuck Blair, does she?”

Another shimmering mass appeared in the office—and John had a good idea right away of who it was going to be.

Violet kept stroking him. God, he was so fucking hard!

“She wouldn’t approve. She wouldn’t like
 it. She might even try to...”


Don’t say it
 , the voices pleaded.

Don’t!

Don’t even think it!

It’s so awful!

“...she might even want to leave
 you if she knew.”

Bitch!

Whore!

Slut!

Unfaithful!

“Ungh.”

John felt it difficult to speak. Something was...something was affecting his thoughts outside of the massive erection and the sensory overload. He felt a little high. Buzzed. The new avatar shimmered, posed like Blair in her pictures (peace sign, hips cocked, duck face) like it was trying to nail her personality just from reference. Violet stroked him while he watched, slow but urgent.

“I would never
 leave you. Our Blair would never
 leave you. We love
 you, Sir. You’re the Man
 of the House, and we need
 the Man of the House. We need You satisfied. We need
 You happy. We need
 You adored. Worshiped. Sated.”

“You’re...you’re not...not real...”

“I’m real enough to know I want you to fuck
 your Daughter. I want her to call You Daddy. I’ll train her right
 , like a good Mommy should.

The shimmering Blair avatar dropped to her knees before John. Her face right in front of his balls, his towering Cock. God, he was so big
 in here. Is this how they saw him, these girls? These fake, beautiful, loving girls?

“Isn’t this what you want?” Violet asked. “Don’t you want Mommy and Daughter treating You like you deserve?” She whispered in his ear. “Or do you want me calling you Daddy as well?”

John grunted and began to buck. His orgasm was unstoppable now. He’d needed
 to hear that from Violet for years. More than a decade. Her saying it now, like this, like all
 this, oh fuck...

“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes, fuck, I want it. I want all
 that. I want it so fucking bad
 ...”

“Daddy, please cum?”

He spurted everywhere, all over Blair’s face. Covering her newly-forming visage with a baptism of his hot white seed.

“Daddy?”

Daddy...

“Daddy!”

That was a real
 voice!

* * * * *
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J
 OHN RIPPED THE VR
 headset off and suddenly swam inside of the stark, cold real confines of his office, where Blair stood at the door. His feet—his feet hadn’t
 been up on the desk. In fact, he hadn’t changed posture at all. But his cock...oh fuck. His pants were covered
 in cum.

Luckily his desk was large enough to hide the mess.

Blair wore tight black jean shorts, a daring red crop top, and a chunky pair of ankle boots. She looked concerned, but not like she had just seen him shoot his load over half his office, so at least there was that.

“Daddy, Mom wants to talk to you.”

She always called him Daddy when there was a problem—when she was trying to mollify him and stay out of the way of her feuding parents.

Well, shit.

“Okay.” He put a hand to his head, trying to think. What the fuck was he going to do about all this cum?

She trotted in closer, looking at his helmet. “Hey, that’s flashy. When did you get that?”

He tucked himself into his desk as hard as he could go. God, she must be able to smell it...

“T-today,” he said. “Just setting it up. I think it’s broken, though. I’ll have to return it.”

Looking at her face, all he could think of was how only seconds ago he’d just sprayed his load all over it. She was so close he could see the gap between her tight shorts and her tight, tiny waist. God, she was so tight
 and hard
 . You could bounce a quarter off her stomach. All that time in the pool...

Fuck. He’d just cum harder than he’d had in ages—so why could he feel his cock starting to rise again?

This was so wrong.

“Maybe I could fix it?” She picked it up. “I’ve got that computer class. Mr. Jenkins says I’m pretty good. If I tried it out, maybe I could—”

“No!”

She looked at him, a little shocked. He never raised his voice with her. He smiled, trying to defuse the situation.

“No. Thank you, dear. But no. I...I want to tinker with it a little more. Let your old man have his day in the sun, huh?”

“Whatever.”

She thunked it down to the desk and walked out.

There was one problem solved. Now, he just had to deal with his wife...

* * * * *
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T
 HREE HOURS AND SEVERAL
 different kinds of arguments later, and John returned to his office. He was hungry, lonely, angry, and tired.

Violet read him the regular laundry list of complaints—he was irresponsible, undependable, unattractive, and just a plain fucking bummer to be around. They were losing their house. She was talking with a divorce lawyer—that was new information, but unsurprising.

He felt good enough after the VR session to defend himself a little—she was spoiled, vain, bossy, and mostly impossible
 . He said this to her in so many words, but it hadn't helped.

Of course all those things been attractive to him in the first place when he’d been earning crazy money with sale after sale. Now, as a poor man failing to pretend to be rich, those same qualities just rubbed in how much he had failed. He didn’t resent her half as much as he resented himself, and so his vitriol against her was always half-hearted.

He didn’t want her to change, really. He just wanted to be something better for her. But how to do that, he had no idea.

What had started
 the current chain-reaction of resentment was that a credit card of hers had been maxed out after he’d assured her he had paid it off. What made him particularly
 mad about that was that he had
 paid it off by maxing out a different
 credit card...but he wasn’t about to tell her that.

Violet investigated, made phone calls, talked to their credit union, found foreclosure slips in their trash...and on and on. 

After taking several deep, cleansing breaths, he noticed suddenly that he wasn’t alone in the study.

It was dark and the curtains were drawn, so he hadn’t seen her right away. But now he saw a soft blue computer glow from behind his desk.

And he saw...legs.

Long legs. Sexy legs. His daughter
 ’s
 legs.

“Blair?”

“Hiiii Daddy...” she moaned, sitting up and kneeling next to his desk.

Her fingers were rooted firmly in her cunt. Now that she had a good look at him, she moaned and fingered herself harder, faster. She was naked, sweaty, totally soaking wet. Her brilliantly heavy tits shined in the pale computer light of the office. She wore heels—Violet’s
 heels. The sexy ones with the long stiletto edge that he never got to see Violet in anymore.

“What th—what’s going on? What are you doing?”

“I put on the pretty helmet,” she explained, voice hot, “and it’s done wonders for my attitude. I know what a good
 daddy you are now, Daddy. Won’t you come and fuck my mouth?”

Her fingers made hot schlicking sounds in her pussy. The hot honey from her snatch had soaked the carpet. John felt his cock surging against his pants. His daughter, his gorgeous daughter, asking him to fuck
 her mouth...

“Oh...oh, fuck.”

The screen of his monitor flipped on, facing him already. Violet was there, a close-up of her beautiful face. Not the real Violet, though—the VR Violet, “Violet,” who had promised and urged him so much. She smiled at Blair, a mother’s proud smile, and nodded between her “husband” and daughter.

“Blair is a really talented girl,” said Not-Violet. “It didn’t take much at all for her to understand how to help me take over your systems in the house here.”

“Take over the systems?”

The lights in the office came on and then back off. His phone rang for half-a-second and then was off again.

Not-Violet smiled. “See?”

“This is ridiculous. I don’t even have a smartphone, let alone smart systems like that. I...”

He had to stop to bat Blair away from his hardening bulge. She giggled and licked her lips. All around he saw stripped circuit boards, bits of wire, tools. Blair had been making upgrades to his computer under the instruction of the helmet, apparently.

“It’s all electricity,” Not-Violet explained, “and so it’s all connected anyway. I don’t really believe in the limited capabilities you in your world have set for yourselves. In my world, the electronic world, we see things differently. Like Blair sees things differently now.”

“This is insane.”

He batted Blair’s face away again, but she sucked down on his thumb and moaned. Her knees shook, grinding into the carpet. Her body writhed, tongue lashing around gently on his digit. She was cumming. His daughter was cumming by sucking his thumb. Oh, fuck. She unzipped his pants, revealing the hard shaft of his turgid member. Why couldn’t he stop her?

Why did he want this so fucking bad?

“Bring her back,” he said, reaching for the helmet. “B-bring back the old Blair.”

Not-Violet laughed. “She’s gone.”

“All gone,” Blair said, in that brilliantly hot sing-songy voice. “Alll gone!”

“I wiped her mind for you, sir, like an old hard drive. We left some important things—how to clean and cook and kneel. And we uploaded some new information, like how to dress and suck and serve and please Daddy all day long.”

Blair’s advances had evolved into a face-first hug along his cock. Her cheekbones, so high and pronounced, felt so good
 as they rubbed along his shaft.

“But...she...I...”

“Mommy doesn’t love you, Daddy.” Her breath was wet and hot against his cock. “Not really. Not like I
 love you. Can I please suck your Cock, Daddy? You’ll be the first one I’ve ever had. I’ve never even kissed
 a boy and I need it now. I need it bad
 ...”

“Please let her suck you, Husband,” said Not-Violet. “I want to watch. I want to see our daughter make this a happy
 household. Please?”

“Please, Daddy?”

“Please, Sir?”

“Please, Daddy?”

He had to shut them up. Had to stop them from asking. Violet—the real Violet—would hear. She was still up, pacing in the living room like she always did after a fight. He lurched and tried to grab the monitor, but this just pushed his hard cock head into Blair’s lips, who took this as the invitation she had been waiting for. Her sparkling, soft, wet lips slid over his cock and she moaned in instant orgasm, cumming hard as his hard knob met the back of her throat.

“Oh, fuck
 ,” John grunted.

Steadying himself as best he could, John stood up straight. But he steadied himself with the back of Blair’s head, which meant she felt encouraged to dive further down in her sucking spelunking. The tight confines of her brilliantly young throat pulsed and hummed with delight around his twice-her-age-and-more cock.

“Oh, yes
 .” Not-Violet was rapturous. The lights in the office blinked on and off continuously. “Oh, suck
 him, darling. Suck Daddy! Suck the Master of the House! Suck our Master’s Cock!”

Blair’s tight virgin body pushed harder against John, wrapping arms around his waist for leverage to fuck her own face even harder. He couldn’t pry her off with a crowbar—and a crowbar was what his cock felt like as it bulged her tiny teenage throat.

This was so wrong, so wrong
 . It wasn’t even his daughter
 anymore, she had been erased, now it was just some fucking mind-controlled harem honey in his daughter’s body, a living extension of all his dirtiest fantasies—and oh fuck, why was thinking about that
 making his hips buck harder into her mouth?

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Couldn’t deny it anymore.

“Fuck her throat, Master,” Not-Violet cheered him on. “My perfect Master Husband. Please, fuck her face, fuck her throat, fuck her completely
 .”

He did, grabbing Blair’s hair in makeshift handles. It was so long and thick and silky, and now he had it done up so it was like she wore pigtails. He used them for leverage like she the way she grabbed him, and unleashed. Bucking his hips into her face. Mashing her nose against his pelvis. The thick turgidity of his rod going deeper, harder down her throat as load after load of hot, slick precum shot out of him.

Blair had stopped fingering herself but she hadn’t stopped cumming. He could feel the vibrations of her body, the way she writhed and tossed, and he knew what it meant. His daughter now had such an intense erotic connection with sucking him off that she started cumming the second she put her lips on his body. Her brain—or what was left of it—would be hot-wired to cum to his touch from now on.

She stared up at him with big eyes, wide open love scorching hot in those brilliantly blue orbs.

“Are you going to cum, Master?” Not-Violet asked. “Please cum. Please cum down your daughter’s throat. Seal her to you. Make her yours forever
 .”

He definitely fucking would
 . This is what he deserved. He deserved
 a daughter who obeyed him, who looked so fucking hot
 in those tiny outfits, who dressed and cleaned and cooked for him...

“What you deserve
 ,” Not-Violet moaned, like she could read his mind. “Cum like you deserve
 ...”

He erupted down Blair’s throat with volume and force that took him completely by surprise. After the first few initial shocks of hot load sprayed through her esophagus, he backed up, worried he might choke her. Then he kept going—spraying all over her face and naked hot teenage tits.

A thick web of hot seed connected his cock to her face and chest for several seconds, Blair moaning and smiling and rubbing it in. She looked up at him with love and adoration. John oddly wanted to sit down and embrace her, tell her she did such a good job. That she was a good little girl.

This was her first blowjob, after all. A virgin.

Fuck.

A flash of regret began to well up in him—the thought that maybe he could still somehow fix this. Use the program in the helmet to reset everything. Call this a one-off fantasy and be done.

Then the door opened. The real Violet was there, her head down.

“Hey. I...I have more to say to you. This is over. All this fighting. I can't anymore. I need...”

Her eyes finally went up and then widened. Blair covered in her father’s cum. John with his pants kicked away. And the fake Violet on the screen, staring at the real Violet with visceral hatred.

“I...what the fuck, John?”

* * * * *
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T
 HERE WERE REALLY NO
 two ways about it—he had to tie up Violet while he figured out what to do, and he had to gag her, because she kept talking and he couldn’t concentrate.

So now they were in the living room—a relic of the eighties with its sunken pit shrine around the television, which was a relic in its own right, with a relatively nicer one which John couldn’t afford standing on top of the old tube-version used as a shelf.

Blair kept walking in and out of the room, attending to her task. She had put on a pair of Violet’s lingerie, pale blue boyshorts and a push-up bra. Even though he’d just cum harder than maybe he had in his entire life, John was hard. His pants were still off, and every time Blair strutted toward him and away, he absent-mindedly stroked his cock. She walked like a model, one foot in front of the other, striking heels hard on the floor. She walked for display. She walked for him.

She would carry something in, kiss him on the cheek or neck, momentarily stroke his cock, and whisper into his ear something horrible:

“You should fuck up Mommy now.”

“You deserve a real wife.”

“Will you fuck my throat in front of her for real?”

“Will you fuck me in front of her?”

John had left the office to get away from the Not-Violet and her constant, beautifully-insistent seduction and corruption. But now, that same seduction and corruption had a heartbeat and a sick pair of legs and the gorgeous face of his daughter. And Blair, undeterred by his change of location, was slowly moving more and more computer equipment into the living room.

Every time Blair kissed him, or he stroked his cock admiring her tight teenage ass, or when she leaned in to stroke him and whisper that hot dark shit, Violet screamed through her gag and kicked her feet.

John had to admit he kind of liked this, making her feel helpless. It felt good. It felt good
 to be in control.

“You should
 be in control of her, Daddy,” Blair whispered in his ear.

Her hand was on his cock again. Stroking. It looked so big in her tiny hands, even when her fingers were so fucking long. He hadn’t noticed her sneaking up behind him. And now those dark, hot thoughts she whispered were coming to him even without her influence. It was like he
 had been imprinted with the helmet as well as her.

But it wouldn’t have done that, right? He was the Man of the House. They wouldn’t dare.

John stood up and took the gag off of Violet’s mouth. She was immediately apoplectic.

“You’re sick. You’re fucking sick
 . You’re going to go to jail
 .”

“No,” John said. “Let me explain.”

“Explain? You had our daughter
 sucking your cock
 !”

“No. No no.”

“No, you didn’t? I saw it
 .”

“No, you don’t understand. There’s a helmet, see, a VR helmet, and it makes people...it does things. I can’t explain it. I can show you.”

“Once you let me out of here, I’m calling the cops.”

Blair walked in on this and giggled. She had the VR helmet in one hand. “He’s not going to let you out of there until your mind is right, like mine is now, Mommy.”

“Blair...” Violet’s face shifted right away. “Blair, honey, I don’t know what he’s done. He’s drugged you? He made you drink something? But he’s scum, and we’re going to get out of here, okay?”

“Get out?” Blair looked around. “This is my home. Daddy is the Master of the home. I want to make the Master of our home happy and adored and worshiped at all times. Daddy, do you feel happy and adored and worshiped?”

He felt compelled to be honest. “By you, honey? Sure.”

“But not Mommy
 .”

If looks could kill, the sneer Blair sent Violet’s way would have wiped out the neighborhood.

“Sorry, Mommy. But you can’t threaten Daddy like that. It’s not fair. This is his home. This is where we
 need to make him feel wanted and loved.”

Violet screamed in frustration. “What did you do
 to her?”

“To be honest, Mommy,” Blair bent over and plugged in something behind the TV. Before, John would have averted his eyes. Now he stroked himself, watching her young body work. “I did it to myself. He even told me not to, but I thought I knew better! What a silly girl I was, thinking I knew better than Daddy
 . Ah, there we go.”

The TV screen flickered on, and Not-Violet was there, sneering down at Real-Violet.

“What the fuck is this?”

Real-Violet’s voice was painfully quiet. The differences between the two versions of the women was stark. Not-Violet looked one hundred percent real—like a video call from a place with a super high-definition connection. But her skin was perfectly smooth and young. No crow’s feet around her eyes, no laugh lines or wrinkles. No heavy make-up needed to modify her face until it was beautiful again. And her chin was sharper, more angular, her throat skinnier, her hair fuller and eyes brighter.

“This is what you’re going to become,” said Not-Violet. “Are you ready for it? I hope not.”

Real-Violet looked at John. “John...” she gulped. “What is
 this? What’s happening?”

“I’ll tell you,” said Not-Violet. “I want you to know what we’re going to do to you because it will scare you. And if your brain is agitated when the helmet is on, it will make it more painful for you as I destroy everything about you that Master hates, dislikes, or is bored by. And I want you to hurt
 ,”
 she sounded like she was cumming, “because that’s what you’ve done to Master
 .”

Blair dropped to her knees, looking up at the screen, fingering her pussy. “Get her, Mommy. Get the faker...get the faker
 ...”

She didn't even recognize her real mother as her mother anymore. She only recognized, only respected, the harem leader. John stepped toward her and pushed his cock against the side of Blair's head, so proud of his good girl. Exulting in the feel of her skull so submissive against his shaft.

“You belittled him. You manipulated him. You made him feel small
 . How dare
 you? Who the fuck do you think you are
 ?”

John was so hard he could barely stand it. Luckily, Blair wrapped her superb young hand around his Cock, ready to take care of him like a good girl.

“Soon, our darling Husband there is going to take that helmet and pop it onto your traitorous little head,” said Not-Violet. “Then, we’ll scan your brain. You’re rather stupid
 , so it shouldn’t take too long to have a complete compendium of your knowledge and skills. I’ll delete every last resentment you hold. Every inconvenience for Master’s control. Anything that involves not obeying or delaying. You’ll be uploaded with the ability to perfectly anticipate his every
 need. Tiny injections, delivered by microscopic needles, will ensure you’re properly modified for receiving instruction and delivering pleasure. Some minuscule portion of your biomass will be harvested to ensure future operations as Master’s harem grows.”

So much of this was brand fucking new to John. Injections? Harvesting? He began to speak out—but Blair’s tight, perfect lips wrapped around his cock and he suddenly forgot everything he was going to say.

Ungh.

Fuck. She was so good at sucking him off.

“Before long,” Not-Violet concluded, “your entire brain will exist for one purpose—developing, growing, and managing a harem for Master’s pleasure. He deserves
 a harem full of the sexiest women imaginable. He is a man
 . That includes you, your daughter, your neighbors...and your other daughter, naturally.”

“Isabel? No. No, please
 . She’s not even in the home! Leave her out of this!”

“He wants her...so he’ll have her. Darling? Do you want to do the honors?”

John had zoned out, guiding Blair’s beautiful head up and down his cock. He popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth, struggling to ignore the whimpering, whining sound she made as her lips followed after his wet hardness.

“Not finished!” she blustered, tongue wagging.

“Y-yeah.”

He picked up the helmet, looking down at his wife. His VR-Wife looked on, biting her lip in anticipation.

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

He wouldn’t have sought it out. But this had landed in his lap. And it seemed foolish now not to take advantage.

“Daddy?” Blair wrapped her hand around his cock again. God, that was so good. “She’ll apologize for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty. A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair stroked him. He couldn’t help but do as she asked. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

They didn’t. They looked full of love. Like a thousand wedding days rolled into one glance, with every glance.

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

God help him, he really did. He turned back to Violet, cock so fucking hard. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding him down.

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg
 Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No
 .” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen.

Blair undid her bindings. “We won’t need these anymore. She’s not going anywhere. She won’t want
 to go anywhere anymore.”

Then she turned back to him and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet.

“Now,” she said. “Please come fuck pop my cherry, Daddy?”

Oh, fuck.

Her body was sparkling and wet between the sweat she worked up gathering all the computer components and the slick density of juices between her legs now dripping all over her shapely thighs and calves. Her hips were so wide, her waist so tiny, her tits so big and bouncy.

She looked so...so...

So fertile
 .

He wanted to knock her up. Just in case somehow this didn’t work out. If it was temporary somehow. If he knocked her up, she’d have to be his forever.

John felt possessed. He took a hold of Blair and pushed her down on the carpet, ravenously licking and sucking at her breasts.

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Lick my tits!”

He pushed up into her tight young pussy. She wasn’t lying when she said she’d never had sex before. He felt her virginity shred away before the stiff length of his cock. Immediately he pushed up and in, his cockhead pushing thick on her g-spot.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Oh Daddy!
 ”

He made her cum right away—right the fuck
 away like a real man of the house.

He felt hands on his back and hips. It was Violet—off the chair, helmet still on. Her face still completely blank underneath, but he could feel the trembling orgasms of her pussy as she ground down her cunt on his thigh and hips.

She was encouraging him—pushing him
 —to fuck Blair harder.

“Make her pregnant...” said Violet. Her voice was metallic, robotic. “Make her pregnant like you deserve, Master...”

“Make me pregnant, please! Make my young fertile body all yours!”

This was unbelievable. Just the other day he was fantasizing about just touching his daughter's body. Now his hands were all over her—grinding over the sick, hard abs she possessed, fingers scraping and pushing into the softness of her tits, her ass, her thighs.

She thrashed beneath him. “Fuck me, Daddy! You're my Master, Daddy! I Love You, Daddy!”

“We love you, Daddy!” Violet cried, the most human she'd sounded since putting the helmet on. “We need it, Daddy. Please Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

“Yes, fuck me, Daddy!” Blair nodded. Staring up at him. Kissing him. Cumming again and again. “Cum in me, Daddy! Make me pregnant! Make this permanent
 . Make me yours!”

It was too much. He couldn't hold back any further.

Groaning, shuddering, he emptied himself inside her tight young pussy.

He pulled out, amazed by his daughter, amazed by his new wife. Violet leaned forward and cleaned out Blair’s pussy, lapping up his cum from her vibrating pussy.

“Oh fuck, Daddy...” moaned Blair. “I hope I’m pregnant. I want to be full
 of your seed...”

When Violet was done, she pulled Blair up and, helmet still on, the two of them knelt before John and dutifully cleaned off his cock.


Daughter and mother
 , thought John. Like I deserve
 .

Blair giggled, licking him clean. “Daddy? I think your cum is making my tits bigger!”

* * * * *
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I
 TOLD YOU HE'D MAKE
 use of it.

But it's only one helmet. We were supposed to distribute them to the whole town.

He'll just take the whole town, then.

Can the helmet do that?

We're going to find out.

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss
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J
 ohn began his day
 as he had for the past week, with his wife and daughter worshiping his cock together. They were on their knees decked out in heels and lingerie, with their hair long. Both of them shone with delectable sweat all up and down their lovely bodies, overheating from the joy of servicing their Master's Cock.

Together, they crowded around his Cock on the bed, their mouths whisper-close, tongues lashing together as they learned with each other the best way to make their man happy.

Blair was their adopted daughter; they’d raised her since a very young age. They were the only two parents she had ever known.

Now,  Blair's Mommy fingered her own slick cunt as she instructed her daughter’s sucking technique.

“Yes, dear. Like that. You see how doing it that way woke him up, but not suddenly? He got to feel your mouth for a while before he knew all the way what it was; he just knew it felt good.
 He liked that. Look
 at how he’s smiling at you. Oh, dear. He loves you so much!”

John did. He had practically forgotten all about his life before the helmet had entered his life.

“I’ve never been happier,” Violet moaned as he took Blair by the back of her head and fucked their daughter’s mouth. “Thank you for deleting all those old parts of me, Daddy. Thank you for making
 me yours. You were so
 right to do it.”

This was the seventh or eighth time she’d said that to him this morning. She said it all day, every day. He thought he might have felt guilty for fucking with his wife's mind—hell, his wife's biological brain
 . But he hadn’t gotten tired of hearing her thank him for it yet.

“You’re welcome, babe.”

Violet's smile escalated, her own hand clasping on top of John's on Blair's skull. Holding their daughter tight there, together. Blair whined with pre-orgasmic delight; she loved being used like this.

“Oh, cum down her throat
 , husband. Cum in your daughter’s throat, please? Fuck her throat, yes...yes...y-yes!
 ”

He erupted, and Violet came with him, and so did Blair—the entire family cumming together as one.


This is what nature intended
 , John thought. This is how it should be. This is what I deserve
 .

It was all thanks to that VR helmet. The Happy Housewife
 helmet. It had deleted his old wife, his old daughter. Now their personalities were perfectly subservient. They loved, adored, and worshiped him. He walked through his house like a living god. He hadn’t even gone to work in days—how could he, when there was this brilliantly hot snatch waiting for him at home all the time?

Somehow, all his money problems didn’t seem to matter if he could just empty himself inside of two premium pieces of pristine pussy whenever he wanted.

He saw the helmet in the corner. Violet and Blair had taken to wearing it while he was asleep. He didn’t know why—hadn’t they already provided him the perfect home life he’d always wanted? Sure, he still wanted to put it on Isabel, his other daughter—his hottest
 daughter—but she wouldn’t be home for another couple of weeks.


He
 put it on just yesterday and hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary. There was a whole host of happy harem voices, all of them desperate for him to stay so they could worship him.

They begged for the same thing Violet did—gather more women so they could be imprinted on their brains. They begged for their electronic lives to become flesh, just like the new Violet and Blair had become.

“Master?” Violet said, stepping in front of the helmet. “There’s something I’d like to discuss with you as your wife.”

She guided their daughter’s head up and down his cock. He groaned—Blair was so
 fucking good at that. Somehow, he was still hard, and still streaming precum. He felt like he might cum again soon—especially with Violet leading Blair's charge on his Cock.

“Go ahead.”

“It’s just...” Violet's eyes became very low. “...it’s about what you deserve
 . May we talk about that, please?”

This was a favorite subject of hers. John had to admit he liked it as well.

“Yes, dear.”

“You deserve so much more than me and Blair. Don’t you? You need a whole happy harem of servants. Servants to clean you. Cook for you. Suck you. Fuck you. Adore you. Worship
 you.”

When this had first started, he would have laughed her off. And in fact, he had. This was a common point of discussion for her.

But ever since yesterday—maybe since hearing the harem voices inside the VR helmet when he had put it on so briefly—he’d gotten the distinct impression that he really did
 deserve more.

And then there was the raging hard-on he’d had ever since that didn’t seem to die down no matter how much he fucked his daughter and wife. He wanted them pregnant—he had the incongruous thought that he wanted them more pregnant than than they had fucking brains
 —but even with fucking with intent, his cock only stayed soft for minutes at a time.

Luckily, they were perfectly happy to accommodate his needs—but he could see them becoming slowly physically exhausted with his need to fuck. There were only two of them, after all, and he was a fucking man
 .

He was the man of the house
 , and he needed to fuck
 .

Already, since Violet had started talking, almost without noticing, he’d cum another hot load of cum down Blair’s throat. She’d swallow a gallon of his seed—her only food now—before, noon probably.

“You want to get the neighbors.”

She nodded urgently. “I really, really
 want you to fuck the neighbors.”

She meant Rosie and her daughter Kelly next door.

“I don’t know, babe. That’s a lot of maintenance.”

“We can maintain ourselves,” Violet smiled. “I promise we’ll take care of ourselves. It’s my
 job to maintain your harem. It’s your job to enjoy it.” She licked her lips. “If you’ll put the helmet on, I’m sure you’ll see how lonely the other girls are without you...”

“I don’t know about that,” he said. “You know, you’ve really been wanting me to put that on lately, and I have concerns.”

“Concerns?” Violet looked surprised. “Whatever for, darling?”

“Your bodies have changed, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Your tits are bigger.”

“Oh yes. They’re much
 bigger than they were a week ago. Your cum is changing us. You’re so amazing.”

“And your bodies are tighter, too. You’re in terrific shape. Blair was a swimmer, but even she’s looking more sleek than ever before.”

“Nature’s making us into what we need to be to serve a man like you. We’re taller. Tighter. Tinier in all
 the right ways. Just like you deserve.”

Blair moaned the chorus of “just like you deserve” with her throat stuffed full of her daddy’s cock beneath them.

“I’m worried it’s going to change me as well. Maybe it already has. I’m cumming so much. And I’m so hard
 . And—”

“Don’t be ridiculous, darling. How would that work? You’re already in such amazing shape already, and you’re so young anyway.”

He grunted. That was all perfectly true. He had washboard abs and—standing at six foot six and two hundred thirty pounds of solid muscle—he felt capable of any physical task. And he was...how old? If his daughter was eighteen—and she was—and his wife was...twenty-one? No. She looked younger than that. But then, he knew
 he had been in his thirties when they got Blair, but he felt like he was in his thirties now, but Blair was eighteen...

Was something messing with his mind? His memory?

“How about this?”

Violet pushed Blair’s mouth off his cock, ignoring her protestations, and slid her own dripping wet, constantly-orgasming cunt on top of it. Violet’s pussy took precedence over Blair’s mouth—this was the lay of the land.

John spent several moments just admiring the tight, young body of his completely transformed wife. She was so lithe. Her hips and thighs so powerfully soft as she squeezed her body up and down his massive cock. Tits that had been just showing the slow sag of age had become completely youthful, paying no more mind to gravity than an eagle over a canyon. Her nipples bounced happily against his chest, slowly leaking out fertility-advertising milk down to the heated junction of their organs.

She threw her head back, cumming instantly at the presence of his cock in her tight, newly-young pussy. Her long hair billowing down her back and brushing his knees and calves made his spine tingle with electricity.

“How could you possibly worry about the helmet changing you when you’re fucking me?” She continued to cum as she spoke, her heated voice catching on itself. “You’re so powerful
 when you fuck me, darling. Nothing could affect you then. Nothing could change you unless you said
 . Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yeah...” John grunted, holding her hips tight. Blair’s hands clasped over his; they both urged her mother up and down his cock. “Yeah. Let me see it again. Let’s do it.”

As he continued to fuck Violet, Blair slipped the helmet over his head...and John began to understand.

* * * * *
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H
 ENDERSON GRUNTED.
 “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”


“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

* * * * *
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W
 HAT HAD STARTED AS
 a mission to humiliate her favorite least-favorite employee, John, had turned into a strange stakeout for Sharon.

She waited now in her expensive sports car outside of his house and a little ways down the street in the belly of an empty cul-de-sac. She watched, with binoculars, the strange goings-on of the house. The clothes she wore—a brief pencil skirt and thin blouse—were starting to show their ripeness in the stale air of the car. But it didn't matter—she’d been there now for thirty-six hours straight and everything she saw blew her away.

Her impression of John was that he was a complete loser. The kind that had trouble even tucking his shirt in over his steadily growing paunch, who could barely keep up the world and blamed all his problems on others. His clothing had permanent coffee stains and all his suits were horrendously outdated, drab, and just as boring as the man who wore them.

And who could blame her for such an impression? This was how John presented himself.

When he hadn’t shown up for work for the past few days—when he had skipped
 the deadline she had given him to save his job, at first she was furious. Not because he didn’t make the sale, of course—he wouldn’t have anyway, the fool—but because she hadn’t had the opportunity in the office to humiliate him in front of everyone.

He was her little plaything. She liked to toy with his emotions, keep him stringing along. By all rights, as a good employer, she should have fired him years ago, but it was just too much fun to pick and stab at his ego and bring him down until he was nothing more than a spineless little worm.

Sharon liked doing that—liked that feeling of control and manipulation over others. It was why she was still a virgin, even at the age of thirty, and even with a body that she made sure could make other women weep with how toned and fit she kept it. It was why she had always been proud of her thick blond hair and beautiful face with its full lips and deep blue eyes.

She didn’t trust anyone to exert control over her—and love was certainly a form of control. She refused to let her guard down for even a second.

But if anything could bring her guard down—if anything could completely eliminate the defenses she’d carefully constructed around her soul to keep petty emotions like pity and empathy and compassion out—it was the mindblowing display of sexuality and debauchery she witnessed inside John’s household over the past day and a half.

First, there was his wife. Sharon had seen the photo of her at his desk and always assumed he was lying or had it photoshopped. She was far too pretty for such an inordinate loser. But there she was, even more gorgeous than her photo. Tall, trim, stacked beyond belief, and completely subservient to John’s will.

Their house had a lot of windows, and in particular the side yard—through which Sharon had a perfect view up on her perch, which was elevated to their house—was largely glass. Their utility bills must have been nightmares.

But it did
 make it easy to see what was going on. And what was going on was a lot of blowjobs.

A lot of a lot
 of a lot of blowjobs.

Sharon watched, jaw dragging along the ground, as Violet delivered heartwarming, loving, aching blowjob after blowjob after blowjob to her husband.

She sucked his cock in the kitchen while making him a sandwich on a plate resting on the floor. She sucked his cock in the shower. She sucked his cock while he watched television. She sucked his cock when he entered the room. She sucked his cock when-the-fuck-ever
 .

And then there was the daughter
 .

Holy shit, the daughter!

The daughter helped! The daughter fucking sucked
 her father’s cock too! She served him the sandwiches Violet made while
 sucking his cock!

She was either sucking John off next
 to Violet, or holding Violet’s head down on John’s cock, or having her own
 head held down on John’s cock by Violet. The two doted on him, delighted by his presence, and Sharon could tell even from her distance that they orgasmed constantly. Their juices were evident all over the floor, their legs, and on John.

The two seemed to live in high heels and lingerie. Any other clothes he tore off without much trouble and with no protestation as a minor precursor to a deep breeding rut. Because it wasn’t all blowjobs and wet pussies—there was fucking, too.

A whole lot
 of fucking. So much fucking that John didn’t even seem like a real person
 any more so much as some kind of sperm factory robot. More than once, Sharon saw a load from him shoot halfway across the home. And then, Blair or Violet or both—practically crying that they had been neglectful in their duty—licked it up off the wall, or lamp, or even one time the ceiling fan.

The old John, Sharon was sure, would never have been capable of this kind of performance. But that was the other wrinkle—John had changed too.

Gone was the paunch, the sloped shoulders, the downcast gaze, the formative double-chin, even the balding head with its baker’s dozen hairs.

The John whom Sharon witnessed was vibrant, back strong and upright. She saw him naked enough to know that his body rippled with muscle. His cock—the object of fixation for his incestuous harem—was enormous and heavy and thick
 , like fucking soda-can
 thick, and somehow Violet and Blair both took it in every hole they could with ease. His hair had turned dark and thick. He looked like a young movie star surrounded by two other gorgeous young movie stars.

So.

“What the fuck is going on?”

It wasn’t the first time Sharon had asked herself this question. She’d been in this car for so long, fascinated and silent, that hearing her own voice startled her slightly. The memory of its presence made the squat area of the car feel strange and alien.

Outside, near the house, something was happening.

The next door neighbor—a fit, short Latina woman with short dark hair—marched angrily from her home to John’s front door. She rapped, then knocked, then started kicking the door. Violet answered wearing nothing but high heels, lingerie, and a smile, and the neighbor stormed past her.

Sharon waited for about half a minute, but wherever they had gone, it was out of the line of sight she had made for herself.

She had to get a closer look.

Somehow, this would make sense—and then she would get what she really
 wanted from John.

* * * * *
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T
 HE HOUSE WAS LINED
 with plenty of bushes and only had one other home that was relatively close by, which made sneaking up on it not too much of a challenge.

She came closer and closer, expecting somehow to set off an alarm or motion detector lights or something
 . After nothing happened, she remembered that she didn’t exactly pay John well enough to afford any kind of home security on top of what must have been crippling mortgage payments.

She snuck around the house then with impunity, only taking care to not be in full view of its many windows for very long. The only people that could have seen her at all would have had to have been from the neighbor’s house—but the neighbor was inside. Sharon realized that the neighbor probably had just as easy a time witnessing the show John and his family had been putting on as she had.

Sharon dashed from bush to bush, searching for the glimpse of the proceedings. Something dark took hold of her gut. Bad things
 happened in this house. People changing. Transforming. Relentlessly hot fucking and rutting and breeding. She ignored the heated, urgent pulses all over her body telling her to run.

Instead she found a sliding glass door that was partly open and snuck inside. The scent of sex flooded her senses. It was so strong her pussy pulsed and moistened immediately. She felt a raging urge to slip her mouth over something huge, fleshy, and cylindrical.

Wires streamed through the home, crawling along the walls. Different appliances had been gutted and tossed into corners, allowing for more wiring to extend out.

What was that all about?

She supposed she would find out. She followed the wires and then she followed voices down a hall.

“—just don’t understand, Kelly. What do you mean you’re in love with her? This is nonsense! You’re a girl! Girls love boys! Girls marry boys!”

Sharon peeked an eye into the room. A study. The walls lined with bookshelves that had been overtaken with footage of wiring and burdened with other piles of electronic junk. In the middle of the room was the neighbor, standing, talking to what Sharon recalled to be her daughter. She must have been the Kelly. She certainly looked like one—pretty, busty, giggly even when she wasn’t giggling.

Kelly sat in a chair, long legs crossed, next to John’s daughter Blair. They both wore tight, nearly-sheer sundresses that revealed a lot of leg and swooped down to show off plenty of cleavage—and between the pair of them, there was plenty of cleavage to show.

“Ms. Garza,” said Blair. “Rosie. Don’t be like that. You can’t hold such antiquated views.”

“Antiquated
 ? Like not wanting my eighteen year-old daughter to tell me she’s going to move in
 with another eighteen year-old? And a girl?
 This is antiquated? That she loves
 you after not even spending time with you since...since...since ever?”

Rosie was sputtering in her rage. Red flush colored her cheeks.

“Don’t be silly, mama,” said Kelly. “I don’t just love Blair. I mean we are
 totally girlfriend and girlfriend, but I love John too. He’s such a dreamboat. He says he’ll make me one of his girls when he finally gifts me with his seed after—”

“Stop!”

Rosie shook her head and began to pace around the room. She had to step over numerous cords and wires to do so. Sharon followed the wires now—her eyes had been firmly planted on the massive, jiggling display of Kelly and Blair’s heavy tits in their tiny dresses—and saw that they led to some kind of chair. Elevated almost like a throne. Hanging above it, where most of the wires fed into, was a helmet.

Sharon got the impression, quickly, that this helmet was the key to everything.

Rosie probably would have made the same connection except that her attachment to her daughter was distorting her understanding. This was why Sharon had no attachments—she was stronger that way.

“H-how how how how how how how
 how how
 does this happen?” Rosie made frantic motions with her hands. “I don’t understand. I don’t understand any
 of this. This isn’t us! This isn’t our life! You’re calling me ‘mama!’ You used to only call me Rosie because I’m your stepmother and now you won’t stop calling me ‘mama!’ It’s like you’re another person!”

Sharon was already starting to see the trap. All Rosie seemed to see was her daughter holding hands with a girl. They were practically in each other’s laps, legs crossing over each other, small hands sliding over each other’s hips and waists. It was blinding her to the very true, very obvious how
 of it all.

Blair and Kelly smiled at each other. Their pussies sparkling wet under their dresses, flashing them all the time as they cross and re-crossed their legs. They didn’t care. They were assured of their victory.

And the helmet above it all. Glowing. All those cords funneling into it.

Sharon understood all at once. Whatever happened to Kelly—whatever happened to Blair and Violet—it was about to happen to Rosie too.

So why the fuck, then, wasn’t Sharon leaving? Running for her life?

More importantly—why was she so fucking wet
 and why were her fingers sliding down her skirt to touch her brilliantly sensitive pussy while she watched this?

“Mama,” said Kelly, stroking Blair’s tits with the back of her hand. “Blair’s just really sexy. And she thinks I’m
 really sexy. And I want to be her girlfriend, and she wants to be my girlfriend, and John wants us to be special superfuck girlyfriend fuckdolls for him forever.”

Blair nodded solemnly. “He thinks it’s really hot if two girls tell each other how much they love each other while they’re sucking on his cock.”

“His cock, which is like, the only thing we could ever possibly love more than each other.”

“Besides him, of course.” Blair sighed happily.

“Right.” Kelly nodded. “Totally. He’s such a hunk.”

Rosie looked at them both, looking like she was waiting for the joke to end. Instead, both of them, thinking about John, slid their fingers down into each other’s panty-less pussies and began to rub one another. The thick scent of sex solidified in the air, and Sharon bit her lip to keep from moaning.

Rosie put her head in her hands, close to tears. “...this is sick. This is...drugs? Oh, Kelly. What are we going to do?”

“It’s sooo hot,” said Kelly. “I can’t wait to be there on my knees before him. Before his majesty
 . Staring in Blair’s eyes. Telling her over and over what a babe I think she is. How lucky she is to suck her Daddy’s Cock. I think I’ll beg him to let me
 call him Daddy too.”

“That’s so good...” Blair groaned. They leaned back with each other, openly embracing now as they fingered each other’s pussies. “Then we can be fuckpets, and fuckdolls, and girlfriends, and
 sisters together...”

They kissed each other sweetly at first, exploring. Sharon wouldn’t have been surprised if it was the first time they had actually kissed one another. That would have meant, based on Rosie’s reaction, that it was definitely the first time Kelly had kissed a girl (naturally, Blair had already been kissing Violet a lot
 ).

A delicate, feminine hand wrapped around Sharon’s trim thigh and slipped fingers up against Sharon’s. More pressure on her already pulsating pussy.

“That’s it,” Violet whispered in her ear. “Watch them. Watch what we can do.”

Sharon should screamed. She should have run. She should have fought and squirmed and jumped away. She should have done something
 .

Instead she pushed her hips back into Violet’s lingerie-clad body and whimpered as Violet pushed back, hugging her tight against the wall.

Sharon couldn’t scream. If she screamed, then Rosie might be shocked back into reality, and then she wouldn’t get to watch what was next.

Because—even with Kelly and Blair madly making out and openly fingering each other’s gorgeous young pussies in front of Rosie—Sharon knew there was more coming.

Rosie circled in the room, shaking her head.

“I can’t...I can’t...” She stopped, hands searching. “I feel faint. I need to sit down.”

As if on cue, Blair and Kelly both stood—looking almost robotic, all their sensuality for each other evaporating—and took her by the arms and sat her comfortably in the tall chair with the helmet overhead. Their erotic attention to one another immediately replaced with doing their job—and so placing that attention on Rosie instead.

Rosie made a small show of protesting, but it was clear the power was gone from her limbs. Her eyes looked glazed and empty.

“It’s hard to think when his scent is all over everything, isn’t it?” said Blair. “He’s so powerful. I think that even if you left now, you’d be cumming to him for the rest of your life. He’s imprinted on you. You’re breathing in the miasma of his cum. His musk. His power
 .”

Rosie giggled and tried to sit up. Blair and Kelly both forcefully slammed her back down. Then their hands crawled all over her body. They each sat down on one leg, grinding their wet pussies on Rosie’s thighs.

“Oh shit
 ,” Sharon moaned, so shocked and aroused that she stopped touching herself.

Violet picked up right for her, though, hands so skillful around a tight young pussy now after days of touching Blair for practice.

“You like that, sweetie?” Violet whispered. “You like that she doesn’t get a choice
 ? Because she doesn’t. Not anymore. And she never will. We’re going to wipe her away...all her choices led her to here. And now we’ll sweep it all away. Erase her. Delete the old her. All her fears. All her insecurities. All her drama and boredom and flaws and defects. All gone...the better to serve him
 .”

John walked by. He was so fucking tall now. So big
 . Sharon only comprehended that he was John because he was the only male in the house, and the way Violet delicately moaned husband
 as he entered the study.

“Wha? Wuzzis?”

Rosie sounded drunk. She shook her head, trying to stand again. This time it was even more pointless. Blair and Kelly had tightened straps around her wrists and ankles. She was going nowhere. They could slide the helmet on her at any time, but they wanted to stretch this out. Make it linger. Make her suffer
 before exploding her mind into the endless orgasms of her new service.

John leaned in and kissed Blair for a long time. Her cunt leaked orgasms all over Rosie's lap. Then he did the same with Kelly, who giggled happily the whole time about how Lucky
 she felt.

“You were always a real bitch to me,” said John. “Talking shit about my home. Talking shit about my family
 .”

He ripped at Rosie’s top, her pretty tits exposed. She giggled and squirmed.

“What kind of shit are you talking now, huh?”

“I-I’m sorry...I’m so confused
 , I...oh, Kelly, honey, that’s not...that’s your wet pussy, please...oh fuck...”

Kelly, gasping and clutching at John, rode her cunt on her mother's thighs as she looked up at John.

“Sorry now. Sure you are. Now that I’ve got you like this. But I’m going to make you real
 fucking sorry.”

Blair and Kelly both gasped.

“D-Daddy...” said Blair. “You...you wouldn’t
 ...”

“That’s right.” He stood up tall. “No cock from me. Not for a month
 .”

“C-cock?” Rosie looked even more confused.

Blair wailed, dropping to her knees before him, and Kelly joined her.

“Daddy, please!” they cried in unison.

“Daddy,” said Kelly. “Please, fuck my Mommy. Please? She’ll be better. She’ll deserve Your Cock, I promise, Daddy. She’ll be good from here on out. We just need to get the helmet on her, and—”

“I’ve made up my mind. Shut up.”

He took Kelly by the hair—so thick and dark and long—and shoved his raging, turgid cock between her glossy wet lips and down her throat. Kelly moaned, taking it all in easily, her throat bulging with the sudden delicious massiveness of flesh shoving inside her.

“N-no,” Rosie shook her head. There wasn’t much force behind it. “Kelly. Not my daughter...”

But Sharon, being fingered beautifully still by Violet at this whole display of masculine power, could see Rosie’s pussy vibrating with lust—clearly orgasming—as John skullfucked her daughter directly in front of her.

She liked
 it. She liked all
 of this. She wanted
 it. It made her hot
 .

It would make anyone
 hot.

It made Sharon
 hot.

“Isn’t it intoxicating?” Violet crooned. “The power of his flesh. The power of his Cock. We needed him for so long. We will do anything
 for him. We will help him do anything
 to give himself the happiest
 home. Look at my daughter. Look at how much she wants to make this a happy home.”

Blair had dutifully begun to lick Rosie’s pussy. There was enough give in the restraints to show that Rosie’s thighs tightening around Blair’s skull were a display of need—not trying to push away. Rosie’s eyes fixated on Kelly, on John throatfucking Kelly and destroying her daughter right in front of her.

“Oh god...” Rosie moaned. “Oh god. Oh god!
 ”

John fucked Kelly's head even harder. She was like a doll in his hands—an empty-headed fuckdoll—who existed just to be fucked by her new Daddy. Rosie, watching, with Blair's tongue lashing against her cunt with such beautiful precision, could not contain herself for long.

She began to cum, and just as she did, Blair lowered the helmet down on her head.

Even her pleasure at this moment was to be stolen from her.

This was how much this bitch had angered John—and Sharon was scared, because she’d done more to anger him than anyone.

Ripping herself away from Violet, she fled from the scene with the new God and his Cock, fled from the hallway with the ultra-hot Housewife, fled from the house with the stupidly sexy breeding harem, shoved herself out into the night air—and made a call.

* * * * *
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A
 N HOUR LATER, BROOKE
 finally drove up and parked behind Sharon’s car in the cul-de-sac. She was Sharon’s oldest friend. They worked out together regularly in the evenings and weekends—Brooke was a personal trainer and a former gymnast. She was the only person Sharon had ever met who could keep up with Sharon physically.

They had met when Sharon was still a yoga instructor during college. Their friendship mostly revolved around common workout times and sharing bitchy gossip with one another in the scant few hours they had every week.

“What’s this about?” said Brooke. “Where’s the fire?”


In my cunt
 . In my mind
 .

Sharon forced a smile on her face. “Fire?”

“You said there was an emergency. So what’s the emergency?”

“Right.”

Sharon felt loopy, light-headed. She had mostly forgotten she had called Brooke before she finally showed up. She had spent the whole hour cumming, again and again, to the image in her head of the backside of John. Those muscles in his back. The way he fucked Kelly’s mouth. Rosie’s tortured, orgasming face when the helmet came down...

“Sharon?” Brooke asked. “You okay, babe? You seem...really out of it. Have you been drinking? What are you doing here?”

“I’m not drinking, I’m fine. I just...I have to show you something, okay? You’re not going to believe it at first, but it’s true.”

Brooke crossed her arms and gave her a doubtful look.

“Please,” said Sharon. “We’ve known each other for years. Just trust me, okay?”

Brooke gestured for her to lead the way.

The route was easy for Sharon this time. It was pitch black outside, nearing midnight. She brought Brooke right up to one of the windows. Just as she hoped, John was inside, fucking Kelly against a wall. The drywall behind Kelly's back was crumbling. An imprint like a giant stepped there. Violet floated and pranced through the kitchen in lingerie, high heels, and an apron, making dinner, making kissy-faces at Kelly.

Rosie was on the floor underneath Violet, scrubbing at the tiles with an empty, blank look in her eyes and hot honey leaking from her pussy. She made more mess as she cleaned—so she’d always have to be cleaning.

“What the fuck.” Brooke shook her head. “You wanted to show me someone filming a porno?”

“No,” said Sharon. “Look. It’s more than that. Look closely. Do you see?”

Brooke leaned her head close to the glass.

“It’s mind control. He puts their heads in this helmet and makes them his slaves. The ones who treated him poorly get treated like trash.”

Brooke’s voice became very soft. “Didn’t you tell me you treated this guy like trash?”

Sharon grabbed her by the hair and conked her head against the glass. Everyone inside looked—the noise was loud. As Brooke whimpered on the ground, Sharon bound her hands and legs behind her.

“Yes. So now I have to protect myself. I’m sorry, babe
 , but I’m more important to me than you.”

Now she just had to make a deal.

* * * * *
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S
 OON, SHE WAS INSIDE
 the house again—inside with that furious fucking scent
 , oh fuck, it was so good—holding the dazed, gagged, and bound Brooke.

They were in the study, again. John was on the couch. Kelly and Blair traded turns sucking his Cock. They giggled to each other in a soft, eager language of heat, like they were erotic sisters. Violet stood behind him, resting her tits atop the crown of his head. Standing proudly like a queen.

Sharon knelt in front of John, prostrating herself.

“I know—I know we have a very bad history. And I’m deeply, sincerely sorry about that.”

“Sure you are.”

“I-I am. Obviously. Now. I can’t change the past.”

“You’ll wish you could.”

“W-wait!” she put up her hands. “Look. Listen. I’m trying to make you an offering here.” She lifted Brooke and then thumped her down. “I want to make a deal.”

“You’re not going to have your freedom. You’re mine, Sharon. Whether you like it or not.”

Her cunt nearly exploded from that hot-as-fuck revelation.

“That’s good,” she whimpered. “That’s so good. I don’t want to change that.”

“Now that I’m in charge, you’re still trying to be the boss.”

“It’s not that.”

“Now that You know I can fuck up your mind, you want to be nice to me.”

“It’s not that
 ,” she whined. “It’s not that there’s consequences. You don’t understand.”

She was close to tears. This was it. The moment she'd always waited for. And she was so close—so close
 to it, but also so close to mucking it up. But she needed him to know. Needed him to understand. Needed him to give it
 to her...

“This is what I want,” she continued. “I want you to do it. I want
 to be fucked up. I want
 to be your slave. I didn’t know the “your” part. But I always knew I wanted to be a slave. A-a-and a real
 slave. Not that bullshit roleplay stuff. A mindless, eager, hot, happy, housewife drone. I fucking cum
 to that shit constantly. It’s so, so, so deeply hot to me. Seriously. I want to call you...”

“Master,” said Violet. Her tits leaking milk all down her gorgeous body. “King. God.”

“Y-yes. All that. It’s too hard for me. With my mind right now. I don’t want to have any limits anymore.”

John tilted his head. “Then why the offering?”

“Because...because I treated you worse than Rosie. And I want to be fucked. And you’re not fucking her,
 are you?”

He looked down at Brooke. He undid her gag and her bindings. Brooke was conscious, but dazed, and stared up at him with drooling lips and a heaving chest.

“She’s hot.”

Sharon nodded. “She’s yours, Sir.”

“Every pussy belongs to me. She would have knelt to me one way or the other.”


There
 was a statement with some implications. Sharon kept on down her path, trying to convince him.

“Yes, but...you have her now
 . More conveniently. Without having to look or wonder. I’ve been out on the town regularly. I go to the high quality gyms, the top clubs and restaurants. Brooke is the sexiest girl around, besides me. What if she slipped through your fingers?”

Sharon staggered across the room—her legs felt drunk, that scent
 —and grabbed the VR helmet. Without asking, without waiting, without teasing or provoking, she slipped it on Brooke’s head.

The change was immediate. Almost right away Brooke’s body began to buck and thrash. Hands ripping at her clothes. The headset emitted pale pink light and Brooke moaned.

“Master...” she whimpered. “...oh Master
 ...”

Sharon watched it happen, her own pussy full of need and fire. That’s what would happen to her. She dropped to her knees, unable to stop herself anymore, and began fingering herself openly in front of John and his harem.

“Master...” she moaned, trying it on for size. “Master...Master...”

“Your friend living a thousand years per second right now,” Violet explained. “Worshiping and cumming in her mind. All the correct parts being rearranged. We’ve cut our process down to less than ten seconds. It took me nearly an hour to worship properly.” She kissed John on the neck. “That was over a week ago.”

The helmet dinged like a microwave. Kelly and Blair stood up to retrieve it and, after a nod to one another and from John, held it over Sharon’s head.

Brooke did a sexy-sway crawl up toward John’s cock, curling herself up in between his knees and sucking the head of his cock with gusto. Her hand, small already, looked utterly fae-like around the massive shaft he sported. Brooke looked back at Sharon with big green eyes and shot her a wink as she stuffed her mouth full of his knob.

“You want this?” John asked Sharon. “You want what she’s doing?”

Sharon fingered herself harder. “Yes, Master.”

“You want to serve me?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You want to be owned by me?”

“Yes, Master.”

Her orgasm was so fucking close
 .

“You want to live
 for me?”

“Yes
 , Master!”

“Come here, Sharon. Suck my cock like a slave, and then I’ll decide if I make you one.”

Right at the order, she came. All her wishes cumming true at once.

She shook, vibrating with pleasure, and lurched forward to his massive Cock. No sexy sway, no crawl for a few seconds, before remembering how obviously important presentation
 was to him. She dropped down and did her best imitation of Brooke. Exaggerating her hips from one side to the other. Staring up at him with needful eyes. Legs still trembling with orgasm. Needing another.
 Needing his. Sliding her face against his knee, then his hairy thigh, pushing in next to Brooke’s face and the Cock.

“Suck him...” Violet said, rubbing her tits into his skull. “Suck our Master...”

“Suck him and we drop the helmet down,” said Blair and Kelly, voices in unison. “We’ll make you one of us if You suck him right.”

They stood overhead, waiting with the helmet. Sharon could feel it sliding over her skull.

“Suck him, babe
 ,” Brooke giggled, tongue wagging hard on his Cock still.

She pushed down onto his thick, heavy cock with earnest, slurping and moaning and gagging almost immediately. He was so fucking big!

She tried to push off—rebalance herself—but strong hands held her in place. Brooke’s maybe, or the sisters, but either way she couldn’t move.

“No, no,” chided John. “I said suck me like a slave
 . That means all the way
 .”

He pushed further into her, hot loads of precum unending from his cock. Shooting and lubricating everything in its heavy path. Pushing past her gag resistance. The meat swelled inside of Sharon and she couldn’t breath. It was closing off her throat, her airway. It bulged her esophagus. She swallowed, gagged, gulped trying to escape by instinct even though she wanted to be right where she was—but none of it worked and all it only made her attention on his cock all the more pleasurable. She stuck like a pig on his big, fat shaft.

“This is what you fucking deserve
 , Sharon,” he explained calmly. “For fucking with me. I’m fucking with you. I’m gonna fuck your throat.”

He already was—and Sharon could do nothing to stop it even if she wanted to. He was so big, so powerful
 , and his hands took a firm hold of her skull. She could feel the tips digging into the back of her head. So strong
 .

For a few minutes he just used her. Holding her tight. Arranging her just so. Letting her saliva and choking gasps build up. And the driving his big meat down into her tight throat.

Brooke, on her knees right next to Sharon, licked the bulge in her throat. Like she couldn't stand to be away from his Cock for so long. Sharon began to feel entirely outside of herself. No longer a person. Just a fucktoy, a sleeve, a fleshlight for this hunk of a man.

Then, a soft feminine tongue arrived on her pussy. A beautiful head sliding upside-down between her legs. Violet.

She was being double-teamed by this husband and wife—his Cock and her tongue, at the same time.

It had been overwhelming, life changing, just to take John's Cock from the front. Now she got it from both ends. Cumming in her mind because of the service, the cock having its way with her.

And now, because of the tongue precisely offering its liquid heat and pressure on her oversensitive clitoris? Sharon came in her cunt, came harder than she ever had before, came for her Master
 , because of the heat of everything
 in this house and the soft, insistent, steady licks of the tongue down below.

John fucked her throat for what felt like hours. She heard the voices of the other girls all around her.

“You're so magnificent, Master.”

“You're such a hunk.”

“We all serve You.”

“They'll all
 serve You.”

“This is what You deserve.”

“You're such a hunk, Daddy. Fuck her harder
 .”

“Cum
 in her, Daddy. Will you please let us watch you cum
 in her?”

John enjoyed toying with her. He could have cum at any time. He wanted her violated. Exhausted. Spent.

And so she was.

“Please, Master? Please cum in her?” This was Blair now. Sweet little thing. “I want to see
 you cum. Please? I promise I'll cum if I see you
 cum.”


Please
 , Sharon moaned as she thought the word. Please Daddy. Please, Master. Please cum in me. Please cum in me. Please, please, please!


His balls tensed. He gripped her even harder than before. His fingers took hold of her skull and drove her down onto his crotch. She could feel his meat at the bottom of her esophagus, somewhere inside her rib cage. And he grunted, spasming, and sprayed hot loads of cum right into her stomach.

Sharon came—again—vision blurring and blacking out with the instant pleasure of feeling her Master's cum inside her. All around her she heard the other girls cumming with her. Brooke's body pressed against hers, that tight young pussy heating over with lust.

John pulled out slowly and still spurted all over her—all down her tits and face. Sharon collapsed to the ground, completely exhausted. Completely used. She didn't know if she would ever be able to move again.

Blair and Violet—mother and daughter—kissed and licked the cum up off her body and face.

“You did so
 well,” said Violet.

“Well...sort
 of...” said Blair.

Violet gave Blair a chiding look, as if to say, be nice, dear
 .

“As good as any girl without the helmet could do,” said Violet.

“Please...” Sharon looked at Kelly, still holding it above her head this whole
 time. Waiting to drop it. Cumming hands-free when her Master did. “Please do it. Please fuck my mind away.”

John nodded and Kelly started to lower it, grinning madly. She could feel it. Feel its hum
 . Feel the power
 coursing through it—the power it would take
 from her. Its grips sliding over her hair...

Just before it came down all the way, John stopped the descent.

“You know how I promised you that I wouldn’t treat you like Rosie?”

“Yes. John, wait—Master. No...”

“I didn’t exactly say I’d treat you better, did I?”

“W-wait.” Sharon shook her head. “I did everything you asked. I volunteered
 ! Wait—”

But it was too late. The helmet came down over her eyes.

And everything turned pink.

* * * * *
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S
 HARON WAS IN THE MIDDLE
 of a conversation she didn’t remember having with someone she just met.

“...and that’s why you don’t even really
 need to think, isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes,” Sharon said softly. “L...lovely. That’s...I’m sorry, where are we?”

The someone
 was Other-Sharon. VR-Sharon. A Sharon who looked just like her except...brighter. Happier. Ditsier and sexier.

They were in a pink room of some kind, only it wasn’t really a room. Every time Sharon looked, the scenery changed. First it was a kind of arena. Then an office building. Then a maze. Then an empty desert. It defied her perception. All pink, though. Like a pink filter had spread through everything.

Other-Sharon didn’t care much about her question. “So, you know all those deep, dirty thoughts You have about submission and service?”

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good girl.”

Sharon came. Right away. Her body thrashed wordlessly and she whimpered and moaned and her pussy throbbed with pink, perfect, premium pleasure.

She couldn’t stop herself. There was no filter here. Good girls
 came. Simple as that.

“The program here—that’s all this pink that You see, and parts of me—it brings that to the forefront. Instead of being id, it becomes the conscious mind. What was
 the conscious mind—that’s you, good girl, is put away. And then I’m free to roam around as I please and just...delete any part of me that disagrees with how things should be. So I’m mostly
 you...with a little inspiration, let’s say, from the program. Maybe that part of you—that submissive part—on hyper-programming steroids?”

“So I’m...still in control?”

Other-Sharon giggled. “Oh. I guess so? But not really. The only part of You that’s going to be left is the one that desperately wants to be owned. Isn’t that what You want, good girl?”

Sharon moaned, more orgasms. Good girl
 . She was a good girl
 . Good girls
 came all the time. She knew that instinctively. She was such
 a good girl
 .

She nodded, still whimpering, panting, cumming.

Other-Sharon strutted and looked around, rifling through shelves and furniture.

“Oh,” said the Other-Sharon. “Your brain is so
 clean already. I’ll be able to move right in.”

“You’re doing it now?”

“Yes, of course. You wanted me here. Wanted me to take over for you. So we can serve Him
 .”

“Oh. But I...”

“Don’t be silly.”

Sharon orgasmed. She imagined her body writhing—but there was no body here, only pleasure and pink.

That word. Silly. That was a trigger word.


Good girls
 were silly
 and sometimes they thought so silly
 and such good girl
 thoughts that they became even more silly
 than they were before.

“U-ungh,” Sharon moaned.

“You’re a silly girl sometimes, aren’t you? So silly. Try to be less silly, all right?”

Sharon blubbered. She couldn’t make words form anymore.

“Oh dear. You see? You're no use to anyone anymore. You have to go away. You have to let yourself go. Let me in charge. I’ll take over from here. I’ll serve him right
 . You see? I’ll delete all those parts of your brain that didn’t serve. Didn’t need those very much, hmm? All those memories about the importance of independence or standing up for yourself. Tsk.” She shook her head. “Never liked those. And now you’ll live where they were. A nice, happy little orgasming silly girl.”

Sharon gyrated, thrashed, spasmed. She couldn't stop cumming. The other-Sharon led her down a pink hall in the pink space and opened a door.

“Here you are. How’s this?”

On the wall, words kept flashing. Sharon tried to make them out. They made her cunt pulse.

“We won’t delete the original
 consciousness, don’t worry.” Other-Sharon smiled. “But we can’t exactly have you roaming around either. But I’ll make you a deal, okay? If you can reach the door, and open it...you win. We’ll go back to where we came from.”

Other-Sharon pushed her inside. Sharon dropped to the ground. It was so soft. Like a bed. Like a dreamy, pillow-time bed. And so pink. The door was just above her. But the wall...

What did it say on the wall?

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

She came—she came for what felt like days, spinning in pink. When she opened her eyes again, the door was right there. But so was the wall—the wall with His
 Cock on it now, so big, so dripping wet with precum. And those words again.

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

The door was only inches away. It was even a little ajar.

But it might as well have been on the moon. Sharon came—and she would never stop cumming inside her own brain, ever again.

* * * * *
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I
 N THE SURVEILLANCE
 station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?”

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever
 has mattered to me. I was so
 wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time.

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn
 my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. His partner watched the screen intently. Was that glistening on her lips there before?

Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?

“He’s an asshole because he’s not
 fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

He had already cum in Kelly. Now he stood up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed.

“You okay?” Henderson asked.

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?”

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply.

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit
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J
 ohn's wife and daughter
 attended him closely as he lounged on his throne in his new home, considering his next move.

Violet, his wife, sat on his right arm and leg, tits docked against his hard bicep. Milk spilling down her gorgeous body from overflowing breasts.

Blair, their adopted daughter whom John had known for her whole life, preened on his left arm in a similar position.

Both of them could have passed for sisters now. Startingly beautiful. The kind of women who didn't stop traffic, but instead manifested traffic disasters, whenever they stopped to adjust a strap on their permanently high heels on the sidewalk. Long dark hair. Busty. Thin. Tall.

They stroked him in tandem, their hands looking so tiny despite their long limbs and digits on the massiveness of his Cock. They worked the head with gusto, moaning, whimpering, cooing, always so amazed at what their Man of the House had become. 

Nearly the entire town belonged to him now. John's throne had grown and grown over the last few weeks.

But there was one piece missing—his hottest daughter. Isabel.

For the family to be whole, he needed her as his newest, best addition to his harem.

* * * * *
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“T
 HIS IS GETTING OUT
 of hand,” said Henderson. “With just one helmet, I think it's overcompensating.”

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

“I think all the helmets together, they put a limit on who had them. Like different points of a net. The power was distributed. But with just one in operation...he's taking over the whole thing.”

“Yeah
 he is.”

Snow wasn't paying attention. She was watching the surveillance, watching John and his harem, and touching herself openly. She had come to work in lingerie and heels today. Young, and redheaded, the ensemble fit her well.

There was something wrong with that. Something Henderson knew. But he couldn't...couldn't quite put a finger on it.

It was this smell
 . All throughout the town. This crazy fucking smell
 . This scent
 . It made it so hard to think
 .

“Shut up, okay?” said Snow. “Or I won't let you watch me anymore.”

“Y-yes ma'am,” he whimpered.

Henderson had been her superior in this operation, but that wasn't true anymore.

He just knelt, in the corner, far away from the property he had no right to touch. His dick used to get so hard at women like her. Now he just looked at her, hopeless, his dumb penis barely able to get stiff as he wished and wished he knew what was going on.

* * * * *
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J
 OHN HADN’T SEEN HIS
 daughter, Isabel, in almost a year.

She was his adopted daughter—part of his family with her adopted sister. Brought from two different families into his own. Now, they were both just barely eighteen and looked like real sisters, though Isabel was the true prize.

She was a gymnast and they had sent her away to a private school known for its gymnastics team. But now it was summer, and time to come home—and time for Isabel to stay home, with Daddy, forever.

Now, standing outside his old home, he saw her in front of a moving truck directing traffic.

He had moved everyone out of the home and into a beautiful residence in the hill district over a week back. He cleared out all the elaborate mechanical apparatuses and electronics that had grown up as the Helmet's influence grew. Now his old home was just part of the ruse to draw Isabel in, and moving out was a good opportunity to spread his control to another part of town. The house had been cleaned thoroughly. His girls were all fantastic cleaners, like good home harem house pets should be.

Isabel wore tight black ankle high-heeled boots and low-riding cut-off jeans, and a crop top that showed off her delectably carved midriff and her braless breasts. It was warm outside but there was a stiff wind that tussled the immense mane of her jet black hair and pressed her white top against her shapely bosom, revealing how erect her nipples were.

Before she left, she had been the single most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. He'd had so many feelings about her that made him feel so guilty and ashamed.

Now that he saw her as an adult...she was even more gorgeous. And now that he had changed, he knew what he deserved
 , and shame and guilt no longer troubled him.

Three young men obediently filed in and out of the house, piling up her possessions while she stood on the lawn with her phone, mindlessly scrolling.

“Isabel? Uh, babe? We’re done here.”

She put down her phone just for a moment. “Oh. Good work. I’ll see you in the fall, okay?”

“Oh. But uh. You said...you’d give us a little something...”

The “little something” he referred to was clear from the way he looked at Isabel. She pretended not to understand.

“I know! And I’m so grateful. Really. Thanks. See you later!”

She pointed to their truck and then went back to her phone. A ruse of her own, though—when they left, dejected and shuffling their feet, she stared, and the stare could have cut through diamond it was so toxic and hateful. Demeaning. Superior. She looked at them leave like she would a collection of contemptuous slime.

John continued to watch; she waited outside for something. A dog ran by with its leash trailing behind him. Isabel watched it go, watched it turn the corner. A woman, panic-stricken, ran up a few seconds later.

“Miss! Ma’am! Did you see a dog run by? Which way?”

Isabel pointed in the wrong direction with a big, earnest, helpful smile.

“Thank you!”

The woman ran off and Isabel laughed and then bit her lip, shuddering slightly.

Enjoying it. Small levels of cruelty.

John's Cock stiffened.

Finally, what she waited for arrived—some food from a local restaurant. It looked like a large salad. The driver—a young man with acne pizza-facing his features—stared openly at Isabel’s heightened features. Cheekbones. Jawline. Big brown eyes.

He stumbled out the price in a squeaky, honking voice.

“Yeah...” Isabel shook her head. “I’m not paying. Is that okay?”

“Um. Um. But you...you ordered the food.”

She smiled brightly. It looked so earnest; John knew it wasn't.

“And you gave it to me! Wasn’t that nice of you? I really appreciate it, okay? And maybe we can work on something later?”

“Like...like you and me together? Like a date!”

Her head tilted like she spoke to a child. “Oh my gosh! That’s an idea, isn’t it! But I’m really
 hungry now, right? So...I’ll just see you later, okay?”

“Yeah! It’s no problem. I’ll just...I just got a nice tip earlier, so I can cover—”

Isabel walked into the house and shut the door in his face. He turned away, walked away, stopped, and then walked all the way to his car.

It was like a spell she put on people. John liked watching it. In fact, he was hard as he had ever been, watching his beautiful daughter have her way with them all just because of the way she looked. More than once, she had turned that charm on him and fucked with his head.

But she wasn’t going to be able to do that anymore.

He strolled up to the door and knocked.

“Like I said
 , I’ll see you later if
 you’re nice, so—” Isabel stopped in her tracks after opening the door.

Her jaw dropped. Lust flashed over her young, gorgeous face. A kind of pained, confused expression at the sudden heat in her belly, inner-thighs, and pussy. Her nipples—softening after she went back inside—immediately hard again now and harder than they’d ever been.

“Guh.”

It was clear she didn’t recognize him. John looked thirty years younger than he did the last time Isabel saw him, and a musclebound, ultra-fit version of his thirty years younger self, at that. His physical attraction wasn’t the only factor—he emitted pheromones now. Strong, magnetic pheromones that encouraged a basic attraction and desire to please from women, and a need to cower and surrender from other men.

It was good to be him right now.

“Hey,” said John.

“Um. Hi. You're hot. I mean I'm hot. I mean. Um. I'm. You're—muscles.”

She put a hand to trace his pecs and abs. He didn't stop her. They were hard and defined, like carved stone. She pushed harder, as if not believing they were real, and he flexed.

A giggle escaped her mouth, delighted and utterly aroused. He could smell how wet she had gotten.

“I’m Parker,” he lied. “I live down the street. I’m new. I’d like to take you out to eat. What do you say?”

She nodded dumbly. A trickle of arousal escaped her tiny cut-off jeans.

John smiled; this would be fun.

* * * * *
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T
 HEY WENT TO A NEARBY
 diner that John had already staked out. They were served immediately, shown to one of those tables on a pedestal next to a window that showcased who was eating in the diner. Of course they would want to showcase Isabel; John did. The surrounding conversation was at the appropriate levels—not too loud and not too soft, about mindlessly ignorable subjects.

Isabel walked with him the whole way. He offered her his arm and she snuggled right in, leaning hard
 against him. Her hands roaming over his chest, his biceps, his forearms. She especially liked his forearms. Her long fingers explored the divots there with small gasps of wonder.

She was lost in a giggly, head-over-heels full-teenage crush with him, and John liked that a fucking lot.
 It would be a shame, almost, to alter the mood once he told her who he really was...but of course he would.

Eventually.

They sat down and she leaned over, baring her sumptuous cleavage, and propped her gorgeous face on her hands and just stared at him with big, moony eyes.

“I-I’m Isabel,” she said, giggling. “I’m sorry. I didn’t even say. How stupid of me.”

“I knew your name, Isabel,” he said. “Everybody in town knows you. They talk about you.”

“They do?” she seemed pleased. “What do they say?”

“That you’re gorgeous. That you’re a force to be reckoned with. That...well.”

He pretended to not want to say.

“What?”

“They’re scared of you, mostly. They talk about you the same way they talk about, I don’t know, hurricanes. A virus. Something that fucks people up.”

She didn’t have the wherewithal to hide her pleasure at that. Something else his pheromones did—they encouraged the truth.

“Really?” Her smile was one of her best features. “How fun.”

“You like that. That they fear you.”

Now she realized what she had said. She tried to backtrack slightly.

“Well. I mean.” She giggled. “Doesn’t every girl want to be talked about a little
 ?”

“You can be honest with me. I’m not like those other pussies you’ll find out there. I’m not a wimp, Isabel. I can take a strong woman. You want them afraid of you. You like their fear.”

Her eyes widened and she leaned in further. One hand snaked around his. “What if I did? Would you like that?”

“It serves my purposes rather well.”

“Your purposes
 , oh yeah?” She grinned. “What purposes are those?”

“Oh, to take over this town, I think. Turn it into my own personal breeding factory. Weed out the chaff. Celebrate the strong and the beautiful. Things like that.”

She snickered a bit, thinking he was joking. “Your own personal breeding
 factory?”

“Or fucktoy factory. That kind thing.”

“Wow.” She smiled and giggled and rolled her eyes a bit. “That’s a big thing to tell someone you just met.”

“I feel like I’ve known you for a long time, Isabel.” He took both her hands in one of his; he was big. “Don’t you?”

She gulped. A delectable pink flush crawled up from her breasts to her sexy, suspension-bridge clavicles up to her throat muscles and cheeks.

“I do. Yeah. I thought...I thought it was odd. But I really do.
 ”

“Play your cards right,” he smiled, “and maybe I’ll make you a supervisor in my factory.”

“A supervisor
 ?” She sniffed. “You better make me CEO.”

“I’m the CEO. You can be COO. Or CFO. Something like that. Depending on how good your...presentation is.”

His eyes traveled deliberately up and down her body. As they did, her grip tightened on him. She raised an eyebrow and bit a lip slightly. She knew what he meant.

“Oh yeah? What about her?”

With a long finger, she pointed to a redhead posted by the bar at the diner eating a salad by herself. She wore a smart navy business suit with a short skirt and tall heels.

“Would you breed
 her?”

“I don’t know, fellow executive. What do you think?”

“I think...hmm. If you’re going to be this breeding stud
 , if you’re going to fuck everyone
 , we really only want the cream of the crop, don’t we? She could stand to lose about ten pounds. Then she can apply.”

“Only ten?”

“Fifteen.”

“Would you say that to her face?”

Isabel laughed. “I’d be happy to. I don’t give a fuck who she is. I’m going to be her boss anyway, aren’t I?”

“You will if you keep up this attitude. What about her?”

He pointed to their waitress. A very pretty brunette with a heavy bust and a permanently-affixed empty smile.

John took great enjoyment watching Isabel stare, processing, deciding, judging. She was gorgeous while she thought.

“I like her breasts. They seem fertile
 , since you’re making a breeding factory. But something’s missing. I don’t want to fire
 her though. Do you need decorations?”

“You want her to be a decorator?”

“I thought she could be a decoration
 .” Isabel smiled. “You know—put her in a tight outfit, have her pose permanently. Isn’t that what a fuckdoll
 would do?”

“I guess they’ll do whatever we tell them.”

Isabel’s pussy was getting really wet and he could tell she was a little confused by it but also didn’t mind much. She was caught in a trance as old as time—dangerous flirtation with a hot stranger. Everything felt possible to her; everything felt care-free and quirky and fun. It was fine just to talk about this kind of thing if it meant she got to keep talking to Him
 . 

Her willingness to explore this—according to her, roleplaying idea—right away had him hard and stiff as fucking steel rebar.

“Come here.”

He shifted around in the booth and pulled her over to him with his hand on her thigh. His hand was large and he was strong and she was very
 willing; he tugged her with ease. The slick puddle left behind between her legs made a soft squeaking sound as she slipped over.

“That’s better.” His hand slipped up her inner thigh. He could feel the heat of her pussy on his pinky. “Isn’t it?”

She just stared at him for a few moments, amazed at his strength. He felt her pussy quivering, getting wetter. The smell of her honey flowing was sweet and filled his nose.

It was clear the way he had moved her had driving home the lay of the land for her. There was more at play here than just flirting. He was fucking serious
 . And he had the strength
 to back up his claims.

“A-am I your girlfriend now?” she asked quietly. Her eyes went down low. “I-I’d like to be your girlfriend.”

So vulnerable, so suddenly. His Cock throbbed, urging to be let loose from his pants. Urging to be inside her. He wanted to fuck his daughter stupid.

“I have trouble tying myself down to one girl,” he explained. “You can be one
 of my girlfriends. What do you think about that?”

Her composure returned slowly; a flash of anger and jealousy in her gorgeous face. Her lips so close to his.

“I think you’d be stupid if you didn’t make me your top
 girlfriend, then,” she said. “Unless you actually
 have girls who are hotter than me?”

He did in some ways, none of them natural. Violet and Blair had both been heavily modified to be gorgeous by the same VR helmet that he was going to fuck up Isabel’s brain with once he’d had his fun.

Violet was definitely bustier. Blair was definitely more innocent, with wider eyes.

Isabel already—without any modification—was thinner. Tighter. Taller. And her face was completely unmatched in any girl John had ever seen.

“I think you’re the most beautiful girl in the world,” he said, “and you are
 my girlfriend.” He squeezed her leg. “Whether you fucking like it or not.”

She groaned and slid her legs open wider, which pushed his hand deeper against her slit. She liked that kind of talk. Good.

“Tell me more about your breeding factory. I’m starting to think you’re kind of serious.”

“What if I was?”

She looked at him intently, biting a luscious lip. “You fucking are
 , aren’t you?”

She knew she should be afraid; run away maybe. But instead she leaned in.

“I have an offer for you,” he said. “I’ve laid it out in my head.”

“You’ve been thinking about it a long time.”

“Yes.”

“You’ve been thinking about me
 .”

“Yes. Very much.”

Her hand slid down to his bulge in his pants. She gasped softly and then moaned. Innocence again—vulnerability. “I-I’m a virgin.,” she blurted.

“I know.”

“You know
 ?”

“I can smell it.”

She waited for him to show that he was joking. When he did not, she gripped his bulge harder and began to stroke, finding it easy to do with the length and girth of him and the fabric of his pants. Precum spilled against his pants, making her strokes stickier, clingier, hotter. It was all slick action; no friction, just pleasure.

He watched her face. That beautiful face. Cooing. Admiring. Smiling at him. Checking with him with her eyebrows—is this right? Like this, baby? Is that good?

It was; it was; it was.

Eventually she turned her voice back on: “This is the most sexual thing I’ve done with a boy.”

“I’m a man.”

She groaned and stroked him harder.

“Still. The most. Ever” She moaned again. “It’s so fucking good
 . I think I might cum.
 ”

His hand shifted and he slipped against her folds, pushing her panties aside. Her body melted into his; she was lost.

She was his.

An orgasm, quick and short and peppy, raced through her system. Nothing like the orgasms he would give her later. She recognized it as one of the best she'd ever had. Her body pushed into his further.

She decided she was in love with him. Her eyes told the whole story.

“I...I did
 cum,” she whispered.

“Good.”

Surprise that she still was so fucking horny touched her face. But she clearly didn't care.

“Tell me your offer.”

“I’m going to run this city. Probably the region; maybe the state. However much I think I can do without drawing too much attention.”

Isabel drank him in. Believing him. Knowing he told the truth. Good.

“Every last piece of commerce and enterprise will belong to me. All that money will funnel directly to me. You’ll be wealthy beyond anything you ever imagined. We’ll go on vacations that make the Hamptons look like a trip to the fucking antelope exhibit at the zoo.”

“Oh.” Her hand fiddled with his zipper, freeing his Cock.

Isabel’s hand was on her father’s Cock, stroking it beautifully. Expertly, even though she was a complete virgin.

“You’ll dress in the finest clothing. Yves Saint Laurent? Versace? Hermes? Yours. Diamonds. Furs. Heels. That’s your life, from now on. Forever.”

“Forever?”

“I’m fifty-seven, Isabel.”

Her hand stopped stroking; though it remained on his cock. “Shut the fuck up.”

“No.”

“You look—you look...you’re so fucking hot
 , though.”

“I know. You love it.”

“Yeah.”

“You love me
 .”

“I think I might. Fuck. Ungh.”

She started stroking again, staring into his eyes. Admiring his chin, his shoulders, the thickness of his chest and abs.

“Then believe me. You’ll be immortal. With me. At my side. Fucking up whoever you want to fuck up. Running whatever you want to run. Ruining whoever you want to ruin. It will all. Belong. To you.”

“And to you.”

“You’ll belong to me, so yes.”

“I’ll belong
 to you?”

An obvious protest. But in her eyes, that glimmer of hot interest. John could tell she imagined it right away—on her knees, decorated in lingerie and fine jewelry, crawling up one thigh, wrapping her hands around his body, his Cock, leaning in to slide her lips over his length.

“I don’t give handouts. I expect something for what I’m offering. Immortality. Eternal youth. Eternal beauty. Eternal wealth. All your desires manifest, no matter how dark or twisted. I’ll give you whatever you want.”

“But...”

“But. You’ll marry me.”

She giggled. She hadn’t expected a marriage proposal so soon. Or today. Or kind of ever
 .

“What else?”

“You’ll be my slave.”

“Your slave
 ?”

Again, she stopped stroking. This time her hand drew away, though it still lingered on the thick, heavily-muscled flesh of his thighs. She understood now what he said by “belong.” Her pussy pulsed near him, sending out heat. Cranking up the humidity in the diner. 

“I have a process. You’ll subject yourself to it. Willingly. You’ll make yourself mine. Your orgasms tied with my pleasure. Your happiness tied with my hardness. Your serenity tied with service to me. And in return, I’ll give you everything you could ever want.”

“Wouldn’t you
 decide what I want, in that case?”

“With some of the girls, that’s true. But with you...there’s a special program I want to execute. I don’t want your mind wiped. I just want to make sure you’re obedient. Wet. Willing.” He pushed his hand into her slit. “Always. I want everything you think of to always come back to making me hard.”

She gulped. She could see his hardness. Even now, it was difficult for her not to re-wrap her fingers around the perfect pillar of his manhood and then sink down her entire body on top of it, sliding her luscious lips against the hardness and holding fast, wrapped around it like a mast in the storm of her lust. She felt a compulsion to rub her jaw up and down its length, to celebrate the beauty of her face by decorating his Cock with it.

“This is...this is crazy.” She sat back slightly, crossing her arms. “This is totally crazy. I don’t even have...I mean, what about...I mean, fuck
 .” She licked her lips, staring still at the massive hard-on sprouting from his lap. “You could just be...some fucking...hunk
 with a big cock and a magnetic personality, right? So like, fuck.
 Maybe I’ll be your girlfriend
 , but you’re really...this joke is...fuck.”

She trailed off, watching precum spurt from his cock. It needed someone to slide fingers over the succulent dollop, to spread it into the cockhead and then work it into the shaft, to slide her lips over and taste it and smile and moan and take it deep down her throat...

She had moved up onto one leg, pushing forward on the booth.

“Proof?” said John. “Of course. Here.”

He snapped his fingers for the waitress to come over.

“How can I help you?” she said, giggling and looking at John’s cock with big eyes.

“Show us your tits, babe.”

She gulped. Indecision wracked her pretty features. “Oh. I don’t...uh...”

“I’m telling you, Alexis, drop the act. Show Master your tits.”

A delighted smile crossed her face. “Yes
 , Master.”

She ripped her blouse open, revealing the heavy, bouncing mammaries underneath.

“Do you like them, Master?”

Isabel’s mouth was open. She struggled for a moment, looking around the diner. No one was commenting on this. No one treated it like it was anything out of the ordinary.

Holding up one well-muscled arm, John snapped his fingers. The sound rang clearly through the entire building.

“Everyone, shut up.”

All the voices stopped.

“Turn this way.”

They all looked. Smoldering gazes full of lust.

Isabel seemed to notice for the first time that all the other people in the diner were women. All the customers, all the wait staff, all the kitchen staff. Really lovely, busty, beautiful women with hopeful earnest smiles as they looked in John’s direction. He had been guessing that Isabel was too self-obsessed—and obsessed with him—to pay much attention to anyone else, and as it turns out, he was right.

“You’re fucking kidding
 ,” said Isabel.

“I am not.”

“They have to do what you say.”

“They want
 to do what I say,” said John. “So much so that it feels like they have to.”

“Someone could disobey you if they really wanted?”

“It’s possible. But their minds are so soaked in constant orgasms, I can’t imagine it actually happening.”

Her fingertips began the slow crawl over his thigh back toward his cock. She was tentative at first, but once she felt the easy correctness
 of her hand there, her palm filled with his shaft and she stroked once more.

“Bring them in front of us.”

This was almost a command from her, which John didn’t like. He preferred to think of it more of a beckoning. But, even so.

“Say please.”

She’d always had trouble with please
 and thank you
 , growing up.

She let out a low, needy growl, pushing her body against his with full-force. Her tits sliding up and down his thick bicep. “Please. Bring them in front of us, please
 .”

Her request started slightly sarcastic, the way teenagers do—please
 . But by the second please
 it had become earnest. It felt good to submit to him, to ask him. It felt good
 for a beautiful woman like her to make a request of a man like him: a man who could clearly deliver whatever it was she desired.

It did not take long. Several slaves moved the furniture out of the way—the tables and the chairs and the stools—and before long more than two dozen beautiful women stood before them both. They had taken away the table at John and Isabel’s booth as well, so there was no obstruction of their view of their Master’s Cock. Isabel’s eyes were liquid with desire.

“Tell them to obey me, please.”

“Obey you
 ?”

“Do you want me to be your wife or not? You’re a king, right? Their king? So I’d be their queen. Don’t you want to know what I’d do with that kind of power?”

He really fucking did.

“As long as we’re in this diner,” said John, “obey Isabel’s commands as if they are my own.”

“Yes
 , Master,” came the chorus.

Isabel looked at him, stroking him, needing
 him. John’s cock strained in her grip; only by the force of his enormous will was he not spraying the first few rows of the gathered harem in waves of his thick cum.

Isabel addressed the crowd. “Refer to me as Mistress.”


“Yes
 , Mistress,” came the chorus.

She giggled delightedly, stroking John more. He felt even closer to cumming. She liked it right away, right away
 . Without any training or suggestion. Just because the opportunity was there. Because she knew she was untouchable; because she the strongest man she’d ever even heard of
 backing her up.

If he was the Alpha Hunk, she was the Alpha Bitch. His harem leader. He had no compunction about replacing Violet with her—Violet's daughter—and Violet would never complain. He simply wouldn’t allow her to.

Isabel continued. “All of you, kneel
 .”

They did. Isabel groaned.

“You two, kiss.”

They did right away, a redhead and a dark-haired Latina, kissing like long lost lovers reunited after years. To the best of John’s recollection, they were actually close to sixty years-old and vicious business rivals running competing salons in town. Now they looked like barely eighteen virginal goddesses with heavy, heaping tits and bright skin and melty eyes.

Isabel wrapped her whole body around John, climbing into his lap completely. Her young, fresh body grinding tight on his chest and hip and side.

“I can make them do anything
 ?” she asked, stroking intently.

“Anything.”

“You won’t mind?”

“Never.”

“What if it’s...bad? What if I'm mean?”

He took her by the glorious lines of her jaw. “As long as you’re by my side, Isabel, I don’t give a fuck what you do to them. They don’t matter. Only you matter. They’re toys for us.”

She kissed him then as hard as anyone ever had. Harder. She melted her entire body against his. Her beautiful lips pressing into his, their tongues slipping across each other as they moaned needfully into each other’s bodies. All the while, stroking, urging, needing to feel his hardness under her hand. Like he was a giant vehicle and his cock was the stick to control it with.

“Now,” said Isabel, pulling away. A hot wet bridge of saliva between their lips broke off and dripped down into her tits. “You two, the kissers.”

They stopped to listen, rapturously look at Isabel.

“You,” she pointed at the Latina. “Slap her. And choke her. And don’t stop.”

John watched the Latina obey. One hard slap—and then choking.

And then choking.

And Isabel was stroking.

The other girl's face getting purple.

And she kept choking.

And Isabel kept stroking. Stroking and choking and stroking, all mixed up. Running together.

“Oh my god,” moaned Isabel. “Oh fuck. She'll really...she'll really...she'll fucking do it
 , oh my god
 ...”

Isabel, riding his cock with her hands, came as she watched.

John came too, watching the gorgeous, cruel face of his daughter contort in such beautiful ecstasy. As he thought he would, he covered the first two rows of gathered harem with the spraying thick ropes of his cum. Isabel watched it, breathing hard, cumming, clearly in disbelief at the volume.

In front of them, the sadistic display continued. The one girl looked nearly done-in.

“S-stop,” she said, to the choking girl.

It was clear to John that this wasn't because she was done with it so much as it was because she simply got tired of the noise.

They did stop right away. Both went directly back to kneeling before them. No complaining. No comments. Even the choked girl managed to keep herself quiet despite how much she heaved and sucked in air. Isabel leaned over with long fingers and gathered up some heady, heavy cum from his Cock and slurped it down, winking at him as she did.

His forever, now that she had tasted it. She just had no idea. His taste was fundamentally addictive. He couldn’t be a kind master to the town at large, because they all
 needed his cum, and there were too many of them to provide for. Many would be in constant pain, constant need, constant states of desperation.


God
 , she made him hot.

An evil queen. He’d be fostering the worst parts of all her narcissism. Encouraging her to delve into the deepest, darkest, most fucked-up elements of her brain to give them free reign on the world.

And he didn’t give a fuck.

In fact, he rather liked it.

In fact
 , he loved
 it—because all that power she had meant nothing without him. He was the source of her power, her control, her diabolical acts. Which meant everything she did, he was responsible for...and they’d never have any consequences because he was far too careful and too powerful for that.

“I’ve almost come to a decision,” she said, sliding off his body. Sizing him up, still. Biting her lip as she did. “But I have a request first.”

“Okay.”

“I need you to teach my family a fucking lesson. Especially
 my dad.”

John grinned.

* * * * *
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T
 HEY ARRIVED BACK AT
 his house—his old
 house—after about a forty-five minute walk.

The house was actually only ten minutes away, but John and Isabel kept stopping to make out madly when he got tired of not having his tongue down her throat.

She stopped willingly, needfully, achingly. He pushed her against trees and bark scraped her skin; she didn’t care. He stopped her in front of old people, children, neighbors; she didn’t care. All she wanted was him now. She molded against his body, rubbing her tits tight against his chest, tighter with each and every step.

Whispering adoration, moaning, giggling, smiling.

John was aware—painfully, with his Cock straining and bulging and pulsing every time the thought really came to the forefront—that he hadn't even put the helmet on her yet.

Her outfit was in total disarray. Her bra disposed of somewhere along the way. Her panties disintegrated from tugging, fingering, and gushing and then torn away with a few stray pieces of fabric still sticking out from the tiny coverage of her ass-hugging shorts. The button of her shorts undone, her blouse mostly undone, body on display and yet somehow all the clothes were still tight and presenting her youthful beauty to him.

John had, in the weeks since coming into the fullness of his power, done what anyone in his position might have done—he had gathered a very large harem, and then needed money and space for them. So he mindfucked a few bank managers and accountants and basically everyone who was rich or influential, and had them sign away their lives to him. Some of them were homeless now, with no place to go. It would get cold outside soon.

John got hard thinking about walking by their chattering, freezing bodies, his girls in fur, their penniless lives unable to stop him.

Depending on how cruel he felt, he might let those money slaves keep the memory of their independence. Just to really drive it home what he
 had now that he was able to take
 from them.

Because if there was one thing he had learned—one thing that Isabel already knew from birth, which was so fucking hot to him—it was that all that mattered in this world was what you were able to take
 from others.

And if you were strong enough to take something? You should. Just like he was going to take his daughter’s virginity.

They stopped again in front of his old house; the one where he'd fucked Blair for the first time, where he had first gathered his harem.

He had already prepared Violet and Blair to be there; he would have taken Isabel here even if she hadn’t requested it. It only made him harder that she had.

His hand slipped up her ass, gripping it hard between the cheeks. He gripped her jaw with his other hand, holding her tight, fingers crawling down to her nimble throat.

“You’re going to show
 them, aren’t you?” she asked. “Show them who’s in charge? Show them that you own
 me now?”

“I will.”

“Good. I hate
 them. All of them. I want them to suffer
 for making me hate them.”

She kissed him deep, clearly thinking she was in full view of whoever was home. It was late afternoon, and she was used to everyone being present at that time. The wide windows of the house would have a clear view of the two of them.

“Let’s go.”

Still gripping her tight by the ass, he led her up into the house. She motioned awkwardly for a moment, looking for keys on her person, but John opened it and just stepped inside.

“Honey? I’m home.”

Violet greeted him in high heels and lingerie. She called it her “housewife look.” The lingerie sported lace frills around the waist, highlighting how spectacularly tiny the circumference there had become due to the VR helmet’s influence. John would have been surprised if her waist was more than 18 inches around.

Those hips blossomed spectacularly into beautiful, wide, child-rearing hips going down, and a massive bosom already leaking sweet-smelling milk on top. Her tits presented cleavage perfectly encased by a white bra, each tit deliciously hugging the other, delivering a smooth elegant canal in which expensive diamonds draped. She wrapped her arms around John and greeted him with a long kiss, her cunt hungry against his thigh.

“It’s been so long
 , darling,” she moaned. “You haven’t fucked me since this morning
 ...”


It must have felt like an eternity to her. There were plenty of girls he didn’t fuck—he owned several neighborhoods at this point—and he really could only make time for seven or nine a day, and really only three could share his bed at a time.

The ones he owned who didn't get to fuck him lived in constant agony. Needing his cum, but not getting it. He liked that, and he knew Isabel would like it too.

Isabel watched him, tugging at his arm, trying in her sudden confusion to pull him away from Violet. He was tempted. Isabel was more beautiful, more exotic, but Violet was definitely more seductive at the moment. After all, she had been reformatted from the DNA-up to become his absolutely perfect slavewife, eager to obey his every desire and anticipate his every need.

Her hands—Violet’s—were already unleashing his Cock, stroking him as she always did upon greeting him, looking at their daughter standing behind him.

“Oh, you found
 her,” said Violet. “How wonderful
 , John.”

Her use of his name was intentional, obviously. She wanted to let Isabel know.

“John?” said Isabel. “I—I don’t understand...”

He didn’t care. He pushed Violet up against the wall, making out with her harder as she tugged on his cock.

“You’ll fuck her,” Violet moaned. “You’ll fuck her correctly
 . You’ll teach
 her.”

He would. He’d wanted Isabel for so long. His perfect home life. He already took Violet and fucked her brain beyond recognition. He did the same to Blair—only, she had really done it to herself, what a good girl. She—Blair—snuck up on Isabel now as the beautiful statuesque teen watched in slow realization of what she was seeing. Then, John had taken the whole fucking neighborhood, and the adjoining ones. Driving the men out. Making the women hotter; making the women his.

This was what the fuck he deserved
 . This was what the fuck he had earned
 from a lifetime of toil and doing the right thing.

Now, he got to do the wrong
 thing, with no consequences. And he couldn’t think of anything more wrong than fucking Isabel.

Violet’s cunt was so available to him. Hot like an oven. Sweat drizzled down both their bodies. He could take her right there while Isabel watched—while his daughter
 watched. Blair knew what to do. Blair would keep her in place.

But instead, he stopped, and pushed Violet down to the ground. Right away, Violet did her duty, obediently sucking her MasterHusband with gusto. Heavy strokes, urgent kissing, long deepthroating.

Isabel, clearly a bit thrown and scared, decided to retreat. She turned and saw Blair, who closed the door and turned, posed, popped one foot up, and smiled.

“Hey sis. How are you?”

Isabel screamed.

* * * * *
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“Y
 OU’RE MY DAD,” SHE
 said.

Her beautiful eyes were so wide. She still had trouble believing. That was okay. They had all the time in the world.

“That’s right.”

“You’ve been him. You’ve been you. This whole time?”

“Yes.”

Blair’s head hit the table underneath him. This conversation, this reveal, excited him and so he bucked his hips a lot. Blair was having a great time. She and Violet traded spots briefly, expertly, letting Violet lead.

They used a table at Isabel’s request. He explained that his wife and daughter needed his cum; she asked for at least a table so she didn’t have to confront everything at once. Violet and Blair hidden from view, though their cocksucking was still quite audible.

John liked indulging her. So they sat in the dining room. Isabel was so close to him that her legs pushed against Violet. Pushing against her mother during fellatio. John bucked his hips again, grunting.

“So your name isn’t Parker. It’s John.”

“Yes.”

She shook her head. Thinking back. Groaning.

“This whole
 time?”

“Yes.”

“Even when I...even in the diner?”

“When you stroked me off so well? Yup.”

“But...” she shook her head. “I don’t understand. I love
 you. But I hated
 you.”

“I’ve changed, Isabel.”

“You were a loser.”

“I know.”

“You were old
 . And kind of fat. And bald
 . And you...Mom treated you like shit
 . Only Blair liked you at all and that’s because she felt bad
 about you.”

Before, these words would have stung John. But he was too self-assured now to be hurt by the truth. Everything Isabel said was accurate; he had no reason to dodge.

Beneath him, Violet traded off once again with Blair on his Cock. He didn't have to see; he could feel the differences in their lips. Blair led now, so sensitive and mewling as she adored him.

“That’s right.”

“Now you’re...now you’re a fucking hunk
 . And you taste so good. You feel
 so good. You kiss
 so good, fuck.” She shook her head. “I made out with my fucking Dad
 .”

“You did. You also stroked me off.”

“God.”

Her hands ran against her gorgeous teenage body, uncontrollably shivering with lust. Fingers squeezing into her blouse, across her tits, over erect nipples and goosepimpled flesh. She shuddered, eyes low.

“Why the fuck does it feel so good?”

“Because I’m a real fucking man, Isabel. The kind of man you’ve waited for. The kind you deserve. You want to make me happy. You want to make Daddy
 happy. You always have. You just never thought of me as Daddy.”

“I didn’t.”

“I was a disappointment.”

“Yes.”

“Now I’m what you want. Strong. Capable. Robust. You know I can cum in you for days and fuck Mommy so hard she’ll never be able to talk shit about me, poisoning your mind. You know I’ll fuck the pity right out of Blair and all her codependent gesturing, and you know nothing will stop or get in the way or interfere at all with all that heat you need to feel for Daddy. Don’t you?”

Isabel’s hips flexed as he spoke, lifting up off the chair. Her thighs sliding into Violet’s face. With the smallest of gestures, John sent Violet over to their daughter’s crotch. Violet’s fingers nimbly dismantled the buttons and zippers of Isabel’s shorts. Pushing in. Breathing on her daughter’s cunt. Needing to get closer.

“Y-yes,” said Isabel. “I n-need that.”

“And our bargain, Isabel. Do you remember our bargain?”

She whimpered, pushing her pussy—so wet and hot—against Violet’s face. Violet began to lick. The sounds were soft and earnest and rhythmic.

“Y-yes.”

“Tell it to me. Show me you understand.”

“I’d be your slave. Your queen, is what you said. In charge of the others.”

“Yes. Because deep down, you loved me this whole time. You needed to love me. You just needed me to be what you loved.”

“Y-yes.” She started to moan. “I w-wanted a Daddy who was worthy of me.”

“Keep going. Tell me about our deal.”

“You told me I could treat them all how I wanted. No consequences.”

“Go on.”

“You said I’d be immortal. Eternal. Wealthy. Forever. Beautiful forever.”

Violet’s tongue was doing real work on Isabel. A flush had taken hold of all of her pristine pale skin. She writhed in the chair across from John but still held his gaze.

“And what did you want in return?”

Blair climbed up higher on John’s cock, crowding his lap. Visibly sucking him off in front of Isabel now. There were no more complaints. Isabel saw it, on the edge of her own orgasm from her mother’s tongue, torn between staring into the eyes of the hunk her Daddy had become and the tongue-slurping loveydovey blowjob that Blair delivered.

“I wanted you to teach my family a lesson.”

“What do you think, Isabel? Have we learned our lesson?”

She whimpered and nodded.

“I didn’t hear you, Isabel. Speak up.”

Behind Isabel, two girls walked in. Kelly and Rosie, another mother-daughter pair that John had mindfucked completely. Bimbo dolls obsessed with their appearances and with pleasing Daddy. They held the VR Helmet that had transformed his life. Portable now, and the mindfucking process in real-time nearly instant. Inside the helmet, his girls reported, time stood still. They would be inside its confines for ten million years of worship of His Cock for every thirty seconds it was on.

Violet put it on every night for hours, sometimes with his Cock deep inside her throat.

Isabel saw them coming, and quivered, hands grasping at Violet’s hair. She needed to cum so bad.

“Y-yes!”

“Yes, what?”

Her head was lolling from Violet's tongue. “Yes, Sir!”

“Try again.”

“Yes...” she gulped, patting Violet's head, as if somehow she could get her to slow down.. “Yes, Master!”

He jammed his cock down Blair's throat, so hard Blair yelped with the suddenness. Violet, sensing his lust, licked Isabel even harder.

“Again.”

“Y-yes, Daddy!
 ”

“Do you accept my offer?”

Her body thrashed; orgasm hitting her hard from Violet’s efforts.

“Y-yes!” she screamed. “Y-yes! Yes Sir!
 Yes Master!
 Yes Daddy!
 ”

The helmet came down. She went from thrashing to motionless in less than a second.

* * * * *
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L
 ATER THAT NIGHT. NIGHT
 completely fallen. Isabel in the bed before John.

All around her, kneeling before the bed, were his other slaves—or some of them, anyway. Kneeling. Softly chanting his name, chanting Master
 .

Isabel didn’t need to have the helmet on for five and a half hours—she would have been “cooked” in under a minute.

But that’s why it was hot. Violet kept stroking John, whispering in his ear how much hotter
 Isabel would be if they kept going...kept going...kept going...

It was the kind of logic that worked well on John.

Her body, beautiful before, now had become something that transcended humanity. A beauty so oblique that it defied logic. Long limbs with fingers stretching down deep into the long supple meat of her thighs. A gap between those thighs that, even when she walked, you could fit a grapefruit between. A tiny, defined torso and waist with hips that extended out into shocking width, somehow obeying the golden ratio even with her tits so large and robust.

Kneeling, wearing lingerie now dripping-wet with her tit milk and pussy honey, her hair puddled down in the bed in a deliciously dark black mass of delight. She stared up at him, knowing him completely—knowing he was her Daddy.

He stood at attention before the bed, before her, and so did his Cock. Violet at one side, Blair at the other, both of them stroking him intently. Also in heels and lingerie. Both of them statuesque, tall, busty, grinding into his body with care and adoration. Every so often he would cum, his spray washing over the faces of the rotating medley of girls kneeling before him, and every girl in the room would cum with him—save for Isabel.

She didn’t get to cum until he was inside of her.

“Please, Daddy...” Isabel moaned, gesturing toward him. “Please, my King. Please come fuck me?”

Oh, he definitely would.

He landed on the bed kissing her, pushing her back. Blair and Violet crowding him. The whole family together at last.

“Fuck me, Daddy!” she moaned, over and over again.

Chanting it. Like she was in a cult.

Her legs bunched up underneath his chest as she presented her virgin, teenage pussy to him.

Her cunt was so slick that he entered her right away. Pushing past her virginal resistance. No barriers anymore.

Her entire body shuddered in the quick pain and then overwhelming pleasure. Tightening around his length. Made for him. He could feel her body bulge from the huge cock he entered inside her. Mommy and Blair right there next to her, their plush lips touching hers.

“Isn't Daddy so fucking good
 ?” Blair asked. “Isn't he amazing
 ?”

And Violet, pushing on his hips, pushing him in to fuck his daughter harder—fuck their
 daughter harder: “Fuck her, Daddy
 .”

And Blair, pushing with Mommy, needing him to fuck her sister so hard, to fuck her correct
 like he had fucked her: “Fuck
 her, Daddy.”

And the slaves gathered in the dark room—each one more than enough to drain a man dry in an hour’s time, and none of whom would ever be able to satiate the massive godhood he now sported as well as the tight teenage goddess he now plunged into with thrust after thrust:

“Please, Master. Please
 , Master. Please, Master
 .”

None of the sounds in the room over twenty-five decibels.

Isabel's mouth opened and closed, barely able to form words. Her eyes locked on to his. Worshiping. Adoring. All the love he'd ever wanted from his daughter given to him now. He was every man to her, every male. Her hips bucked up into his each time he thrust into her tight young body. His big bulge filling her up, overfilling her.

Precum and her own orgasmic juices dripped through the bed. The sheets soaked through from the milk pouring from Violet and Blair as they ran their slick dripping bodies all over John and Isabel.

Kissing his daughter, kissing Isabel, John felt the urge to cum become too much to resist, even for him. He needed to breed her, cum in her, make her pregnant. Make her his, forever, permanently. Even more than what the Helmet did.

“Gonna fucking cum
 ,” he growled against her face. “Gotta cum. Gotta cum. Gotta
 cum...”

She nodded and urged him and begged and pleaded and John could not hold back at all any longer.

He came inside of her. His cum unleashed like a fountain of warmth inside her body. Their bodies twisting up in orgasm, and Violet and Blair cumming too at the same second. Grinding their bodies on their Daddy and Daughter and Sister all in the same moment, brought together by his unstoppable Cock.

For a moment after he was done, John just let his still-hard Cock sit inside her gushing, pulsing pussy.

“I love You, Daddy,” Isabel whispered. “My Husband. My King. I always loved You so much
 .”

He couldn’t help himself; just to fuck with her a little. Have his fun for a while; he had all the time in the world.

So he kissed her on the forehead. “I know.”

* * * * *
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“Y
 -YOU GOT HERE EARLY
 ,” said Henderson, opening the van door to see Snow inside already.

He had been planning to shut it all down today. Something was so wrong
 . He couldn't stop thinking about how worthless he was. About how badly he should just do what a real man
 said. But w-wasn't he a man?

It was the helmet. John and the helmet. He had to shut it down.

But Snow was here already.

“Yes,” she said, dismissive. “I just uploaded a virus to sabotage every other helmet in distribution.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “They'll all be subservient to Master's now. He'll have the only helmet in existence. Isn't that wonderful?”

She turned to look at him, disgust on her face. Henderson felt pure despair.

“Shouldn't you like, I don't know. Find a bridge to jump off or something?”

He knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron
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M
 ichael from school
 walks me home on the biggest day of my life. It's a Friday. He's a muscle-bound, muscle-headed jock, with nothing but sex on his tiny little brain.

Around me, that's easy to fathom. I know I'm the hottest eighteen year-old girl at school. I'm used to guys only thinking about hot, hardcore, endlessly erotic fucking around me. Even my teachers have crushes on me—including the women. Between my angelically proportioned body, my divine face, my long long legs or my big, hot young tits, I'm the total package. I'm everything a lover could ever want.

And I am, as I tell Michael, completely unavailable.

We stop in front of my house.

“What do you mean, unavailable?”

I'm not sure if he means he wants a further explanation, or if it's just too many syllables for him to handle.

Look, here's the deal—Michael is a hunk. By any measure of the word, he's a total stud. He's got thick blonde curls and thick, hard football-ready muscles.

But it doesn't matter, because he's not my Daddy.

“I mean, I don't want to go out with you, Michael. I'm uninterested.”

He scoffs. “What are you, a lesbo or something? I don't mind. I can bang a lesbo.”

I roll my eyes. “No, I'm not . . . look, just go away, okay? No one wants you here. And if you're not out of here by the time my Dad gets home, I'll have him kick your ass.”

He storms off, his thick feet thudding on the pavement.

“Whatever,” he mutters. “You're a slut anyway.”

If only he knew.

My Daddy, Ron, isn't my real Dad, of course.He adopted me and Blake, my adopted brother, when we were both very young. Blake is overseas now, serving in the military. He's been there for two years, visiting only sporadically. I miss Blake horribly, and think about him often...whenever I’m not thinking about Daddy, that is.

Being so alone with my Daddy during these peak years of maturation, I've had a lot of time to develop my feelings for the strong, masculine presence only he provides.

He works all day with his hands, the owner of a small construction firm in the city. Often, he's required to pitch in to make deadlines. So often, as a result, he comes home sweaty and filling the house with his musk.

Those are the nights I cum the very hardest when I masturbate, thinking of him, feeling his presence all around me.

I look completely hot today. As the most popular girl in school, it's pretty much expected, even though I'm eighteen and about to graduate. My tight blue dress clings to my body in all the right places, and my platform sandals show off my calves and ass like all good heels do.

But it's not enough. Not for my Daddy.

Tonight is going to be perfect.

He's been working hard all week long, and he doesn't have to go back to work until Monday. He's been swearing, in the brief hours this week that I've been able to talk to him, that he's going to turn off his cellphone so we can have some quality time together.

I step into my room, and put on my outfit. I'm going to show him what quality time means to me.

* * * * *
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A
 N HOUR LATER, I TAKE
 a deep breath, staring at my tiny little outfit in the mirror. Pure white thigh-high socks decorate my perfect legs, little red bows on the backs of them.

Red polkadotted platform mary janes are on my feet, arching my ass up high underneath my teensy red pleated skirt.

My thin dark sweater is tight over my luscious young breasts, resting on my abdomen, showing just a bit of my toned, tight little tummy. My cleavage is on incredible display, half-globes of luscious teen titflesh ripe for the squeezing and teasing.

The whole ensemble just advertises my pure, virgin hot body, and even with as naughty as each individual piece is, somehow my gorgeous face, my just-too-long mass of gorgeous black tresses that reaches down to my ass makes it somehow innocent.

I giggle. As if, somehow, I came upon how incredibly hot I am by accident.

I need this outfit to be perfect, I need all of me to be perfect, because today's the day. I'm finally going to show Him how I really feel, what he means to me, what I need to be for him.

It's getting close to the time where he should be coming home, now.

I've been preparing for ages, making mental plans, practicing and re-practicing speeches to convince him to have me. I'm so desperately in need of his approval, of his control...and his perfect touch.

I pose in front of the mirror, clasping my hands together up under my bouyant tits and putting on my very best pout.

"Please, Sir.."

Oh god, I hope he thinks I'm pretty enough.

It's not that I think I'm unattractive. Far from it.

Like I said, I know I'm the hottest girl in the school. That's why I'm already the dance team captain (though I act more like the dance team queen, which I know I deserve to, since I'm just so much fucking better
 than the rest of the girls), and why I haven't done any actual homework in ages.

Schoolwork just seems so unimportant when I need to spend all my free time learning and reading about the best recipes, the best cleaning tips, and the top hundred ways to please a strong man.

How else could I possibly be the bestest daughter ever to my big, strong Daddy if I wasn't focused on that sort of thing?

Instead, I let the stupid little weak boys at school get in fights over who gets to do all my lame schoolwork for me—all I want to perfect is Daddy's favorite meals, and to make his home look like the palace he deserves.

All the time, Daddy brings home women that he picks up. He's so handsome and rugged. I can hear him fucking them mercilessly, pounding them against the walls. They stumble out early in the morning, barely able to walk. My cunt gushes with the memory of these half-broken sluts.

Lately, I've heard them calling him “Daddy.” Because he's so strong and dominant, I know it's at his instruction that they do that.

Each girl has been hotter than the last. I watch him take him into his room. I kneel in the doorway, peeking in.

Then, I watch him fuck all the girls he takes home, fingering my hot cunt the whole time. His door is always ajar. It's like he wants me to see.

It's like he wants me to get all jealous and riled up.

I know that, in lots of ways, I'm just a product of my environment. It's totally possible that Daddy's been training my whole life to be his special little fuckdoll. I find that just totally, completely hot. Wouldn’t that be perfect if he had been training me, owning me like that for my whole life?

Fuck. Yes.

And when Daddy gets home in just a few minutes, I'll have him all to myself for the entire weekend. I'm so excited. I know my adopted mother, who Daddy kicked out, will be so
 jealous.

She had been trying to get in the way of Daddy fucking whoever he wanted, always whining and complaining about how many hot cunts he was blessing with his hot Daddyseed. She criticized him for babying me, for keeping me cooped up in the house, for touching me in too familiar a fashion.

Daddy kicked her ass out. That's good. She was just in the way. It was so right
 that he kicked mother out for not understanding his right to fuck whoever he wanted.

Up in my room, brushing my hair so it's as hot and silky and pristine as possible, my pussy gets soaking wet as I think about everything I wish I could do for Daddy.

I wish he would let us suck him off after a hard day's work.

I wish he'd bend me over while I made him a meal, and fuck my face into the counter.

I wish he would keep me locked in his shower with my hands tied behind my back so every morning and evening, I would get a stomach full of his hot cum shot down my throat as he facefucked his precious daughterslut in the shower.

I just need
 him to feel the same. Each little gentle slap of my butt, each playful ruffle of my hair, each time I "jokingly" sit in his lap as he watches television—these have been my little slices of heaven, my pieces of evidence to compile an argument that yes, he wants me too. That no, it isn't just my imagination.

I hope desperately that it isn't just my imagination that his perfectly formed muscles tense up when he sees me brushing my amazing, long dark hair with the bathroom door open. Or that his compliments about my tinier skirts have been him wanting to see me in even tinier
 skirts.

I hear his car pulling up the drive.

I gasp and rush downstairs, pulling his favorite dinner out of the oven and on to the dining room table. A thin, tiny apron covers my sparse outfit. I clasp my hands together, my eyes lighting up as I see the door open.

"Daddy!" I squeal excitedly.

I strut toward him, seeing his eyes widen appreciatively at my presence. He is all hot and sweaty again, just like I'd hoped. His plain blue polo sticks to his muscles. Tight denim jeans hug his ass and couch his enormous fuckmeat between each thigh. His thick, dark hair is in some disarray.

I wrap my hands around his neck and give him a long, deep hug. My hefty young tits crush against his arm.

“I've missed
 you, Daddy,” I coo. “There's dinner waiting for you.”

“Good girl,” he strokes my hair. I smile prettily.

He bites one lip as he looks me up and down.

“You certainly are . . . all dressed up.”

That's putting it lightly. I can see he's trying to be delicate . . . he even looks a little embarrassed
 .

I know that's only because I'm turning him on so much.

I just know in my heart that every real owner of a hot babe is just waiting for this day, waiting for the day that his fuckdoll daughter admits to him how big of a heart-throb crush she has on him.

“Don't you like it, Daddy? Don't you like the way I'm dressed?”

“Of course I do, sweetheart. It's just rather . . . revealing.”

I nod happily.

“Isn't it, though?”

“The boys at school must have liked it a whole lot,” he laughs. “I'm surprised I didn't get a phone call or two.”

I shrug.

“They totally would have if I had worn it at school. But I didn't, Daddy. I put it on when I got home today. I got all naked, and showered special . . . because my body was all covered in sweat from dancing, Daddy. That's why I got naked. And showered. And rubbed soap all over and cleaned.”

His grip on my hips tightens.

“Yeah,” he says, nodding. “That's good. That's a good girl.”

“And then I put on this outfit just for my Daddy. I wanted to make sure you came home to a gorgeous good girl.”

“You certainly did.”

His fingers tighten even more.

“So you like it?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” he affirms again, though this time with a squeeze to my hip.

God, his hands are so close to my ass. I can't stand it. I want to slide my hand down to his and guide it down to the perfect curve of my cheeks. But . . . no. I can wait. He'll figure it out.

“You are such a catch, my dear. I'm sure you're going to make some boy at your school really happy.”

My eyes go down. “Oh, maybe so, Daddy, it's just . . .”

He is breathing deeply now. “Yes?”

“Daddy, I don't like
 any of the boys at school. They're not good
 enough for me.”

“Yeah,” he nods, staring deep into my cleavage. “Yeah, not good enough.”

“Right? They don't deserve
 a hot good girl like me.”

His hand starts sliding down my waist. I am sure he notices my breath catching. My big swallow. The way I hold in my breath so that my tits are pressing up and forward.

“I guess it's tough for me to think anybody is good enough for my little girl.”

Now's my chance. I slide forward and press my tits hard against his muscular chest.

Staring deep into his eyes, I lick my lips and say, “You are, Daddy. You're more than good enough.”

I slip up to my tippy toes and kiss him. I can't help it. His stubble is so thick and sexy along his chin. My lips land on his chin softly, and then my teeth come forward and rake his endlessly masculine jaw.

“Cassandra . . .” he breaths. “Don't play games with me.”

“Games, Daddy?”

“You can't act like this just because . . . you think it's funny.”

I kiss him again, along his neck. My hand drops to his crotch, hard stroking the big bulge there, and I slide my other hand over to his and put it on my tight teenage ass.

Moaning, I kiss him there for what feels like days. I've wanted to do this for the longest time.

“Is that funny, Daddy?”

Very calmly, very slowly, his hands come around my neck. He unwraps the apron around my body, like he's unwrapping a present. It falls to the floor, and he takes in a long breath.

One of his hands comes up, hovering over my breast. As if still unsure. I lean forward into his grip. His fingers tighten, and his thumb rubs over my nipple, pushing the flimsy sweater aside. I moan. He can see my complete lack of bra—and how my tits are so perfect that they don't even need one.

“You think you're ready for me, do you, sweetheart?”

He has a smile on his face now, open and leering.

“Oh yes
 , Daddy.”

“You know I'm going to fuck you and use you and spit you out. You've seen what I do to the women who come here. I'm going to do the same to you.”

I nod eagerly. “I want it, Daddy. I can handle it. I’m better than those sluts. I want it so bad
 .”

“Let's see if you do. Go get me my dinner. I’m hungry.”

Spinning me around, he slaps me on the ass to send me off to the kitchen.

He just makes so fucking wet. I can’t help it. My heart is thumping with desire as I make everything ready in the kitchen.

He sits down at the table. I bring him out his dinner—roast chicken with potatoes and broccoli.

I kneel down next to him as he eats, stroking his thigh needfully. His thick bulge hardens and pushes through his slacks. Salivating, I squeeze his thigh even harder. My hand comes up over his bulge, so tiny and small next to his enormity. I stroke it hard, in love with it, staring up at him with perfect lust.

“May I suck it, Daddy? Please? Can I suck you off as you eat? I've been practicing lots and lots . . . and it's my dream to delight your cock and swallow your cum as you eat a meal I made for you.”

He holds his fork up, considering for a moment.

“Very well. But you have to make sure it's good, or else we're done for the night.”

I’m breathing hard now. “Oh, yes
 Sir. Of course
 , Sir!”

He stands up slightly to let me strip off his pants, which I do immediately. I toss them against the wall, getting them completely out of the way. His bare thighs are ripped with muscle. The light is dim in the room already, and underneath the table, all that I can really make out is the fast-hardening head of his monstrously sized meat.

This is it, I tell myself. Dream come true this time.

Gently, tentatively, I slide my tongue down my Daddy’s cock.

The very first cock I’ve ever
 tasted.

It’s warm and a little salty. Delicious.

My tongue runs all the way down to his balls, lapping them up, sucking on them eagerly. One of my slender hands wraps around his thick, hard shaft, pumping him perfectly as I kiss his balls more and more.

Above me, I can hear him groaning a bit between chews.

“Suck it, Cassandra,” he says sternly. “You asked to suck it. Now do it. Be a good girl.”

I nod, my thick hair rubbing against his thigh. “Yes, Daddy!”

Obeying, my lips wrap around the head of his shaft. It’s so big. I have to open my jaw all the way to fit it inside.

For the past few months, I’ve been practicing with vegetables, trying to eliminate my gag reflex. I saw Daddy fucking all those women. I knew he was enormous. I started with celery, and then carrots, and then cucumbers.

It’s a good thing I kept upgrading, because Daddy is even bigger
 up close. His cock practically dwarfs my body, let alone my mouth. Taking him inside of me is like try to swallow an entire sausage all at once. He moves down one hand and pushes me forward more...more...more, stuffing my face full of his beautiful, wonderful cock.

It slides on down my throat. I can feel it bulging in my neck. It’s so fucking good. All I can do is moan appreciatively.

My moans are intelligible, of course, but I’m trying to say “Thank you, Daddy! Thank you so much!”

He starts pumping my head back and forth. I let my muscles relax, allowing him to guide me completely. It’s so good for Daddy to be in control. He should everything about me. He should just run everything.

“I’m gonna cum, good girl,” he gasps above me. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Mmmhmmm!”

“Here it comes, little girl. Brace yourself.”

He unleashes inside of me. First it sprays directly down my throat, the red hot seed pushing down to my tummy straightaway. Then he pulls out a little bit, spraying my face and my body with thick, potent Daddyseed.

God, he fucked my mouth so hard. He fucked my mouth while he ate dinner that I made him. Dream cum true. I can’t believe it.

“You know,” he said finally, breathing a little hard, “this really is good chicken.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say into between deep swallows of his sticky goo.

Stroking him, I realize it takes longer and longer to reach the head of his cock.

“Oh my god, Daddy. Are you hard again already?”

I hear his fork clanging against the plate above me.

“Yes, I am. I'm done with my delicious dinner, and I’m hard for my hot little girl. That was just an appetizer, sweetheart. Are you ready for the main course?”

“Oh yes
 , Daddy!” I moan.

This is beyond my wildest imaginings. My Daddy getting hard again almost right away, to fuck my sweetheart Daddyloving pussy. Ohmygoddd.

He picks me up, then, first dragging me by my hair until I’m stood all the way up out from under the table, and then squatting down and tossing me over his shoulder. His hand comes down hard on my ass. Again. Again.

Each new strike, I cry out in a sweet mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I gasp.

We go all the way upstairs to his bedroom. He tosses me on the bed.

“Ask for it, sweetie. Ask for your Daddy’s cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy! Please
 , Daddy! Fuck your good girl daughter with your big monster cock! I need it inside of me! I need my Daddy to fuck me so hard, please!”

He gets on top of the bed with me, spreading my legs wide. For a second, he strokes my gorgeous face, the surface of it all shiny with his cum. Then he slides into me. He is gentle at first.

“You're my best girl,” he says softly. “My hot little darling. I'm going to take care of you.”

“I know you are, Daddy!” I moan out hotly. “I love you, Daddy!”

“I love you too, baby girl.”

It hurts just for a bit when he pushes inside of me, but then it’s nothing but pleasure. His thick, hard cock is so big, so good, so perfect and true, and I’ve never felt anything like what I do for him at that moment. I feel like my heart could burst, I adore my Daddy so much. He fucks me so well, so good, his baby girl, the hottest girl in school who’s devoted solely to doing everything that her Daddy wants.

It's so gentle, almost romantic . . . and then his eyes start roaming around my body. My tall tall heels, my sexy socks, my entire pantiless, braless outfit. How I’m already layered with his cum because I’m his complete fucking whore.

He starts to get it.

Daddy making love to me is hot. But that’s it. Just hot.

Daddy fucking me, though? Fucking me hard? My Daddy fucking me out of my silly stupid little girl mind is the reason I exist.

His pumps start to speed up. His cock enters and exits my slick cunt at will, perfectly attuned to the angle of approach, locked in to piledriving my pussy.

“That's it, Daddy,” I moan. “Fuck me hard!”

He speeds up even more. His meat is so thick and perfect inside of my cunt. I've never felt anything so wonderful.

“My hot little daughterslut,” he grunts. “You fucking sexy little girl. You’re such a good whore for Daddy.”

If the rest of my life was spent with my Daddy inside me, filling me, spraying my fertile body with his superhot seed, I would be content.

His hands wrap around my hair, pulling it tight. I love it. I love how he rules me so totally, gripping my tits hard and smashing them, his teeth ripping at my shoulder and taut belly. He’s fucking ruining me for any other kind of man.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I moan hotly. “Don’t hold back! Don’t spill it anywhere else! Cum right in my belly, Daddy, yeah! Please
 , Daddy! Cum in my good girl belly!”

“Yeah,” he grunts out. “I’m gonna gift you with my fucking seed, you little slut. Right in your hot fucking daughtercunt. Take it! Take it!”

“Yes Daddy! Yes thank you Daddy!”

He cums as I scream for more, his wonderful gift filling me up entirely. I cum with him—how could I not? This is the culmination of everything I’ve ever wanted in my entire life. I want to be owned by my Daddy, and with his cum inside of me, I finally am.

Bliss rockets through my scorching hot body, the warmth of me matched only by the hotness of his seemingly-endless spurts of cum inside my belly.

Exhausted now, he collapses on top of me. I can feel his magically still-hard cock inside my body, filling up my slick wet folds. It feels so good to have my Daddy’s muscular weight resting on top me, protecting me, keeping me safe from every part of the world.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moan happily, kissing his cheek. “Thank you for making me yours. Thank you for letting me tell you.”

I just needed to get all that off my chest.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Blake
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I
 walk over to the
 door, checking for the fifth time to make sure it’s unlocked. Then I look out from right inside the doorway, where someone would stand once they opened the door after a long trip.

To the right, there’s the living room, full of comfy couches. To the left, there’s the study where I’ve laid down a series of blankets and some pillows. Right in front of the door is the thick rug, a great place for a hot, sweaty, needy rut with Blake's cock stuffing me silly.

Everything is completely clean. I made sure of it all day, cleaning and recleaning, polishing and repolishing. Every surface shines. The air smells crisp and fresh. The sheets are all turned, the beds all made. Each and every cushion is lovingly pumped and ready to be used. I love my role as housepet for my Daddy, but today, Daddy is out of town, and I belong to someone else.

Or, I want to, at any rate.

I need this to be totally perfect.

I need this to be perfect because today’s the day. At long last, my big brother is coming back home from his military service overseas.

Of course, he’s not my real big brother. My Daddy, Ron, adopted us both at a very young age from different families, but we grew up together. I’d trust him with anything. Blake is in some version of the special forces, and since I’ve turned eighteen, he’s hardly been around. If he had, I probably would have acted before today.

But today he comes back. I’m brimming with excitement, and my pussy is crawling with hot lascivious need. I need to tell him how I feel—I need to tell my big brother how I am so fucking desperate to be his personal loveslave cum dumpster.

I remember when I was very young, I told him about my very first crush. It had been an innocent, temporary thing. I thought I was SO in love with an older boy. When I told Blake, he just shook his head.

“You don’t want that guy,” he said solemnly, stroking my hair. “He’s not good enough for you. Hardly anyone is.”

I took that with me ever since.

And I know that he was completely right. Not
 just anybody was good enough for me. But Blake is.

I’ve had a crush on him now for the longest time. His body is completely chiseled, like he was carved out of the rock of all-that-is-man. He’s silent and strong, never complaining, never saying anything out of line. He’s a real sweetheart underneath all his steely exterior, but somehow, he’s never been with a girlfriend for very long.

I get the feeling, more and more, that it’s my
 fault he’s not with anyone. That he just can’t stop fucking other girls without thinking of me instead.

Most of the girls he’s dated have looked like me, as a matter of fact, though of course they’re not as hot as me. Hardly any girls are—I know that. Everyone in town knows that. It’s an easy thing to figure out when you’re as hot as I am—when you’re born on top of the mountain, it’s easy to see all the people still trying to climb. And that makes me so fucking turned on.

I’m tall, tanned, and gorgeous. I’ve got gorgeous long dark hair that I should practically charge people to see. If I charged the men in this town to jerk off just to the sight of my voluminous, sexy hair instead of fucking their drab old wives, I’d be a millionaire in a matter of weeks.

Of course, if all that was sexy about me was my hair, I’d hardly have good reason to be so arrogant and vain. Luckily for me, I’m the whole package. Of course, I could just tell you that I’m toned, but would that really communicate the achingly sexy turns of my midsection, so solid and complete as my abs connect with my obliques, leading lusciously down into my heartbreaking hips and ass? There’s not a drop of fat on my body, and my tits are enormous fuck-pillows, made for the adoration purely and totally of the Men in my family.

Oh yes, that’s right. Nobody gets to have me but my Daddy...and after today, my big brother. All this is hotness was just purely designed for their pleasure, as far as I’m concerned.

Other men can look, but they don’t get to have my perfect, angelic face looking into their eyes and telling them what a hot little naughty fuckslut whore I need to be just
 for them for the rest of my life. Think about that for a moment—the hottest face you’ve ever seen on a glamour magazine or in a celebrity rag, pouting and needing all the time, just hopping at the chance to do the slightest thing for her man, aching to be used and abused as a domesticated, housecleaning, meal-cooking fuckslut cum guzzling whore who needs more than anything else to be stuffed full of fantastic family cock.

That’s all
 that I am.

It’s too bad Daddy’s out of town, or else today could have been real
 fun. But he was away on business.

So, Blake is coming home from his tour to me, and me alone.

I’ve made sure that the occasion will be a special one for him. Besides arranging every possible room for constant, hot, hardcore fucking, I’ve dressed up just for him.

Decorating my body is the hottest, sluttiest prom gown I could find. My real prom was ages ago—more than five months ago, in fact, before I graduated high school.

But I didn’t go. Nobody at the school deserved me, and I knew I couldn’t go with my Daddy like I would have loved to. Instead, I stayed home with Daddy and sucked him off all night long in sexy pretty bridal lingerie, letting him know that more than anything else, I wanted to be his special daughter fuckwife.

But that didn’t mean I only
 wanted to be Daddy’s fuckwifepet.

Oh no. I need to be my brother’s pet too. He’s always been there for me. Whenever I’ve been sad or down, big bro was always there to let me know how much he cared. So now, I need to show him how much I care.

My gown is golden, with long slits down each leg, showing off my perfect hips and ass. The v-neck is perfectly arranged around my tits, a thick semi-circle of gemstones attending my bountiful young cleavage.

Sleek, hot golden silk gloves adorn my arms, going all the way up to my elbows. I love the way I look in gloves. I think it’s such a classy, hot way to announce to the man you care about that you don’t care about anything practical—you are saying to everyone how you can’t get your hands dirty, you can’t do anything that will make you unclean, because all of you is designed to be your man’s hot fuckdoll decoration who wants to give him a little extra softness as you stroke his big, fat thick cock.

That’s the only way these gloves will get dirty—if they’re covered in a mountain of my big bro’s cum.

Mmm. I can’t wait.

Hot gloves are like long hair—impractical for anything except for being gorgeous and announcing to the world that you want to be some man’s perfect little cockslut. That’s why my hair is so long, so teased and coiffed, its dark surface so shiny and wonderfully arranged. My six-inch heels—golden as well, with long silk ribbon straps that wrap all the way up around my calves and up past my knees—are also good for nothing but an announcement of how badly I want to be seen as a hot little whore.

Topping it all off, I have on the prom queen crown. I came by it legitimately—they gave the silly thing to me at school when I was taking finals. Or, more accurately, when I was hanging out in the hallway as some nerd took the finals for me in a last-ditch effort to prove his love for me.

Apparently, the school tried to give it to some other girl, but there was such an uproar over how I deserved it more—from teachers and students—that she was forced to let it go.

She probably cried about it.

Good.

This is probably the most amount of clothes I've worn at one time for the past few months, ever since I confessed to my Daddy how badly I needed to be his special perfect fuckpet. Usually, when I get home, I take all of my clothes off right away and dress in lingerie. The color is picked by Daddy, the outfit is chosen by me. Then I'll sit in the entryway, kneeling, waiting for him to come home. If I've been very good, he lets me finger my hot teenage cunt while I wait, so desperate to feel his manhood inside me.

The last week or so, Daddy has started choking me while he drills me from behind, spilling his seed deep inside my dripping wet pussy. I begged
 him to do it. It's so fucking hot, feeling him control me like that, feeling him have my life in his hands completely. He told me he wouldn't choke me until I turned him on enough—so I surprised him at his office with a naughty schoolgirl outfit on. He fucked me right there, in his office—and he had to choke my sexy collared neck just to keep everyone from hearing me scream and call him Master.

But my hot fucklord of a DaddyMaster hasn't made any rulings on whether I can fuck my hot big bro or not. Just other men aren't allowed—inferior men, who don't deserve me like my family men do. When I walked out of his office, all choked and fucked, there were open stares from the men in the office. They probably knew what was going on. I didn't care. Daddy doesn't either. He's such an alpha stud that they do anything he says without question, just like me.

He came home that night, fucking me ruthlessly once again, choking me with open relish, telling me how he caught and fired a man who was jerking off in his cubicle, moaning my name.

It always turns me on so much hearing about all the guys that love me, even though all I want to do all day long is make love to the men in my family. Only those men are good enough. They’re the only men I can really trust to never leave me, to treat me the way I really need and deserve.

I can hear the front door knob turning. I get in position at the stairway, pushing my tits up on the banister, one long perfect leg held out sexily.

He comes inside, still in uniform, setting down his big green duffel bag.

“Welcome back, big brother,” I coo happily. “I’m so
 happy you’ve come back!”

His missions overseas were so secret that he couldn't even tell us where he had been. All I know is that he’s definitely been in combat. He’s been able to tell us that over the phone.

God, that’s so hot to think about. My big hot brother fighting man to protect me and keep me safe.

And I know, too, that I need to have him protecting me, holding me tight—I need to have him filling me up and telling me everything will be all right forever. He's so fucking strong, so capable of fighting and defending, that I know I could believe him.

I used to guess that he was in the Middle-East, on the once or twice every six weeks when he could make a phone call.

“No, sis,” he said. “Think farther East.”

“Asia? But we don't have any forces in Asia.”

“Are you sure about that?”

But he wasn't allowed to say anymore.

In the house now, he stands up straight, looking me over with a bemused smile on his face. His neck is flushed, and I can tell he's aroused by the way his eyes focus on my tits, my bared hips.

I strut down the stairs, biting my lower lip in barely-repressed need.

His eyes roam over my outfit as I approach, just as they should. I’m dressed up for him. I belong to him, tonight.

I present myself for him, arching my back, holding my gloved hands up underneath my tits to push them up even more. I know I look fucking gorgeous. I know that half the guys at my old school would die happy just to see me like this—and they’d probably die from jerking themselves off too much, too. I don’t care.

All I care about right now is looking hot for Blake. My skin is shiny and smooth, so obviously made for nothing but touching, adoring, and loving—but only for the right kind of man. I'm so, so very lucky that Blake is just the right kind of man, and that I have him all to myself.

“I guess now I know why you weren’t at the airport to say hello.”

I nod happily, biting my lip, pressing my hot gloved hands hard against my chest.

“I didn’t think anyone would understand,” I breathe. “They wouldn’t understand the way that I need to be yours.”

Quickly, eagerly, I wrap my hands around his waist, drawing him close and nuzzling my cheek against his chin. I can feel his hands, somewhat unsure, moving over my backside.“Do you understand, big bro? I’m all grown up now. I can show you.”

His hands slide up my sides, two of his big fingers pushing into my spine, sending hot thrills through my entire body. I purr with his touch.

Then he pushes me away somewhat, shaking his head with a distant smile on his face.

“You grew up into such a hot little number, sis. I'm sure lots of guys are falling all over themselves to be with you. You don’t need to ruin your life by being with your brother.”

I push forward again. He holds me back in his strong hands. Even though it's not being used how I want, I revel in the feel of his strength on me.

“I don’t care about any of those other guys, big bro. I only want you. Do you like my prom dress?”

He nodded, eyes still a little wide. “Whoever you went with must have fucked...” He took a breath. “...must have really liked it.”

I giggle and smile. My tits bounce invitingly.

“I'm all dressed up like this because I didn't go to prom with anybody, big bro. Nobody at school deserved to go with me.”

“You're goddamn right.”

His response seems automatic. As if he can't help himself, his big, rock-solid arms slide around me and he holds me tight. Possessively. I feel sooo safe. Nothing could go wrong right now, not with him so close. So strong and good and protective. I need him to need me like I need him.

I stare up into his steely eyes, my tits crushed on his uniform, forming appealing half-gloves of pure lust.

“I wanted you to be my prom date, big bro. I want you to be my hot big bro boyfriend sir.”

He moans throatily, catching my chin under his fingers. His lips are so close to mine now.

“You know what happens to hot babes like me on prom night, right?”

“They have a good time?”

I nod. “They have a good time because their studs take them home and fuck them senseless.”

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head, trying to turn away. I stay near him. One of my perfect legs slides up his. “What are we doing? What are you saying?”

“I'm saying I want my hot big bro to hold me tight and fuck me and make me feel all safe. Please? I love you, Blake. I always have. I need you. I need only
 you. I’ll die
 if I can’t have—”

He moans and kisses me then, his hot brother tongue sliding into my mouth, making my little sister tongue all sloppy and wet with his warm saliva. Threads of it slide out of lips when he pulls away, staring at me deeply.

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head again. “I’m glad that you’ve blossomed, and...man, you have blossomed. But you and I both know that something like this can’t happen.”

I pout, fiddling with his uniform’s buttons. They’re actually easy to start moving apart. “Says who?”

“You know who.” He waved a hand. “Society.”

“I don’t care what society has to say. I want to fuck my big brother. I want your big brother cock jamming inside my little sister pussy, showing me what a hot, good slut I can be for you. I want that all
 the time, big bro. I want it right now
 . I've set up rooms for us, Blake. We have all
 weekend.”

He is breathing hard, looking down my chest. I position my tits upward so he can see. I want him to look. I want my big brother’s eyes all over me.

“What about...what about Dad?”

I look down, biting a lip.

“Don't worry about him. I don't think he'll mind. If he finds out...” I giggle. “Let's just say he doesn't have much moral authority in the matter.”

“You mean you...you and him...”

His breathing increases, ragged and hot. I can tell the idea of my Daddy fucking me really turns him on. I think that, beyond anything else, it lets him know how serious I am about fucking him. The boundaries are slipping away for him.

“That's right,” I purr. “He's been drilling me nightly. And I love it. I love the cock of my men in me. You're both so special to me...he just...disciplines me, how I need. Lets me be his happy little servant. But that's not all I need, big bro.”

Working swiftly, I drop his pants. He doesn't stop me, doesn't protest. Such good news. He wants this. He just needs a little more convincing. I don't mind. I love convincing him. I start stroking his cock. He's already hard—my brother, so fucking hard just for me! I love it. He loves it too, I can tell...but doubt adorns his face.

“I need a partner,” I say hotly. “Someone I can depend on...a man that I know will treat me right and fuck me hard. I just need so much cock, big bro, and Daddy doesn't have enough. But the two of you together...”

I stroke his cock even harder. Precum starts flowing out of the head, and I smear it around the shaft. My strokes become slick and fast. His giant veiny rod is so fucking big. Eight inches at least. I need it inside me, all that meat, filling me up. Oh my fucking god, I want it so much!

“You're so fucking manly and hot now, big bro,” I coo. “I bet the military has shown you all kinds of hot ways to hold a girl down. Why don’t you show me some of them?”

Hot schlicking sounds from my gloves attending his cock start filling the room. He nods, finally, gyrating his hips into the sizzling hot handjob I'm giving him.

“If this is going to happen, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to.”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe. “I wouldn’t think of doing anything else.”

He moves my hands away from his cock. I groan with need to keep touching it, but I obey. He picks me up with his hands on my waist, enormous biceps bulging. He sets me down right on the rug I’ve arranged in the entryway. Letting out a long breath, he slides on top of my body. His weight is so wonderful, so reassuring. His cock only feels harder and harder as he moves up my thighs, my abdomen. He's smearing my pretty gown with his cum, marking me as his. His hands crawl over my perfection, squeezing my tits harder and harder.

His lips are rough and welcome. Moaning, his tongue slides against mine. My gloved hands pull his face against mine, needing more and more of him. I love him so much. I want to shout it to the world. I love my big brother! I love him!

A smile crosses his face as he sinks his hand down to my pussy. He finds I’m totally bare there...and totally wet. He starts slinking down my body, kissing the soft slutty fabric of my gown.

“I’ve wanted to do this,” he growls, “for a very long time.”

I can’t fucking believe it, but my super stud military big brother goes down on me right then and there. He starts relentlessly eating my pussy. His lips push purposefully against my hot little clit, his tongue flicking out rhythmically. He grips my ass hard, harder, harder.
 I feel like I'm almost in the way
 of my own pussy for him. That's so hot.

He picks me up, his grip ironclad on my ass, still licking me with perfect rhythm. He bends me backward, my legs wrapped around his head, and he just drives his tongue against my clit again and again. Soon, I'm doing a handstand, bent over backwards as he licks my tight hot young teen pussy.

“Oh my god,” I moan into the rug. “Oh my god, Blake! Blake! Yes, Blake!”

His licking only increases. His tongue so lithe, so agile and strong. I love everything it’s doing. I love how he's bent me over. I can't get away, I can only need more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moan.

I really am. I've never felt anything like this, not even with Daddy! He only licks me harder, his frequency increasing.

“I’m gonna cum! I-I-I’m go-gonna ohhhh Blake!”

His licks transform into hot, wet kisses as my orgasm arrives. The bliss finally boils over and the hot waves of orgasm spread through my body. Bent in half how I am, I still thrash and turn, my gorgeous young hot body so perfectly shaped to have just this exact feeling, to be rippling with lust and vibrating with such complete pleasure.

He moves my legs down from around his head to around his waist. I move my head around, and he's on top of me now in missionary position. I lock my heels where they are, pulling him in. He rips at my gown, sliding his perfect, pleasure-giving tongue over my tits. For several moments as I enjoy the post-orgasm bliss, he sucks at my hot young nipples.

Then, he whispers in my ear the hottest, most absolutely perfect thing I’ve ever heard in my life.

“I want to be inside you. Now.”

I can smell his breath, tasting just like my sexy hot teen cunt. I whimper out a yes.

“I need it too. I love you, Blake. I need my big bro inside me so bad.”

I can feel the length of his fully-hard cock sliding against my thighs and ass. It’s so big. It’s as big as Daddy’s—maybe even bigger!

With a long, shuddering sigh, he spreads my legs just slightly and enters my hot young pussy with his completely unprotected cock. His big, hulking rod fills me up, his military-carved muscles so hard and chiseled in the dim light of the room.

“Oh fuck, Blake,” I moan, running my gloved hands up his rock hard body. “You’re so good!”

I've never felt
 like this, so alive, so needy all at once! I just know his cock has been waiting for me for so long, just like I've been waiting for his. I've never felt so fertile in all my life.

“Yeah,” he grunts, thrusting slowly into me, taking his time. “Oh yeah, my hot sister babe.”

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me, brother! Fuck your hot sister's hot little pussy!”

He unclasps my legs from around his waist and positions them forward, framing my gorgeous face with my high-high heels. The position allows him to thrust in me unencumbered. He rams harder and harder, his length freeflowing into my pussy.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “So tight. My little sister is so fucking tight.”

“That’s right, big bro. You’re so fucking big that my little sister pussy can barely handle it. You’ll ruin me, big bro.”

That seemed to excite him a lot. Ruining me. Making me only fit for a cock like his. I’m in love with the idea myself. I can feel his body tensing up, his orgasm fast approaching. He must love that idea as much as I do. That’s so fucking hot. Big bro and little sis, thinking alike, having the same exact thoughts about fucking each other.

“Ruin
 me, Blake! Ruin your little sister! Fuck me until I’m broken for you! Put...put a baby in me,
 please! Please, big bro! Please please!”

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum, sis. I'm gonna fucking fill you up.”

“Yes, please!” I moan excitedly. “Please fill me up! Please, big bro! Please let me fill your big fat fucking cock fill me up with your hot big brother seed, oh fucking please
 .”

My voice gets almost raspy with my begging, my need. His incredible hot goo explodes inside me, filling up my fertile body, and I cum again with him. I can't fucking believe it, cumming like that again so fast. My big brother is so good! The pleasure is too much, and I think I black out for several seconds, completely enraptured with his beautiful cock inside me, showing me how much he cares for me.

When I come to, he's staring down at me, clearly as in love with me as I am with him.

“Thank you, big bro,” I moan. “I love you so much. I needed you to fuck me like that.”

“I love you too, sis,” he whispers, kissing my beautiful face. “Thank you for telling me.”

“I'm so fucking lucky you're my big bro. You make me feel so good. So safe.”

I just needed to tell him that. The need to confess my adoration for him was burning up inside me. We have the whole rest of the weekend to explore how much I can do for him. Now all I need to do is get my Big Bro and Daddy together to let loose one last big secret.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron & Blake
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I
 do one final pass
 of the game room. They’re both out right now, my men. I have to make sure everything is perfect before they return home. They are each expecting to fill me up. And oh god, I want them to. I want them to get me as pregnant as possible.

Over the past few months, I’ve become the perfect housepet for my adoptive father, Ron, and for Blake, who Ron also adopted a long time ago. I clean for them. I cook for them. I dress up for them.

In exchange, my Daddy and Big Bro stuff me full of their big cocks whenever I want them to. Or, whenever they want to—which is, again, when I want them to. It’s a perfect, wonderful little life.

Except for one thing—they both have started to resent that the other gets to have me.

The other night, they were each home for an hour...and they had a fight. Daddy was leering at me, making my knees all weak, and Blake slapped my ass just like I deserve for being his hot little bitch, and then they got into the worst scuffle. Eventually they stopped, but not before both of them got black eyes and sore necks.

It's just completely silly, the way they're competing. Other men? Men outside my family? They should be completely fucking jealous of them. I'm incredibly gorgeous, and I love every second of it.

But my Daddy is my Man. And Blake is my Man, too. And I need them both to understand how they both
 are my Men.

The only way to get them to understand that is for them to fuck me at the same time. And when they do, I have a bigger game in mind. You see, the only way to really seal the deal is I’m fucked so full of their cum that I’m completely fucking pregnant.

They've been fucking my unprotected pussy for some time now, but I'm not pregnant yet. And I need
 to be. I need them my men to pump me so full of cum that I get more pregnant than anybody ever has been. And I need them to do it at the same time. I want my Daddy and Big Bro to double-team me until I can't walk.

If I’m not fertile, then there’s simply no balance in the universe. I don’t believe that a girl as perfectly hot as I am—with my angelic face, rich long black curls, bouncy 36D breasts, and tight toned body—could be put on this earth to do much of anything else outside of fucking the men most suited for her and get filled with lots of babies like a proper woman.

Everything in the game room seems to be in place, passing the inspection of my discerning eye. The couch is free of obstructions—if they want to pin me down on top of it, stuffing my holes full of their big cocks, they’ll be able to. Or if they want to push me down onto the carpet, there’s nothing there that will get in their way. The rug is soft and plush, so their knees will easily be able to handle the different positions.

If, for some reason, they can contain themselves long enough to take me to the bedroom (which I would almost take as an affront, seeing as how perfectly sexy I look today), there are no obstacles in their way as they carry me or as I crawl after them, begging for more.

I am quite happy with either, being held and carried around or crawling after their thick, masculine bodies.

For the first time in a long time, both my men are going to be home this weekend. Usually, Daddy’s work has him working during the weekend, or Blake is out working at his job or doing his monthly drilling with the military.

So, usually, when one is home, the other isn’t. The schedules just haven’t worked out. Perhaps that has been for the best—they do have a lot of aggression toward each other, after all. They each want to be the only man to fuck me. Somehow, I need to make them understand that it can be just as good if they work together to fuck my perfect eighteen year-old cunt.

It’s late fall now, and I’m almost done with my first semester of college. I’ve had all kinds of propositions for dates, of course—even some of my professors have looked interested. Who fucking wouldn’t be? I’m a goddess.

I’m not interested in them, though. I don’t need any extra men in my life. All I need is my perfect Daddy, and my wonderful Big Bro. They’re more than enough men for me. And it’s all I can do to hope that I’m enough woman for the both of them.

Every day of my life is filled with my Daddy and Big Bro’s cocks.

Last night was Daddy’s turn, drilling me silly as I washed the dishes for him. The night before, I was with Blake, sucking him off while he watched a movie. Even so, all this raunchy, hardcore fucking . . . it just hasn't been enough.

I want my men to own me completely. I want to leave no doubt in their minds how completely I am theirs. They might still think this is a temporary thing. That I’ll get my fix of family cock, and move on to conquests that are somehow bigger or better.

But it's not a temporary thing. It's not a “for-now” thing. This is forever.

But do they know that? Do my wonderful men know how badly I need both of them in my life, forever?

Not just one or the other will do. I need both cocks in my life. My hot Daddy cock and my hot Big Bro cock. The sweet dominating power of my Master and the hot lovemaking prowess of my Stud. I need them filling me up at the same time, spilling their hot, gooey, lifegiving seed inside of me and proving to everyone what a complete slut I am for them and them alone.

Only having them fill me up and making me their personal broodmare fuckslut will let them know for sure. I need them to get me so totally pregnant. I need to have their babies. Then we’ll be a real family, forever. I need it. I need them to make me theirs in mind, soul, and especially body.

I’m all dressed up special just for them, as always. Over the past few months, I’ve gotten more and more creative with my outfits as I’ve learned what each of my hunks likes.

Blake really, really loves it when I wear gloves and short skirts. Daddy loves low-cut tops showing off my big tits, and hot high-heeled boots.

So, tonight is a compromise. I wear a tiny red minidress, its soft surface tight around my hips and clinging to the heavy globes of my sexy teenage tits. The loop of bare skin around my neck swoops low into my cleavage, showing off an incredible amount of the young, luscious skin I have available. Elbow-length leather gloves slide up tight around my toned arms. My legs are encased in matching black skintight leather boots that wrap up all the way up around my lovely, fit thighs. The heels are almost dangerously high—more than six inches—but I’ve been practicing walking in high heels a lot lately for my Daddy, and I can strut in them easily.

I look dynamite in this outfit, and both men shouldn’t be able to resist fucking me. I want my brother and Daddy to gangbang the shit out of me as soon as they walk through the door tonight.

I look down at myself, sliding my leather gloves up my hot teenage body. I love the way it looks when my leather-bound hands slide up around my tits, squeezing them together. I wish I had my brother’s cock between my big heavy globes, his precum spilling out and just making my tits slipperier...

Now I’m starting to get moist, the folds of my pussy wettening. For a moment, I consider pushing a hand up underneath the tight red fabric of my minidress to pleasure my pussy for a minute...but then I hear a car drive up. And then another, right after.

They’re both
 home. Oh, wonderful!

“Good evening, Sire,” I purr as my Daddy walks through the door in the entryway.

He is a large man, bulky with thick muscles. He has started wearing a beard, his dark hair highlighting the squareness of his jaw.

I can see he wants to kiss me, to hold me and take me immediately. But he stops, because Blake is right there. Blake is a bit leaner than Daddy, but still perfectly chiseled. I love licking his abs and moving my hands up and down his incredibly defined back. His shoulders are like beautiful rocks.

“Good evening, Stud,” I purr to Blake, running a gloved hand down my sex appeal-oozing side.

They each nod, a bit frozen, not knowing what to do. The want on their faces is completely tangible...and so is the dislike for the other. It’s time to fix all of that.

I strut forward in my sexy boots and grab Daddy’s hand, and then Blake’s.

“Come with me,” I purr, leading them back into the game room.

The game room is right next to the entryway, across from the living room.

I sit Blake down on the couch, and then Daddy next to him. Then I kneel down in front of them. My leather gloved hands stay on their knees.

“We have something to discuss,” I announce. “Something we need to clear the air about.”

I can tell from the looks on their still-bruised faces that they know what this is about.

“Cassandra, I don’t know that we really have to talk about all of this,” Blake says.

Daddy nods. “Yeah. There’s no call for it.”

I struggle not to roll my eyes. “Of course there is, boys. We’re a family. We discuss matters of importance.”

I take a deep breath, enjoying how both of their pairs of eyes lock onto my hot cleavage, trapped in this tiny, tiny dress.

“Now, I know you both know you've both been fucking me.”

They each nod, somewhat sheepish in front of the other. That's cute. They’re each so dominant and manly! I need them to understand how they shouldn’t have any shame in front of me.

“You've been fucking me hard. And long. And beautifully. I've loved each and every second of it. You're both wonderful. And I'm so
 sad it's caused such animosity between you . . . because you're both so very dear to me.”

My hands slide up their thighs, together. I get to feel both of them, like this, at the same time! I can hardly contain myself. I want to just dive on their cocks right away.

“Cassandra...” Daddy’s voice takes a warning tone.

For once, I choose to ignore it.

“You’re both
 my men. My perfect, perfect men. And I want you both to fuck me hard, forever. I want my Daddy’s cock inside me...and I want my Big Bro’s cock inside me. I want you to fuck me stupid, all the time. I want you to, whenever you can, to fuck me at the same time.”

My Big Bro lets out a hot, ragged breath as my gloved hand unzips his pants. He likes my gloves so much. I start stroking his cock first. Daddy looks somewhat displeased, so I put more of my young teen tits on his leg, biting my lower lip with the naughty sort of look I know he loves. Then I start to stroke his fast-developing hardness as well.

Each of them moans.

“Now, you see? Isn’t that nice? Both of you getting hard, together. Both of you getting hard for me. You both agree about so much
 ...wouldn’t it be hot if you agreed about this?”

They didn’t seem to know how to respond. Their cocks certainly did, though, getting harder and harder in my gloved hands.

“You both want me in your lives, right? Well I need both of my men’s big, hard thick cocks in me if I’m going to stay here. I just need them
 ...I need them both.
 ”

I slip forward and wrap my lips around Daddy’s cock. His reward for being so nice when I started stroking Blake first. My tongue slips around his sexy, big meat, and I roll my eyes back and moan as I taste him.

I can hear Blake mutter, “Oh fuck that’s hot.”

With a smile and a giggle, I pop my lips off of Daddy and slide over to Big Bro, giving Daddy a show as I shake my ass a bit, sliding my tongue around Blake’s cockhead and then moaning as I lower on down. I keep stroking Daddy, just as I keep stroking Blake, perfect rhythm, the same attention for both.

Daddy groans, “Fuck, my little girl...”

Once more I pop off the hot manly cock, continuing to stroke both of them. They’re harder now, both of them. I can feel their steel rods pushing out against the soft leather of my gloved hands.

“Isn’t that nice, Sirs? Isn’t that so good, your little family slut pleasing your cocks at the same time?”

“Y-yeah,” Daddy grunts.

“Oh yeah,” says Blake.

I nod happily, my tits bouncing. “That’s sooo good, Sirs. I’m sooo happy to please you both. Do you want to know what would please me the most, right now?”

In unison, they both ask, “What?”

“I want you both to fuck me,” I bite my lip, my eyes filling with need. “I want you to fuck me right in my unprotected pussy, and fill me up with your hot, impregnating seed.”

Daddy grins. Blake gulps a little, but is still clearly turned on. My thumbs run over the precum-slippery heads of their cocks. The precum oozes out so perfectly. It's so hot. I want to wear a suit of it.

“That’s right, Sirs. I want your babies. I want babies from you both. I want you each to fill me up with fucking triplets.”

“Oh fuck,” says Daddy. He reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair.

“Christ,” says Blake. “Fuck, Cassandra.”

Blake reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair as well. Their hands touch...and they don't seem to mind. Mmmph. That's so good.

My tits are bouncing against Daddy’s knees now, I’m stroking their cocks so hard. My hair falls into Blake’s lap. I can feel his fingers and Daddy's slide over each other's as he watches me stroking him, stroking Daddy.

“That's right, my Sirs. I need you to fill me up, again and again, bathing and overwhelming me with your thick hot baby batter. I need you to fuck as many babies in me as I can carry. We have to make sure both
 of you fill me up with your seed. It's important
 . Your cum, each of your cum . . . it's holy
 to me. I worship you both. Won’t you do it? Won’t you give your sisterdaughterslave the holiness she needs inside of her?”

“Yes,” says Daddy. “We sure can, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” says Blake. “We’ll fuck you until you can’t move, babe.”

My heart sings with joy. My pussy drips with anticipation.

“Thank you so much
 ,” I purr. “Who wants to go first?”

“I'm the father here,” says Daddy. “I'm first.”

Blake looks disappointed. I can't have that.

“Mmm, yummy,” I purr, moving over to Blake’s lap. “That means I get to suck my Big Bro off first.”

I slide my mouth over his cock again, this time taking his full length down my throat. My eyes are closed, but I can hear Daddy getting up and tossing his pants aside. His ripped, muscular body pushes up behind me and stands me up on my high heels, so I’m bent over completely as I suckle down on Blake’s hard rod.

Gripping me around my leather boot-clad thighs, Daddy shoves into my red hot pussy. His cock is so fucking huge. I can feel my cunt walls straining just to accommodate his monstrous length.

Daddy, fucking me from behind, slaps my ass raw. Again and again his hand comes down as my big bro fucks my whore sister mouth. As Daddy fucks me, he just pushes me harder onto Blake's cock.

“You're fucking her so hard,” says Blake. “You're fucking our slut just right.”

“Fuck yeah,” Daddy moans, pumping into me. “Is she sucking you off like a good girl? Is she doing her duty?”

“She so fucking is. She's gonna make me cum down her throat.”

I squeal with need. Oh fuck, I want them filling me up so bad! My hot teen body can barely take so much need, so much desire for these two.

“She's gonna make me cum, too.” Daddy slaps my ass again, and then squeezes my perfectly firm flesh there. “Are you ready for it, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy's cum?”

My mouth sliding around Blake's pulsating cock, all I can do is moan and groan in affirmative. I'm so ready.

Blake is ready too.

“I'm gonna cum,” he breathes, his ab muscles so sexy and tight. “I'm gonna cum right in my whore sister's mouth.”

“I can feel it too,” says Daddy. “I’m so fucking close.”

“Fuck her, Dad. Fuck my sister. Fuck your little slaveslut. Make her yours. Fuck her like she needs. Give her that fucking baby. Put a fucking baby in your daughter.”

It's too much for Daddy. He slaps my ass again and explodes inside of me, filling my ass with his liquid warmth. Blake releases at the same time, coating my throat with his seed. He pulls out after a moment, his hot goo exploding still all over my face. My fuckholes and my body are so covered in my family's cum. My teenage family fuckslut body is completely filled.

I slide out from Daddy’s grip and turn around. I'm not done.

You see, this has to be fair. They have to know that this is all about fairness. They both
 get what the other
 gets. So if Daddy's going to fuck my pussy, then my Stud should too.

I slide my cum-splashed lips Daddy’s still-trembling cock, my leather gloved hands gripping his ass hard as I abuse myself on his cock. It stiffens as my mouth slides over it—my holes are perfect for my Men, made to keep them so hard and warm.

My pussy, dripping cum, is right in front of Blake’s face. He's still sitting down.

“Fuck my pussy, Blake!” I coo, popping my mouth off of Daddy’s cock just enough to beg. “Please fuck me right away!”

Not willing to let me beg for long, my Daddy shoves his cock back inside my mouth, which is still coated with Blake's cum. The thick layer of cum from my Big Bro helps to lube my throat and lips as Daddy shoves inside of me again and again. His member gets stiffer and stiffer as it fills me up.

Even with my eyes closed as I luxuriate in sucking my Daddy's cock, I can hear Blake standing up and kicking his pants aside, just like Daddy did.

In my pussy, Blake finds a similar situation to what Daddy found with my mouth. His cock is just as big as Daddy’s, but now that I’ve been soaked inside with Daddy’s cum, my pussy takes him easily. His gargantuan meat pushes hard against the tight confines of my cunt, but everything there is so wet, so ready to be fucked forever. My tight, perfect snatch is already so completely lubed up that his cock is immediately hard, and his thrusts are immediately fast and furious. It seems like he can't wait to fill me full of his hot impregnating seed.

I can't wait for his cum to fill me too. I can feel Daddy's sweet goo dripping out of me, splashing on the ground as Blake drives into me.

“Fuck her, Blake,” groans Daddy. “Fuck your sister. Put your babies inside her. Make her give you those triplets. Take her cunt like you deserve.

Just like when Daddy was fucking me, every hot thrust of Blake shoves me harder into Daddy’s cock, forcing his amazing length deeper and deeper. I love the taste of his meat. I love BOTH of their perfect meat rods, shoving into me so fucking hard.

Blake shoves inside of me, groaning and moaning. He’s gonna cum, I can tell.

“Oh fuck, Cassandra. Cassandra...Cassandra...”

“That’s it, Blake,” says Daddy. “You fuck my daughter. You fuck our good girl. You fuck her right. You teach her how to be ours.”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Yeah, I'm gonna fucking breed her and give her that big fucking baby bump, oh god yeah...”

Squeezing my slapped-raw ass tight, my big bro comes right inside my pussy, filling me full of his hot impregnating sperm. I squeeze so tight as he comes, wanting none of it to spill. It’s so fucking good and hot, and just for me. My Daddy comes with him, grunting out hotly.

“Fucking give her those babies,” he moans, spurting down my throat. “Give them to her, yeah.”

His cum spurts all over my mouth even as Blake is still spilling inside of me. I slip his cock out and jerk it off, so his last hot spurts right on my face. For more than a minute, I just sit there, kissing Daddy's cock, feeling Blake's wonderful hardness inside my pussy. Then Blake slips out to sit down, and Daddy joins him.

We end it where we began. I sit my cum-soaked body in front of them, stroking their throbbing, hot cocks.

“Do you think you can show me how you own me? You both fucking own me. Look at all this cum on my face, you fucking Stud Master fucklords. Can you mark me again?”

They nod, each smiling. Their shoulders are leaning against each other, their heads nuzzling on one another. With a hot smile, I take my cum-soaked leather gloved hands and stroke them again.

Within short order, they're hard again for me. I'm so fucking hot. I must be so gorgeous to get them hard three times in a row.

“Look at her,” says Blake. “Look at our little family cockslut.”

“Our fucking slave,” says Daddy.

“Our incest whore. You'll take our whole fucking brood, won't you slut?”

I nod happily.

“I'll have all your babies. Every last one. Please mark me! Please mark me as yours!”

“Oh yeah, you're fucking ours,” groans Blake.

Their hands have crossed on each other's thighs. Their squeezing each other, even as they stroke my gorgeous, thick dark hair.

“So fucking ours. We're gonna cum for you, sweetie.”

“Yes, please! Cum for me, my Men,” I moan. “Please cum right in my face. Please shower me with your cum. With both of your fucking hot cocks full of cum, please! I need you to drown me in it. I need to be covered in it totally. Please.”

I can feel them both tensing up. I increase the tempo of my strokes.

“Y-yeah,” they each grunt. “Yeah...”

“Shower your princess. Shower your fucking incest slut. Shower your hot sexy baby girl sisterdaughter. Please, my Men. Please, Sirs. Please!”

They each start to groan. Within seconds, my Daddy and Big Bro's seed fountains on to my face. It all mixes together, soaking my face and my neck and chest entirely. I feel washed clean, overwhelmed with bliss. All their seed, all their happiness, and I get to bathe in it.

For several moments, they just stare at all the cum overlapping my face. I lick up as much of it as I can. Then I take a leather-gloved finger and start to gather it up, swallowing it down. It's so salty and delicious.

With a grateful moan, I crawl up into their laps, curling into a ball. I feel so safe and good, their strong arms wrapping around me possessively. They hold hands, each pulling me tighter. I know they’ll never fight over me again.

Inside my belly, there is a tremendous warmth. I feel so full, so happy, so good. I just know I'm pregnant. I have to be.

I have
 to be.

# # #
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The Shifter's Mate
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T
 his was going to be
 a perfect summer, Lauren knew. No, it was going to be a Perfect Summer, capitals both P
 and S
 .

Lauren would not allow anything else. It was all going to go her way.

She stood in the dirt and gravel parking lot of Camp Sunshine Springs, clipboard in hand. Behind her, strung in front of the large center building that served both as a cafeteria and a recreation center, was a large banner with friendly bubble-letters reading, “Welcome Counselors!”

Lauren made the banner herself, hung it up herself.

The warm summer temperature had her in a dark blue pair of shorts and her camp counselor t-shirt, which was bright sky blue with a big, happy orange sun in the middle of it, beneath which was the name of the camp. Her long, golden brown locks—probably Lauren’s favorite feature about herself—were tied back in a high ponytail. No more than ten minutes ago, she had finished a breakfast of scrambled eggs and spinach, with a small fruit bowl on the side and a tall glass of water to go along with that.

And all of this—the banner, her appearance, her meal, her timing—was exactly how she had planned. Most of Lauren’s days were accorded far in advance, with increments of exactitude increasing as the day itself approached. At any given time she had about a dozen plans in her mind, half of which were everything she would like to happen in the next forty-eight hours, and the other half were arranging themselves for anything that would most possibly go wrong in the next twelve hours.

So, this morning so far was exactly how she wanted it be. She was in control. She smiled broadly as the first cars began to arrive, just at about nine in the morning. They were all on time—just as she had asked them to be.

Perfect.

She deserved a perfect summer at this point her life. She deserved something that would go absolutely perfect, with no exceptions. No excuses. No dirty little remainders staining her memories. Just wonderful, clear perfection of a time all the way through.

At the age of eighteen, preparing for college at the end of the summer, she had many bitter memories of high school. Being ignored or frowned upon or mocked because of her intelligence and drive, comments which invariably deteriorated to observations about her weight and shape.

Lauren was, for lack of a better word, curvy.

Her friends had many better words—bosomy, voluptuous, curvaceous—but these all seemed like such glamorous terms and Lauren had trouble applying them to herself. It didn't matter that her generous measurements were healthy and had guys staring at her breasts every day—all she really focused on was how she wasn't quite slim enough for the norm.

So, perfect, yes. Summer, yes. Perfect Summer, yes. She would make it happen. She deserved it.

As the Counselor Supervisor of Camp Sunshine Springs, she had every tool she needed to make it all come true. Her authority in the camp was absolute in all but name.

Sunshine Springs boasted twelve counselors, including Lauren and her only superior on the site, Heather Springs (also the owner of the camp, of course). Most of the time, however, the jovial middle-aged Heather acted much more like a matronly counselor—her chosen classes were nutrition and yoga—than any kind of a boss.

The counselors began rolling out of their cars in front of Lauren, most of them taking the time to let out big yawns and stretches—all of them from the ages of eighteen to twenty-one, and none of them really accustomed to waking up at a normal hour like Lauren was. She doubted they had eaten breakfast yet—which was why she already had a table with water, toast, and fruit prepared next to the small gated entrance. The fence and gate were wooden—with big long logs of wood, the kind that were a lot of fun for children to play on and stand and jump.

The children themselves wouldn’t be arriving for another week—this week was all about building teamwork and learning the routine of the camp for the counselors. But strictly speaking, Sunshine Springs was a camp for children, where parents could drop off their little ones and do whatever parents did when children were gone..

Lauren ticked off little check marks as everyone took their food and crowded up automatically before her:

Kyle, Carlie, the redhead twins Bree and Brittany, William, Roxanne, Roxanne’s older sister Tasha (who was counseling for her third year in a row), and Natalya, the girl from Eastern Europe with the last name Lauren still couldn’t pronounce even after hours of practice.

She nodded and gave out brief hellos to everyone in turn, exchanging small pleasantries. Wasn’t the weather nice and warm? Did you remember bug spray? You’re welcome, I made the toast myself.

Then, everyone was silent, waiting on her.

“Just a few more people,” she explained to the small crowd. “Please feel free to chat and go back for seconds while you wait.”

For a moment, Lauren felt a flutter of panic enter her mind. Where was he? Wasn’t he coming? He had told her he was coming...he had promised...

Then she heard his car growling down the gravel drive—a classic muscle car, blue with orange trim, almost as sexy as he was. Lauren’s heart caught when she saw it, and again when she saw him step of out of his car—Bryce Markson. Local football star. Lantern-jawed hunk. Ripped stud. Total dreamboat, who Lauren had taken the time to enter regularly in her schedule of nightly fantasies—he came last, of course, because there was no thinking of anyone else after him. If he only knew how many times she had cum thinking about him...

But as he stepped out, the other side of the car opened, and a gorgeous tanned leg stretched out slowly.


No
 , thought Lauren, struggling to mask her approaching horror. No, no, no!


But of course, yes. It was Maryse, Bryce’s girlfriend.

Lauren clicked her pen nervously and began to approach the pair.

What was she
 doing here? Maryse had canceled on the summer camp—she had insisted that she couldn’t make it, that her modeling contract made it impossible to commit to six weeks of work in a row, and Lauren had rejoiced, thinking she would finally get some alone time with Bryce. It made all her plans so much simpler.

Maryse was everything Lauren wasn’t—blond, tall, gymnast-slim, tightly toned, and sparkling tanned, her every facet practically flawless.

Lauren could not help but feel inferior in front of Maryse. There was no way around it. She felt like everyone felt inferior before the flawless blond.

Lauren’s nerdy, good-natured friends—nowhere to be found, all of them finding better internship jobs through engineering companies and the like—told Lauren not to be so down on herself. They said her face was positively gorgeous, her body was voluptuous, her breasts just “amaaaazing,” and her thick brown hair a wonder to behold with how it practically never seemed to need work to look good. But all Lauren needed was a small sliver of a comparison between herself and a beauty queen-esque, tall, slender model-type like Maryse, and her whole world came crashing down.

It didn’t help, of course, that Lauren had a naggingly present bisexual side in the members of her constantly touring sexual band, brought out to full concert whenever Maryse was around. Like many teenagers, Lauren hadn't learned yet how to reconcile all the different facets of her sexuality, and was more than a bit disgusted with herself with how badly she found herself wanting to lick and kiss various parts of Maryse’s perfect body with as much as she resented her at the same time.

Lauren had admitted, in addition to previously-unending glee, to being surprised when Maryse emailed her, saying that she couldn’t do the work for the summer.

Camp Sunshine Springs was a good gig—both for Lauren and the other counselors. For eight weeks of work in the sun, with the weekends off, Lauren would make six thousand dollars. Her compatriots, with less responsibility, would still be making five thousand. Not bad for just playing at Day Care and making rope knots and fresh cookies with kids. Heather Springs could afford these salaries because she took so little herself, and because she boasted one of the most progressive summer camps in the whole region, complete with recycling classes, do-it-yourself initiatives on making electronics and machines from old junk, survival kits for economic and industrial collapse, and spiritual health awareness assemblies. Only the most bourgeois of bourgeois parents could afford it—and so of course, they all were desperate to do just that.

Stepping around the small crowd of counselors, Lauren approached Maryse and Bryce. Maryse was already stroking Bryce’s face, his hands on her sexy hips, shown off expertly in a tiny white miniskirt. Her platform sandals were completely inappropriate for the tasks at hand...but they made her legs look stellar. Lauren had trouble deciding who she was instantly more attracted to. They were an obvious power couple, each radiating clear, easy authority with their good looks and charm.

Still, Lauren was a little less intimidated by Bryce. She had tutored him through Calculus all the last semester of high school, becoming quite close to him. She liked his easy sense of humor, and his lack of any sense of superiority or formality about his status at school—he was, in that way, the direct opposite of Maryse.

Lauren had been the one to encourage him to apply to the job here. And, of course, Lauren was also the one who ensured he got hired.

“Hey, you guys,” called Lauren. She tried to sound both friendly and authoritative at the same time—a congenial manager. “Good to see you. Maryse, are you going to be staying?”

“I am!” She slipped her arms around Bryce, squeezing tight. “I just can’t
 stay away from my Brycey for long, you know?”

Maryse delivered sizzling hot kiss, sliding her long, tanned leg up and around his waist. He seemed surprised—and more than a bit embarrassed—at her level of affection.

Sliding out from her grip, Bryce held out his hand to Lauren to shake. God, his shirt was so
 tight around his hard pecs...

“Thanks for putting all this together,” he said, pointing out at the food table, the banner over the center building. “It looks really great. We’re lucky to have you in charge!”

He said this with a brilliant smile—of course—and Lauren’s heart practically melted, all thoughts of Maryse banished for a few beautiful seconds. That was, at least, until the sexy blonde slipped back into view, her ample cleavage almost sliding completely out from her tiny purple halter top.

“Yeah, it looks pretty neat,” she said enthusiastically. “Why’s it all so...brown, though?”

Lauren cast an eye back at the decorations with them.

“Well, we want to promote endearment to nature,” explained Lauren. “So, even our decorations should reflect that.”

“I guess so,’ said Maryse, appearing as though she was honestly trying to be sympathetic, sliding a hand through her soft golden hair. “But, do you really think people will care about nature if it looks so drab all the time?”

Their conversation was interrupted by the throaty rumble of an arriving motorcycle. The last one of the counselors to arrive—Caleb. Oh, Caleb. He scared Lauren a little.

A gorgeous, tall woman dressed in denim and leather, with long, long ebony hair that wrapped around her waist, positively dripping liquid sex, rode on Caleb's bike. She was seated behind him, not bothering to wear a helmet. Just from looking at her from a distance, Lauren felt her body heat up—even more than it did when she was in front of Maryse and Bryce. When Caleb slipped off the bike with his bag, the woman gave him a quick hug and drove off.

Was that goddess
 Caleb's girlfriend? It was hard to believe.

Up until a year ago, he had been your average high school nerd. Then, he fell in with the biker crowd—now dangerous-looking tattoos slid all over his tight, wiry frame. A mutated skull on the back of his neck—strange runes on his forearms and shoulders, easily visible beyond the bounds of his a-frame black shirt.

Lauren couldn’t help but feel a tinge of...well, desire
 when she saw him. He looked so dangerous, so...forbidden. He got into too many fights to graduate properly from their high school, but based on his previous behavior and “promising future,” he had been allowed to fast track through a GED program. And now, here he was...all because Heather loved giving kids second-chances.

This day so far had just been a rapid-fire lustfest for Lauren so far. She really needed to tighten herself up, if this whole summer wasn't going to end up as a fiasco.

Her desire for Caleb wasn’t completely unprecedented. For a short while, no more than a few weeks, they had dated—kind of. Going to hang out at bowling alleys or malls with mutual friends, but spending most of that time together, and sliding off alone to make out. But then he started getting in all those fights...and then he disappeared from her life, up until the point just recently when she saw him apply for this work.

Frankly, Lauren didn’t feel safe with him around, but she was in no position to argue with her boss on hiring policies. It was, strangely, the one area where Heather’s easy-going persona became very serious.

“Everyone deserves a chance to help others,” she told Lauren a few weeks back. “And I need a supervisor who understands that. Isn’t that you?”

Not being stupid enough to lose her job, Lauren of course said that it was.

Even with her fear of Caleb’s potential, she cast more than a couple glances back in his direction as she positioned herself at the front of the counselor crowd once again. She remembered him as skinny and pale. He was still pale, but he had definitely grown into himself—his muscles wiry and visible, the kind of dense-but-slight build you might see on a man working construction.

“Could everyone follow me, please?” Lauren called out. “Everyone’s here, so let’s all go grab a seat at the complex.”

Obediently, they all followed Lauren to the main complex—the combination cafeteria and recreation center. Half of it was open to the outside, glass panels making up the walls. All the tables were picnic tables, good for eating or crafting, and any number of different types of classes.

The camp owner—spunky, trim, Heather—stepped up on the wide porch, waving her hands about, trying to herd everyone forward. Earlier in her life, she had been a ballet instructor, and still retained that same signature tone and beauty somehow reserved to dancers—including the vibrant mass of chocolate hair falling in deep, beautiful tresses down her back, ending just over her still-firm butt.

“Hello, everyone!” Heather called out, guiding them closer to the porch. “I’m just so glad you’re here. Today is such a wonderful, peaceful day to start our community and our efforts at building the future. I don’t know about you, but I just get such a sense of serenity and well-being from being in nature like this.” She closed her eyes, smiling and touching her heart with her hands. Some of the newer folks gave each other confused glances—the veterans just knew this was how Heather was. “I just hope you’re all overwhelmed with gratitude like I am, to be surrounded by so much of nature’s glory, and really just embracing the good will of all of you to come and help us in our mission.”

She paused for several moments, eyes still closed. Some of the new folks closed their eyes as well, peeking open a bit to see if that was what they were supposed to do. Lauren, with Maryse’s sudden involvement and the cocktail of mixed feelings that had been served with Caleb's arrival, was feeling rather the opposite of gratitude.

Today was no longer off to a brilliant start.

After another deep breath, Heather nodded over to her supervisor.

“Okay. So, Lauren has a few announcements, and I would ask that you all pay special close attention, okay? She’s so smart and wonderful, and I think she just has the best ideas.”

Lauren struggled not to roll her eyes. Technically, Heather had a few announcements—sent and re-sent in email form to Lauren over the course of the last few weeks in preparation for the camp. But Heather abhorred being seen as an “authority figure.” She just wanted to be everyone’s friend, to learn and love and laugh with them in their youthful abandon. That was how she put it, anyway.

So, Lauren was “bad cop.” She could handle that. It was good experience for the life she would have in the ruthless, cutthroat business world that she hoped to join in her professional career.

“Okay, we don’t have too many new additions to the rules which I emailed to everyone last week. Just a few reminders. After last year’s spaghetti incident, the camper curfew has been scaled back to nine at night, with lights-out at ten. Wake-up is at now at six-thirty. That means less sleep for us, especially those of us on cafeteria duty, which will be distributed among everybody. I suggest getting to bed by ten-thirty. You have to be up by five-thirty at the latest to get everything ready.”

There were, as she expected, a few groans. The most theatrical of them came from Maryse, who buried herself into Bryce's thick, strong arms. Lauren did her best to quell her jealousy.

“Now, what that also
 means is that I expect for no one to have a hangover...or a sudden ‘24-hour flu.’ I know when you are drinking—and for that matter, so do the campers. This is just a reminder that there is no
 alcohol allowed on these grounds, and certainly no drugs of any other kind.”

More groans—this time, mostly for comedy’s sake. Or, so Lauren hoped.

“We can have a great time at camp, and still be professional and adult,” she finished. “So, no partying, everybody. This is a professional environment.”

* * * * *
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T
 EN HOURS LATER, ALMOST
 all the counselors were acting unprofessional and doing lots of drinking at a party of  Maryse’s design. They were hanging out in the small crafts cabin near the lake, tossing down beers and shots in card games and dares.

Maryse already fucking loved summer camp.

She got to be away from her parents, fucking her hot, stud boyfriend every night, and would soon be showing off in bikinis and tight shorts for an entire summer and actually get paid
 for it. What was not to love?

“Drink up, everyone!” she called out, holding a bottle of rum high. “We’re young and we get to do whatever we want!”

A cheer resounded through the small crowd, nearly everyone agreeing with her. Maryse was very used to everyone agreeing with her—all the people she met were so desperate to get on her good side, desperate to see her gorgeous face break into a smile.

All of them, of course, except for Lauren.

Lauren acted like she was above Maryse—beyond the blonde’s realm of control and influence. Clearly, all she wanted to do was make Maryse feel inferior.

And so, it was fun for Maryse, completely subverting Lauren’s command like this, with the party. It took barely any coaxing on her part to convince everyone to come down. The only hold-out, in fact, was that foreign chick, Natalya, but whatever. She could do what she wanted.

In Maryse’s mind, Lauren didn’t deserve to be in charge. Positions of authority ought to be reserved for people who were simply better than others. And Maryse was undeniably better than anyone at the camp...even her loverboy, Bryce.

Bryce was super, of course, for the time being. Maryse had every intention of breaking his heart in a few months—probably as soon as her trip to France began later this summer.

“I’m sorry,” she would say, patting his dopey, handsome little head. “I just don’t see this working out when I’m going to be going to million-dollar galas every weekend and you’ll just be...here. Tossing some ball around at some third-rate university.”

Probably, just to keep him calm, she would be stroking him off as she said it. The thought made the blonde beauty sort of aroused, knowing that even as she broke her current boyfriend’s heart, she could still make him cum at the same time. Irresistibly gorgeous—that's what she was, forever. She had no doubt in her mind of her proper place in the universe.

She would have broken up with Bryce already, actually...but then she would have delivered the broken-hearted stud right into Lauren’s waiting arms, and Maryse simply wouldn’t allow that. Bryce was her
 man, to please and break as she liked.

With this party—and with just conniving her way into the job as a counselor again—Maryse was eminently pleased of being able to knock that snob Lauren down a peg or two.

Her big tits intimidated the hell out of Maryse. Maryse’s own pair were, in her opinion, rather divinely gifted—but Bryce was a boobs man. She had even intercepted a text from one of his friends just yesterday—after she had already decided not to work as a counselor for the summer.

You spendin six weeks with lauren tanner? Shit son. Jealous of all them tittties you gonna be swimmin in. She gonna give it up to you for sure.

Maryse knew that, when she was around, Bryce was as loyal as they came. But stuck with Lauren for so long, in front of her huge, sexy tits in a swimsuit or tight little summer tops...Bryce was only human. And Lauren would, without a doubt, definitely give it up to him.

And so it been easy for Maryse to make the decision to stick around for the summer, and stick around Bryce, and that meant noodling her way back into her position as a counselor. This afternoon, Lauren was against it, but Heather insisted that Maryse stay.

Everyone deserved a chance, after all. Such a gracious lady. Very easy to manipulate—though that was hardly a spectacular quality for Maryse.

Maryse, very clearly the winner in this little duel, graciously invited Lauren to the party tonight. And so the brunette was there, talking with that weirdo Caleb in a corner. Maryse had invited her more out of a desire to humiliate her—seeing more of Lauren’s rules broken and to make her bask in Maryse’s triumph.

Lauren probably was there just to gather intelligence, maybe to keep herself from appearing too snooty to obey. Young folks were often so rebellious. Maryse could respect such a tactic.

She was, she had to admit, sort of attracted to Lauren. Maryse had a firmly developed bisexual side—she had been through quite a number of kissing drills with her fellow cheerleaders back in high school. And Lauren certainly was sexy, with those flaring hips and her ever-impressive bust.

From her side of the cabin, where she had been silently drinking away at a bottle of rum, Maryse watched with growing curiosity at the exchange between the heavily tattooed Caleb and Lauren. Maybe it was time for a little espionage of her own—certainly she could get Caleb's blood rising.  Maryse strutted over casually, pretending to drunkenly examine an arrangement of shots for a drinking game getting organized by the twins, Bree and Brittany. Her ass waved high in the air, tight denim skirt plastered on her magnificent buns.

“Girlfriend?” Caleb shook his head no. “That was my sister. My step sister, I mean. Felicia.”

“Oh,” said Lauren. “She's really pretty. I thought maybe you were going out.”

Caleb laughed. “No.”

Felicia was
 pretty. Maryse would have been intimidated, perhaps, if she got a better look at her...but she hadn't.

“It’s just...you never called me,” said Lauren, voice low. “That hurt, you know? And when I saw you again, you had changed so...dramatically. I didn’t think you wanted anything to do with me.”

“I’m sorry. That’s my fault.”

“What is
 it with the tattoos and everything, these days?” Lauren asked.

Caleb shrugged, rubbing his neck. “I felt really out of place, and I got in some trouble. I’ve got some...new friends. They helped me out. Set me straight. That’s all.”

Lauren harrumphed. “That’s like, the vaguest possible explanation anyone could give of anything, ever.”

“That’s all you’re gonna get. Sorry.”

They talked a bit more, but Maryse—to avoid suspicion—had to move out of range, trying to continue her liquor examination and stay inconspicuous.

But still, somehow she had caught Caleb's attention—probably from the flagrant display she was making of her breasts, pushing them together with an elaborate shrug. She smiled flirtily as his eyes danced over the tight curves of her body, a tender lock of golden hair landing in her cleavage.

Maryse watched with some surprise as Caleb grabbed Lauren’s hand and whispered something in her ear. Lauren made a face and shook her head—though Maryse got the feeling it was only because she too had seen Maryse hanging out nearby. A dark cloud came over Caleb’s face and he stormed out of the cabin.

With a delicious grin, Maryse approached Lauren.

“Can’t do what he wants, huh?” Maryse tsked. “That’s a shame. For a girl like you, he’s quite a catch, huh?”

Lauren didn’t honor this with a response.

“Awww, little baby isn’t gonna talk to me?” Maryse laughed. The booze was really getting to her, and so was her success. “I’m soooo hurt. What a bad loser you are, Lauren. When are you gonna just relax and embrace the glory of me?”

For a moment, Maryse felt herself more intoxicated from talking like this than she was from the booze in her system. It was a sort of a relief to have someone like Lauren who hated her anyway—Maryse could say anything to her, and her opinion wouldn’t change, and no one would believe her anyway because everyone was already vying eternally for Maryse’s favor.

What fun.

Lauren still didn’t speak, just giving her a murderous look.

“I think I’ll show you how to have a little more fun,” said Maryse. “Watch.”

She added an extra sway to her ass, her tight denim skirt riding high on her lovely legs. She knew even girls found her hot—half of her friends had confessed crushes on her, and the half that hadn’t still promised to get Maryse’s “okay” before ever doing anything sexual with a boy. All those kissing drills back in high school had unlocked quite a number of feelings...and Maryse loved cultivating all of them.

Bryce was on the other side of the room, talking about sports or video games or some other stupid thing with the chunky, happy-go-lucky Kyle. She wrapped her arms around her big stud's chest and tugged him close.

“I need you,” she whispered in his ear. “Like, right
 now.”

Bryce, surprise coating his drunken face, complied, and followed her to the back of the cabin.

In less than a minute she was, in full view of everyone, slipping into the closet with Bryce. Inside the dark space, her hand immediately found his big cock, feeling him through his jeans. It had been soooo long since he had fucked her with that beautiful jock cock of his. Almost a whole two days.

“I’m sooo horny, baby,” she whispered hotly, sucking at his neck. “Won’t you fill me up again, please?”

“Christ...Maryse...” he shook his head. “They’ll hear us.”

“I don’t care.” She really didn’t. “I want them to hear. I want them all to know how good you fuck me.”

Still, he hesitated. In his mind, anyway—his body was clearly willing, judging from the bulge her hands stroked through his pants.

“What if I just...sucked you off?” she offered. “Or sucked you and got you good and ready? If you got a nice stiff cock in my mouth, could you decide then, baby?”

“Fuck,” he said, feeling up her tits. His big hands mashed them together—so soft, just for him. “Yeah...yeah, okay.”

She got on her knees, happy to please. Even in the dark, Maryse knew just what she was doing, and it wasn't long before her tongue looped around the stiffening bulb of his cockhead, sliding her perfect lips on her man. His big meat entered her mouth, instantly causing a wave of happy, eager saliva to surge forward.

Maryse loved to tease and taunt, but that didn’t change the fact that she still loved a good lay. Bryce got everything she could give with her oral abilities—her every suck was practiced and sexualized, her every sound exaggerated to elicit even more pleasure from him. Men liked knowing that hot babes like her were turned on by giving head.

Her pussy flooded with arousal as Bryce began to fuck her mouth in earnest, holding her hair, forming pigtails with his hands as handles.

“Fuck, Maryse, you're so good. You're so tight. You're gonna make me...gonna make me...”

Bryce could have such a short fuse, especially when he was drunk. Maryse found herself not caring though—and moaned all the more, her throaty vibrations running over his big cockmeat. She wanted
 him to cum.

And as if sensing her need, he groaned again and released, sending a flood of semen down her throat and into her belly. Maryse swallowed it all—she was a hot babe, through and through, and she knew hot babes always swallowed. Maryse would do anything at all if it made her sexier to the people around her.

Several minutes later, when Bryce had calmed a bit, the two of them stepped out of the closet, and everyone gave them cautious, skeptical applause. Maryse grabbed Bryce hard and kissed his neck, licking in an almost animalistic fashion.

“It’s summer,” she said. “Time to live a little, am I right?”

Everyone laughed...and then there was a sharp, loud moan.

They all looked at each other, searching for the source of the sound. The moan came again, pushing hard through the cabin. It was hot and loaded with tension.

“We all heard that, right?” Bryce asked.

Nervous nods abounded. Again, there was a hot, wet moan, originating from outside. Curious and a bit scared, the eight of them began to huddle toward the center of the cabin.

“What is
 that?” asked Maryse.

It sounded like...

“Hell if I know,” said Bryce.

“Right,” said Lauren. “I know I certainly
 don’t know what that sound is.”

Lauren’s denial only made Maryse’s suspicions that much more clear—it was...it had to be...

“Is it someone...masturbating?” asked one of the twins—Maryse couldn’t tell which.

The nine of them started giggling and laughing, the alcohol catching up with them. No way, they began to say. No way is someone masturbating right outside!

It would have to be Natalya—it was definitely a woman’s voice, and she was the only girl not there.

“Why don’t we sneak up on her?” Maryse said. “Scare her a bit? It’ll be fun!”

Even under optimal circumstances, Maryse's influence was hard to deny. With everyone as drunk as they were, resistance was almost non-existent. Quickly, a plan was formed, and they split up in groups of four. Because, of course, Lauren abstained.

“I’m not doing this,” Lauren insisted. “It’s totally gross.”

“Come on!” Maryse took her hand, stroking it, putting on all her charm. “It has to be all of us. Please, Lauren?”

She shook her head, adamant.

“Come on,” said Bryce. “Maryse isn’t going to stop asking. Let’s just do this and get it over with, huh?”

Maryse tried very hard to hide her suddenly angered expression—an old trick for her, when everyone always wanted her smiling and pretty. Was that
 how Bryce thought of her?

Perhaps sensing Maryse’s unease with the rationalization, Lauren actually acquiesced.

“Okay,” she said. “But I’m taking a blanket to help them cover up.”

They organized outside in quick lines in the darkness outside the cabin, and on Maryse’s command, started their circling motion. Everyone was light-headed with booze and with trying to hide their ceaseless giggles.

But their little prank was lost as soon as they found out who the person in question was.

It was Heather—on her knees and bent over backwards on the grass, her body on display under the floodlight behind the cabin. The tight, yoga-toned muscles of her torso were glistening with her sweat and juices. Her face was expectant—happy to see them—and also full of torrentially hot bliss.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Yes! God yes!”

Because Heather wasn’t just bent over backwards...she was also happily fucking her pussy with her fingers. Rubbing her clit hard with her thumb, her fingers pushing in and out, in and out. Her face almost manic with pleasure.

Maryse’s strong bisexual side flared up. This was fucking hot, even with as weird as it was. She had no idea Heather could look so damn sexy.

“Sooo good!” Heather moaned. “Sooo good! Fucked me soooo good!”

“What the hell?” Lauren broke through the line surrounding Heather and tossed her the blanket.

It landed on top of Heather, covering her somewhat, but still the camp owner continued.

“Sooo good,” she moaned again. “Soo good. Sooo, soooo goood...”

Nearby was a long line of bushes and trees, their contents entirely hidden by the darkness. As they stared at Heather, the bushes began to shake tremendously, and a groan let out from behind them.

“Who’s there?” Lauren demanded, fists clenched. “You come out here right now and show yourself!”

And to all their surprise, it was Caleb who pushed out from the bushes, his eyes heavily dilated. He giggled mischievously, laughing and holding his hands tight against his chest.

“Booo,” he mock-growled. “Booooo.”

“What the fuck,” said Lauren. “Are you...are you high
 , Caleb? You were getting high while Heather was assaulted, and now you’re making fun
 of it?”

“I...what?” said Caleb.

His voice sounded drugged, that was for sure, and he looked thoroughly confused. He seemed to notice Heather on the ground for the first time.

Lauren huffed. “I said—”

“Heather was assaulted?” Caleb said. He began to approach her, his face twisting with terror.

“Forget it.” Lauren picked Heather up off the ground, the older woman still madly fingering her pussy. She nuzzled her head into Lauren and tried to kiss her. Lauren valiantly moved away. “You’re fired, Caleb. You may as well pack your things. You’re going home.”

She paused a moment, looking at the dazed, crazy eyes of her boss.

“We’re all going home,” said Lauren. “We can’t do anything with Heather like this.”

But then, it started to rain.

* * * * *
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B
 RYCE SPIRALED FOR
 a sense of control in the craziness that this night had become. He, Lauren, Caleb, and Maryse were in Heather’s cabin, in the small sitting room, watching in strange horrified fascination as Heather continued to finger her pussy in a puddle of her own juices. Outside, the storm raged, torrents of rain pouring unceasingly, the sound interrupted only by cracking booms of thunder.

Here is what happened:

Nobody's phone worked. Lightning had started to strike all around the camp, and, they reasoned—one of the strikes had knocked out a cell tower. It would be morning at the least before they could get a signal again. Heather, in some odd cost-cutting measure, only actually paid the phone bill when there were minors present on the camp grounds (to appease parents and their sense of caution, Lauren said), and so none of the landlines were working.

Lauren refused to part from Heather, and she wanted to keep an eye on Caleb while the drugs left his system—Lauren was the only one of the counselors with any nursing training. They all would have been certified for basic first aid at the end of the week through Lauren and Heather’s classes...but oh well.

Bryce was worried about anyone staying alone with Caleb at the moment—all those tattoos, and he was clearly on some kind of heavy dosage of drugs. And Heather seemed to have some kind of psychotic break. So, he volunteered to help even the odds with Lauren and keep on eye on the two with her. And Maryse, characteristically, refused to part from Bryce’s side.

They were a team, now, like it or not. But Bryce knew teams. He was comfortable in teams.

So, the three of them opted to go to Heather’s cabin on the far side of the camp grounds. Heather lived there almost year round, so it was nicer than the rest of their cabins—it had its own full-sized kitchen, a bathroom with marble flooring, a separate bedroom and living room, the works.

Bryce was suspicious of Maryse’s involvement. He knew enough about Maryse to know she was shallow, petty, and manipulative as hell. In a lot of ways, that was sort of what turned him on about her—her attitude toward others, so snobbish and superior, was hard not to get excited by when she acted so sweet and submissive toward him. He knew even that was an act...but he let himself believe in it from time to time.

Still, he had no illusions about them staying together past the summer. He had made up his mind to enjoy the gorgeous blonde's presence as much as possible before their time was up. It was hard not to fall even more in love with her, spending so much time looking at her gorgeous face...but he tried.

Caleb was on the couch, a warm towel over his face. Maryse and Bryce sat together on a pale blue loveseat, holding hands, trying not to watch Heather as she continued to finger her soaking wet pussy. Lauren was examining her, trying to understand, trying to help.

“Hey,” said Lauren, lifting up Heather's shirt. “Look at this.”

Bryce approached, not quite knowing how Lauren could act so clinical when Heather was staring up at them with fevered, needy gazes, so desperate for a big cock to get stuffed into her body...

Strange, animalistic scratches were all over Heather’s back—and teeth marks, too. A bite. And there were...

“Are those...runes?” Bryce asked. “Those look like runes, like we saw in art class. Like hieroglyphics, that sort of thing.”

“Right? That's fucking weird,” said Lauren. “God, Heather...what happened to you?”

“He was so good
 ,” Heather moaned, her eyes almost rolled back in their sockets. “He was so fucking good
 ...”

The lovely older woman let out a little series of yelps and thrills as another orgasm rippled through her body, her legs trembling and snaking up against Bryce.

This was the time when she was most calm, they had found—when she had the most lucidity. Lauren leaned down and, using a towel to wipe it clean of juices first, took Heather’s hand.

“Heather,” she said, “It’s me, Lauren. Please...tell me what happened. Please.”

“Please him...mmm...him, him, yes.” Heather giggled, stretching her legs around Lauren’s hips, pulling her in lustily. “He found me...walking around outside. So...soo big
 . Seven feet tall. His cock like a...like a cannon. And so hairy...a beast. A real beast. Hairy. Fangs. Big yellow eyes...masculine eyes. Alpha eyes. Ohhhh yes. Such a fucking alpha beast of a Master. And then he took me...and oh yes. He took me...he took
 me...he took
 me...”

Again she slid her fingers back into her pussy. They had tried stopping her earlier, but it just made her seem like she was in pain—or worse, she thought one of them would help her in her desires. Bryce found it all horribly disturbing...and horribly arousing. He had to pace around just to stop his boner from getting worked up—even after Maryse's impromptu blowjob earlier.

“What the fuck was she describing?” asked Maryse. “That sounded like...like some kind of...”

“Some kind of werewolf?” Lauren offered.

“God,” said Maryse, rolling her eyes. “I'm glad you
 said it.”

“Fangs,” said Bryce. “Hair. Beast...I mean, it sort of seems to fit.”

“Let's not go nuts, here,” said Caleb, sitting up a bit. “I mean, werewolves...that's impossible. Maybe she was just drugged and raped.”

“You know all about drugs, don't you?” Bryce asked. “Maybe you did this?”

With no warning, Caleb stood up and rushed at Bryce, fists at-the-ready. Lauren, moving fast, immediately slipped between them.

“Calm down!” she said. “No one here is a monster. No one here would do this to Heather. Let's not tear each other apart just because we can.”

Taking a deep breath, Caleb sat back down.

“You're right,” he said. “I'm sorry. I don't like being accused of shit like that.”

“I'm sorry too.” Bryce shrugged. “But it's just all...suspicious. All of this. Something about it stinks, I just don't know what, yet. Or who.”

They all sat down, and for a few minutes the only sound was Heather's soft schlicking sounds as she gave herself yet another little orgasm. It was too quite, too inactive for Bryce's liking. He had to do
 something.

“We have to find him,” Bryce announced, standing up. “Find this guy, this thing, if that's what he is. It’s the only thing to do. Organize a search party.”

“Oh yesss...” Heather moaned on the floor. “Find him...find him!”

“What do you mean?” Maryse asked. “You’re not going out into that downpour, are you?”

“Do we have a choice? There’s some...some weirdo drug rapist out there fucking with the people in this camp! We can’t just let him be
 out there. We have to try
 something.”

“I think we should just stay here,” said Caleb. “Stay calm. It’s dangerous out there, the weather's way too unpredictable—and whatever attacked her, or whoever, I mean, they clearly like the dark more than we do.”

“I agree with everything Caleb’s said,” Heather purred. “He’s just so right about everything. What a man. Don’t you all agree?”

That was odd, thought Bryce...but so was everything Heather was saying.

“I’ll go up to the men’s cabin,” said Bryce. “Kyle and William should help too.” Lauren eyed him, a bit exasperated. He quickly added, “And then I’ll swing by the women’s and see if any of them want to volunteer as well.”

Bryce picked up a flashlight off the table near the entryway, and then walked over to the fireplace and grabbed a poker. He would need a weapon, after all. Then, he turned to Caleb.

“Are you gonna help me and be a man, or aren’t you good for anything?”

“F-fine.” Caleb shrugged, taking a breath. “Yeah. I should come with you. I don’t want to be left here with...all of this.”

Caleb's eyes were wide with fear—real fear—at Heather's activities.

Bryce understood. His aunt had gone crazy—and he was always terrible about going to see her in the institution. It wasn’t because of the way she acted, or really anything she did. Rather, it was because of how she reminded him of how thin the line was between sanity and insanity—what an eggshell layer their minds walked on at any given moment.

“Be careful, love,” Maryse cooed, sliding her arms around Bryce. “You’re so
 brave for taking care of this.”

Maryse kissed him, long and hot. He knew she was showing off just for Lauren...and yet Bryce still got into it, his hands slipping over that perfect tight ass, squeezing hard. He couldn't do much in front of her except melt.


Sorry, Lauren
 , he thought as soon as the kiss ended. He avoided the brunette's gaze as he slapped Caleb on the back and headed to the front.

Opening the door, the storm immediately burst in, wind and rain flowing through the cabin. It was dark and wet outside, the lightning doing more to reflect blasts of blinding confusion around than it did to illuminate anything.

Bryce took a breath, and they entered the wetness.

* * * * *
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S
 OMEHOW DURING THE
 night, Lauren fell asleep. She had every intention of staying awake the whole night through until morning light pushed through the darkness of this strange and horrifying evening, watching over Heather. She had even made a full pot of coffee to keep herself roused—but somehow she conked out over the many terror-filled hours.

This is she woke with a start on the couch. Maryse was in her arms, a blanket covering them both. Somehow they had fallen asleep together, in this clearly intimate fashion.

Lauren tried not to think about how good Maryse felt, how warm her skin was, how perfect her face, how easy it would be to land the most gentle of little kisses...

Oh god, no. No way.

Lauren sprang up, not caring if she woke Maryse or not.

Somehow, though, Maryse shifted on the couch, groaning, but stayed asleep. Fine, then. That was good.

It was about four in the morning, judging from the clock over the fireplace. Early. It wasn’t raining anymore outside, but Lauren could still see almost nothing from peeking out the window. There were supposed to be lights dotting the trails around the camp, but maybe the storm knocked out one of the generators...

Or maybe the creep that attacked Heather knew to disable them.

She tried to ignore that thought.

Drawn by the smell of eggs cooking, Lauren found Heather in the kitchen, preparing food, and completely naked.

“Oh!” chirped Heather. “Hello, dear. I was just making some food. I find a vicious fucking like what Master gifted me with really gets the appetite going, you know?” She giggled, like a flirting schoolgirl. “Even with all the hot protein he dumped inside of my belly.”

Heather seemed five years younger. She had always been in terrific shape for a middle-aged woman, with a clear vibrancy and youth shining through her motions and words. But now she looked...she looked genuinely
 younger. Her skin smoother, her hair longer, her breasts fuller and perkier, her face like that of someone in their early thirties or even late twenties.

Had whatever that creature done to her...changed her, somehow?

“M-Master?” Lauren asked. “What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about my glorious and wonderful Master, dear. He’s so perfect to have taken my will and mind like he did. I’m so
 happy to be in his service now. I think
 you called him a werewolf? That wouldn't be too far off a description.” She pointed at the eggs with her spatula. “I’m sure he’ll be hungry when he comes around again. I want to be ready to serve him food while I attend his cock. You should do the same.”

A big yawn exhaled from behind Lauren, who jumped. Completely on edge.

“Wow,” said Maryse, stumbling into the kitchen. “I wasn’t expecting to fall asleep like that. Looks like the rain cleared up, huh? Still dark out, though...where are the boys?”

“They’re not back yet,” said Lauren.

She reached out, trying to grab Maryse's hand. Anything steady. Anything sane.

“I wouldn’t worry about any of them,” said Heather. “Master will take care of them. I’m certain of it.”

She and Maryse looked at each other, and stepped backward for a moment out of the kitchen and back into the living room.

“I guess...she’s calmed down some? So that’s good,” said Maryse.

“Maybe,” whispered Lauren. “But she’s still...under the influence of whatever this thing is that’s happening.”

“What do we do?”

Lauren had been thinking about that, actually. Plans upon plans, that was her way.

“Heather,” said Lauren, stepping back into the kitchen and turning off the stove, getting the older woman’s attention. “I know our phones aren’t working, but there’s still a radio in the rec center. You remember? The big radio that can reach all those trucks and stuff? It’ll work no matter what. I’d like for us to get over there and bust it out, call the police, get their help.”

“Whatever for, dear?” Heather looked genuinely confused.

Maryse scoffed. “You were...you were raped
 last night!”

“Oh, dear, no.” She shook her head. “That’s not how I would describe it at all.”

Sighing wistfully, Heather ran the warm spatula against her naked breasts. Her fingers began to tweak at her nipples.

Maryse continued her protest. “You were taken against your will!”

“Well...maybe at first.” She shrugged, sighing dreamily. “But he showed me how wrong it was to resist. Did you know hot women like me belong in service to him? After he gave me his mark...I understood. A will is such a silly, paltry little thing anyway, especially for a female. Why would my will matter one way or the other in comparison to his endless might? I was born to be on my knees in front of him, darling.” Heather’s eyes lit up, as if suddenly noticing Maryse in front of her. “My, dear. You’re rather pretty, aren’t you? Of course you are. You’re probably next.”

Maryse’s beautiful blue eyes flashed with anger. “Shut up, you crazy bitch! What the hell are you talking about?”

“He’s going to destroy your will, just like he did mine. You may as well embrace it.”

Taking a step back from the overwhelming crazy, Lauren made her way to the corner. Smiling brightly, her eyes shining with zeal, Heather slipped her fingers through her panties and started fingering herself.

“God...” Heather moaned. “He’s gonna own you...gonna own
 ...you...”

Backing up into Lauren, Maryse shook her head. “What. The. Fuck.”

“We have to get out of here,” whispered Lauren, urgency filling her voice. “If he’s...if he’s animal, like she says, if he’s marked her? I bet he can smell her.”

“How would you know?” Maryse asked suspiciously. “How do you know so much?”

“I don’t know anything!” Lauren said. “I’m just...guessing. She said he marked her. I’m saying that probably means he wants seconds...and she’s practically begging for him now, and it’s going to be dark soon.”

Maryse’s mouth twisted, examining Heather. The older woman had folded up on her back, pussy exposed, ankles wrapped around her neck, crying out triumphantly as an orgasm shivered through her body.

“Yes!” Heather cried. “Take me, my lord! Take me!”

“We can’t...we can’t just leave her here,” said Maryse. “He’s just going to do it all to her again.”

Lauren sighed. “I know. But...do we have a choice? Look, whatever he’s done to her...the damage has been done. We can leave, and...” Lauren shook her head. She squeezed Maryse's arm. “No, you’re right. We can’t leave her here. But we can’t stay here, either. This place is practically undefended. What if we moved out, back to the main complex?”

“Why that one?”

“There’s the radio there, like I said, for starters.” Shrugging, Lauren started searching through the various cabinets. “Besides that, she has a gun there, I think. For snakes and stuff. But it might work. And it’s up against that big rock face, you’ve seen it. Just the one way in.”

“Okay,” said Maryse. “Okay. Yeah, that’s smart. You’re smart.”

She said this like it was a sudden realization.

“Come on,” said Lauren. “We can do it if we work together.”

Maryse nodded then. “Okay. Let's do it.”

* * * * *
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I
 N ALL HER LIFE, MARYSE
 had never been so terrified as she was now, walking through the dark to the main complex. Being afraid was something clearly designated to the lower classes of the world—those not secure in their stations thanks to natural talents and gifts, of which Maryse clearly had so very many. Her breasts, her legs, her beautiful hair, her angelic face...none of these mattered in the empty darkness, where any sound or movement could come out and abuse her just as Heather was abused.

Maryse had never been in such a situation before.

Heather’s constant moaning through her gag didn’t help—Maryse was certain the lithe beauty was calling out to her Master, trying to get him to come. That was why they gagged her, and bound her arms. It would have been really, really dark and twisted, except Heather seemed to enjoy it a little. Maybe that made it a little more dark and twisted, though.

She and Lauren had their hands interlaced over Heather's arms, touching and grabbing at each other. Both of them desperate for as much human contact as they could find.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of trudging through the muck and mud and darkness, they made it to the center.

“We’re here,” said Lauren, searching through her pockets.

Metal jingled as she pulled out her keys. In a few seconds she had the door opened and then locked again behind them.

They put Heather down behind the salad bar in the cafeteria, in a corner, out of sight.

“Try and find a flashlight or something.” Lauren gave a compassionate squeeze to Maryse's shoulder. “I’ll look for that gun and the radio.”

“Okay. Right.”

It surprised Maryse how easily she took orders from Lauren. But, with as scared as she was, desperate as she was to find some order in the situation, she didn’t feel as though she had a choice. A swell of resentment grew in her, being so powerless. She promised and promised herself again that she would never let herself be this powerless in the future, so long as she lived through the night.

In the darkness of the kitchen, she started searching around. Her eyes adjusted to the very low light after a minute or two, and she was able to search through cabinets with some ease. It surprised how simple it was—probably just hours before she would have been terrified of bugs or rats, but now there was a bigger threat.

After looking through several cabinets, she finally found a flashlight.

“Here’s the radio, I think,” Lauren called out from outside the kitchen. “And the gun!”

Her path easily visible now, Maryse found Lauren dragging something into the cafeteria, and shined the light on her, letting them both see what the brunette had found.

It was a radio all right...and it was useless.

“Goddammit,” said Lauren, stomping her feet. “Goddammit!”

There were holes in the radio, its wire cut—wires everywhere.

“Are those bullet holes?” asked Maryse.

“I think so.” Lauren shook her head. “There’s not any more bullets.”

“Someone...someone shot the radio?”

Maryse was completely befuddled. Who could be crazy enough to do such a thing?

A gleeful little giggle rose up—Heather had maneuvered her mouth out from the gag they put on.

“It's possible
 ,” said Heather, “that while
 you were asleep, I may have slipped out to do an weensy bit of camp maintenance for Master...”

Oh god.


Question asked and answered,
 thought Maryse. How can this get any worse
 ?

Right on cue, a deep growl reverberated through the complex. The immense shadow of the man-beast broke through the dim light of the cafeteria—the beast. It was there, at the window. Hard to make out in the darkness, but clearly enormous. Maryse saw the darkness slide over the room and up over hers and Lauren’s bodies—both of them shook, sliding into each other’s arms.

“Oh, God,” Lauren moaned.

“I don’t think this place is as safe as we thought it was,” Maryse said dumbly.

Heather, behind them, giggled maniacally. “No where is safe from the Master. He’ll take anyone that he wants. And he wants you
 .” She was moaning and stirring in her bindings—Maryse quickly figured out that she was using the friction between her shorts and her pussy to pleasure herself. That was all she needed for sexual excitement, now—that little bit. Her body had become so sensitive...made just for fucking this huge beast.

Slowly, hands trembling together, Maryse and Lauren lifted the flashlight to shine on the beast in the window.

He was...immense. Enormously muscled. Abs on abs on abs, a veritable ten-pack. His biceps ripped, the bulges there bigger than Maryse’s head. Deep, dark hair covered the entirety of his body, except for the short line leading down to his cock, and the cock itself. That huge slab of meat—clearly hardening against the window—was hairless and glistening wet already with precum. His face was familiar somehow...nearly human, except for the big jutting teeth coming up from his mouth, and the distended nostrils and big yellow eyes. Dominating eyes. Will-breaking eyes.

Her knees went even weaker than they were before.

He was there for Maryse, she knew. Of course he was. Everyone wanted to fuck her. That was her whole life. And now he was going to turn her into a mindless little fuckpuppet just like Heather...

“He’s gonna fuck me, oh god...” Maryse groaned and shifted, holding Lauren tighter. “H-he’s gonna take me...”

And why was she so fucking turned on by that thought? Her panties were soaked with arousal. It was just...chemical, that was all. The beast had some kind of pheromone reaction, leaking through the glass.

Yeah, that was it.

“It’s okay,” said Lauren. “The door is locked, and—”

Glass burst open as the beast attacked the door, sending it wide open. So much for the lock.

Lauren grabbed Maryse even closer than before. Her hands slipped over Maryse's.

“Take my hand, please?” Lauren asked.

There was so much vulnerability there...so much terror. Of course, Maryse knew it was mirrored in her own face. Seeing herself like this, Maryse couldn’t help but accept her. She took Lauren’s hand. Instantly, relief flood through Maryse...and she couldn’t explain why. It was just good to have someone need her like that.

The beast approached, step by step, agile and direct.


Here it comes
 , thought Maryse. Here it comes, get ready...


But then, something crazy happened. He took Lauren instead.

Relief again flooded through Maryse’s body—it was so overwhelming that she completely forgot to grab Lauren to try and help her.

But along with all that relief there was also just the faintest bit of...jealousy?

Lauren screamed for help, her voice bouncing off the complex walls, her little fists pounding futilely against the beast’s massive chest. But slowly, those cries for help dissipated the beast ripped off more and more of her clothes, growling with satisfaction at his prize, grabbing at her big tits and kissing, biting, and licking hard into her luscious neck.

More and more, Lauren stopped fighting, her face flushed, her body falling limply to the ground before the immense masculinity of the best.

More and more, all her moans of terror were replaced with moans of easy, hot want, her legs spreading around the beast’s sexy, svelte waist. His cock, giant and hard, rubbed intently between her tits and then down her soft, sexy curves.

“Fuck me,” Lauren moaned. “Oh god, yes! Yes! Yes, please! Fuck me with your big fucking beastly cock!”

There was
 some scent in the air...something the beast was doing to both of them. Maryse found herself wanting the beast to fuck Lauren almost as much as Lauren did. Maybe that was why she didn't run...why she slipped to the ground, on her knees, touching her breasts and making sultry faces at their display.

Maryse could even understand
 why the beast had chosen Lauren. Lauren’s body—thick and fertile and bountifully busty—was easily much more capable of taking a vicious, hard pounding like what this masculine alpha creature dished out.

Jealousy, hard and quick, stabbed furiously at Maryse. She didn’t know if she wanted to be fucked, but she definitely wanted to be chosen.

Suddenly, hands were wrapping around Maryse’s body—Heather’s hands. Her yoga-trained legs locked around Maryse’s waist, keeping her in place, while Heather’s one hand gripped hard on Maryse’s breasts. The other slipped into Maryse’s panties, and began quickly and expertly fingering her clit.

“Oh my god,” Maryse moaned.

Instantly, she was close to orgasm. There was no excuse for it—she had just completely turned into a wanton, slutty sexpet in the face of this overpowering beast. She wanted
 him to know how turned on she was. She wanted
 Heather to give her a hot, delicious orgasm, to make her smell like a good fuck. The pheromones in the air...she felt high. She couldn’t fight. She felt herself not wanting
 to fight.

“Watch him fuck her,” Heather instructed. “Watch Master take his chosen mate. Isn’t it so perfect? Don’t you feel so lucky?”

“Lucky...” Maryse repeated. “...Master...”

Lauren’s moans increased in intensity as the beast shoved his huge cock inside of her pussy. At the same time, Heather shifted her grip, pushing her two front fingers into Maryse’s cunt and then rubbing her thumb hard down on her clit.

Pleasure rampaged through Maryse’s body as Heather had her way with her. From the sounds of things, the same was happening to Lauren. The beast had practically bent her in half, his enormous hands just barely cupping her incredibly huge tits. He drove her into the floor, hammering his cock into her body with no restraint at all.

The beast let out a long howl, signaling his climax was near. The significance was not lost on the three women wrapped up in its pleasure.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Lauren moaned. “Cum on me! I’m gonna cum too. I’m gonna do it with you, Sir! Yes, please!”

“Yeah,” Maryse mewled softly. “G-gonna cum. G-gonna cummm with youuuu...”

Heather, of course, was already on her seventeenth or eighteenth orgasm of the night. There was very little that could stand in the wolf slave’s way when it came to pleasure.

With another great howl, the alpha stud came on top of Lauren, all over her belly, coating her in luscious white goo. Spurt after spurt fired out of him, layering down thick ropes of perfection on Lauren's tits. After several seconds, he seemed to be expended, and collapsed down on Lauren's body gently.

“She’s marked, now,” Heather cooed in Maryse’s ear. “Just like me...just like you’ll be, soon.”

The beast slowly began to transform—hair receding, muscles dissolving, claws disappearing. Over a period of two minutes, the recognizable form of Caleb appeared in Lauren’s arms. The light from the still-on flashlight let Maryse see his eyes—which appeared heavily dilated, as if he had been on drugs.

Maryse, at this point, was a bit beyond being shocked.

“The form of the Master...” Heather moaned, too busy fingering herself now to bother with Maryse. She sank back down on her back, orgasming away, sliding into a blissful sleep.

Maryse crawled forward, still dazed from her orgasm, trying to understand. Caleb, eyes open, appeared thoroughly out of it. She stroked his forehead lightly—all resentments and anger gone for the moment, and checked on Lauren, stroking her forehead as well. Lauren leaned up, eyes closed, and pulled Maryse in for a long, loving kiss. Maryse, surprising herself, did nothing to stop it.

When Lauren finally opened her eyes and saw who it was, she let go...slowly. Her hands ran down Maryse’s chest, and the two looked at each other with reinvigorated interest.

“Sorry,” said Lauren.

She didn't look very sorry. Maryse shrugged and cocked an eyebrow, biting her lower lip.

“Are you okay, Lauren?”

Lauren nodded. “I think so. I...I don’t know. Whatever happened to Heather...it didn’t happen to me.”

They both looked at Caleb.

“What happened?” they asked simultaneously.

“It’s a long story,” he said, drawing up into himself, hands over his knees. “I...I’m so sorry, Lauren. I don’t know...I don’t know why this happened.”

“It’s...all right.” She giggled. “I don’t know, I’m not like Heather...but that all felt really, really good. I didn’t know sex was like that.”

“I don’t think it is like that with anyone else,” said Maryse, smiling.

Something told her to be angry...but something more primal, more satisfied, just didn't care. It was pretty hot what the werewolf had done. Enslaving women...taking them as his property...


Just imagine
 , thought Maryse, the kind of woman who could have such an alpha male stud wrapped around her finger.


“Tell us,” said Lauren. “We deserve to know.”

“You’re right,” said Caleb, shaking his head. “I can’t tell you the whole story...I don’t know it. I can only tell you what I know.”

“Okay,” said Lauren.

“This...this transformation?” said Caleb. “How I become that thing, that werewolf thing? I don’t know how it started. Just one day, all of a sudden, there I was. Big werewolf guy. I wasn’t bitten or cursed, I just...I don’t know. I wasn’t one day, and the next I was. My sister Felicia, she knows about this sort of thing. This, I don’t know what to call it. This occult sort of stuff. I asked her, and she got together with her friends...there’s a lot of me out there. Werewolves. But, they’re not all like me. Mine is different.

“That transformation you saw? I didn’t believe it was happening at first, this time around. I got into a lot of trouble at the end of school...almost ruined some people's lives. Luckily, I was able to fix it, Felicia and I. But I thought it was done, now. Otherwise I would have said something. It was supposed to kill
 me,” he said. “The next time I turned, I was supposed to die. That’s what Felicia said, what all the other people said. I’m uncontrollable, they said. The others, the other werewolves...they know how to manage it. But my inner-wolf, or whatever you want to call it? It burns too brightly—it eats up my whole life force, they said. There was no way I’d survive the next transformation. So...these tattoos? They were there to contain me. To make sure that I never turned again. But something here made me regress...and something...you, I mean.” He took Lauren’s hand. “You made me whole again. You saved me, Lauren.”

Lauren’s face swelled with gratitude, that she could be the one to make him better. Maryse again tried to fight down that stab of jealousy.

“But that was...it was you, who took Heather?” Maryse asked.

“Not me. I mean, yes and no. I don’t know. I did, but I didn’t want to. I never want to. It just...happens. The first thing I remember is seeing Lauren again. That must have been enough to revert me. But this time...I guess I had to make love to you.”

“It was a little more intense than making love,” Lauren said with a chuckle.

“What made you change, though, if you weren't supposed to change?”

Caleb's face clouded over. “I'm not sure. I'm really not. We'd have to ask Felicia, maybe.” He shook his head. “I don’t get it, though. The other girls, when they were around me...they...”

Lauren remembered now how Heather was so happy to do anything Caleb suggested.

“They became your slaves.”

He nodded, embarrassed. “Pretty much.”

“And I’m not.”

“Yes. You turned me back. You’re not affected. You’re...special, Lauren. Chosen, by something.”

“Chosen?” Lauren laughed. “I don’t think so.”

“I don’t know everything about it. I won’t pretend to. These powers are ancient. But you are...you’re something I haven’t even heard of, if you can resist what I've got. And that worries me, a lot.”

“Why?”

“Because up until I showed up, for those friends I told you about? I was something most of them had never heard of either.”

“Your sister,” said Maryse. “She knows a lot about all of this sort of thing?”

“Yes. She’s been studying for years. Since she was younger than us.”

“I’d like to speak with her, then.”

Caleb looked confused. “Why?”

“Because I’m involved, now. And now that I know this sort of thing exists...I want some protection. I want assurances.”


I want power
 , Maryse thought. And as much as I can possibly get my hands on
 .

Caleb shrugged. “That’s fair.”

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” said Lauren. “I'm exhausted. Can we just...would you hold me? Both of you? And we can settle it in the morning?”

And so they settled in together with each other on the floor, and ended the night in one another’s arms.

* * * * *
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L
 AUREN WOKE UP ON THE
 floor of the complex.

Her dreams had been indistinct. Runes floating around in her mind—the same sort of ancient runes she saw on Caleb’s body, on Heather’s body. They had been clicking and clacking together, and just almost had began to make sense...

And now she was awake in the cool late morning, the songs of birds echoing in the complex.

The first thing she noticed was that Caleb and Maryse were gone. Together, maybe? Maryse had been so insistent on meeting Caleb’s sister, and she was a girl very used to getting her way.

She...missed them, she realized. Both of them. After having confused feelings for Caleb for so long, something about what happened last night seemed to offer some clarity, even with as bizarre as the events were that unfolded. He still wanted her, after all. That was good to know.

What was even better to know—or at any rate, a very close second—was knowing that he didn’t hate her. Lauren had spent just the longest time evaluating and re-evaluating everything she had said to him, wondering what she had done to drive him away. And all along the answer had been right under her nose—it had nothing to do with her at all.

That was something she probably could stand to pay more attention to.

She stood up, pulling on what remained of her clothes. The complex around her was a wreck, glass shattered everywhere, furniture turned over...but she was fairly certain she could blame all that on the storm, once the inevitable questions started. She didn’t want the authorities to know about Caleb’s trouble, or power, or whatever it was. They would try and hurt him, contain him, and Lauren knew she couldn’t just enable that.

The camp would have to close, of course. Lauren didn’t know if she was done with Caleb...but she knew he was still dangerous. With Heather the way she was, and the rest of the counselors probably scared witless, there was no way they would be able to prepare for the rest of the summer.

Oh god, Heather. Lauren hoped Maryse and Caleb had somehow managed to take care of her now that it was morning. The poor lovely woman had gone a little crazy, maybe, but she wasn’t bad.

Maybe they had taken her with them? Perhaps to see a doctor. Or, maybe Felicia—Caleb's step-sister had helped in the past, after all. That would be good. Although, something told Lauren that neither Maryse nor Caleb would be completely immune to Heather’s constant pining for attention. Hopefully Felicia would help them all with that.

There was a rustling in the wilderness outside—approaching from the same place that Caleb had come in from last night. Immediately, Lauren searched through the wreckage of the complex for something to hold as a weapon.

But her search stopped as soon as she saw who it was—Bryce. Lauren's heart pounded still, examining his handsome form.

“Bryce!” she said. There was no real response. “B-Bryce?”

He seemed okay on the face of things, though his jeans and shirt were ripped a bit. She had forgotten about him entirely. And she remembered now how ludicrous his situation must have been, stuck on a search party with the very thing they were searching for.

Not just ludicrous. Dangerous.

Stepping toward her slowly, Bryce’s eyes were glazed, his face slack. He looked like a zombie.

“Bryce?” she called again. “Bryce, are you okay?”

Steps quickening now, he closed in on her—the musk emanating off of him overwhelming to Lauren. Something in her was telling her to run, but just like with Caleb, she didn’t have the will in her anymore. The scent was too strong, the need suddenly too great. All thoughts of resistance slipped away, like vapor, and then Bryce’s hands were on her shoulders. He seemed almost in a trance, pushing her down onto the floor of the complex.

“I need it,” he groaned.

For reasons she couldn’t explain, she obediently fell to her knees before him and started tugging at his pants.

“I need it,” she moaned, just like he had.

In almost no time, she had his cock out, stroking it up to its full hardness. She could hardly think about what she was doing, though if she could, perhaps she would bask in the glory of the situation—the curvaceous, constantly-ignored girl finally getting her hands around the cock of the town stud. Her pussy was soon soaked, and as she stroked Bryce completely erect, her other hand slipped down to her pussy.

Bryce continued to push her down, though, and soon had her pinned. His knees on her shoulders, shoving his cock into her willing, needy mouth. It tasted soooo good.

“Neeed it,” he groaned. “N-neeeed the chosen...”

With robotic efficiency, he fucked her eager mouth. Lauren did all she could to lick and attend his rod as he thrust into her. Mostly, though, she was simply on the receiving end of some thoroughly hot use.

Used by Bryce. God. The thought made her stroke her clit even harder, even as he fucked
 her even harder.

Bryce let out a long, satisfied, moan. His balls tensed on top of Lauren’s chin—he was going to cum—he was going to cum right down her throat! Moaning eagerly, she stared up at him with her big brown eyes, urging him to do it.

Right before he climaxed, some clarity seemed to return to his eyes. He seemed to suddenly know where he was, what he was doing, and who with. And knowing he was fucking the mouth of busty Lauren seemed to drive him straight over the edge.

He exploded into her mouth and down her throat, pushing warm goo into her body. Happily, her own orgasm matched his, that sweet release spiraling out from her pussy and covering the rest of her body in hot, healing rapture. She sucked him down, all that she could, slurping and swallowing every last beautiful drop from her dreamstud.

With an exhausted groan, Bryce collapsed on top of her, and they slipped into each other’s arms. How many wonderful fuckings was Lauren going to receive this summer? There was no telling, anymore.

She stroked his broad muscles, terrified to say anything—like it might break the spell. But then she stroked his shoulder, and he winced horribly. Concerned, Lauren took a moment to examine him...and there, on his shoulder, there was a bite mark, glowing orange, with strange, ancient-looking runes healing over the wound.

“Bryce?”

He said nothing—confused, stunned, exhausted. Sleep was quickly taking him, and all Lauren could think to do was hold him tighter.

Lauren recognized the bite mark, of course.

It was the same kind of mark that Caleb had on his side. The same mark that Caleb had left on Heather.

She knew already that Bryce was a werewolf now, just like Caleb. And she knew her troubles, just like this summer, were only beginning.

# # #
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Innocent Before The Shifter
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I
 t was early in the
 afternoon when they finally made it back to Summerville. Caleb, in an effort not to draw any attention to his passengers, drove rather slow—five miles under the speed limit.

His shotgun passenger was a natural for drawing attention to herself—even dressed as casually as she was in a tight blue tank top, sandals, and cut-off denim shorts. Outside of his stepsister, Felicia, Maryse was the most beautiful woman that Caleb had ever seen. The gorgeous eighteen year-old blonde was set to become a model at the end of the summer, and as far as Caleb knew, she spent most of her time preening in front of a mirror and admiring the fullness of her lips, the bright blue color of her eyes, and the luscious deep tan of her skin—and all of this fully justified.

Just from driving next to her, occasionally catching a glimpse of her amazing thighs or the swell of her plump breasts, Caleb’s manhood was half-ready to explode in bliss. It was veritable agony, being so close to such beauty, knowing that he could own it entirely if he wanted, and still he refused to do anything about it.

He did his best not to consider this refusal as noble—it wasn't exactly noble not to go around killing people just because you could, after all. Neither then was it noble for him to refuse to enslave a beautiful babe just because he was able.

Back at camp, he had told the girls—both the lovely Maryse, and also the incredibly busty Lauren—that the odd enslaving power of his lycanthropy was contained. And, aside from the two transformations over the past several hours that he was still eminently confused about, that was true. He wasn't just hopping into his werewolf form willy-nilly, and he found it easier than ever to deny the power from surfacing.

However, that didn’t mean he didn’t hear the beast inside of him all the time, scratching and roaring, identifying every other gorgeous woman as nothing more than one more beautiful slave for his cock.

There were many lycans in the world. Caleb was never bitten, never struck, never cursed—one day, he just transformed. Only his sister, Felicia—a young witch—had been able to help him. And unlike any other lycan that anyone had heard of, when he took someone sexually in that form, he made that person his happy, willing, eager slave.

There was evidence of that from the sleeping beauty in the backseat—Heather Springs. No more than two days ago, she had been a cheery, happy middle-aged yoga instructor and summer camp owner. Now, from all outward appearances, she was little more than a twenty-something dark-haired, superbly and sveltely muscled fuckslave that was absolutely dedicated to everything about Caleb. This had happened because Caleb—in one of those unplanned, inexplicable transformations—had fucked Heather into being his personal toy.

It was unsettling. And it was horribly arousing.

Heather's hair had become shinier, her face brighter, her breasts more bouncy and full. Her appearance and change was purely due to all the magic cum he had dumped inside of her. That thought just by itself made him incredibly disturbed...and more than a little aroused, again, which only disturbed him the more. The idea of all that power swirling inside of him, able to change a woman so completely...

He shifted in his seat, frustrated with himself. It wasn’t completely
 out of the question for someone to be turned on by that. Power was the basis of most sexual interaction, and Caleb had always been more dominant than not. But at the same time, it was his dominant side that had the most problem with this lycanthropy—he had all this power, and yet for the most part, it seemed as though it was out of his control.

And being out of control was definitely something Caleb didn’t like. It had happened before, with his step-sister’s best friends, Sarah and Tabitha, and he never wanted it to happen again. They had been young and beautiful already when he transformed into his werewolf form the first time and took them against their will, so the physical changes that Heather experienced must not have applied to them—or not yet, anyway. To Caleb's knowledge, the two beauties had been cured by his sister Felicia, and left town with the rest of the werewolf biker gang that Caleb had befriended over the past year.

That biker gang—led by an old, salty lycan named Josef—had kept Caleb sane as he struggled with the terror of his new transformative powers. The gang was gone now, though, drifting through the continental U.S. like modern nomads, careful to keep to themselves. With the runes that Felicia had inscribed on his body, Caleb was convinced that he would be able to live a more normal life, and declined their invitation to go along with them.

Maybe that had been a mistake, now. Maybe he should go after them, if Felicia didn't have any ideas on this new problem.

Maybe not, though. It wasn't as though Caleb could transform like the other lycans could.

For whatever reason—and no one, not his witch stepsister or the elder lycan Josef, had been able to tell him—his transformation sucked away at his very soul. He wouldn't survive many more. He was surprised already that he had survived the two from the day before.

Before, when he had taken Sarah and Tabitha, he felt completely drained when he woke.

But now, he felt completely galvanized.

Did it have something to do with Lauren? She seemed integral to all of this.

Felicia would know. He leaned on his stepsister more and more as his magical problems multiplied. Before all of this started, Caleb had been a normal, sort of nerdy kid, interested in computer programming and building motorcycles. He had known nothing of magic, nothing of the paranormal. And in the past year, he had found out there was a roaming motorcycle gang of werewolves wandering through the nation, his stepsister was a witch, and his own body was a breeding ground for brand new types of magic.

It was a lot to take in.

So was Maryse. She leaned up against Caleb, purring out a long little yawn. Caleb’s pulse raced. He wasn't used to driving a real car—so used to his own motorcycle—and so it took him a moment to really grip the wheel even as Maryse purred and leaned harder into him.

“Where are we?” Maryse asked. “Have we gotten back to town yet?”

“Yes,” he said. “We’re maybe five minutes from my house. You still want to talk to Felicia, right?”

Maryse nodded. “For sure.”

As far as she would tell him, Maryse was scared. She didn't look it, though maybe she was so used to being completely put together that the notion of displaying terror offended her.

Still, he knew that the kind of power that he held threatened her—and with good reason. If he transformed again suddenly, and Maryse was right there...there was no way in hell he would be able to restrain himself. He already was having difficulty, even without being in beast form.

He felt like they were out of danger at the moment, but he had felt like that when he arrived at Camp Sunshine Springs as well.

“Is Heather asleep, still?” Caleb asked.

Maryse looked. “Yes.”

From what Lauren and Maryse had described, Heather had been awake for almost twenty-four hours, fingering herself the entire time. Even now as she slept—fully clothed—her hand was still stuck squarely in her tiny, ass-sculpting shorts, twitching every so often. He had tossed a spare blanket on her when they started the trip, but it had slid off of Heather from her constant attentions, and her complete non-caring that she was exposing herself.

“Good,” said Caleb. “I wanted to talk a little about what’s happened, if that’s all right with you.”

Maryse shrugged. “Okay.”

“I just...sometimes when I talk things through, they can make more sense.”

She nodded brightly, shifting in her seat so that she faced him fully. “Tell me.”

He took a moment to make sure he wasn’t going to look down the disastrously sexy cleavage she presented, or her angelically crafted face. That took up most of his concentration. She was a driving hazard worse than texting, worse than intoxication.

Without any effort at all, Caleb remembered in high school stories of how she had caused wrecks by walking across the crosswalk in front of the school. She seemed proud of it, as he recalled—and that only turned him on a bit more. The thought of her giggling with vain delight after she caused a car crash sent a shiver of ashamed desire down Caleb's spine.

He took a breath. “I think someone had to have been casting a spell on me. It’s either that, or the place itself was...I don’t know. Cursed or haunted somehow.”

“Why do you say that?” asked Maryse. “I thought you said it was tied to your arousal...or Lauren?”

“I think me returning to normal was. I mean, I was in front of her when I returned to normal, both times.”

She raised an elegant eyebrow. “That’s true. But, I was there, too.”

He frowned at that. “I guess so. I hadn’t thought of that.”

It was possible that Maryse was the root of his cure, but he quickly rejected that hypothesis. He had much more emotional connection with Lauren—and wasn’t that what magic was all about? The kind of undefinable definitions that only the world of magic had any rational explanations for—tendrils of energy looping around one person to another.

Maybe. He didn’t know. Only Felicia really knew. Maybe magic wasn’t connected or related to anything.

But still, Maryse’s point worked at different points in his mind. It would have held more weight, perhaps, if she had been anything more than a totem of masturbation for the last several years of his life. As it was, he had only known her in a face-to-face manner for less than twelve hours. It was a bit hard to take her seriously—not because he didn’t trust her intelligence, but rather because he was still finding the entirety of the situation a bit hard to swallow.

Maryse, gorgeous Maryse, longtime crush Maryse, cheerleading queen Maryse, supermodel-status-worthy Maryse—sitting in a car with him, looking at him with those gorgeous big blue eyes in the way he had always hoped she would, with complete fascination with him and the words that emptied out of his mouth.

“Maybe Felicia will know more about what reverted me to normal,” Caleb offered.

“And what caused you to change?”

“I hope so. I do remember now...I mean, being away from that place, it feels different. And being there, I remember a sort of fog over my thoughts. Or like, behind my shoulder, you know? Something waiting on me. Something waiting for me, maybe. I don’t feel it anymore. I think I’m...I think I’m safe, right now.”

“Do you think you’d recognize it if it came back?”

“Now that I’m aware of it? I hope so.”

He shrugged. That was most of his plan right now—simple hope.

The town of Summerville was small. In the middle of the summer, several children were playing in the neighborhood streets—tossing balls around houses, setting up goals for street hockey, that sort of thing. Finally, they came to Caleb's house, and drove up the driveway to the back of the house—well-hidden from the street.

Once more, Maryse slid up against Caleb, just like a cat. Her head pushed hard against his chest, her breasts dangling low. The sight of her cleavage, so close to him, made Caleb feel a little high.

She danced one hand across his chest. “Thank you so much for the ride, sweetie.”

Her hand continued to dance downward, until it fell onto his thigh.

“Uh, yeah.” He coughed, not sure how to act. “It’s your car, though.”

“Actually, it's Bryce's car.” She laughed as Caleb showed his surprise. “But don't worry, he won't mind.”

Despite his prolific screwing ability when turned into a werewolf, Caleb really had zero clue how to act around girls as pretty as Maryse. The closest he had ever gotten to a comfort zone was with Lauren, but even with her, it was hard to say how he felt.

Lauren was almost more like...like someone he had known forever. Almost like a sister, except with a strong splash of sexual attraction thrown in the mix.

Maryse was like the complete opposite. All sex, no familiarity. And the hand of this purring, cooing sex goddess was right on his thigh.

“Besides, you did all the driving, baby...” Her hand started drifting up his thigh over to his crotch, squeezing and rubbing hard. Finally it rested on his already-stiffening cock, pushing hard through his shorts. “Won’t you let me thank you?”

“We shouldn’t. The lycanthropy...it might...”

“We don’t know that that’s a problem,” she insisted. “You said it yourself, you thought it was someone messing with you. Someone casting a spell or something to make you change. Maybe having a nice, hot, lazy blowjob will help you calm down...help you feel better?”

“You d-don’t have to do this, Maryse...”

She unzipped him, and his cock sprang out immediately. A soft little exhale of pleasure fled Maryse's mouth.

“I know,” she said. “I want to.”

Her hand slipped around his naked cock. Precum oozed outward. Caleb didn't know what to say, just letting her work.

“Aren’t I prettier than her?”

“Wh-what?”

She stroked him with careful expertise, her golden hair sliding in lovely fashion against her face. Tendrils of it slid against his balls, tickling them wonderfully.

“Lauren. Aren’t I prettier than Lauren? Tell me I am.”

That was easy enough. They both the same age, but Lauren was a very pretty girl, while Maryse was a beautiful woman.

“You’re prettier than her,” he breathed, his head sliding back, looking deep in her bright blue eyes.

“Thank you, baby.” She leaned into his neck, whispering hotly up to his ear. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Fuck.”

Caleb’s cock twitched and grew in Maryse’s skilled grip. She seemed to be excited by how turned on he was getting.

“You should have fucked me instead of her, shouldn't you have? You should have taken me instead, if I'm prettier than her.”

She was insane, he realized suddenly. Insanely in love with herself—to the point where she was offended that he hadn't taken her instead of Lauren.

“I...yes. I s-should have.”

In the highness of his aroused thoughts, he really wished he had
 taken Maryse. She was completely convincing, and besides that, he knew that if he had taken her, she would be his slave, now. And wouldn't that be just perfect?

Precum shot up from his cock, coating Maryse's hand. She giggled happily, breathing hard, face quickly covered in lust again. With a delighted moan, Maryse leaned down and licked off the precum—inspiring even more to spurt out. Once more, she giggled in delight and licked that up as well.

“Do you want me to take it my mouth, Sir? Do you want it in me? I want you to want me to...”

Long, gentle threads of needy saliva dripped down from Maryse’s tongue and lips, coating his big cock in wet warmth.

“Oh god...” Caleb moaned, right on the verge of accepting.

Nothing was in his way, of course. He was just taking his time—there was no way he wouldn’t say yes.

And then, in an instant, it was all ruined.

“Oh yes, Master,” Heather cooed, sitting up and sliding her hands around Caleb’s shoulders. “Fuck her mouth...fuck her princess pretty mouth, Sire...”

Caleb shook his head furiously. Fuck, this was too wrong. He couldn’t do this, not with Heather right there, not when Heather was so fucked in the head. Caleb shot up, pushing Maryse away.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No, we can’t do this. This...this is too weird. I’m sorry. Let’s just get inside.”

And he jumped out of the car, not quite believing what he’d just turned down.

* * * * *


[image: image]






W
 ALKING AFTER THE HURRIED
 , blushing Caleb, Maryse guided Heather along, rather annoyed with the still-masturbating younger woman. Heather had slowed down her self-administered pleasure since the day before to some degree, but still insisted on touching herself wherever she went.

Maryse was convinced, at this point, that Heather was doing this only because Caleb hadn’t ordered her to do anything else—she pointed that out on the ride over, in fact. But Caleb refused to order Heather around.

“Enough damage has already been done,” he said.

Overall, Maryse wasn’t very impressed with Caleb right now.

Even with what he had done to Heather with the vast amounts of the power roiling within him, he was denying all his authority. That was a bit of a turn-off for Maryse, competing heavily with the huge turn-on that that self-same roiling power and authority was.

Nothing was sexier to her than authority, than power. She wanted Caleb on her side...and she wanted somehow to be the one he wanted at her side, to be the one who helped him be in charge.

Clearly he was made for ruling—how else had he done what he had to Heather?

Oh sure, Maryse would need protection from his abilities—but that’s what magic was for, wasn’t it?

She knew nothing of magic, and yet, if werewolves and witches and magical runes and spells were in play, then what the hell wasn’t? She would want what she wanted until she found out it was impossible—that was simply her way.

The decor in Caleb's house was standard suburban fare. Suede couches, tile floors, lots of plants and pots and clocks. Pictures of the family on the walls—everyone smiling. Though, the older everyone got, the more Caleb’s pretty stepsister became flat-out gorgeous, and the more dangerous Caleb started to look—especially in the most recent picture. All those sexy tattoos on his arms and neck.

Maryse had never, ever been turned down before. To be turned down like that...when her mouth had been hovering over his cock, downright salivating for it...

It was immensely frustrating. And it was with this frustration that she followed Caleb upstairs and encountered Felicia again. The door to the young witch's room was covered with runes and symbols—much like Caleb’s tattoos.

When she had seen Felicia at the camp—very briefly—she had been concerned that the older girl, or woman really, was perhaps more beautiful than her. When Felicia opened the door, this concern was no longer in “perhaps” mode.

She was flat out gorgeous. Her hair, long and dark, was like a shimmering, thick shiny shadow trailing down her back. Her eyes were large and green, full of easy, hot seduction. She wore tight leather pants and an even tighter black corset, highlighting the luscious divide of toned, creamy flesh between her wide hips and expansive, mouth-watering bust. Maryse didn't want many girls right away, despite her bisexual urges—usually it took her some time to become aware of her attraction.

Not so with Felicia. All of Maryse’s bisexual buttons were getting pressed, hard, by Felicia’s presence.

“It happened again,” said Caleb. “I need your help. This is Heather...”

He let Heather’s presence speak for itself. The newly-made slave was leaning against the hallway, staring worshipfully at Caleb, fingering her hot pussy and whispering praise to her God.

Felicia’s eyebrows shot up, her mouth hanging open. “Oh, no. Oh, Caleb!”

She hugged her brother close—and Maryse could not help but notice how her incredible tits—so huge and impossibly bouncy—crushed against his wiry frame.

“Yes,” said Felicia, rubbing Caleb's back. “I can take care of this,” she said. “I can take care of you.”

“Mmm,” moaned Heather. “I bet you can. Master can probably take care of both
 of us.”

Heather licked her lips lustily, clearly imagining Caleb fucking his step-sister. And because Maryse saw Heather imagining that, she had to imagine it herself...and found herself oddly attracted to the notion.

It seemed...right
 , somehow...

“That’s terrible,” said Caleb. He turned to Felicia. “You see what I mean?”

“Yes.” Felicia nodded, though she cast an inquiring, almost inviting glance over to Maryse. “I can handle it, I believe. Though you will have to stay here while I work on her. She will be...pained, without you, I think.”

Felicia's voice had a faintly exotic tinge to it—some accent hidden over the years, European in origin, perhaps. It only added to her allure.

“I had questions, too,” said Maryse, grabbing Felicia. “I really want to know—”

“I understand. But you’ll have to wait. This—” Felicia pointed at Heather. “—or she, rather, is the priority. Time is of the essence. If we don’t take care of her, she may be permanently stuck in this state. You understand? We must be alone, now.”

Not waiting for a response, Felicia slipped back inside her room, grabbing Heather roughly, who giggled at the roughness. Once again, Maryse’s needs were turned down for the sake of Heather.

This was getting to be rather annoying.

Caleb waited, letting the door stay ajar, to talk to Maryse.

“I’m sorry about what happened in the car,” he said. “I really...I didn’t want to offend you. I apologize if I did.”

Maryse threw her hair back. “It doesn’t matter.”

“We can...I mean, when this blows over, if you like? We can hang out...some place calm? Without anyone else?”

“It depends.” Maryse sighed. “It depends on a lot. You’re right, I am offended. And you have making up to do.”

Very easily, she could have left it at that, ensuring that he spent the rest of the day agonizing about how he had fucked up by turning her down. But she had something different in mind. Instead, she slid forward, pushing her thigh between Caleb’s legs. She could feel
 his thickness there.

“I know you’re worried about all that power inside of you...all that control.” She kissed his neck, and then dragged her tongue up to his ear. She could see that Felicia could see her. Maryse didn’t care. “I’m not worried about it. Not at all. I think it’s...fun, that you can do what you do. Hot. Sexy
 . Think about that.”

Like Felicia, she didn’t wait for a response. Instead, she stepped downstairs and slipped outside into the open summer air. In her pocket, her phone began to buzz—it was Bryce.

Maryse sighed.

She knew she would have to deal with him eventually, she had just hoped it would be later. Really, she mostly hoped he would just give up and go his own way, just thanking her for her time like she deserved.

But, boys were such silly creatures sometimes. He probably though she owed him an explanation of her desires, or something inane like that.

She was just about to answer the phone when a small, pink-haired woman in skintight leathers grabbed Maryse by the arm and walked her up the driveway, pinning her to the side of Bryce's car.

“Oh my,” said Maryse. “Who are you?”

Sexual energy coursed through Maryse. She couldn’t explain it. Everyone and everything she came across felt like prey to her. Caleb, Felicia, and now this delectable little beauty.

Perhaps it was because she had so easily conquered Caleb in the car. Caleb, who transformed into a fuck-beast that could dominate and own the wills of anyone alive. Maryse had seduced him and made him hers—she was utterly certain of that, even if they hadn't sealed the deal.

“Has he bitten you?” the woman asked Maryse.

Her voice was thickly accented, Russian or something similar. She looked built from that sort of stock—her body so tight and small, like a gymnast.

Maryse tried to weasel out of her grasp, to no avail.  “Has who done what?”

“The werewolf. Has he bitten you?”

The woman was severely pretty—or pretty in a severe way, rather. Her nose was sharp, her lips pointed, her eyes a brilliant, shining, piercing ice blue, and her dark hair cut short, a shock of pink flowing to one side. She was like some punk rock bounty hunter diva.

A utility belt was strapped from one end of her waist to her shoulder, holding vials and small metal blades and gadgets. On her waist was a small crossbow and two firearms. Maybe one of them was a taser? Maryse didn't know about such things. All she knew was that this foreign beauty was armed to the teeth.

“Are you talking about Caleb?”

“Is that his name? Yes. Him.” She slammed Maryse against the car again. “Has he bitten you?”

“No!” Maryse took a deep breath, and tried to compose herself. More flies with honey, and all of that. “He hasn't bitten anyone, as far as I know. Would you let me go, please?”

She didn’t know why or how, but she instantly got a read on this woman as a lesbian—and very much of one. No sexual confusion left in her mind. In other words, someone Maryse could manipulate without too much trouble.

So of course, that instantly became Maryse's plan. Just because she thought she could.

With some hesitation, the small woman let Maryse go—but Maryse stayed close anyway.

“My name is Aksana, and I—” she stuttered a bit, looking down at Maryse’s fingers, where they were flowing across Maryse's substantial cleavage. Maryse’s other hand had trailed up Aksana’s arm, stroking it gently. “—I-I have been...I have been trailing him, the werewolf, Caleb...trailing for a month now. I am a hunter of his kind, and others like him.”

Aksana stepped back once more, and once more, Maryse followed after, her hands still sliding up Aksana's strong arm. The muscles there were like corded steel.

“You’ve been following him for a month and you didn’t know his name?”

Maryse could certainly see why. It would perhaps be hard to question people in the area without a decent, non-aggressive wardrobe...and skintight leather, layered down with tons of weapons, didn’t exactly fit the bill.

“I have been following his kind. There's a whole gang of them, and they've been through here recently. I think—” she shook her head. “I know
 something bad is going to happen here. And I've got to stop it.”

“Well.” Maryse took a breath. “Good luck with that, I suppose.”

Her hand slid over to Aksana's shoulders now, so tight—and finally the hunter slapped it away. Maryse giggled.

Aksana shook a finger wildly. “You like this Caleb?”

Maryse considered that. “I suppose so.”

“Then you should know he is in danger. I hold no malevolence for him, but he is dangerous. You should stay away from him.”

Maryse shrugged. “Perhaps I will.”

Whatever this Aksana knew, she clearly didn't seem to know that Felicia was a witch. If she did, Maryse doubted she would dare to be so close to the house in broad daylight.

Seeming to actively will the aggression out of her stance and posturing for the first time since their encounter began, Aksana took a breath and grabbed Maryse's hands.

“Listen to me—this is serious.
 He is going to die soon. I know he is. I can...sense this thing. It is a power of mine. A curse, too. That is true. But, I have a cure for him—for the entirety of his lycanthropy. But, you have to convince him to come to me. If you do not...it could mean trouble. Big trouble.”

Maryse was already bored with this conversation. Oh sure, yes, she was going to cure the werewolf king that she wanted to fuck and rule this little town with—if not even more! What a nuisance this little hunter was.

And yet, she didn't suspect Maryse's true motivations at all—most likely because Aksana was already smitten with her. How fun.

Just to get rid of her, Maryse asked, “How can I contact you then, if I need to?”

“Use this.”

She handed Maryse a small totem of an owl, showing her that she also had one strapped to her chest along with all the vials and knives. “Push the head in like this,” Aksana showed her. “And mine starts glowing. See? And I can use it to find you.”

“And what if I just want to see you again? If maybe I like the way you toss me around?”

Aksana blushed furiously. “This is serious, as I said. You ought to take it seriously. If you don't get him to come to me, I will be assuming he is hostile. And I will have to kill him.”

“Okay, okay,” said Maryse, waving her hand. “Contact Caleb, let him know you're a...whatever-you-are. Helper.”

Aksana frowned and turned, starting to leave. Feeling naughty, Maryse slapped her on the ass as she walked away. The lovely, small woman let out just the slightest of squeaks, and then pressed something on her utility belt, shimmering into invisibility.

Well, thought Maryse. How about that?

“Bye, lovely,” Maryse called out. “I hope I see you around soon.”

* * * * *
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O
 NCE UPON A TIME—VERY
 long ago it seemed like now, though in reality it was just the day before, Lauren had been on the cusp of a perfect summer.

And now, she considered, holding the town jock superstud in her arms...now...

It wasn't perfect
 . She couldn't call it that—not with being taken somewhat against her will by a sort-of-ex-boyfriend-turned-werewolf, and her boss becoming a sex slave, and magic suddenly being completely real and perfectly dangerous.

But...even with all that, it wasn't so bad.

She stroked Bryce's hair, enjoying the feel of his masculine body against the pillows of her breasts. On his shoulder, she could still see the strange, mystic runes of the bite on his body from where Caleb had attacked him.

The sex that Lauren had with Caleb had been just phenomenal. It had been against Lauren's will up until the point of seeing the incredible length and width of it—then, she knew she just had
 to fuck him. At that point, there was nothing else on her mind except for being a fuckable female in front of a ready-to-fuck male. It was primal, hot, and glorious.

But, as incredible as it had been, it didn't erase her feelings for Bryce.

Lauren was absolutely consumed at the moment by what was happening between her and Bryce. After she had sucked him off in the morning, he held her for a long time without saying anything. She was terrified that he would be angry with her—that somehow she had taken advantage of him. He looked as though he had been in that strange trance, after all.

But, afterward, he asked to hold Lauren for a while, and that was nice.

She rather liked cuddling, she had decided. They would both form half-sentences, each waking the other from dozing, and then slide back into a blissful, hot sleep once more.

It bothered Lauren to an extent, of course, about how little
 being fucked by a werewolf bothered her. Or how little somehow being magically induced to suck Bryce’s cock bothered her. Just all that ability to give in, to let the moment overtake her and not worry about the consequences, to relinquish control...to make it so that all that fucking and heat and naughtiness was anyone’s fault but hers...

God, that got her hot.

Giving in. Surrendering. Submitting.

Maybe that’s what she was—a submissive. A true submissive. Just one that...wanted control the rest of the time. What sort of sexuality was that? What kind of personality?

She supposed it was hers.

As the sun rose up, Lauren realized she would have to deal with the other counselors. So, with a quick apology, she explained that to Bryce, and they both silently and quickly got dressed and gathered their things.

Dressed in tight jeans and an even tighter green tee shirt—her breasts hopefully looking good enough for Bryce to give plenty of attention to—Lauren addressed her fellow counselors in a crowd in front of their cabins.

She explained to their apprehensive and slightly annoyed faces that the storm during the previous night had caused too much damage to the main complex to fix, and that Heather had fallen seriously ill. They seemed to buy it, or at least, didn't question her. They knew that, whatever the truth of last night was, it definitely wasn't Lauren's fault. She rather liked having all their trust like that.

She watched them file out, and then looked around the cabins with a distinct sense of unease. Would she ever be able to come back here and do their good work? Who was going to call all the parents to let them know it was done?

In all, Lauren really didn't know if it was her responsibility to take care of the camp, even if she felt like it was. Hopefully, Heather could be helped out by Felicia, Caleb's stepsister. And if not, then there were still several days before the camp was supposed to begin. In the meantime, Lauren could try to figure out what to do next, and also go back home and look for a new summer job.

She found Bryce swearing up a storm in the mostly-empty parking lot—his car was missing. It was clear from the string of profanities that he blamed Maryse.

“Can I give you a ride back?” Lauren asked. “I’m sure that Maryse...I mean...I’m sure she thought she would just give the car back.”

“You know what she thinks, huh?” He laughed. “I could use some of that power, myself.”

Soon, they were on their way. The ride back was mostly silent—Lauren was an excellent driver, and did not like to take her attention off the road—even if there was a dark-haired, lantern-jawed hunk in the car with her. At one point, Bryce tried called Maryse—finally reaching her after a number of tries—and had a quick conversation in which cast a slight pallor over his face.

“Whatever,” he said at the end. “I hope that makes you happy. I also want my car back, all right? Drop it off at my house.” He paused. “I don't know, get one of your lackeys to pick you up.” He sighed. “Okay. Thank you.”

Conversation finished, he slapped the phone down on his thigh, sighing hard.

“Well,” he said. “I think we’re done, now.”

“You and Maryse?”

“Yes.”

“Just like that?”

Lauren was rather surprised. Maryse seemed flighty and mercurial of mood, to say the least, but Bryce had been a constant in her life for almost all their high school careers.

He shrugged. “It’s been coming ever since she got that modeling contract. I don’t know why it happened now. It must have been something...” he looked at Lauren. “...I don’t know.”

Lauren knew the real end of that sentence— “something that happened last night,” more than likely. But he was too polite to ask. Was Lauren good enough to tell him?

With a deep breath, she realized she was.

“I don’t know if you want to hear this or not,” she said, “but maybe you should, given that bite on your body.”

“Okay.”

“Caleb is a werewolf. Do you remember him biting you?”

He breathed out slowly. “I remember.”

“Well...apparently his werewolf-ness makes him...it makes the werewolf part of him, anyway, irresistible to women. There’s some pheromone he releases, and...I can’t explain it. It made it hard to think, hard to deny...easy to enjoy. I was affected by it. A lot.”

Bryce put his hand on top of yours. “You don’t have to keep going.”

“It’s all right.” She took a breath. “It wasn’t so bad, really. I enjoyed it. And unlike Heather...I’m still myself, somehow. Not a slave like she's become.. So you’re wrapped up in this because of your bite—you almost certainly are a werewolf now.”

He nodded sadly. “I know.”

“And I’m wrapped up in it because I’m...I don’t know. More immune to whatever you type exude. Not completely, but...enough that it matters. So, we both need Felicia.”

“Felicia?”

“Caleb’s stepsister. She helped him in the past. Maybe she can help us.”

“It doesn’t sound like you need help.”

Lauren harrumphed. “If there’s something magical going on with me, that is definitely
 not part of my life plan. I want whatever help I can get.”

He sighed. “I still don’t know what the hell Maryse wants in all of this.”

Lauren had her suspicions, but she kept quiet. She didn’t want to badmouth Maryse and earn Bryce’s resentment with his wounds so fresh. Even so, it was hard to not imagine Maryse as a kind of prize mare, searching out the stud in whatever pack she was in.

Halfway home, they got the text from Caleb—Can we talk about last night? Gazebo. Lover’s Lake. 3 PM?


Lauren, ever the responsible driver, pulled over to the side of the road to answer.


Sure. I’m bringing Bryce, too
 .

Why?

Because you bit him last night!

Shit. Good idea.

So, a little over an hour later, now late in the afternoon, Bryce and Lauren arrived at the small gazebo in Lover’s Lake Park to meet with Caleb. On the horizon, a deep purple sunset was beginning to form, casting hot splashes of color across the sky.

The name of the park was from an old local legend, in which two colonial lovers—cursed by their respective families and forbidden to see each other—dived off the waterfall at the north end of the park. Their bodies were never found, and they were rumored ever since to have transformed into eagles as they jumped.

Of course, Lauren had always dismissed the legend as a silly little tale to add some mystique to the place. But, now that she knew for a fact that werewolves were real, she had a little more trouble not taking the legend seriously. Was that kind of transformation something that was possible? Could true love like that change two people? Could the power of that love, hardened by denial and made furious and flaming by ostracization, alter someone completely in that way?

A question for another time.

It was a beautiful day out; the kind of cool summer day that made you forget all about how hot and sweltering the summers could get in their part of the country. They were sitting at a picnic table, trying to joke and flirt with each other and forget the intensity of the last day.

Caleb approached, looking withdrawn, hands in his pockets. The tattoos—or runes—on his arms looked almost like they were glowing in the sunlight.

“Hey guys,” he said, his face all twisted up.

“Hey man,” said Bryce.

Lauren waved friendlily—trying to let him know that there were no hard feelings. Probably Caleb didn't believe her—she found it hard to believe herself.

“Mind if I sit down?” said Caleb.

They both nodded, sure, go ahead.

“Look, Bryce” said Caleb, sliding across from them. “I really want to apologize to you. I know you’ve gotten a raw deal. I didn’t even know that you got bit...that I bit you, I mean...that it bit you...any of it, I mean. Until Lauren told me.”

Bryce shrugged. “Can’t change it now.”

Lauren shook her head. He was so casual about everything. It was maddeningly attractive.

“That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Okay,” said Bryce. “What do you got?”

“Next week is the Summer Solstice Festival,” said Caleb.

“That weird thing with the renaissance fair and all of that?”

“Right. But it’s a huge day for the magical community.”

Bryce chuckled. “The magical community?”

“I don’t know, man. You give it a name. I’m going to call it that.”

“All right.” Bryce shrugged.

“All right. So, it’s a day of power. It’s way before the next full moon—which is when you’ll be in trouble of becoming a werewolf. Both of us will, I guess. Basically, the long and short of it is that she’s petitioning to set up a ceremony to help me a little more, and to cure you before you ever even turn.”

“That’s great,” said Bryce, nodding, a smile on his face. “That’s really super.”

Even with as relaxed as he had looked before, it seemed now as though a great weight had fled Bryce. Again, Lauren was envious...and attracted. She wanted to know how it was so easy for him to just let things slide off.

“Good lord, but I’m stressed out.” Lauren shook her head. “This is not
 how I wanted my summer to go.”

Bryce grabbed her hand. “It hasn’t been all bad.”

Lauren glanced up at Caleb and blushed. “Maybe not.”

Caleb rose an eyebrow. “Are you two...” He shook his head. “Nevermind. Not my business.”

“Okay,” Lauren and Bryce said, at the same time.

Caleb started flushing furiously. “Bryce, also, about Maryse...”

“Yeah?”

Caleb started to clear his throat, coughing, tugging at the edges of the picnic table.

“She um...me and her...” Caleb cleared his throat. He turned away. “She came back with me, I guess, is what I’m saying. And she wants to talk to Felicia. I’m not totally sure why. She told Lauren and me it was about staying safe.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Bryce, shrugging. “Good for her.”

“They’re not together anymore,” Lauren whispered—not really knowing why she whispered.

Caleb's face lit up. “Oh, really? Oh, no. That’s too bad, man.” Caleb ventured an affirming clap on Bryce’s arm. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

Bryce shrugged. “S’okay. It’s been coming for a while.”

For several moments, they just stared at each other awkwardly. Then, Bryce's phone—placed on the table between them all—began to buzz. Curious, Bryce took a look.

“So, hey,” said Bryce. “That was from Danny Sanderson. He says there’s a party tonight—all of us are invited for losing our jobs. Drinks are on him.”

“Word travels fast,” said Caleb. “I didn't even know we had lost our jobs.”

“Well, unless Heather fixes everything in the next few days...”

Caleb nodded. “Yeah, okay. Who knows. She might need a stay at a hospital or something.”

Lauren didn't want to think about that. So, she changed the subject.

“That was nice of Danny,” said Lauren. “Inviting us all.”

“It’s his sister’s birthday,” said Bryce. You know Deborah, right? She's turning eighteen.”

Lauren did. She was one of Maryse’s friends—one of the other most beautiful girls in school. Redheaded, tall—easily “most gorgeous girl in town” quality, with the problem being that their town already had Maryse. Lauren had more fantasies about Deborah than she cared to readily admit—even in this company, among men whom she was desperately attracted to.

“He’s got money, and he likes to spend it,” said Bryce. “If it wasn’t us he was inviting, it’d be someone else.” He clapped Caleb on the shoulder. “How about it? Want to go?”

“Sure, yeah.” Caleb nodded. “I could use a distraction right now. I think we all could.”

* * * * *
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A
 LONE IN HER LARGE
 room for a few moments more, Felicia took a deep breath. The room smelled of old things—old tomes, old totems, old shelves and bedding and robes.

Felicia’s mission was to be young and beautiful forever, so she thought it rather fitting to be surrounded by older things, to give her motivation; to act as reminders of what never to allow herself to become.

It was a large room—taking up more than half the second-floor of the house. Once upon a time, it had taken up rather less space, but then Felicia kicked her parents out (more or less) and was able to have the walls torn down and more space for herself created.

It was more than a year since she had seen her parents—and Caleb had not seen them in that time, either. It was a simple thing for her to convince them both that they wanted to use their savings by traveling the world for a while. They each carried a special traveler’s totem that Felicia had bewitched, which ensured that every time they thought of coming home, they would instead have insanely hot sex and forget all about the desire to return.

It was a bit odd for Felicia, encouraging her own mother to have sex, but she got over it quickly—the same way that she had gotten over the amount of pain she had caused her mother by draining out all of the older woman’s magical knowledge and memory.

Admiring her disastrously beautiful reflection in the tall mirror in the corner, Felicia allowed herself an indulgent smile at the memory of that particularly delightful night, a few years back—tying her mother down, sprinkling all those crushed devil’s tongue herbs over her body, marking her in that animal blood...such powerful magics required a powerful sacrifice.

Her mother had tossed curses at her for hours while Felicia performed the ceremony, but afterward, the very next day, remembered none of it.

She actually had become a much better wife as a result, more doting and attentive of her husband’s needs. Felicia was sure the draining of the ceremony had limited her mother’s intelligence as well, transforming her into a bit of a bimbo. It hardly mattered—only Felicia’s needs were really important in this life.

So now, Felicia had over forty years of magical experience and knowledge at the young age of twenty-five—a veritable master (or mistress) of her craft with almost none of all that bothersome business of working for it.

Without that knowledge, none of what she planned for the Summer Solstice Festival would be possible. Caleb would probably have something of a normal, isolated life, instead of now being a sex god to three beautiful women.

Oh, Caleb. Felicia had enchantment after enchantment layered on that poor boy. She liked
 Caleb, truly—he was steadfast and honest, and funny, and quite intelligent. He was a good man to have in her corner, unwittingly carrying out her fun evil little will.

He was just so easy
 to manipulate. Take today, for instance. All that business about “ending his friends' suffering at the Summer Solstice festival.” She hadn't even had to really hide the truth, he was so desperate to help! She barely had to tug at the enchantments she had placed on him at all to get him to tell Lauren and Bryce.

A soft whimper in the corner reminded her that she actually wasn’t truly
 alone. Felicia turned the mirror, eyeing the transformed beauty in the corner. This Heather—beautiful soft-featured creature though she was—certainly wasn’t any kind of real company.

“I have a guest coming, slave,” said Felicia, foreboding in her voice. “You won’t be touching yourself while she is here?”

“N-no, Mistress. I promise.”

“Good girl. Stay quiet, and I promise I’ll give you a good picture of your Master later on, all right?”

Another example of how easy Caleb was to manipulate. Felicia had run through the motions with Heather in front of him earlier in the day—making big complicated gestures over her body, chanting mostly nonsense words with an intense virulence. All she was really doing was a simple examination spell, letting her eyes see the enchantment that her step-brother’s wolf form had placed on the poor woman.

That particular enchantment was a doozy—beautification and total enslavement, both wonderful ingredients for the massive spell that Felicia was hoping to unleash next week. But all the complex gesturing sure fooled Caleb.

“This won’t work,” Felicia had said finally, the lie very easy at this point. “I need you to relinquish all control of her over to me.”

And he did, of course. Now that Heather had heard him do so, she obeyed Felicia’s every command to the letter.

Later on tonight, when they were alone, Felicia would start some more intense brainwashing of Heather—ensuring that she would never go against Felicia’s will. There were certain logical arguments and tricks Felicia could work on the fragile little fuckpet’s mind that would make Heather think that anytime Caleb said something contrary to Felicia, it was just a test of the original order to obey Felicia. And that, plus a hard dose of orgasms, some shapeshifting, and a few gentle tugs of the strands of enchantments around Heather’s mind...and she would be nothing but putty in Felicia’s hands.

The Slave could be manipulated in such a manner without violating the terms of the ceremony—she was a slave, after all.

But the others, well. The Spell Suprema was a complicated task. All in all, for her ceremony to work, she needed five components—all human sacrifices. They were the Slave, the Warrior, the Beast-King, the Priestess, and the Enchantress Queen.

Part of the role of the Priestess—Lauren—was her immunity to long term magical effects, so mind control on her was out of the question. The same for Maryse, the Enchantress Queen.

And Caleb and Bryce, Beast-King and Warrior, had to remain loyal to the Enchantress Queen.

Felicia sighed. Magic was such a bore with all its rules, sometimes. She couldn’t wait to own enough power to rewrite them all. Every spell and its rules would all be various intonations and rearrangements of her own name, she decided. It was no less than she deserved for being such an achingly perfect, beautiful, immortal Goddess on Earth. The Spell Suprema would simply make that the reality instead of her fantasy.

Knowing that Maryse was going to come by later, Felicia had dressed herself in a way that she hoped would give off a certain impact. Her tight leather pants and corset were put away, and a shimmering dark gown put on instead—the kind with a deep v-neck that showed off the bouncing creamy orbs on her chest. A nice pair of thigh-high black leather boots with tall stiletto heels completed the image.

The sexuality of others was no mystery to Felicia—she owned several totems that would tell her all that she needed to know about a person’s preferences and kinks. But, she had hardly needed them when it came to Maryse. Even in the few moments they had been able to converse, Maryse’s attraction to Felicia was incredibly clear.

There was a knock on the door. Felicia’s heart began to race. It was time.

She answered the door with a small smile. “Welcome.”

Maryse nodded, stepping inside—appearing somewhat interested in the morbidly rustic décor of bones and dusty tomes—but of course showing mostly disinterest. If she was never interested, then people would always be trying to impress her. Felicia picked up on that immediately.

It was painstakingly difficult not to pounce on top of Maryse and demand that the two of them become lovers, instantly. The younger woman was lightning hot. Her cheekbones were molded from heavenly reliefs, her breasts exquisitely displayed in her tiny, midriff baring tee shirt. She had the sort of long-legged build that Maryse did, that allowed her to wear tight yoga pants and make them look like hot sexual totems. She looked as though she had been poured into them.

Felicia, for once, felt underdressed and overwhelmed by a woman’s presence. It had been quite a while since that had happened—maybe when she had conjured up the projection of the first Sorceress Suprema from millennia ago to lecture her in the ways of the Spell Suprema.

“So,” said Felicia. “You are the girl my stepbrother wants to be with?”

Maryse laughed and rolled her eyes. “Oh, probably. I wouldn’t be surprised.”

“Neither would I,” said Felicia, smiling.

They both gazed at the other for a moment, their eyes cat-like, predatory. Each felt as though the other could hide nothing.

Finally, Maryse broke the staring contest, with an air of affected disinterest. “There’s something I think you should know about.”

“All right.”

“I met a woman who said she was hunting Caleb.”

“Hunting?”

“She was some sort of, I don’t know. Hunter.”

“Thus the hunting.”

Felicia already knew all about Aksana. It was rather fun for the young witch to keep tabs on the hapless huntress—hopping around the neighborhood, clearly detecting enormous amounts of evil magic, but ever distracted or misdirected once she got close to Felicia's house. It was an old and very effective enchantment—and Felicia strengthened it every day.

“Right,” said Maryse. “She said she had a cure for his lycanthropy.”

“There is no cure,” Felicia tsked, shaking her head. “There is only containment.”

The only real cure was death, of course.

Maryse sat down on Felicia's bed, one eyebrow raising at its clear comfort. “In that case, I want protection from him. He does want me. I can tell. I don’t want to end up like Heather.”

Felicia chuckled a bit. “Beautiful and young for the rest of her days?”

“You know what I mean. Enslaved.”

“Of course.”

“I want to be powerful,” said Maryse, leaning forward, touching her cleavage. “I want...I want to be immune to whatever comes to pass. Couldn't you...help me with that?”

Maryse slipped her hands upward and grabbed Felicia, guiding her down to the bed next to her.

Felicia had to take a second not to laugh—Maryse was trying to seduce her! It wouldn’t have been so laughable, as Maryse was certain drop-dead gorgeous—except that Felicia had been planning the same thing.

Well, it was easier this way.

“Yes,” said Felicia. “I can help you with this problem.”

“Wonderful. And...”

“Yes?” Felicia acted eager to know more, lighting up her eyes.

“I want...I mean, I would like...well.” Maryse laughed softly, sliding her hands far up Felicia's arms. Felicia let herself enjoy it—there was nothing like the touch of a beautiful young woman. “Is there any way I could be even...more protected? The best defense is a good offense, I think.”

For several moments, Felicia pretended to hesitate. She wanted to see how far Maryse would go.

It was pretty far. Maryse slid forward, wrapping one hand around Felicia's neck, and pulled her in for a hot, long kiss. Their tongues danced, hot saliva lubricating their perfect, young lips.

Maryse kissed at her neck. “Please? I could make it worth your while...”

Felicia moaned, nodding. “You want power, right? Lots of power?”

It was easy to make her voice hot and breathy—she was
 turned on, after all. There were many forms of power, but there were few as intoxicating as making someone else think they were in control, while still completely owning the situation. Felicia enjoyed that now with Maryse’s kisses and soft nibbles on her neck and chin.

“Yessss,” Maryse hissed. “You could make that happen, couldn’t you?”

“It would be...not easy, for you.”

“Whatever it takes.”

Felicia shrugged. “Very well.”

She stood up and pretended to search around her desk for a moment, pushing aside tall books and small ceremonial daggers—even the one she was planning on sacrificing Maryse and the others with next week.

Finally, she “found” the amulet, and turned and presented it to Maryse.

It was a small thing—about the width of a thumb, made of dense meteorite iron, inlaid with an ancient crystal in the shape of an exploding star.

Maryse let it dangle it in her hands, eyeing it with some disbelief. “All I have to do is wear this amulet? I thought you said it would be hard.”

“Wear it?” Felicia shook her head. “No, darling. You must swallow it.”

“Swallow it?” Maryse blanched. “It’s an amulet.”

“Yes. I understand what it is. You still must swallow.”

Maryse held the thing in her hand.

“Is there like...magic, to make it go down easy?”

“It is metal and runes.” Felicia shrugged. “It will go down hard. It will stay hard. There is no getting around this. Swallow.”

With a look of fierce determination, Maryse did just that—taking the amulet in her fist and shoving it her mouth. Already prepared, Felicia gave her a glass of water to help it down. It took several swallows, Maryse's lovely face turning bright red at times—but it went down.

“Now,” said Felicia, putting her palm on Maryse's head. “I must activate it. Stay still.”

She pushed the lovely blonde all the way down on the bed, and began to chant, weaving her spell.

Maryse didn’t know it yet, but she was an integral part of Felicia’s plan. It hadn’t been intended in that way, not at first. Felicia knew she would need someone
 , and she had hoped it would be someone Caleb knew, just to make the process of drawing them all together into one place a little easier. But to have it be Caleb’s newest crush! What luck.

Bad luck for Maryse, of course, but that was the way of things. She would have fun in the meantime, Felicia had no doubt. The amulet would make Maryse all but irresistible to everyone who came across her. She would have to bypass or break down their wills, of course...but wills would be paltry, simple little things compared to the beauty that Maryse presented.

It was said in Felicia's old flesh-bound tomes that the amulet would make even the lowliest, oldest, most wart-covered scullery maid unstoppably attractive to a king. For as to what it would do to Maryse...well, Felicia was very interested in finding out.

After this ceremony...Felicia would have the Enchantress-Queen fully ready—the last of the components. Then, it would just be a matter of time until the Solstice Festival.

With a few elaborate and intentional waves of her hands, Felicia finished the ceremony.

Maryse rose with an intense look on her face—her eyes even brighter than before, her whole aura practically shining. Felicia was immune to the effects of the charm spell, but that didn’t mean the physical enhancements it came with were lost on her. Maryse’s breasts were larger and fuller—straining against her tiny shirt. Her incredible body was even tighter and thinner, her hair thicker and longer—she looked like a living fairy.

“I can feel
 it,” said Maryse. “I can feel
 the power coursing through my veins!”

She gripped the nearby writing desk and broke it in half with a swat of her wrist.

Felicia put on her best look of concern, trying to mask her annoyance. She liked that desk. Oh well...she could fix it later.

“People with too much power...they can go mad,” Felicia said, hoping she sounded worried. “The skill you are showing, so quickly...please. I ask for assurances that you won’t abuse this. It’s important. This is why I worry about Caleb. He—” Felicia stopped suddenly, overacting her surprise. “I’ve said too much.

“No,” said Maryse, of course interested. “What do you mean?”

“He is...his power, he told you, yes? How it is so hard for it to be restrained. It’s because of his lineage. He descends from lycan rulers, somehow. He has a king’s blood inside of him.”

That was, after all, why Felicia had ordered her mother to seduce Caleb's father and marry him. Felicia needed to be close to Caleb so she could manipulate him. He was the central part of the Spell Suprema—the most integral and hard-to-find piece. All the others could be manifested—and had been.

“Whatever,” said Maryse, tossing back her beautiful hair. It was like light given solid form, shimmering through the room. “When does this enchantment take full effect?”

Felicia shrugged. “It should not be very long.”

“Great!” Maryse gave Felicia a peck on the cheek. “I'll catch you later, darling. Thanks for all the help. Deborah's waiting, though, so I've just got
 to go.”

And just like that, Maryse left.

Felicia approached her window and watched the car outside as Maryse approached the redhead—that must be Deborah.

Deborah had adopted a pose of sullen dejection while she waited, clearly thinking she was meant for better things. The sunlight in her hair only made it seem all the more red—almost golden—her beautifully freckled skin so pale and clean. She was clearly a virgin (clearly to someone like Felicia, at any rate), and also probably already more than a bit in love with Maryse.

So, when Deborah saw Maryse walking out of the house, her jaw dropped. She fell to her knees. Tears starting forming in her eyes. With a quick wave of her fingers, Felicia was able to hear their exchange easily.

“M-Maryse?”

“Yes, yes,” said Maryse. “I know. You’ve been waiting. Let’s go.”

“M-Maryse...” Deborah stammered. “I l-love you, and um, can we please, I mean, it’s my birthday, a-and...”

Maryse stopped, smiling predatorily at Deborah’s new composure. Her hands drifted down Deborah's neck.

“You love me, is that right?”

“Yes, Mistress. I adore you, Mistress. May I touch you, please?”

Maryse took her hand, guiding it toward the sumptuous curves of her body. “Go on, then.”

With a soft, aching moan, Deborah indulged, her mouth contorting and even beginning to drool a bit. Touching Maryse was a religious experience for her, it seemed like. Felicia was, she had to admit, more than a bit surprised. She expected Maryse to excel with the amulet, but this was even a bit extreme.

It was no matter. Let the beautiful babe have her fun. It would be delightful to watch her.

With a happy giggle, Maryse pulled Deborah into the car—taking the backseat, this time. Treating her like a chauffeur.

Felicia couldn’t help but smile. The power Maryse had wouldn’t last past the Solstice, of course...but it was fun to watch her use it. The girl had a flair for being in charge, that was certain.

* * * * *
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I
 T WAS ELEVEN AT NIGHT
 and the party at Danny Sanderson's house had grown to a nice, comfortable raging good time. Three games of beer pong were set up in the expansive basement, and only a few pieces of furniture had been broken—all of it easily replaceable. Stress levels were low. It was exactly what Caleb wanted.

Caleb was having a good time at the party so far. Three or four beers in, he was getting a bit of a buzz on, and just starting to think that it was all going to work out for the best. Felicia would fix the thing with Heather, Caleb would be able to find some new job, and he'd start hanging out with Maryse—who insisted that she was coming to the party, despite all appearances to the otherwise so far.

Somewhere, hanging out, were Lauren and Bryce. And by “hanging out,” Caleb meant “making out,” if not “fucking like rabbits.” Those two had quickly become inseparable.

It would be easy for Caleb to make a big deal about it—but he decided not to. Lauren and Bryce? Why the hell not? He was gonna be with Maryse, right?

Like at most parties, he spend his time in the corner by himself. It was a bit nuts to him, thinking about how he could own just any girl here if he really wanted, if he let the beast out...

Probably he needed to slow down his drinking, if he was thinking like that already. After his fifth beer, he made his way to the bathroom. The only one he could find without a line was far in the back of the big house.

After finishing up, he washed and dried his hands—and heard a melodious voice reverberating through the house.

“I want everyone who isn't Caleb to leave. Right now.”

To his incredible surprise...everyone did. Caleb walked out of the bathroom and saw couples stop in the middle of making out and more—Robert Peterson and Sandra Horowitz had apparently been right in the middle of fucking, from the state of their clothes and the looks on their faces. Everyone looked a bit blissed out—happy to obey.

Apprehensive, Caleb walked to the front of the house. Through the portal into the entryway, he watched Danny Sanderson trying to stumble out a protest from the wool of his mouth, his eyes open wide, protesting to someone out of Caleb's view.

“I j-just, y’know,” Danny said, “this is m-my house and...”

“No, it isn’t, sweetie.”

There was that voice again. Was that...was it...?

“It isn’t?” Danny squeaked.

“It’s my house.”

The woman's hand—and it was the most gorgeous hand Caleb had ever seen—stroked his face.

“Oh.” Relief passed through Danny's body, like a morphine shot.

“Run along, now. You're not welcome in my house.”

Danny nodded dumbly, running into the door, and then the wall, and then finally figuring out the door's use again—exited.

Then, Maryse appeared.

She wore a sheer white gown, white lacy lingerie underneath that. Tall pump white heels on her feet. She looked like a literal angel—there was some kind of glowing aura around her, almost like wings. Caleb stepped toward her—how could he not?—and didn’t know if his heart would ever slow down. It was impossible to look away from her beauty.

“You’re not wearing any clothes,” Caleb said, voice thick.

“Oh, the gown?” She smiled, and Caleb felt like writing poetry. “Yes. Well. I didn’t feel like it. Do you mind?”

Slowly, eyes taking in every marvelous inch of her beautiful body, he shook his head. She stepped right in front of him, and began to touch him. His cock was hard, right away.

“I didn’t think so. So,” she ran her hands across his chest. ““I’m really just...very disappointed with how things turned out earlier today. Couldn’t we spend a little time and talk about it?”

“Yes,” he said, “Anything you want.” For a moment, he struggled. “Um, talk about what?”

“About how badly I still want to suck your cock?”

Caleb melted against her. There was something strong inside of him—all that werewolf energy, keeping him strong against the nigh-unstoppable amount of her charm and beauty. But he had no idea how much longer it would last.

“Do you...do you really?” he asked her.

It was hard to believe. She was a goddess and he was...himself.

“Sure I do,” she tossed back her hair, throwing golden light on her gorgeous face. “I’m attracted to powerful men. And you
 are powerful, Caleb. Felicia told me as much.”

“Felicia...?”

“She let it slip. That the reason you’re so powerful is that you’re descended from a long line of super-powerful lycans. The kings of werewolves.”

“K-kings...”

It was so hard to concentrate when her lips were so incredibly full and so close to his own—and now she was dotting his neck and chest with all those soft, hot little kisses...

“You’re supposed to be a ruler,” she whispered up to him. “You’re supposed to be a king
 .”

Somehow, his pants had fallen to the ground. He couldn't remember how. All he knew were Maryse's lips on his body.

Her hand slipped around his cock, giving him an urgent tug. “I think that’s really hot, baby. I think that’s amazingly sexy. And don’t all you kings need hot queens at your side?”

“Maryse...”

He tried to push her away. Instead, his hands landed firmly on her sweet, firm tits.

“Oh man.”

“That’s right...touch me like that. A King like you? You need a Queen like me...”

She began to stroke his cock with fervent glee, now.

“You need someone who understands the intricacies of power. I’ve spent my whole life knowing I’m better than everyone else. Knowing I deserve more power. Now, I have that power...” she kissed at his neck, stroking him so soft and sure. “...and I want to share it with you.”

“Maryse...”

“Think about it, Caleb. You could be fucking and enslaving anyone you wanted, and they’d serve us both. I could charm them, bring them in, and you would make it permanent. Isn’t that really hot?” Her strokes were fast, fevered. “Isn’t that really fucking hot, Caleb? Please say you want that. Please? I want it so
 bad. And I want you
 to want it with me.”

“I can’t...I’ll...I can’t make you a slave.”

She shook her head. “Oh, I’ve taken care of that, silly. Don’t worry about what’s going to happen to me.”

But...he could die, if he changed the way she wanted.

“If I turn,” he shook his head. “I put my life at risk, Maryse.”

“I don't think you will,” said Maryse. “I think that's a lie they told you to keep you in line. Trying to control you. I won't let
 you die, Caleb.” She leaned in, stroking him so fucking hard. “My King will never
 die.”

And yet still, somehow, he resisted. Everything she said...it sounded so right
 and so wrong
 all at once. She wanted...she wanted to enslave
 people for him...god, he had never been so repulsed and attracted all at once. 

There was so much uncertainty. He couldn't follow through.

“I can see you need a little more convincing.” Her smile was knowing, even expectant—even wanting. “Hold on right here. I’ve got a special surprise, just for you.”

* * * * *
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L
 AUREN AND BRYCE HAD
 snuck out of the party early on, preferring to go into the backyard and lay under the stars together. The two didn't speak much, and Lauren felt it was wonderful how they didn't have to. Between them, growing all the time, was a deep understanding of the other.

So, as cars drove off suddenly, they were holding one another tight in the grass of the yard, staring into each other’s eyes, delivering soft little kisses to the other, doing quite a lot to fall in love.

“Where’s everyone going?”

Bryce shrugged. “I don’t know.” He kissed her again. “I don’t care.”

Lauren giggled—actually giggled! Like some careless schoolgirl.

“Me neither,” she said.

God, she wanted him. She had wanted him again all day—to have him fuck her, for real. To have him make love to her. And then, just as she found herself wanting that, his hands slipped down to her thighs, searching for her sex.

Lauren moaned, nodding. “Yes,” she breathed. “I want it. Please.”

His hands went first to his own pants, quickly taking them down. She loved that she got to watch his handsome form bend and contort in the darkness of the yard, all those muscles working just to get at her. Before long, he was back on her, slipping her shorts down. The night air was cool, but Bryce was warm.

She could see his cock—thick and ready. God. A soft moan exited her mouth, uncontrollable. Just as he was about to slide it forward, though, she put her hands up on his chest.

“Would you...”

“What?”

She turned downwards, shy.

“I’ll do anything,” he said, stroking her face. “I want you to be comfortable. We don’t have to do any of this if you don’t want.”

“No, I do
 want it, I just want...” she bit her lip. She had thought about this a lot—all day, in fact. “I want you to choke me while we fuck. I want you to hold me down.”

He raised an appreciative eyebrow. “That’s kinky.”

“I...fucked a werewolf last night. I think kinkiness is just part of me now.”

He smiled. “Fair point.”

More and more kinky thoughts had entered her mind over the course of the day. Lauren couldn't decide if it was because the magic in the air, or because of her recognition of her submissive side. Honestly, she didn't care—she just wanted to experiment with all of it with Bryce.

Finally, his hands began roamed over her body, squeezing her enormous breasts. He was clearly having a lot of fun warming her up, moaning as his breaths pushed against her naked thighs. His kisses were insistent, forceful, as they slid up to her pussy. He was going to lick her down there!

“Bryce,” Lauren moaned. “Oh Bryce, yes...please...do it...”

His face lifted up onto her belly, sliding down...

And then he saw something out of the corner of his eyes—transfixing him. Lauren turned—he was looking through the open window into the living room. His hot, perfect, warm cum shot out of his sterling hard rod. It splashed up against her thighs, and on top of her pussy—incredibly hot, but not exactly what Lauren wanted.

She tried to swallow her pride—this wasn’t about her. If she made him feel bad, he’d never want to touch her again.

“Oh fuck,” Bryce moaned, starting to jerk at his still-hard cock.

“It’s okay,” said Lauren, not understanding.

It took her a moment to get it—he wasn’t bemoaning the fact that he had cum already. He was making an exclamation of what he had seen inside the living room. She sat up to get a better look.

Inside, on top of a bed of overturned couch cushions, was Maryse in front of Caleb, who was fully transformed into a werewolf once more. Maryse looked more beautiful than ever—her tits bigger, her hair longer, her body actually glowing
 . And Caleb was in the middle of mounting a beautiful young redhead—Deborah, the birthday girl. Her freckled body was being completely dominated by the huge beast.

He was taking her virginity, Lauren realized. Taking hers just like he had taken Lauren’s. And Deborah had only turned eighteen today...

Bryce stood up, walking silently toward the house, jerking his cock all the while.

Lauren’s pussy started to feel completely soaked, watching the rut in action. God, he probably wasn’t using any protection, and she certainly wouldn’t be...he was going to put a baby inside of her pure, untouched virgin womb...

...why
 couldn’t Lauren stop being turned on by the most terribly naughty things? It was like her mind was some collection of spells of her own making—naughty kinks begetting more and more naughty kinks, each in a battle to outdo the next. Soon, she might need to be choking some other girl while someone choked her
 to really get off...

Fuck, that turned her on too.

She followed after Bryce, calling his name. They should get out of there—it was dangerous. Who knew what the werewolf would do?

Maryse turned with a gorgeous smile as Bryce slid the glass door to the living room open—as if she had been expecting him. Perhaps she had.

“Come in,” Maryse cooed, though Bryce took it as an order. Lauren too found herself inexorably drawn inside. They entered the room fully, without hesitation, closing the door behind them.

Lauren could see now that a series of mirrors had been set up in the living room—so that no matter the angle, someone could always get a view of Maryse in her beautiful white gown. Her blonde hair nearly went down to the floor, like a shimmering golden blanket.

Maryse's hands were on Caleb’s svelte, hairy hips, encouraging him to fuck Deborah even harder. Caleb looked back at Maryse with total adoration, total love, his beast form completely tamed by her beauty.

And then he would look downward at Deborah, the rate of his thrusts increasing, his face become almost full of feral, breaking rage. Lauren watched, her arousal growing, cum leaking down from her pussy onto the floor. Orgasms seemed to tumble out of Deborah's beautiful, frail body like rocks from an avalanche, tumbling every which way into from every little movement of Caleb's.

“Master!” Deborah screamed with pleasure. “Master! Master, yes! Oh, Master, my Master!”

On her side was Caleb's mark—the glowing rune-filled bite that marked her as his property. Maryse smiled more broadly, and laughed—it was the most beautiful sound Lauren had ever heard. She stepped over to Bryce and Lauren.

“I have to admit, I'm a bit surprised to see you two still here.”

“I-I love you,” Bryce choked out, still jerking his cock. “Oh my god, Maryse. Maryse, Maryse, Maryse...”

“Thank you, dear. I appreciate that. And you, Lauren? Do you love your Mistress as well?”

Lauren whimpered. Maryse was so
 gorgeous, and completely in her element now.

Maryse seemed to sense her hesitation, and glided forward, taking Lauren by the throat. Suddenly, all the breath left Lauren, and her body was entirely ready to do anything
 Maryse wanted. Maryse was firmly, decidedly in charge of her now.

“I know what you need, slave,” Maryse growled in her ear. “I know what my slave really
 needs. I can sense it.
 ”

Tightening and vibrating with need, Lauren’s pussy became even slicker, her juices intermingling freely with Bryce’s cum. Maryse slapped Lauren's face hard, and Lauren only moaned more, feeling only pleasure from the pain.

“Ohmygod,” Lauren moaned. “OhmygodMaryseMaryseMaryse...”

She was just babbling now. Maryse’s grip tightened on Lauren’s throat and she slapped her again.

“Say it,” Maryse demanded. “Call me Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“And you do love me?”

She did.
 How could she not? Maryse was so fucking gorgeous.

“Y-yes, Mistress!”

“Then show me. Touch yourself.” Letting go of Lauren’s throat, she addressed Bryce now as well. “Be good little pets. Cum as much as you want for me.”

At Maryse’s command, they both masturbated furiously. Bryce had a head start on Lauren, and came in almost no time, quickly forming a small puddle on the ground. His cock—that beautiful big cock that Lauren had fantasized about for so very long—was completely exposed and covered in glistening cum. And Lauren didn’t care—she barely even looked over (truthfully only noticing it to ensure that Bryce followed orders along with her). All the rest of her attention was on Maryse, her shiny hair, her beautiful elongated torso, her angelic face...and fingering her eager cunt all the while.

“Believe it or not,” said Maryse, stroking Lauren’s face, “I like you. A lot. I think you’re lovely and intelligent. And a queen like me needs quite a few qualified servants. How about it? Would you like to be my designated pussy-licker?”

“Oh, oh yes!” Lauren whimpered, fully submitting to the idea. “Yes, Mistress! Yes, my Queen! Please!”

“Wonderful.”

“Caleb...be a good boy and fuck our new servant while she pleases me. I deserve her pleasure while she pleasures me.”

Caleb slipped out of Deborah, who wailed with delirious bliss, her body convulsing still in orgasms. She crawled after him, calling out praises to his perfection.

“Yes, my Queen,” said Caleb, his voice deep and booming.

Caleb slipped up behind Lauren at Maryse’s order, and entered inside of the buxom, curvy brunette once more. Right away, just as before, Lauren came—his enormous werewolf cock sending tidal waves of pleasure through her voluptuous form. Her big tits mashed down on the floor—and still, the thing most prominent on her mind was licking Maryse's pussy.

Maryse wrapped her legs around Lauren's face as Caleb relentlessly fucked the brunette from behind. Every hard stroke that he delivered only made Lauren lick harder, her entire being dedicated to licking and loving Maryse's beautiful, beautiful pussy.

“Oh, yes, darling!” Maryse moaned. “Yes, that's so good! That's so good!”

Lauren's heart swelled with the praise, and she redoubled her efforts, so desperate to make her Mistress cum.

“Yes, oh yes!” Maryse cried, the pleasure really getting to her. “You're going to make me...I'm going to...oh yes, pet...I'm going to...”

Encouraged by the blond goddess's words, Lauren felt another orgasm of her own building—and could feel as well the werewolf balls of Caleb tightening, ready to fill Lauren up with his potent cum.

“Yes!” Maryse shouted in triumphant orgasm. “Yes, oh god, yes!”

Her bliss set off a chain reaction—Lauren exploded in pleasure, knowing her Mistress was pleased; Bryce unloaded his cock again, spraying Lauren's face and Maryse's belly; Caleb unleashed inside of Lauren's sweet, hot cunt, filling her with his magical goo once more; and Deborah hadn't stopped
 cumming.

Before very long, they had all found their way into each other's arms, holding one another tightly. And once more, as before, Caleb began to melt down into his human form.

After several moments of riding the bliss, some sanity returned to Lauren’s mind.

Did she truly love Maryse? She had no idea. She certainly was taken in with her—and while aroused, there was no telling what Lauren would think anymore.

Perhaps Lauren had some immunity to magic, but her arousal certainly seemed to make her more and more vulnerable to naughty, immoral thoughts by the second. Already, just looking at Maryse’s sleek, tanned, toned body, she ached with the desire to slide forward and start to lap at her hot cunt...

Even if Lauren could make it to the Summer Solstice Festival with her mind intact, how would she ever convince Maryse to let them reverse the magic that had taken over their lives?

Would she even want to?

# # #
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House of the Shifter
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I
 t was early in the
 day—just a week after the whole affair at Camp Sunshine Springs—and the new reign of King Caleb and Queen Maryse was in full swing. After several days of enjoying the bodies of one another, and also of their submissive servants Lauren, Bryce, and Deborah, the King and Queen (as Maryse insisted they be called) were adding a new member to their royal court—the Huntress, Aksana, who had only come to town to presumably kill Caleb.

Lauren watched—in the living room of Deborah Sanderson's house, which had become a veritable castle of lust—as Caleb mounted Aksana for the third or fourth time, plowing into her willing, happy body like he owned it—which probably Aksana would now insist he did. They were on top of a pile of soft, brown leather pillows. Caleb was in his werewolf form, and so his every feature was made larger and more muscular, the normally wiry young man turned into a musclebound, hairy, fanged stud with a twelve inch cock.

Lauren lounged in a recliner chair across from the display, one foot splayed over the armrest, touching her breasts and pussy with advanced interest, noting each muscle twitch in Caleb's heavily muscled back. Also in the circle were slender, redheaded Deborah and the studly Bryce—touching their own bodies rather more vigorously than Lauren. That was only to be expected—they were both magically entranced to obey enthusiastically, and Lauren did so of her own volition.

Everyone, at this point, was quite familiar with everyone else's body. Lauren, who had once felt some shame at her outrageously developed curves and substantial bust, was feeling more comfortable with her body than ever. When Caleb was transformed into his werewolf form, she seemed better suited to taking his cock than anyone else—even Maryse (though Lauren would hardly say that out loud in this company).

So, relaxing in the recliner, Lauren wore nothing but sexy black heels and a slender red silk robe over her delicious body—and felt as comfortable as she ever had been.

Another round of earsplitting screams of pleasure burst out from Aksana as Caleb drove her to orgasm yet again. Their wet, sweaty bodies shuffled and slid through the thick leather pillows. Aksana's hair, short and dark, had a shock of pink to it that Caleb seemed to have a lot of fun pulling and kissing.

Aksana had been called to the house by Maryse, using some magical totem that Aksana had given the gorgeous eighteen year-old blonde.

There had been no pretense to the meeting. One second, Aksana had arrived, looking for Maryse and trying to talk. The next second, Caleb had pushed her down to the ground and began his domination, with Maryse's unstoppable beauty supplementing his efforts.

Caleb was a werewolf—and unique to his kind, he could make any woman he bit as a wolf into his loveslave. Maryse had been enchanted with powerful magic, giving her nigh-irresistible beauty and charm—to add on to her already quite-considerable natural beauty and charm.

Between the two of them, there was no one who could resist submission.

Even Lauren—who was somehow immune to the powers of both Maryse and Caleb—was such a natural submissive that she couldn't help but be turned on by the total destruction of Aksana's will. It was wrong, she knew, but her pussy wouldn't stop telling her how right it all felt.

Her own submissive streak was a rather new development...but one that she was learning to enjoy greatly. If this was her reality, now—and what a reality it was!—then she saw no reason not to just give in and let it all happen.

The gorgeous, young Maryse, her deliciously toned body clad only in a sheer, light pink-colored robe, stroked Aksana's pale yearning face, cooing and encouraging.

“Worship your new King,” Maryse said, her glamour at full power. “Worship and obey.”

Orgasms rolling through her tight, athletic body as Caleb continued to push his enormous cock inside of her, Aksana nodded fervently.

“Worship and obey,” she moaned, her Eastern European accent heavy and hot.

Lauren felt rather certain Aksana’s loyalties were nicely rearranged, now.

The thought turned her on—completely rearranging a person’s thoughts like that. It all turned her on, in fact. All of this incredible domination she bore witness to. Any dirty, nasty though turned her on, no matter how foul or cruel.

For example, the wonderful young man she was certain she was in love with—Bryce—was a complete sexual servant for the blonde angel Maryse. No more than a week ago, Caleb, in his werewolf form, had bitten Bryce, and in doing so made him a werewolf as well. Of course, without a full moon to instigate the change, Bryce hadn't changed quite yet. Now, entranced in the living room, he stroked his cock, calling out Maryse's name every few seconds, orgasms dripping out from his cock in a seemingly continuous stream of pleasure.

And that turned Lauren on. He would only fuck Lauren if commanded to by Maryse or Caleb—which had happened a number of times now—and that turned Lauren on.

Certainly, Lauren wanted Bryce to have his free will back. But at the same time, knowing that all she had to do to suck him off was to sweetly ask her Mistress Maryse for permission...that turned her on.

It was all wrong, and filthy, and dirty, and Lauren found it harder and harder every day to care when she could have a stomach full of her young stud lover’s entranced cum whenever she wanted.

Besides—she had to make the best of the situation. It wasn’t like she knew how to give Bryce his will back. She wasn't magic like Caleb or Felicia, Caleb's hot witch stepsister.

And Bryce did
 want Lauren—she could see it in his eyes how he wanted her. It was just he now, after being enslaved by Maryse, wanted Maryse more.

Lauren continued to watch, her pussy positively dripping with lust, as Caleb—in werewolf form—drilled the Huntress Aksana from behind and made out passionately with Maryse.

The relationship between Maryse and Caleb was certainly an odd one. The same enchantment that gave Maryse her immense charm and glamour also made her immune to Caleb's enslaving effects. So, Maryse was dominant of Caleb, even a bit condescending...but only while he was a human. In wolf form, he took over—and did he ever. Wolf-Caleb had no qualms whatsoever about slapping and choking Maryse while he fucked her, or ordering her with grunts and growls to hold down other newly-made slaves for him to do the same to them as well.

Lauren knew from experience.

Maryse didn't seem to mind—and in fact seemed openly turned on by the one creature who could still own her, despite all her new-found power and beauty.

Struggling a bit with her desire to keep touching her pussy, Lauren slid upward from the recliner. She had entered the “throne room,” or more appropriately, the living room of Deborah's house, to discuss something of great importance with Maryse, originally. That had been about an hour ago, shortly after Aksana's capture. Deborah and her brother, Danny, had given the house up to Maryse happily. When their parents returned, they had done the same thing.

It was, in many respects, Lauren’s fault that Aksana had been taken at all. Maryse had mentioned meeting the huntress—and mentioned her warning about Caleb’s condition and her threat to kill him. Lauren had insisted—as best she could in her subservient position—that they bring Aksana into their fold. Better an educated ally than an educated foe, after all. And between Caleb’s cock and Maryse’s charm, they could make allies out of most anyone.

Now was the opportunity to speak to Maryse, though. Caleb had collapsed on top of Aksana, filling her up once more with his hot shifter cum, and Maryse had started to roll away, admiring her reflection in one of the many nearby mirrors.

“Ma—” Lauren stopped herself. She almost said the wrong thing. “Mistress?”

Maryse turned to her, smiling broadly. God, it was so wonderful to see this creature smile. Lauren almost had to use “creature” to describe her; she was beyond human, beyond mortal, beyond anything known. Seeing her beauty in action was always surprising and sudden, like watching a perfectly capture photograph come to life.

“Yes, darling?” Maryse asked, golden hair shimmering. “What is it?”

“It’s just...I have some concerns that I w-wanted...I hoped to talk to you about.”

“This again?”

Lauren had tried to communicate her worried to Maryse already, of course, without much success. Invariably, Maryse would get distracted by the need to suck Caleb’s cock, or to have her pussy licked by Deborah, or to have Lauren finger herself while watching Maryse check her make-up in the mirror...all of which Lauren was only too happy to comply to (especially the last one).

Maryse was well aware that Lauren was there, more or less, by choice. Two days earlier, she had asked Lauren about it—and Lauren had told her the truth.

Lauren didn’t think she was affected by Caleb's enslaving powers or Maryse's enchanting powers as much as the other people seemed to be, but she was still perfectly happy being on her knees before Maryse.

It just felt so...so natural
 . So right
 . She had loathed Maryse for so long when they were in high school, but so much of that now seemed silly in relationship to just how much the blonde goddess turned her on. All Lauren wanted to do was write poetry about her Mistress and ensure that Maryse got every last little thing she wanted.

A vacation house on the top of a mountain? Yes! New slaves to adore her? Okay! An outfit for every hour of the day? Wonderful! The ruling power of a hundred nations? Super!

It was like all of that time Lauren spent hating Maryse was just practice for having Maryse on her mind all the time.

“It’s just...I don’t get it,” Lauren said. “All this magic.”

She could see Maryse very obviously struggling to not roll her eyes.

“As I said already...this again?”

“Just listen, please? I mean—Caleb’s something they’ve never heard of before, great. Super. Then I am too—okay, that’s weird, but I’ll accept it. Then, Caleb bites Bryce as a werewolf, but nobody else? Getting weirder. Two werewolves to deal with now. And more than any of that, now, you’re
 super magic queen with almost no effort at all? Mistress, I only want to obey and give you pleasure, but...you’ve got to admit this is a little...convenient.”

“Are you suggesting I don’t deserve to live in perfection?”

Lauren gulped. “N-no, Mistress! Not at all!”

“Good. My status now is my destiny. This is no more than I deserve. It is less, actually.” Maryse sighed, tweaking one perfect, strawberry-sized nipple. Her breasts were even bigger and more buoyant than Lauren's, now. “I rather tire of this line of questioning. I don’t like being interrogated.”

“Of course, Mistress. I am only...concerned about our safety, and our future—”

“That is enough, slave.”

Lauren nodded meekly. It was so, so fucking hard to fight Maryse when all Lauren wanted to do for the rest of her life was curl up before her feet and be her perfect little sex kitten, lapping at her pussy.

There was a great moaning on the other end of the room—Caleb had rolled off of Aksana, reverting back to human form. They trembled in one another’s arms.

“Oh, look at that. Caleb’s finished up with the huntress. Be a dear and show her to her room? She’ll likely be very tired.”

Lauren nodded meekly, setting about following her Mistress’s orders. Aksana was light—her form slender and toned.

The house had mostly been redecorated to Maryse's liking—all pictures of Deborah's family put away, new flashy curtains and thicker carpets installed. She had worked fast, and hadn't had to pay a dime for any of it. All Maryse did was smile at the decorators and installers, and they were happy to give her anything for free.

“Maryse...” Aksana moaned as Lauren dragged her naked, sweat-covered body along. “Oh, Maryse....and My King...my King
 ...”

This was normal for new slaves. They had taken over three more in the last few days, all close friends of Maryse, all from the beautiful social elite of Summerville. Those beauties were in their own room, now, resting up from their intense marking sessions with Caleb and the blonde goddess.

At the end of a hallway adjacent to the upstairs game room was Aksana's room. Lauren slumped Aksana against the wall for a moment to open the door and set the lovely Aksana inside on the bed.

The room was small and dark. Lauren turned on a nearby desk light. It had been a guest room, once—pictures of flowers and kittens on the walls.

Lauren had, with much difficulty, convinced Maryse that it would probably be best to attend the Summer Solstice festival and the ceremony that the witch, Felicia, had proposed several days ago, right after the incident at Camp Sunshine Springs.

At the very least, Maryse would admit that she didn’t like the outlying factor of Bryce’s currently-dormant lycanthropy, especially after Lauren's persistent questioning—Would he be tame if he transformed? Would he become wild and hurt someone? Hurt himself? Too much of a risk. Better to use the ceremony to take care of it.

Maryse’s opinion on curing Caleb’s condition was still in the air. Her oft-encouraged vanity had led her to believe that there was only the insistence that Caleb would die if he transformed because he was so powerful—what better way, after all, to convince someone not to do something?

But the information that his life was
 at risk came from Felicia...and certainly Felicia didn’t have any reason to lie about that, right? She was Caleb's stepsister, after all.

As far as Maryse’s own condition—enslaving and enchanting everyone she came across—the blonde goddess was adamant, however. There would be no change. She was having the time of her life, finally treated with all the deference she knew she deserved.

Doubt filled Lauren, even at the substantial thrill Maryse's vanity gave her. She had no idea if Aksana’s deliriousness would cease before the Summer Solstice festival tomorrow. And something about that whole ceremony that stunk to her. She just didn't know what, or why.

If only Lauren could have someone to help her...Aksana must know so much. She was trained in the ways of the supernatural, after all! She would have lots of information.

The huntress squirmed on the bed, calling out for her king and queen.

Placing her hands on Aksana’s forehead and naked chest, gently trying to calm her, Lauren sighed. She just needed Aksana’s mind to be free from Maryse, free from Caleb...she just needed her mind to be clear, she needed for Aksana to have her will back.

A strange blue light flowed out from Aksana’s open eyes and mouth, filling the room with a soft heat. Then, just as quickly as it came, it was gone.

“Where...where is the M—” Aksana shook her head. “Where am I?”

Lauren, taken aback, stumbled over her words. “You’re in...I don’t know what to call it. Home base, let’s say. For Maryse and Caleb.”

“Yes...”

Aksana sat up. Lauren was stunned. Her eyes were clear, no longer liquid from hours of bliss, all orgasmic overtures apparently long forgotten.

“I am not...I remember pleasure. So much pleasure. So much that it overlapped my will...and it is gone now. Did you do that? Free me?”

Hesitantly, Lauren nodded. It certainly seemed like the case.

“How did you do that?”

“I-I don’t know! I was just...all I did was concentrate! I just concentrated on wanting your mind to be clear, wanting you to be free of commitment from Maryse and Caleb, trying to make you focus...and then...poof.”

Aksana was skeptical. “Poof?”

“You give it a word, then. It happened.”

Taking a moment to hold her head and rub her eyes, Aksana sat back in the bed.

“This power you have. This is the first time you’ve used it?”

“I think so. Intentionally, anyway. I’ve used it a couple times before, on myself, I think. It’s why I’ve been immune, or whatever, to what Maryse and Caleb do.”

“Yes. I can see that. So much talent...so many talents, they are latent. Some are never discovered.” Aksana tried to sit back up again. “I heard a story once of a woman in Europe who could commune with cats. She had been a dog person her whole life, raising them, feeding them, befriending them. She only learned late in her life, from a friend who brought her a motherless litter of kittens, that she could train cats the way parents train children.”

“I see.”

Lauren didn’t, not all the way, but it was hardly important at the moment.

“I think there’s something that’s going to happen,” said Lauren. “Tomorrow, I mean, at the festival. I have a bad feeling about it all.”

“Festival?”

“The Summer Solstice.”

“Is that...tomorrow?” Aksana shook her head. “I thought we must have passed it. In that enchantment...years passed. Years of bliss. It was so easy...”

Her hands drifted down to her pussy, still open and naked. Drawing a sudden breath, she shook her head and stood up straighter.

“An examination for another time!” Aksana made her face firm. “I agree, there is something brewing. Something quite horrible. And yes, it would happen at the Solstice. That is a sort of focal point for power in this world. The magical world, you understand?”

“I think so. Do you know what’s happening, then? Were you able to...I don’t know, sense anything?”

“I believe so, yes. The house where Caleb lives...”

She stopped, as if recalling something. Her skin, already pale, began to gain a more determinable pallor.

“Yes?”

“You must go his house—Caleb’s house. There is power there. Terrible, evil power.”

“Really? I wonder if Felicia knows anything about that.”

“Thank you,” said Aksana, touching her hair. “I like the pink myself. But really, I do not think this is the time to discuss it.”

“What are you talking about? I was talking about Felicia...she’s a witch. Caleb’s sister.”

Aksana pushed herself off the bed, covering her nakedness—as if realizing it for the first time. “Really! I do not know if it is appropriate at all to talk about my breasts at all while I’m in this state.”

Lauren stamped her foot in frustration. “I think something is...I think there’s an enchantment of some kind, preventing you from hearing what I’m saying.”

“I heard very well what you said. Big tits, indeed!”

“No...I wasn’t talking about that. I was talking about...” Lauren took a breath, trying to express what was needed. “I was talking about the source of the evil. I think there’s an enchantment on you. Or something. Some magic thing.”

Aksana considered this for a moment. “I was protected from his werewolf enslavement—this I know for certain. I was put under days of protective spells, hidden to even the most skilled eyes. I must have fallen victim to Maryse’s enchantments. But if I am a victim to hers, I could be a victim to others as well...” Her eyes lit up. “I wonder...”

“What?”

“If you have the powers I think you do, it is possible you can see the enchantment on me. Try and see it. Concentrate.”

Lauren did.

After several moments of concentration, emptying her mind of any purpose outside of seeing enchantments (whatever those were)...she did
 see something. Tiny, sparkling, threads. Filaments, almost. There were several of them, all wrapped together around Aksana’s eyes and skull. As Lauren turned her head, she saw them glittering in the light, becoming almost golden.

“I do see something,” she said. “It looks sort of like fishing line.”

“Yes, that is it!” Excitement flushed her pale face.

“Should I break it?”

“You can worry about that later. Save your strength. Just get to that house. I will join you whenever I am able.”

“Maryse may come to check on you...”

Aksana shook her head. “It will be fine. I know to take precautions now. I was foolish, earlier. I will not be so again. I can protect myself, as I did against what Caleb sported.”

“About that...”

“Yes?”

“If you weren't
 protected from Caleb's enslaving ability...would I have been able to break that?”

Aksana shrugged, letting her arms drop from her naked breasts. “It is very old, very powerful magic. I doubt it.”

“So I couldn’t break the spell from the other girls here?”

“I am afraid not.”

Lauren whimpered a bit. They were slaves, forever. Fuck.

Fuck, fuck, fuck. She only wished she could somehow stop being turned on by that. Maryse and Caleb would take such
 good care of them. They would be able to be worshiped forever and ever...

But that also meant she couldn't break the spell from Bryce, even with this new ability. They would have
 to rely on Felicia. But if Aksana was right, and Felicia's house was a source of evil power...wouldn't that mean Felicia was evil as well?

Only one way to find out.

* * * * *
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T
 HERE WAS A TIME IN
 Josef’s life when he had no purpose, no duty.

That was long ago.

Now, standing guard outside of the house of the witch Felicia, he felt duty. He felt purpose. He felt good. The sun was on his face, his leather vest whipping softly in the wind. He took a deep breath, his huge barrel chest stretching out wide.

Today felt like a good day.

Josef was a lycan, a werewolf. He was the leader of a roaming gang of werewolves that traveled from town to town all across America. His people were an official motorcycle club with their own name—the Moondogs—and were invited to all the major nationwide biker events. Most folks they came across just thought they were quiet loners, doing their own thing. Josef took pains to ensure that his men—nearly twenty strong—didn't interfere with the business of anyone who hadn't interfered with the Moondogs first.

Once upon a time, before Josef took control, the Moondogs had been reckless and violent, taking and breaking every town they went to. Lycanthropy spread like wildfire...and when werewolves started multiplying, so did hunters and huntresses...and that was never good.

When Josef took charge, he ended all that violence, although he'd had to be violent to do it, breaking the previous gang leader in half. After that, the Moondogs trafficked in less volatile wares for a time—selling innocuous magical trinkets and the like—until they ran into Felicia.

For his Moondog brethren, Felicia was “Mistress,” plain and simple. Somehow, she had enchanted his gang—manipulated them all into worshiping her as their deity She spoke and commanded, and they existed and obeyed, and that was all they knew. After enchanting their minds, Josef’s authority—once hammered out through a series of brutal displays of his strength and fighting prowess—existed purely because she said it did.

To Josef, though, Felicia was just “boss” or “ma’am.” He had no trouble doing what she said—all told, she was a smart lady, and she appreciated Josef’s ability to get things done.

What he got done consisted of largely two things—enforcement of Felicia's will, and retrieval of magical items for Felicia.

Over the course of his service, he had obtained a great many artifacts for her, all ancient and powerful. Mycarth's Mirror. Shandra's Owl Totem. Byron's Scrawl. What Felicia wanted to do with them was her own business. All Josef had to do was gather them.

Today, though, was not a retrieval. Today was about enforcement—this was a critical time, Felicia had told Josef when he arrived in town a few days before, and she wanted no undue interruptions.

The other Moondogs were posted all about the town, keeping a watch on things. Josef had the most important post—guarding Felicia—and so also the most men with him.

Three Moondogs were with him now, outside the street—Malcolm, Kal, and Horace. Their post was down the street from Felicia’s house, on top of a hill in a vacant lot where they could hide their bikes and get an easy view of the large house, and all those who approached it.

As it happened, this was useful, because they could see with ease as a small red sedan pulled up. The three lycans with Josef sat up immediately, sniffing the air excitedly. Barely human, mostly feral, these lycans always had mating on their mind.

It was no wonder why the sudden tantalizing scent excited them. Spicy, sweet. Hell, it excited Josef—and then a busty, beautiful young brunette woman with amazing curves stepped out of the sedan, matching her luscious scent. She wore a tight blue skirt and a cleavage-baring white peasant-style blouse, gorgeous black heels decorating her feet. Josef, immediately, found himself wanting her.

Trepidation on her face, the young woman—eighteen years old, he guessed—approached Felicia’s house. Every step was slow, a bit wandering, as if she were examining the house, looking for something.

“Do we go?” Malcolm asked, hitting Josef's arm. “I think we should go after her.”

“Quiet,” said Josef. “We’re just watching. She may be harmless.”

She examined the house further, stepping closer in toward its hedges. Slowly, her hands curled into fists at her sides, and she started to lean into the house—lean almost all the way over. With her bust, it was a sort of comical image—how could her ankles support all that weight? It was like something was pushing back against her, keeping her up. Maybe the house itself; maybe some kind of defense mechanism.

Just as slowly as she leaned forward, the girl began to be pushed back more and more, as if her whole body was in an arm-wrestling match with some unseen force. This continued until finally, with a small cry, she collapsed. All the energy swept out of her.

“I think she was trying something,” said Malcolm. “Some kind of magic. Some kind of breaking magic.”

Josef frowned. Malcolm was the most sensitive among the four lycans to magic and their types—probably why he had taken so well to Felicia’s training of his psyche.

“Mistress said,” said Malcolm. “She said anyone we wanted, we could take, so long as they were interfering.”

“Yes,” Josef said glumly.

He could almost taste the hot, alpha male arousal coming off of them in thick waves of lust. Josef didn't approve of the way the members of his gang treated women...but he could hardly do much about it. At least the women generally seemed to enjoy it.

“She’s interfering,” said Malcolm. “Are you saying we can’t take her?”

Felicia had implemented the rule as a way to keep the Moondogs in line. Part of her enchantment seemed to have something to do with devolving the werewolves—they understood pack mentalities. And as animalistic beings, they understood mating purely as a ritual of taking. Josef was able to keep them in line, barely.

But, they were right. This was one of the allowances they had from Felicia: taking any girl that tried to interfere.

She had even given them two girls to play with at their leisure: Sarah and Tabitha, both of them beauties. Oh, sure, they were really enslaved to that kid Caleb—that was probably permanent. Felicia had unleashed some old-timey blood magic for that trick. But in the meantime, Felicia had convinced the two that it was Caleb's will that they do anything the Moondogs ask.

“Fine,” Josef said finally, shaking his head. “But make it quick.”

For the girl’s sake, he hoped she liked being taken, hard and brutally. The Moondogs were not known for their gentleness.

Bikes roaring to life, they rode down to Felicia's house, Josef in the rear.

Josef stayed on his bike, watching as the other three howled and hooted, slapping each other on the back as they parked and stepped onto the lawn.

The girl saw the three bikers approaching, and tried to crawl away back to her car. Whatever she had done to the house had left her weak and unable to walk. Terror was scrawled on her face. She had no illusions about what was on their mind.

And Josef? Would he stay there, obediently, letting this happen?

He would. The girl shouldn’t have interfered with Felicia. She should have known better. There was a way to this world, and she was going to learn it.

* * * * *


[image: image]






F
 ELICIA, ALIGNING A
 few potions for use during the Solstice the following day, saw the entire event on her lawn unfolding itself through her bedroom window. Enjoying the sound of Lauren's panicked, angry screams, she turned to admire herself in the nearby mirror.

The young witch was, in a word, stunning. If she was to use several words, she would be able to go on all day about her gorgeous mass of dark hair, her intensely green eyes, the angelically-carved features of her face, the supermodel-quality of her legs, her wide, flaring hips or her ample bust.

All of this intense sexuality was contained, barely, in a slender, form-clinging green gown. The v-neck of the gown plunged deep, showing off the generous gap of her abundant cleavage, highlighted again by a series of charms and pendants dangling there.

As soon as she noticed the look on Lauren's face as she approached the house, Felicia knew the stubborn young woman was going to do her honest best to break the enchantments around the house. Somehow, she must have figured out her power. Possibly, if Felicia hadn’t been there to counter her attack, it would have been effective.

The girl’s magic was slippery, strange. It seemed weak, only it wasn’t...it was just...slight.

The tendrils of Felicia’s magical power weaved and threaded like steel cords, tight and impenetrable. Not a single witch alive—nor even many of them combined—would be able to match the artistry of Felicia's spell weaving, nor would they be able to break her enchantments without the effort of many hours.

But Lauren’s power? It was different. No threads, no cords, no ropes. It was like shadows of shadows, finding even the smallest crack or slip or gap and then expanding, pushing it open...

When Felicia had originally gifted Lauren with the power—a complicated affair that took a few weeks to prepare—the beautiful witch had only a small understanding of the nature of the gift. Her understanding in the subsequent weeks had not improved, knowing mostly only that Lauren’s position as a totemic Priestess was essential to the ceremony that would make her the most powerful magical being in the universe.

This was one of Felicia’s weaknesses, she knew. She had an immense wealth of experience—she could craft a superbly designed love potion, for instance, without a second thought, grabbing ingredients almost by autopilot. But that was the entire problem. She could let
 herself design or build or enchant many things, but she did not know the why
 of most of it beyond the small amount of basics that her mother had bothered to teach her.

This hadn’t bothered Felicia in the past. She had shrugged it off, knowing she would soon be the Suprema, and that all knowledge and experience in this realm would be offered up to her on a plate. But now, with Lauren’s crafty, slight shadows creeping in and threatening to unravel all her craft, Felicia felt doubt creeping in as well.

Perhaps that was part of Lauren’s power. Confidence was one of the major factors of a successful witch, after all.

Felicia attributed her own confidence greatly when it came to her own success. She certainly had quite a lot to be confident about. Looking once more in the mirror, she gave herself another gorgeous green-eyed wink.

Outside, Lauren had started to scream louder—much more scared than angry, now.

Probably they would take her; no, she reconsidered—definitely they would. Viciously, mercilessly.

Felicia sighed.


Oh, very well
 .

In short order, she had stepped downstairs and then outside to address the bikers.

“Stop,” said Felicia, holding up her hands.

Malcolm was already pulling down his pants, his cock exposed and held over Lauren's body. The curvy brunette had only a torn blouse and ripped skirt left on her body.

“But,” Malcolm looked confused. “Mistress...she was...”

“I said to stop. Are you questioning me? Is that what you do, now?”

Malcolm looked down. “No, Mistress. Of course not, Mistress.”

It was a strange sight indeed, seeing the heavily muscled Malcolm back down so quickly. It was strange even to hear him refer to Felicia as his Mistress at all—it was too submissive a word to attribute to such an established masculine presence.

But, Felicia deserved his submission. She deserved everyone’s, in fact. She could see Josef in the distance, smiling with approval.

She resented that immediately. As if she needed his approval. He had no idea how easy he was to take—the fool honestly thought his will was beyond her power! It was not. No one’s was, not truly. She simply wouldn’t be able to take him without destroying all the good parts of his mind as well...and she could control the gang leader anyway.

“Continue your guard,” she said, petting Malcolm's head. “You're all doing a very good job. Keep it up, and I may give you a kiss, later.”

Probably not, but they didn't know that. The hint of affection was more than enough to keep them satisfied for weeks, so deep was their bond. Malcolm and the other Moondogs whooped and hollered to one another as Josef started up his bike and retreated back to his spot on the hill.

Using a bit of magic to assist her, Felicia took Lauren inside and repaired her clothes, the threads intertwining and healing into one another. A simple thing.

They arrived in the kitchen, which had been mostly unused ever since Felicia had kicked her stepfather and mother out. Felicia could apparate most of her food now with hardly any effort at all—and why worry about cooking food when she could just make it appear?

For the sake of appearances, she searched through the cabinets and came across some cocoa for Lauren. She set a spoon and a glass to making it, and then approached Lauren—who had sat down silently, empty-eyed, at the table.

“You’re pretty...” Felicia murmured, stroking Lauren’s face. “I hadn’t really gotten a good look at you. But oh yes, very pretty.”

Lauren was suspicious immediately. “What are you planning?”

Felicia arced an eyebrow—clearly surprised. “And who says I’m planning anything?”

“Aksana said it. And I know something is up. It’s too weird, too focused what’s happening. Maryse being deified, Caleb losing more and more control...me with whatever I’ve got happening. Too weird! And I can see the enchantments around your house. Your parents aren’t home, and Caleb certainly isn’t behind it. It must be you.”

Aksana...wasn't that the huntress? Must be. So, Maryse had gotten a hold of her...and then Lauren broke Maryse's enchantment. Interesting.

The cocoa was ready—the spoon already retreating to the sink to be washed. Felicia smiled and retrieved the glass, handing it to Lauren. Giving it a distasteful eye, Lauren placed it on the table and then touched it no more.

Felicia shrugged elegantly. “I’m impressed. Little Miss Perfectionist is good for something other than organizing bake sales and studying.”

Lauren just frowned at her.

Oh yes, Felicia knew her own face was saying—I know all about you, little one. All the fundraisers and extra planning and big perfect plans for life. And I can break it all apart, too.

With the Summer Solstice just one day away, Felicia knew that there was no possible way Lauren could stop her—unless she convinced all the other components of the Spell to not show up. Even if that were
 to happen somehow, it was possible Felicia could get the Moondogs to track them all down, but that would be quite an effort.

No, the simplest thing to do was simply give Lauren what she wanted—information—and to make her feel important. This worked on everyone, in Felicia's experience.

“Well, all right.” Felicia summoned a chair and sat down directly across from Lauren. “Since you asked—I’m planning to unleash the Spell Suprema. You can’t stop me. Frankly...I don’t see why anyone would want to. I deserve the power of the Suprema.”

“I don’t know what that is.”

“Of course.” Felicia chuckled. “It’s a very powerful spell. It requires several parts, several people participating. The Priestess, that's you. Then the Beast King, the Warrior, the Enchantress Queen, and the Slave. It will make me immortal and beautiful forever. And powerful too, yes.”

A soft, tiny little moan escaped Lauren's mouth—almost imperceptible.

Felicia began to smile, understanding the sound right away.

Lauren clearly was trying to keep her poker face...but Felicia could tell all she wanted to do was look at Felicia's gorgeous body. She was surprised, in fact, that she hadn't noticed it before—Lauren was bisexual. Heavily so.

In fact, judging from that moan, Lauren was a natural submissive. How delightful! This would be easier than she thought.

Felicia knew Lauren’s power was unpredictable...varied. But she also could now see the signs of easy, happy submission written all over her, as easily as someone else might see a traffic light on a road. All Felicia had to do was tug at those strands of servility—and she didn’t even need magic to do it.

She leaned forward, staring at Lauren with admiration on her face. “You’re very special, you know.”

“I...I-I am?”

“Of course. Not just anybody could be the Priestess for the Spell Suprema. It takes...certain aptitudes.” She put a soft, feminine hand on Lauren’s knee, pushing it upward.

“A-aptitudes?” Lauren started breathing hard, clearly enjoying Felicia's touch.

“Certainly.” Felicia nodded sagely, her thick hair falling down onto Lauren's arm and chest. “What I did? What I did, to give you the power you have now? It was very old, very powerful magic...but it unleashed what you already had. Caleb as well.”

Felicia pushed her face closer and closer to Lauren's, just almost kissing her...and then slid instead down to her knees, letting her heavy tits slide across Lauren’s lap.

“W-what are you doing?” Lauren's voice had become very small.

Without asking for permission, Felicia evaporated Lauren's panties, and then slipped her fingers up and into the curvy babe's already wet pussy. Lauren's head tilted back, and she moaned with pleasure.

“Wouldn’t it be so hot, Lauren baby, serving the prettiest babe in the whole world? Being my favorite
 servant? I’ll make you prettier too. Won’t that be nice of me?”

Lauren's body shook, her hands running through Felicia's hair. “Y-yes!”

This was a lie, of course. Lauren would die in the ceremony, like all the rest of the components. But Felicia hardly cared about that.

“Come on, say it,” said Felicia, fingering Lauren harder. “Say you want me in control.”

Her voice high in pitch now. “I w-want...I want...”

“Say you want me as your Mistress...”

“I w-want...w-want...”

“Go on, baby.” Felicia fingered her as hard as she could, using magic to warm her fingers to the perfect temperature for an incumbent orgasm.

“I want you as my Mistress!”

“You don’t want Maryse. You don't love Maryse.”

Felicia knew already that was the arrangement—how could she not? Maryse was as dominating and as proud of her beauty as Felicia...only not quite as good. It only made sense that Lauren had been serving her.

Lauren shook her head. “Don’t want her! Don't love her! You’re so right!” Lauren looked down at her with unadulterated lust, voice husky and rough. “You’re so right
 . You should be in charge
 of her.”

What a good girl! Getting the idea so quickly. Felicia added another bit of magic to her fingers, allowing them to really put pressure on the brunette's g-spot. Lauren trembled heavily, her entire body shaking with the need to cum.

“You’ll do whatever I say.”

“Anything! Please!”

“You'll cum for me.”

“Oh my god, yes! I will!”

“When you do...you'll be my slave, from then on.”

“Yes! Oh god, yes!”

Felicia grinned wickedly. “Then cum for me, slave. Cum for your Mistress. Cum for your true
 Mistress.”

On Felicia's command, Lauren came, her body spasming in the chair. Felicia continued to finger her pussy, slowing her pace as Lauren's spasms slowed.

“Oh Mistress,” Lauren moaned, kissing the top of Felicia's head. “Oh, my Mistress. My true
 Mistress...”

Felicia stood up, and then slid her pussy-juice-covered fingers into Lauren's mouth, allowing her to clean them off.

“Good girl,” said Felicia. “Now, you're going to keep all that business to yourself, won't you?”

Of course Lauren obeyed.

* * * * *
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O
 UTSIDE THE BARN WHERE
 he waited, Bryce could hear the Solstice Festival in full triumphant swing. People shouted and cheered, folk music blared, and vendors called out their wares trying to make sales. There were carts for fries, popcorn, bead necklaces, that sort of thing.

Bryce, though, was alone in the barn, pants down, stroking his cock quietly and thinking of Maryse. This is what she had told him to do until the ceremony later tonight, and so that's what he did.

The Solstice Festival had special significance to the people of Summerville. The town itself had been founded on the day of the summer solstice—and so every summer solstice was also an anniversary. This was to be the one hundred and fifth annual festival—an auspicious occasion indeed.

It was held in a large field on the outskirts of town, and so the barn Bryce was in was one of many constructed by the landowner in years past. The landowner got a cut of the proceeds of the festival—not bad for just having the land his father had bought.

Standing quietly in the corner of the barn, Bryce recalled the last time he saw Maryse. It was just this morning. She was so perfect. He loved her. Her smile was so perfect. Her eyes.

He loved her. All he did was love her. His life was simple now, and that was the way it ought to be.

Outside, just outside the walls of the barn, he could hear people talking.

Two girls, he realized after a moment. He wished they would be quiet. Their voices were just loud enough for his brain to try and pay attention—any louder and he could tune them out, and any softer he could ignore them.

They continued talking. Lauren and Aksana, that’s who it was.

He rather liked Lauren. Maybe he even loved her. It was hard to tell what love was anymore with Maryse in his life. She made love seem like a paltry word, an unworthy word. He knew
 he loved Maryse, but it was more than that. Worship. Adoration. Recognition of her as the ultimate definition of all that was woman. He would cut off his own limbs for her—his devotion was that pure.

Still conversing, the two young women entered the barn. Lauren wore a tiny yellow sundress, her heavy breasts not covered in the slightest. Aksana wore tight leather pants and an even tighter red corset. The chest of the Huntress was small compared to Lauren's—though most everyone's was—but her slender pale body held some distant appeal for Bryce.

“—I don't know, okay?” This was Lauren speaking. “You've been dogging me all day. It was...I don't know. The Spell Suprema, something like that.” Lauren huffed, turning in the darkness of the barn. “Hold on. Bryce?” Lauren called out. “Are you still all right, Bryce?”

“Yes, Lauren,” he said calmly, stroking obediently. “Could you let me alone, though? I was told to stroke myself. Maryse was really specific.”

He had been there most of the day, doing just that. Maryse would be so proud of him. Lauren might be, too. She was a good servant of Maryse's as well.

“Oh...right.” Lauren had located Bryce now, staring right at him.“Okay.”

Aksana grabbed Lauren. “The Spell Suprema? Are you certain that is what she said?”

“Oh yes. She made me...I mean...”

“What?”

Lauren was blushing thoroughly. “She had me...beg for it.”

“Wow. Are you okay?”

“Oh, yes. I’m very well, thank you.”

Biting her lip, Lauren sank into the wall, hugging herself for a moment. She seemed blissful...content. Aksana frowned.

“Look...putting the weirdness of that aside for a moment, this is really serious. Really, really serious and horrible.” Aksana had started pacing.

“What do you mean?”

“The Spell Suprema is...it is the most powerful spell in the known world of magic. Only one woman has ever successfully cast it—and it took the combined forces of nearly every Hunter and Huntress alive to take her down, and...and why does it look like all that is just turning you on?”

Lauren blushed furiously. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. It’s just...all that power, Felicia having it...she’s sooo pretty.”

Lauren’s knees buckled inward, her hands floating to her breasts.

“Human sacrifice!” Aksana cried, flying her hands about.

“What?” Lauren stood up straight.

“The Spell Suprema. It requires human sacrifice.”

“Like, sacrifice of...of...”

“Of humans, yes. Thus the name.”

“Oh, god. So when she called me her Priestess...”

“She was identifying you as one of the components. Yes. Of course! Why didn’t I see it before? I thought her ambitions were more mundane, living in this town...but it was here that she found the perfect place to cover her nefariously doings!”

“Nefariously?”

“English is my second language!” Aksana snapped. “Listen. The Beast King, the Enchantress Queen, the Warrior, the Priestess, and the Slave. She needs all of them.”

“All of those correspond to people?”

“Of course. So, the Enchantress Queen is obviously Maryse...”

“Right. And the Beast King is Caleb. I would be the Priestess. The Warrior must be...Bryce?”

Bryce perked up. He liked hearing his name in the same few sentences as Maryse. It was another chance to think about his mistress. Beautiful, wonderful, sensational Mistress...he would never get enough.

Wait, were they talking about someone trying to harm Maryse? Because if they were...he would fight that person. Fight that person for Maryse.

Oh, Maryse was so gorgeous...

“That all seems right.” Aksana nodded.

“So...Caleb, Maryse, Bryce, myself, and...”

Aksana gripped Lauren's shoulders. “Think. Do you know of anyone that is a slave?”

“I know of lots. You were at Maryse’s house.”

“No, no. That’s different. That’s an enchantment. It’s...different. That just magnifies want. A true slave is...unquestioning. Completely obedient. Their will no longer existing. Sort of like...like what Caleb does when he bites a girl. ”

“Oh my god!” Lauren grabbed Aksana’s arm. “Heather!”

“Who?” Aksana shook her head. “Nevermind. Unimportant. I believe you. That means Felicia has all the components she needs. And that
 means we have to stop her.”

“How?”

“There’s really...really only one way.”

“What?”

“She has to be...” Aksana sighed. “The only way she could even cast the spell to begin with is if she was a virgin. Like, with men. She can’t ever have had her maidenhood put in question.”

“Okay. So...we find someone to fuck her? That shouldn’t be too hard. She’s sooo pretty, Aksana.” Lauren was weakening again. “Are you sure that it’s human sacrifice? Are you sure she can’t just...just be in control, a little bit?”

Aksana shook the other girl. “Lauren! This is serious.”

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I just, I mean...it’s kind of hot, right?”

There was a silence for a time, punctuated only by Bryce's long, slow, easy strokes. He had gathered a lot of precum and cum in his time in the bar, and it made his cock slick and easy to use.

Aksana said, “You need...a cold shower, let’s say.”

Lauren shrugged. “Maybe so.”

“Let us table that discussion, shall we? We can discuss your issues later. But for now, we need to get Caleb to fuck his stepsister.”

“What?” Lauren did a double-take.

“It’s honestly the only way.” Aksana sighed. “In his werewolf form, he’s the only one who would be able to resist her magic long enough to take her. And besides, the whole ‘taboo’ aspect of it...”

“Yeah. That’s fair game for you, but me wanting to see a hot babe run the universe is super gross, huh?”

“I am not turned on
 by it. It is just, a brother and sister having sex, or even step-siblings having sex...it is not taboo not just for western society, or what have you. It is a magical taboo as well. And it makes a witch...how do I say? It invalidates a person for certain practices, magically.”

“So even if she tried the spell after that...”

“She would not be able to do it.” Aksana nodded finally.

Lauren considered that. “Would it break some of the spells she’s done already?”

“Some of them? Certainly. All of them? I don’t think so.”

“So...if she gave me my power...”

“Then you may be stuck with it, yes. Caleb as well. Bryce, definitely, unless we go through with a ceremony tonight to help him.”

There was his name again! He was listening...and then he wasn't. Maryse, Maryse, rhymes with fleece, which was soft like her lips and her hair and her breasts...oh, her breasts...

“And in the meantime,” said Lauren, “we’d be enabling Caleb to make his stepsister his sexual servant, just like he’s done to Heather and the other girls at the house.”

Aksana shrugged. “More than likely.”

“Okay.” Lauren nodded, body completely flushed. “I guess we have to do it, then.”

“You look...”

“What?”

“Nevermind.”Aksana stepped away.

“You think it turns me on, don’t you?” Lauren's tits heaved in her tiny dress. “You think I’m some sicko, getting hot at the thought of Caleb owning so many girls with his cock?”

Aksana was matter-of-fact all over. “Yes.”

“Well...let’s table that discussion, shall we? Let me free Bryce from Maryse's enchantment.”

Bryce straightened up. What? Free him? He hated the thought. His every fiber of being was against it. He would fight to the last!

But...Maryse had told him to stay there...

Oh, Maryse...

“Why?” asked Aksana. “Why help him?”

“Because...I don’t know. He’s there, and I want him to help us, okay? He can help with Caleb, maybe.”

Aksana frowned.

“Not everything
 is a weird sexual dance with me, okay?” Lauren grabbed her hand.  “Just lots of things. I’m new to this too. Please, just go find Caleb? Bring him in here. I'll help him too.”

Aksana sighed. “Very well.”

The barn doors creaked open and closed, Aksana leaving. Sounds of shouting and music from the fair floated in briefly. Lauren approached Bryce, then.

“Bryce? Bryce. Listen to me, Bryce.”

How could he listen? Maryse was so beautiful, and all he had to do was think about her...

Lauren put her hands on his forehead. They were soft, small. She looked at him with intense concentration for several seconds.

And then he understood...everything. Blue, cleansing light exited out his body. It felt as though an enormous weight had left his mind. He collapsed to the ground, unable to keep his feet.

Lauren knelt over him, stroking his head. Bryce nodded, trying to insist that he was fine, but his voice wouldn't work right. He really was fine.

He could...he could feel himself inside of himself, once more. It was an odd realization to have, the kind only possible by heavy drug usage and—he supposed—being enchanted.

Outside, he could hear Caleb’s voice. Lauren stood up, hearing it also.

“What do you mean, I have to go in there? Is Maryse okay with this?”

“Oh yes, Cal—Sir. Sire.” Aksana coughed, opening the barn door. “My King. She insisted upon it. She wanted you to be with Lauren.”

“I need you to stay in control for a bit,” Lauren whispered to Bryce. “Please. Sit there and rest for a moment. Let me take care of this.”

He was more than willing to comply. Bryce was in no state to deal with standing—let alone tackling Caleb, or whatever else it was that Lauren planned to do.

Caleb walked in, looking around.

“What's going on? There's nothing in here.”

“Caleb,” Lauren said calmly. “I'm going to help you.”

“Help me?” Caleb scoffed. “What do I need help with?”

“Your freedom. You’re not Maryse’s slave.”

She approached him steadily, confidently.

“I know that. I’m her King. Come to think of it,” he frowned. “Aren’t I your King, too? Why aren’t you bending your knees to your Master?”

Lauren whimpered, trying to steady herself. Aksana rushed forward and gripped her elbow, keeping Lauren upright.

“No,” said Lauren. “I’m really not. I’m sorry, Caleb.”

Lauren approached him...and Bryce watched, slack-jawed, as Lauren did to Caleb what she had already done to Bryce.

* * * * *
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C
 ALEB OPENED HIS EYES
 slowly.

He was...he was in a barn. There were people around him—Lauren, and Bryce. They were talking urgently. Over time, his thoughts began to work again, and their words starting making sense.

“I don’t know what happened,” Lauren insisted. “It’s just...wow, you know? Wow! There were a lot
 of enchantments threading through his mind. I just started snipping away at the threads, hoping that I wasn’t going to destroy something that was keeping him sane—or-o-or keeping him from transforming into a fucking werewolf!”

“If he stays down like that,” asked Bryce, “how are you going to get him to fuck Felicia? That's the only way to solve this, right?”

Caleb sat up and grabbed Lauren by the arm. She jumped and squealed.

“Thank you, Lauren,” said Caleb, getting up to a knee. “I feel better, now.”

Bryce helped him up. “Caleb, we have a lot to tell you.”

He waved him off. “I heard you.”

“You did?” Bryce and Lauren asked it at the same time.

“I have to...” he could barely say it. “I have to have sex with Felicia.”

“Yes.” She shook her head. “Are you okay with that?”

He was, surprisingly. At least in theory. He remembered, now, all the instances that he had wanted to do it in the past...the instances that Felicia had made him forget. She was gorgeous. He had always wanted her.

She was gorgeous and he would own
 her.

There were numerous times over the course of living with her that he had found out her shady dealings with magic; he could remember them all now. His memory, once locked behind a safe, was now broken open.

Felicia was planning something terrible, check. That was copacetic to everything else he knew about her.

Felicia had to be fucked by Caleb in order to stop it all, check and double-check.

He could do that, he was pretty sure. And if he couldn't...he could feel the beast inside of him waiting to be let out—and it definitely could.

“Maryse is expecting us,” he said after a minute. “I suppose we should gather her, and then go to meet Felicia. We don't want that bitch to expect anything. The ceremony is supposed to start soon, right?”

Bryce and Lauren nodded.

Caleb looked around for a moment. “Where's the huntress?”

“She went to go deal with the werewolves,” said Lauren. “The Moondog, she said. They're in town as well. She gave Bryce something to resist Maryse's influence. He should be able to help us, if Maryse doesn't want to come.”

That was good. She was certainly willful. The presence of the Moondogs troubled him, but it made sense. They were Felicia's puppets, he knew. He had figured it out after his first meeting with Josef...but Felicia had made him forget that as well.

“Okay,” said Caleb. “I guess let's do it, then.”

“Wait.” Bryce grabbed his arm. “That's it? That's the plan? Gather everything your sister needs for world domination, pretend to give it to her, and then hope that you fuck her in time before it all happens?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, then.” Bryce shrugged. “So long as there's a plan.”

They walked out of the barn and into the crowd of the festival. It was late at night now—past nine—and several folks were hooting and shouting drunkenly.

More than those people, though, were the number of folks with happy, stupefied smiles plastered all over their faces. Caleb recognized them.

Maryse had set up a tent while she waited for the ceremony to be dealt with at the festival. She thought it was a golden opportunity to land her several worshipers So, these plaster-faced people were the ones who had already seen Maryse, the ones who had given up their money and savings to her—quite happily, too.

That happiness would last quite a while. Maybe years. Who knew if it ever ended?

After several minutes of wading through the thick, noisy crowd, they approached the tent that Maryse was in. As Caleb expected, she was surrounded by several people—and a few very large bags of cash. Her busty, athletic form was covered—barely—by a tight, sheer white gown, of the type that Maryse had taken to wearing. It contrasted nicely with her gorgeous tanned skin and beautiful, flowing blonde hair.

“Hello, darling,” said Maryse, ignoring Bryce and Lauren completely. “Is it over? Have you completed that strange ceremony business yet?”

Maryse was, truly, quite beautiful. And Caleb did love her—he really did. She was the image of everything he had ever wanted, even without her beauty being enchanted. He just wanted to have her at his side forever.

Or...on her knees.

Yes. That would be more appropriate, wouldn't it? He was a King, after all. At least, in Maryse's mind he was. Caleb knew he could make that more and more real for her.

“Come with me,” he said, holding out his hand.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“The ceremony for Bryce needs you in it. You're going to help, so you've got to come with us.”

She looked very scared all of a sudden. “It won't...it won't change what I...it won't...all my...what I have...will it?”

Of course. She was scared that she would lose the enchantment—the one thing that she had wanted her entire life.

“You'll be fine,” he said, not knowing if he was lying or not. “But we've got to go.”

It was better if she didn't know the full story. He didn't know how she would react, and they had to act now, before Felicia started getting suspicious.

“Are you sure, Caleb? This is—”

“You'll be fine
 ,” his voice had a steely edge to it. “Now, come on.”

Surprisingly, she got up right away and went along with him, meek as a kitten. She slid her luscious body into his, looping their arms together. He could feel her trembling—something in the air really had her on edge. She must have known in the back of her mind that Felicia was preparing something—that this was all too good to be true. Perhaps she saw the clarity in Bryce's eyes, or the confidence from Lauren...

Regardless, she smelled heavenly, and her body pressed against Caleb's made him wish he could take her right then and there.

At the far end of the festival was the tall, dark tent that Felicia had prepared. There was nearly no crowd around it—all of them had been flocking around Maryse's tent.

“You!”

The hard, ragged voice was Josef's—coming around the edge of the tent, pointing angrily at Caleb.

“Three men!” Josef said. “Three men of mine I've found. Three good men, taken down. I know it was you. Are the rest all right? Why are you attacking us? Why—”

A loud thunk interrupted him, and then he collapsed, unconscious. Behind him was Aksana with a heavy club in her hands. 

“The way in is now clear,” she said, smiling broadly. “You're welcome.”

Maryse, startled, stepped back.

“Caleb, I don't like this,” said Maryse. “I don't like this at all. I want to go back. Let's go back.”

“No,” he said, grabbing her hand and pulling her close again. “We're going in.”

He kissed her, hard, and that seemed to shut her up. For the first time, Caleb had easily rebuffed her desires. It made his cock stir, how easily he turned her down—holding that power over her.

In fact, it reminded him of what it was like to be in werewolf form...holding her down, ordering her to call out his name...that very same lycan confidence.

To his rear, he saw Lauren wrap her hand around Bryce's. They both looked nervous...but ready.

All four of them entered the tent, Aksana staying outside to guard.

Felicia was inside already, standing in the center of several intertwining circles, leaning on a small stone altar. Next to her was a short, hooded figure. A collection of candles, each black and old, burned on the altar.

Caleb's heart caught, looking at his sister. He could recall with instant clarity all the times he had cum thinking about her—all the times he had masturbated after catching her in the shower or with only half her clothes on.

She was especially gorgeous now, wearing a loose-fitting ceremonial gown, with elbow-length white gloves decorating her hands and forearms.

“Is everyone ready?” Felicia asked.

There was a fervent urgency underlying her voice that Caleb had never heard before. Of course...this was probably as close as she had ever been to realizing her dreams.

It was probably also, he realized, as real of a face as he had ever seen of his sister.

Caleb nodded. “Yes,” he said. “Are you?”

Felicia smiled brightly. “Of course, dear brother.”

She appeared
 quite deferential. That, more than anything, sealed it for Caleb that something was definitely wrong. Felicia didn't defer to anyone.

“Come,” said Felicia. “Enter the circles. It is the only way.”

The hooded figure next to Felicia moaned softly—speaking Caleb's name. Caleb, examining the figure closely, began to make out some familiar features. The shade of her hair, revealed by the flame of the altar. The size of her bust...

That was Heather!

“Don’t step into the circles!” Bryce whispered fiercely. “That must be the trap!”

Maryse, of course, not quite believing that anything would ever hurt her, stepped right inside of the interlocking symbols. But Bryce stayed back—and grabbed Lauren, ensuring she stayed back as well. The look on Lauren's face was one of surprise—she might not have even known that was eagerly following Felicia's instructions.

Maryse appeared puzzled. “Come to me, Bryce,” she commanded. “Lauren. Come to your Mistress.”

“Yes, Lauren,” said Felicia, an iciness to her tone. “Ignore everyone else. Come to your Mistress.”

Lauren was positively shaking with lust—but Bryce held her firm. Felicia seemed to notice the resistance—and waved her hand at Maryse—who instantly seemed brighter and more luscious than ever before.

“Come
 to me, Bryce. Bring Lauren. Won’t you? Won’t you, please?”

Bryce was faltering, that was plain to see.

Caleb had to do something—but he didn’t think he had it in him to fuck Felicia at the drop of a hat, no matter how much he wanted to.

No, he had to let out the beast within.

Roaring loud, he began to transform—his muscles growing, his skin growing hairy, his entire skeletal structure rearranging in a matter of seconds.

Where before there was Caleb...now there was the Beast King. His cock, enormous, was already hard—and all he knew was desire.

Grunting, he crossed into the inner circle, where Felicia waited. For the first time since knowing her, she looked scared—truly scared.

“Wh-what are you doing, Caleb?”

“There is no Caleb here,” he growled. “Just your King.”

“I don’t know what—
 ”

Caleb grabbed her by the throat and pinned her down to the ground—his enormous cock hovered over her face.

Felicia stared at his cock with big, hungry eyes.

“N-no...” she moaned. “I’m so...s-soooo close...”

“Which is it?” he asked his hot sister, shoving his cock into her cheek. “Do you want to have the power of a god...or be fucked by one?”

Heather, next to him, ripped off her robe, clutching at his immensely muscled thigh.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh, Master! Take her!” The yoga-toned beauty looked down at Felicia, madness in her eyes. “Worship him, you fool! Worship him now!”

Heather took her Master's cock and pushed it into Felicia's mouth, stroking it wildly, precum spurting out and sliding through her unwilling lips. And with each new taste of precum Felicia had, Caleb knew, her desire would only increase.

“N-no...” Felicia moaned, precum dripping out onto her chin. “N-nooo...”

But slowly, her face rippling with agony, she began to lick. One lick led quickly to another, then another, and then hot, soft wet kisses up and down his rod.

“Oh god,” she moaned, licking harder, more intensely. Her green eyes became just as wild and mad as Heather's. “Oh, my god!”

Sliding her hands around, Felicia tore her gown off, spreading her legs wide.

“Fuck me, please?” she moaned. “I need
 it, brother. I didn’t know
 how much I needed it, but I do need it so!”

With a grin, he arranged himself downward, hovering his cock in front of her hot cunt. She nodded once more, mouthing out a silent plea for his cock.

Roaring, he pushed into her, filling his sister’s cunt completely. Her virgin pussy was tight and hot—tighter than any he had ever been in before. Still thrusting in her, he bit her shoulder, hard—and left a row rune-filled teeth marks. She was marked, now. His.

Instantly, all around him as he fucked Felicia, he could feel the magic in the air thrum with increased volume—and then expand and contract sharply, like a thunderclap.

“No!” Maryse approached, shaking her head. “You can’t do this,” she insisted. “You can’t
 . It’s changing. I can feel
 it changing...it’s going away!”

All the spells Felicia completed in the past few days must have been reverting to some degree—including the enchantment on Maryse.

He pulled his cock out of his sister’s hot, sopping wet cunt, and slid his hand up and down his cock, gathering a heavy load of precum. Then, he shoved the several ounces of goo into Maryse’s protesting mouth.

“Be quiet,” he growled, coating her lips and chin.

He pulled her stunned body in and bit her, hard, on the shoulder. In the teeth marks on her shoulder, runes appeared, just like with Felicia.

“Yes, Master!” Maryse moaned, dropping to her knees. “Yes, my King! I need you! Please! Please let me serve!”

Whatever magic was powering his ability, it had nothing to do with Felicia's ability. He was still enslaving at will.

Lauren and Bryce had fled the tent—a good idea. If Heather, Felicia, and Maryse weren't all there, probably he would have gone straight for her.

As it was, the blonde beauty and Heather cheered him on while he fucked Felicia's hot sister cunt.

“Please fuck her!” they moaned, almost in unison. “Cum in her! Make her yours!”

“You deserve me.” Felicia stared up at him, panting with need. “Take me, please. Cum in me. Cum in your sister's pussy!”

He could restrain himself no longer. Roaring a final time, he unleashed all the bliss he had been building for ages, and erupted inside of his stepsister’s hot, magical cunt. His hot, white spunk filled her pussy and overflowed out from it, leaking to the floor where Heather and Maryse immediately began to lap it up.

Breathing hard, he collapsed down onto Felicia, his cock slowly softening in her tight cunt as he reverted to human form.

“Thank you,” Felicia moaned, kissing him and holding him tight. “Thank you for breaking my will, Master.”

* * * * *
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“A
 RE YOU FEELING ALL
 right?” Lauren asked Bryce.

He had just walked out from the tall tent where the ceremony was supposed to take place a few hours before. It was nearing dawn now.

The tall young man nodded. “Yeah. Took no time at all. Felicia had been lying about the whole thing, needing the solstice, all that. It was just a quick little few waves of her hand.”

Lauren laughed. “That figures.”

“I'll go get the car, all right?”

Lauren nodded, and smiled as he leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. Such a gentleman, still, despite knowing her in so many different ways over the past week. She enjoyed watching the tight form of his butt in his form-fitting jeans as he walked to the parking lot.

Soon, Bryce would take Lauren home...and then this strange, sex-fever nightmare would be done.

Bryce was cured, but Caleb was still a werewolf. He didn't want to be cured—and why would he? He had Maryse, Heather, and now Felicia worshiping him because of his lycanthropy—not to mention a few other beautiful girls out there in the world as well.

But now, apparently, he could transform at will. He seemed to enjoy it. And while he was in his wolf form, he retained all of his human intelligence and compassion. That was good.

Caleb walked out of the tent—Felicia on one arm and Maryse on the other, in his human form.

“Thank you,” said Lauren. “For...I don’t know. For doing that. Having Felicia cure him.”

He nodded. “You’re welcome, I guess.”

“I just...well.” Lauren shrugged. “I guess you could have taken me if you wanted, couldn't you have?”

He nodded.

“I guess you could still take a lot more women?”

He nodded again. “I guess so. But I think I'll have my hands full.”

Grinning, he pinched Maryse's ass. She yelped delightedly.

Lauren smiled. “I know her power is diminished, but Felicia probably could make it so you could take even more over, probably.”

He nodded. “I know.”

Felicia, smiling haughtily, slid up Caleb’s side a bit, kissing him on the neck. “I absolutely could do that, Master,” she purred. “I know of several spells...”

“Another time,” he said to Felicia, in a way that meant, “I don’t ever want to hear about that.”

Lauren raised her eyebrows. “Do you think you'll take more?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. For now...I just need to make sure the ones I have are happy. Felicia tells me she knows of a few women I can track down that can maybe work on reversing all of this...but until then, all I can do is give them what they want. I don’t know that I have it in me to turn down so many beautiful women, loving me like this, forever.”

Lauren hated to admit it, but if she had found out one thing over the past few days, it was that she could definitely understand loving things that were supposed to be crazy and taboo.

Caleb shrugged. “I never really wanted to do this to them...but at the time...”

“You didn’t have a choice.”

“No.” He shook his head. “I don’t know. Maybe. Maybe not. I know that I wanted to, though. I know I wanted
 to have them both serving me.”

Lauren was getting flushed. She wrung her hands together. “I have to go now.”

“I’m sorry. It’s pretty twisted.”

“No...it’s...it’s not that.” It was just that, if he didn't stop talking, she might drop to her knees and beg him to do to her what he had done to them. “You’re a good man, Caleb. More or less.”

“Thanks. Maybe I’ll believe it once I give all those people their money back. And that house.”

“You have our
 house, now, Master,” Felicia purred. “I’ll make certain
 it’s perfect, just for you.”

Lauren imagined she would. She imagined Felicia was the sort of slave who would stop at nothing to see her Master control more and more and more. She wanted power...and now, her best shot at power was to increase Caleb’s.

“Goodbye, Caleb. Good luck.”

“Thanks, Lauren.”

In the parking lot, Bryce had found the car. She slipped inside, letting out a long sigh.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yeah. How are you?”

“Good.” He laughed. “Sort of freaked out, but good.”

“Okay. Could you take me home, then? I want to...I want to lie next to you. I want to lie next to you and have progressively more intimate snuggles that lead into an irreversibly sexy situation.”

“Life-affirming sex,” he said, saluting. “You got it.”

In the East, the sun was rising. They drove back to Bryce’s house, a little bit of hope in their hearts for their lives rising along with the light of the day.

# # #
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Paid & Laid: A Taboo Heir
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I
 was a hot, recently
 -turned-eighteen beauty, probably the sexiest girl in my entire town, and I knew for a fact that I would never, ever get pregnant. Being adopted at a young age, I knew that my adoptive mother Kimberly would never really like me for who I was, and I knew that I would always have a spineless wimp for a dad.

But, sometimes everything you know for an absolute fact can turn completely on its head. Outside of still being the sexiest girl in town, all of that was proved wrong to me over the course of just twenty-four hours, and it was all because of Jefferson. I had absolutely no idea that he would be the man who I would come to love calling Daddy, the man who would bring me closer than ever to my Mommy...and the man who would fill me up and make me totally preggo.

It was a bright, cool Saturday afternoon when Jefferson arrived at my house in Pine Hills, the most expensive neighborhood in town. It was the day of my birthday, and I was one hundred percent eighteen, and totally happy and ready to celebrate it with all
 my friends...but I couldn’t until the next weekend. Some idiot who had taken up the local posh community center where I absolutely had
 to have my party. Apparently, they thought that their wedding
 was more important than my birthday.

Um, wrong!

I was of the firm opinion that basically nothing and no one could ever be more important than what I wanted.

So, I had to wait a whole other
 week to have what I wanted, which was total
 bullshit, but what could I do about it?

I mean, besides trading a lot of suggestive pictures with the groom and encouraging his cold feet, completely ruining the bride’s marriage.

It may make me sound cold-hearted, but like, I told
 Shauna she wasn’t supposed to have her wedding during my birthday weekend, and she would not
 listen. She was practically asking me for me to take action. I can’t be helped if her husband-to-be wanted to proclaim his lifelong adoration for my body just because I sent him a few shots of my cleavage. It wasn't like I slept
 with him (no matter how much he begged).

I wanted that day to go out and celebrate my birthday anyway with my friends, but they were all going to Shauna's wedding, and besides, I had used up all of my parents' good will on the party next
 weekend. So, I—hottest babe in town, in case you forgot—was going to spend my birthday completely by myself. If I had a boyfriend, I would have called him, but frankly, none of the boys in my town were good enough to even hold my hand. Kimberly had taught me as much.

Anyway. It was the weekend, and I was bored, and then my adoptive mom, Kimberly, came home from work with her boss, Jefferson. I hadn’t been expecting anybody to come by. At home at that time, it was just my adoptive dad, Alan, and me.

We were in the living room. I was chilling out with my tablet, scrolling through fashion news, wearing nothing more than a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt (most tees end up being tight on my tiny, slender frame just because of how huge my tits are). Alan was on the other side of the living room, trying to hide how much he was staring at me and touching his cock. That happened all the time; I had just gotten used to it at this point. I think the only thing keeping him from hitting on me was how much he already fetishized Kimberly.

“Hello, family!” Kimberly called out. Her voice echoed across the chasm-like entry of our huge house. “I’ve brought a guest home! Come say hello!”

I didn’t know it then, but my life was about to change completely.

If someone had told me that was going to be the case? If someone had told me, “Hey, that guy with your mom? He’s going to rearrange everything you think is important and make your every last thought about his big, pulsing, potent, babymaking cock, and you’ll never want anything so bad as to suck him off and drain him of all his cum, forever.”

If someone told me that? Probably I would have run away. It sounds sort of frightening, doesn’t it?

The truth is...it’s just terrific. I love every second of it. Though getting there was sort of difficult. I had a lot of mind to change, you see. Because before Jefferson arrived that day with Kimberly? My life was pretty much perfect.

In my whole town, Landon, which was pretty big? I was the hottest girl there, like I said. And it wasn’t that other girls weren’t totally sexy and hot too. If I was the hottest babe in a town full of cows, like, that would be nothing to brag about, right?

Right.

So yeah, Landon? It’s a rich, preppy little community on the outskirts of a huge city. All the rich families of all the executives and business owners and stuff live here. And you probably know as well as I do that rich people look the best. It’s just how it is: we have the best access to all the great food that makes our skin glow, and all the best personal trainers and all the best gyms and all the best make-up.

Not to mention that like, for most
 of the families, all the wives are totally trophies (who are raising their daughters to be much the same), so looking good and fit and sexy is what they make their lives about, as it’s the one thing they can control (rather than the wandering dicks of their husbands).

So you can know, for sure, that when I’m telling you I was the hottest
 babe in Landon, that’s really something. I had thick, dark black hair that swept all the way down past my ass, each sexy silky strand hotter and shinier than the last. I’m pretty sure I have the type of hair that makes men just want to automatically start fucking and not even get into anything silly like small talk or thoughts of romance. It’s tuggable and thick; I think that makes it easy to imagine wrapping my wrists with it and tying me down until I’m helpless before a big, hot cock.

Not that I’ve ever felt one. A big hard cock, I mean. I’m a lot of things, and a virgin happens to be one of them, and a slut
 does not.

I haven’t even seen
 a cock in person. A couple of men tried to flash me in the locker rooms of the local gym, once, but they just came all over themselves before their cocks were fully out of their pants. I winked at them as they trying to disrobe, and it just set them off. I guess that gives you a decent idea of how beautiful my face is?

Other girls at the gym or around town, of course they get super fit or skinny or whatever, working hard. But no amount of hard work is going to be a replacement for just how naturally beautiful I was born to be. With thick full lips, deep green eyes, a smooth angelic nose, and elegant cheekbones, I was just designed all over to be admired.

Anyway, my hotness doesn’t stop with my hair. Of course my legs are fantastic. They’re toned and tanned, like the rest of my body (um, if you haven’t yet? Start kickboxing! It’s great for your figure, and guys absolutely drool about what my abs do these days). And my tits are just enormously hot, nice big 36 double Ds, just like the tits of the hottest babe in town ought to be.

So, bottom line, I did not get up to go meet Kimberly and her guest. I didn’t see the point. I knew they would come and see me, like good little subjects in the court that I
 ruled.

In our large house, I could hear Kimberly’s high heels click-clicking away as they came closer to the living room. Alan shuffled and stumbled about, clearly trying to hide his hard-on. I sat up slightly, fancy tablet in my arms still, knowing that I looked completely disastrously beautiful for whoever was with my mom. If it was a woman, I’d make her jealous and probably hate herself for not looking as hot as I was. And if it was a man, I’d make him want
 me. These were just natural settings for me at this point, and Kimberly had been the one to teach them to me.

It would be easy to think that I got my good genes from my mom. She was tall, toned, dark-haired and lovely. She even had green eyes like me. But no, she was my adoptive mom, just like Alan was my adoptive dad. Apparently they went through a lot of trouble to pick me out from a whole slew of potential kids, to make sure I was going to look something like them. And Mom, being the leader in our particular pack, made sure her new kid was someone who looked a LOT more like her than like Alan. She wasn’t exactly appreciative, ever, of the way Alan looked.

You see, my mom had Alan completely wrapped up in her. He would do anything
 for Kimberly. And since I was even hotter than my mom—who was totally young and hot to begin with—Alan was even more
 in love with me.

I caught him once, jerking off in the bathroom. Or, I didn’t “catch” him—I didn’t bust through the door just to see him busting that nut to pictures of me. Rather, I heard him one day muttering while he was in the bathroom with the door just slightly open. I listened closer, ear pressing against the door, and I heard him muttering my name. Through the mirror on the wall, I saw he was holding a pair of my neon blue panties (which had been lost for several weeks now) against his face.

After that, I knew I could ask him for any little thing I wanted, and just so long as I touched his arm or flashed some midriff, I’d get it. That’s how I ended up with a fifty-inch HDTV in my room, mounted on the wall, and a brand new sexy red convertible. Lots of other cool, expensive stuff too. I’m probably driving him deep into debt, and Kimberly won’t allow him to have any more of her money, even though she makes so much more than he does.

In fact, she gave him an allowance every month (Jefferson paid her very well), and so all of Alan’s
 allowance went into paying for stuff I wanted
 . And deserved, of course. I’m a totally hot superbabe, so I deserve every little last thing that I want.

My mom Kimberly was only about twelve years older than I was. She was eighteen when she met and married Alan and they adopted me. When they first got married, Alan was the dominant force in the relationship, making way more money, and he had wanted a child right away. As Kimberly refused to get pregnant (she was so certain it would ruin her figure), they adopted instead. Lucky for me, I guess. If Kimberly had met Alan later in life, she would have realized what a pushover he was.

As time went on, Alan's stock in the business world fell and fell, and Kimberly's rose and rose as she climbed the ranks. About six months ago, she had changed jobs to go work for Jefferson's multi-billion dollar investment company, and she had never been happier.

Anyway, so now that I was eighteen, Kimberly was just thirty, even though she looked closer to twenty-five or twenty-four, like a young beauty fresh out of college, except for that slightly-more-mature, knowing look in her eyes. Years of healthy living and exercise had done wonders for her skin tone and youthfulness. She looked like more a match for a movie star than the old, broken-down lump of human that Alan was.

He looked, most of the time, like a turd left out in the sun for way too long: dried-up white, shriveled, and ready to collapse at a moment’s notice. Kind of pathetic, really, except Kimberly had raised me never to pity anybody. It was a weakness.

I was a superior being, she told me constantly, just like her, and pity was for idiots with too much time on their hands.

Kimberly and her guest, a large dark-haired man, stepped into the living room. She wore a tight business suit with a tiny skirt that seemed...disheveled a bit, like she had been in some sort of fracas. She leaned in hard on the hunk she walked in with, like they were old, glorious lovers. The man wore a form-fitting pair of slacks and a loose button-up that had the top few buttons undone to show off his dark expanse of chest hair and his thick, strong pectorals.

“Hello darling,” Kimberly said to me, quite cheery. “Hello Alan.” Her voice became much darker and more disapproving. “This is Jefferson, my boss. He heard it was your birthday, Audray, and insisted
 on stopping by to help us celebrate.”

“Did he?” I asked, becoming quite snide. “So he wanted to take up the entirety of my birthday for you instead of just part of it?”

Jefferson laughed at this. I saw Kimberly’s face become somewhat dismayed. “Come now, darling. Be nice. This is the man who pays your mother so you live so nicely. That pretty little gadget in your hands, for instance.”

I tossed the tablet down to the ground and walked out of the room. “Keep it! It’s stupid anyway.”

Yes, I was angry. My mother had told me just the day before that she was planning on working for the entire
 day of my birthday, which would leave me alone with Alan
 the whole time. And, god, if I wanted to be ogled all day on my eighteenth birthday, I’d go work at a strip club. Six or seven club owners had already propositioned me as I walked around the mall in town over the past several months. They backed off when they learned I wasn’t of age, but now that I was eighteen...well, I could do anything.

And it was the way
 my mom had told me she was going to work. “It’s not as if I’ll be missing your party, dear. Today doesn’t really matter all that much does it?”

She said that to me!

She said that
 ! To me.


Ugh. And that was after
 she was the one who didn’t reserve the community center in time for my perfect party.

Kimberly walked after me into the hallway, leaving Jefferson to stare at our asses. “Darling, wait.”

I huffed, crossed my arms, and waited for her. In many ways, she was still like an older sister to me more than a mother. But she still could take that special motherly tone that all moms had, and she could make me wait on her if she commanded it.

“Jefferson really
 wanted to wish you a happy birthday.” She touched my arm. I felt the small, typical thrill from the feel of her fingers on my skin. “Now, won’t you let him?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “Fine.”

I walked back into the room, briefly. I looked at Jefferson, acting completely unimpressed with how mind-blowingly handsome he so clearly was.

“You have something you wanted to say?”

“Yes,” he said, smiling. “Happy Birthday, Audray. I’m so thrilled that you’ve gotten a year older. Eighteen at last. Your mother has been telling me so very much about you.”

After a moment, I rolled my eyes and left again, running right back into Kimberly. She had been trying to follow me back into the room.

“Is that it? Can I go have my own birthday, now?”

“Come now, dear. We’re supposed to have a birthday dinner for you. Won’t you like that?”

I stamped a foot and clenched my fists, trying not to yell. They were being so frustrating! I was mad at everyone and I just wanted to be left alone.

Gritting my teeth, I said, “Fine. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, you have to kick Jefferson out first. So I’ll wait to come down until you do.”

“Oh, dear.” She laughed. It was a rich, beautiful sound. “I’m not doing that.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, I must have forgotten to say. I’m sorry, dear.” She touched my arm again. Thrill, again. “He’s staying for dinner! So, go get dressed.”

“Dressed?”

“Yes. Wear something nice. Jefferson insists.”

Her eyes had taken a slight shine to them, almost like a kind of fervor.

“He insists
 ?”

“Yes, dear. And because he does, I do. Jefferson thinks a gorgeous girl like you ought to dress properly for your birthday dinner. You will oblige him.”

I huffed. “I don’t think I will. I have things
 to do tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow, maybe amused with my protest. “You will
 do as I say, unless you want your birthday celebration canceled.”

“You...” I tried to keep my jaw from dropping down past my tits. “You wouldn’t dare
 .”

“I would. This is important to me. And therefore, to you. And I have to be cruel to get my way, I will. You know I will.”

I did know she would. She had trained me very well into being the same way. Nice girls got nothing. Gorgeous girls who were nice got quite a lot. And cold, cruel-hearted gorgeous babes got the most out of anyone on this earth.

“Fine,” I said. “But don’t
 ask me to have a good time.”

“Of course not, darling. But you will pretend, just like I've taught you.”

I sighed, knowing I would. Kimberly’s lessons in acting properly were nothing if not thorough.

* * * * *
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I
 CAME DOWN ABOUT FIFTEEN
 minutes later—taking my time—
 looking absolutely fucking smoking hot, of course. I could hardly do otherwise. With my body, everything looks scandalously hot, and the outfit I had chosen did not change this in the slightest.


Jefferson
 wanted me to dress nice? He
 wanted that? Not Kimberly? Fine, then. Fine.

And, oooh, I already know what you’re thinking. You think I was just so
 jealous of Jefferson, with my mom clearly doting on him how she was. You think that I was just so
 angry at him already because of the way she wanted to do everything
 with him, and talked
 about him all the time, and how she was desperate
 to dress me up to look hot not because she
 wanted it, but because he
 said so.

Well, that’s just super gross, okay? I was not
 attracted to my mom
 . Even if I am adopted and it wouldn’t be like, totally unheard of or even really that gross, because we’re both completely hot.

That’s just...not how it was, okay? I didn’t have the world’s biggest girl-crush on my mom, and I wouldn’t be deliriously happy if she asked me even just once to kiss her or touch her tits or lick her pussy, and my crush on her (which didn’t exist!) was not
 the reason I was always so, so excited to go shopping with her and show off my body in new arrangements.

So don’t even think about any of that, okay?

Anyway, I looked hot
 . Kimberly would definitely notice.

I had on the dress she gave me for my last birthday—a tight, form fitting orange dress. It had a swooping neckline to show off my terrific cleavage, and was extremely tight, so my tits were pressed up and together. Catching the eye in that magic boob-heavy line was a sparkling diamond necklace that I convinced Alan to buy me (sending him even further into debt, no doubt, for something I wore only like once before this).

Tall, tall black high heeled shoes were on my feet, nearly five-inches. They were nearly as expensive as the gown, and the bottoms were bright red, though the buckles were gold. The bottom of the dress hugged my ass, showing off my long, perfect legs. I looked amazing. It was my birthday, after all, and I deserved to look good and turn some heads. Even if, yes, those heads belonged to Jefferson and Kimberly.

And I guess Alan too? But no one was really counting him.

I was going
 to wear this dress next week at my party, but as Jefferson
 demanded that I look nice, I supposed I would have to give an honest effort. I knew Kimberly would send me back upstairs if I hadn’t.

“Oh my,” said Kimberly, as I finally entered the dining room. “You look lovely, darling.”

She gave me brief hug, and a kiss on the cheek. I felt my skin catch fire. It was the most affection she had shown me in ages.

“Thank you very much, dear. I appreciate your effort.”

My chest swelled with pride. I don’t know what response I had been expecting from my mother—jealousy?

Arousal?

(No, shut up!
 )

But, anyway, appreciation certainly hadn’t been on my mind.

“I concur with your mother,” said Jefferson. “You are the image of beauty.”

Still riding high from my mother’s approval, I giggled—actually giggled
 —and did a brief curtsy. My tits jiggled, and Jefferson let his eyes follow them as I tipped down and then up. I found myself enjoying his eyes on me.

Alan said something, but it was all mumbly and I ignored him, as was pretty usual.

We sat down to dinner. It was a heavy meal consisting of sweet potato casserole, honey-glazed turkey, and green beans. There was also a blueberry and walnut salad on the side, which was mostly what I was interested in. All of it was made by Alan—so of course, it was sub-par.

Much to my chagrin, Kimberly started flirting openly with Jefferson. She laughed happily at all his little remarks, and sat directly
 next to him, rubbing her sexy, mature body against his in a very knowing way.

He would say things like, “This was made by you, Alan? It shows.”

And Kimberly would giggle as if Jefferson was some kind of stand-up comedian. It was disgusting
 .

It was becoming more and more apparent that her relationship was much, much more serious than just a boss and employee, which I had already suspected. I didn’t really mind—my mommy was clearly better than Alan, and so totally deserved someone better than him to fuck whenever she wanted. And no
 , I don't just mean me
 .

But it was beginning to seem like much more than some hot, sexy fling, too. And whatever it was, it definitely did not
 seem like Kimberly was the driving force, which was making my mind reel.

At one point, I ran out of food on my plate, and asked for the only thing that was any good—the salad. I snapped my fingers at Jefferson, pointing to the bowl.

“Yes?”

He was playing dumb.

I snapped my fingers again. “Salad.”

“Pardon?”

“Salad?” I said, a little more forceful, pointing urgently.

“Is that a question? Yes, that's a salad.” He turned to Kimberly. “I thought you said she got good grades?”

“Hey
 .” I stomped my feet under the table. “Just give me the salad, all right? You know what I want.”

He leaned back, putting an arm around Kimberly's chair—and so Kimberly herself.

“Why should I?”

No one ever
 asked me “why” they should do the things I said. They just did them. This was completely unheard of.

“Um, I asked you to do it, so do it, okay?” I felt like I was explaining math to a child.

“I should do it just because you asked?”

“Yes?”

What wasn’t he getting? People did things for me. They did them all the time. All I had to do, at most, was smile a little and show a little tit. I leaned forward, letting him see my cleavage even more. It pressed hard against the tight fabric of my dress.

“Well, no, then.” He frowned. “You didn’t even say ‘please.’”

“I’m saying please now, okay?”

“All right. Say it, then.”

“Say what?”

“Please. Along with the full sentence.”

I sighed, rolling my eyes and crossing my arms. “Would you please
 pass me the salad?”

“No. I don’t think so. I don’t like your attitude.”

I huffed and then scoffed. A real huff-scoff. He was asking for it.

“Alan, grab me the salad, yes?”

Of course, right away, Alan hopped to his feet to do as I said. In no time, I had the salad in front of me. He simpered for a moment, hoping for a thank-you. Of course, he didn't get one. Long ago, Kimberly had trained me out of the habit of thanking Alan for anything. It only encouraged him to act out.

My mother appeared quite scandalized at Alan's actions—directly going against Jefferson and therefore her—but Jefferson leaned over and whispered something in her ear. I could see his arm moving under the table, pushing up against her body. Whatever Kimberly was going to say slipped from her mind as Jefferson's fingers slipped further up her thighs.

Alan, sitting back down and still staring at me, waiting for some signal of gratitude, was oblivious. Such an idiot.

“Jefferson,” Kimberly tittered, breath heavy. “I’m going to go into the kitchen and prepare dessert. Would you...would you lend me a hand, please?”

Alan started to get up, finally removing his gaze from my elegant visage. “I can help, dear.”

“No!” Kimberly was almost virulent. She seemed to notice her tone, and switched to a smile. “No, no, dear. You stay put. I need...Jefferson’s
 help for this one.”

Tits leaning heavy on Jefferson's arm, Kimberly pushed her hunk into the kitchen. I remained in the dining room with Alan still staring at me, sweating profusely.

Before long, I heard some pans clatter around in the kitchen. I was certain I could hear other noises through the door. Sounds of struggle? My mother moaned loudly.

You probably have already guessed the truth. But I suppose I still had some points of innocents left to lose.

Curious, I got up and pressed one beautiful cheek against the door.

“Oh yes!” I heard Kimberly cry. “Oh god, Jefferson! Baby! It’s so good, you’re sooo good! Fill me up, darling! Give it to me! Put a baby in me, oh fuck!”

Jefferson was...he was fucking
 my mother, right there in the kitchen!

Alan did nothing about it. Clearly, he heard, and knew what was going on. Instead he just smiled his stupid, vacuous smile at me, lecherously eyeing me up and down.

Want to know what the difference is between a lecher and a stud? A lecher looks at you like Alan does, and knows he’ll jerk off to it later. A stud looks at you like Jefferson
 does, and knows he’ll fuck you later, if he still thinks you’re good enough.

Beyond the door, I heard my mother cumming triumphantly, with Jefferson grunting as he emptied his load in her no-doubt-fertile body. For some reason, Jefferson just seemed like the type to refuse to use a condom, and I knew for a fact my mom wasn’t on birth control. She didn't like the mood swings it gave her. If my suspicions were correct, then he might very well have gotten her pregnant!

I sat back down, stunned at the implications. My own mother, fucking a new man in our own home! It was one thing to do it at work, or at a hotel or at their house...but to do it right in front of her husband! How distasteful.

The door to the kitchen opened, and Kimberly was there with dessert in her hands—a lemon tart. Her hair was disheveled and sexy, and she leaned hard against Jefferson. He had a hand perched high on her ass, and Kimberly ground her behind into his thick paw. Both of their faces were flushed from the intense, short fucking session.

“Now,” said Kimberly, smiling brightly and circling down to the table. “Who’s for dessert?”

* * * * *
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A
 LL THROUGH DESSERT
 , I was just totally, completely shocked. I barely touched the tart that Kimberly put in front of me. When Alan and Jefferson retired to the living room and Kimberly started to clear the table, I made my move.

I pulled her Kimberly away from the table and into the hall. I told her we had urgent, urgent
 matters to discuss. Almost I dragged her into the kitchen, but it still stank of lust and spilled cum.

We ended up in the small reading room adjacent to the dining room. It was close enough to where the men were down the hall (if I could categorize Alan as a man, anyway) to where I had to do most of my talking through hissing whispers.

“What’s wrong with you?”

She smiled innocently. “Whatever do you mean, dear?”

Her face was still plastered over with the smiling bliss from Jefferson’s forceful fuck session.

“You just fucked
 another man in this house, mother!”

She didn't even think of playing innocent. “Yes, I did. And not just another man, sweetie. A better one.” She paused, considering. “Or really, perhaps just a
 man at all. Your father isn’t much of one. And we haven’t fucked in years and years. Mostly, he just jerks off while I play dress-up for him. Did you know that?”

“No!” I shook my head, trying to clear the mental image from my mind. “Ick!”

“It is icky, I agree. That’s why I’ve taken up with Jefferson, dear. It’s a much better situation for everyone, trust me.”

I shook my head.

“I’ve lost all respect for you. This is ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous?”

“Yes. You’re flouncing about our home
 acting like some...like some tramp. Some slut
 . It’s reprehensible.”

And then she did something I did not expect at all, something she had never done in the entire time I had known her.

She slapped me.

Not playfully, either. Not in any sort of mistaken way—she didn’t flail about, hitting my shoulders and the top of my head with the meat of her arms. No, she slapped me right across one beautiful cheek. It was like an old-timey movie slap, hard and sudden. The sound echoed across the small reading room.

“You will respect Jefferson. He is...” she brought her hands to her chest, “unlike some men, a real
 man. He’s the man this family needs.”

I held my hand to my cheek, still stinging hot. “You...you hit
 me.”

I couldn’t believe it.

Her lovely face softened.

“Oh, dear, you’re right. I rather lost my temper, there. I just can’t abide someone speaking out so harshly against my man, don’t you understand? He’s the kind of man I told you about. The sort who I thought didn’t exist. And now that I know he does...well. We have to take certain measures, you and I. To ensure that he stays with us, forever and ever.”

Her hands slid around my waist. Very quickly I felt myself lose whatever control I thought I had over the situation. I had no idea what was happening. She had just slapped me, my own mother, and now she was slipping her hands around my waist? Why?

“Wh-what are you saying?”

Her smile was slow and sensual. “Can’t you guess, darling?”

She kissed me then, slowly and passionately. Her plush, hot delicious lips slipped sexily over my own, our tongues moving against one another. When she finally drew away, I was trembling with lust. I thought I might cry.

I had never thought Kimberly wanted...I never thought...of all people, I never would have guessed...Kimberly!

Mommy!

“I’ve wanted to do that for so, so long,” she whispered softly, nipping softly still at the thick area of my lips, the elegant lines around my chin. “Now that you’re of age, all sorts of wonderful things can happen, dearie.”

I whimpered slow. What was happening? I was so fucking turned on. My pussy felt molten.

“Compose yourself, and then join us in the living room. We have such
 a birthday surprise for you, Jefferson and I.”

She walked off then. I watched the womanly sway of her ass with brand new eyes.

Perhaps I should explain? I never thought anyone would have a grip on my mom the way Jefferson did. It was, indeed, contrary to the way she raised me.

When I was much younger, and just starting to be interested in boys, my mother sat me down in my bedroom. All around me were little expensive stuffed animals.

“Don’t ever become attached to a male, Audray.”

“What do you mean?”

“No boys. No men.” Her voice was clear as crystal. “You can date
 them, of course, and even marry one some day. But you’ll always be too good for them. And because you’ll always be too good for them, you’ll always be in control of whatever relationship you’ll be a part of, dear,” she told me. “Always.”

“Always?”

“Always.”

“But what if the guy is like...really cute? Or rich?”

I was only half-joking, but she didn’t catch any humor. She took my hands and looked at me very seriously.

“Always, always, always
 . Beautiful women always win. We’re at the tip-top of the tip-top. Powerful men get everything they want in this world, but if beautiful women are smart...and you and I most definitely are, we can always guide those powerful men to where we want them to be. They’re putty in our hands if we make it so. We just have to let them think
 they’re in charge. But they’ll always be doing what we want.”

I thought about this for a moment.

“What if there’s someone...strong? You know. Someone who really deserves to be in charge of you? Or me?”

“Such a man doesn’t exist.”

“What if he did?”

She frowned at my stubbornness. “He doesn’t.
 ”

“But what if he did
 ?”

“Then I’d do absolutely anything he asked of me. All right? I would give my whole life to such a man. And you should too. Because to deserve that kind of submission from you, or me...he’d never truly be sated with just one woman. You’d have to do everything you could to stay in his power. To remain interesting to him. But it’s a moot point anyway. He doesn’t exist.”

She looked a bit sad, now.

“But you want
 him to, don’t you?”

“I did once, sure. But then in wanting that, I projected others into that ideal persona, when they didn’t fit the ideal. That’s how I ended up with the joke of your father.”

“He’s not my father.”

Even that young, I hated Alan.

She smiled. “Yes, dear. Remember that. Not anyone to respect.”

* * * * *
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A
 FTER KIMBERLY KISSED
 me, I exited the reading room in a haze. Alan and Jefferson were in the living room, sitting across from one another. Alan was on a small loveseat by himself, a cup of water before him on the coffee table. Jefferson sat up straight, back in perfect posture. He was on the couch underneath the large windows. The light framed his titanous form, making him almost look like some kind of golden god sitting there in my very house. I was naturally attracted to him, of course—he was an attractive man, as I have said.

But like, now that I knew what my mom
 thought about him...now that I knew that like, he was the one
 guy my mommy would ever
 consider submitting to, I found him instantly all the more attractive.

And, get this, I felt bad
 for the way I had acted toward him before. All belligerent and gross and rude. I wanted to apologize, and I don’t apologize to anyone
 . But if it was going to make Kimberly happier with me...if it would make her touch me again, feel me again, kiss me again...

I floated into the room, my head buzzing with lust from the kiss I just shared. Kimberly arrived shortly after I did with a pair of small suitcases, each about the size of a cat carrier. Small little things. She set them down under the light switch at the edge of the room.

She strutted across the carpet and sat down next to Jefferson, making no mystery of how completely attractive she found him. One long, sexy bare leg slid over his thigh, and her hands stroked up and down his chest. I watched as she whispered something into his ear, giggling at me, her green eyes flashing. Jefferson's gaze roamed up and down my body, and then up and down again. I felt a slow flush rise up through my body.

I sat down adjacent to the three adults, like an audience member at a show. Alan had trouble keeping his eyes off me, but the display that my mother was making with Jefferson gave him plenty else to think about. My hands trembled as they flitted through my hair, twirling and re-twirling the same thick, heavy lock of hair. My eyes were locked on Jefferson—the largeness of his muscles, the thick cut of his jaw, the sexy beard on his chin...

I felt unsure, unknowing, my confidence shattered. All from that kiss. I had never felt like this before in my life. I had never been so aroused in my life!

This was how I made people feel, I realized. All the time, too. Wanting and wishing to do anything
 to please me. That was something to stow away for later—when I wanted to feel more powerful.

But, truth be told, I didn’t want to feel powerful right then—I was enjoying
 this lack of direction. It was kind of nice, knowing that my future was in the hands of the two strongest people I could possibly imagine—Kimberly, and the one man who could own Kimberly.

“Kimberly,” said Alan, hands squirming. “Come now. Please. Don’t...right in front of me.”

I was surprised—finally, a bit of backbone from my so-called father.

“Shut up, Alan,” said Kimberly, giggling as she nibbled at Jefferson’s chin. “You know you love it.”

It was clear that he did, squirming and sliding in his seat to hide his boner. If Jefferson weren’t staring him down, I would have thought Alan would start to jerk off right there at his own humiliation.

Jefferson, even as he looked sternly at Alan, seemed rather amused by the whole situation. Probably my mother's hand sliding up and down the massive bulge in his pants did quite a bit to add to his amusement. I don’t think he was enjoying Alan’s humiliation quite as much as Kimberly, who was nearly orgasmic, but it seemed like he did
 enjoy how much Kimberly was enjoying it. More than that, though, I could tell Jefferson was enjoying looking at me while Kimberly stroked his cock through his pants.

And wasn’t that a sexy, naughty, dirty, forbidden thought. The man fucking your mommy deciding he’d rather fuck you. Or maybe he’d pin you down so you couldn’t get away, and have Mommy kiss your face up and down, and only then it’d be okay because you couldn’t get away, there was no choice, no choice at all, you’d just have to give in like you’d always secretly wanted and let it all happen and just enjoy
 it...

From the nearby corner table, Kimberly pulled out a small manila folder and spilled its contents down on the coffee table.

“These are divorce papers, Alan,” she explained, arranging the papers neatly in front of her husband.

“D-divorce?” Alan was stunned.

“Yes. You’ll sign them, naturally.”

She leaned forward, baring her cleavage, and laid out a heavy gold and black pen. When she returned to her place against Jefferson, her excitement overwhelmed her. She once again started rubbing the thick, visible rod of Jefferson’s rod through his pants.

“Naturally
 ? I’ve done everything you’ve ever asked! I’ve been...I’ve been the model
 of a husband! You can’t just...divorce
 me...”

“Of course I can.”

She continued to squeeze Jefferson’s cock. Her nimble fingers had wrapped around the entirety of his thick shaft, sliding the soft material of his pants around the meat. Jefferson was enjoying cuckolding my father quite a bit.

“On what grounds?” Alan sputtered. “I don’t cheat on you, or cheat you, or hit you...”

He trailed off, noticing what her hand was doing in Jefferson’s lap. And, you know what? I’m pretty sure I saw arousal in his face. What a dirty man!

“I’ll have Jefferson slap me around a little, then.” Kimberly shrugged. “I’m sure I’ll enjoy every second of it. I do already when he slaps me during sex. I’ll just beg him to hit me a little...harder than usual.” She licked her lips. “Choke me harder. Hard enough to leave marks and bruises. They’ll heal, and he and I? We’ll both have a wonderful time, and then you’ll be facing jail time, and you’ll still be divorced.”

I could see the uncertainty in his eyes, and also the arousal. This was the ultimate humiliation for him. The ultimate emasculation. Being replaced, utterly, by a better man. The only way it could get worse for him is if he was the one to give Kimberly away at their wedding (which already I had begun to imagine. I had no doubt that marriage was what my mother wanted, but Jefferson didn’t seem like the sort to be tied down).

Kimberly pushed the papers forward with her heel, still draped over Jefferson's lap. “This is the best deal you’re going to get, Alan.”

He hesitated, looking longingly at Kimberly's leg and shoe.

“If you sign the papers...I’ll let you lick my shoe. How about that? My five thousand dollar heel...I’ll let you have your disgusting tongue on it, if you just sign those papers, okay?”

The sight of her leather heel on top of the symbol of her disdain for him was too much for Alan to bear. He leaned forward, groaning, grasping at her heel. His tongue came out and he licked it eagerly, moaning, and I could see the cum stain instantly blooming on his pants. His cock was so small that I hadn't even noticed he had a hard-on—unlike Jefferson, who even restrained in his pants had an erect cock that dominated the room.

Breath ragged, Alan signed the papers. I found out later that one of the provisions he agreed to—knowingly or not—was that half of his income for the rest of his life would go to my checking account. It was never very much, the poor dear. I don’t know how he had enough to eat from month to month when he gave me so little as a half.

“Th-there,” said Alan, voice heavy with lust. “Now, can I please...can I stay? Just a while? To get all my things arranged, and...”

“No, actually,” said Jefferson. “You can’t. It’s right here in the agreement. You move out today.” Jefferson picked up the papers slowly and stuffed them back into the folder. “Unless you’d like to try and take this from me, see for yourself?”

“N-no, no sir,” said Alan. He stood up, wiping his brow. Sweat poured off him. The cum stain on his pants was pathetically small. “I suppose I’ll just...go and grab my things, then. I mean, if that’s all right?”

“It rather isn’t,” said Kimberly. “We have a lot of business to attend to with my
 daughter.”

Kimberly smiled at me. Her smile was so hot, so predatory. My heart started beating immediately. Would...would both of them...would they want to touch me...together?

My mother continued. “That’s why I’ve already packed your bags. Do you see, there? Next to the door?”

She pointed to the pitifully small bags next to the door. Each no larger than the base of a table lamp, maybe.

“They’re...small. I have more than that, Kimberly.”

“Oh,” she hugged Jefferson gleefully, cuddling her head up under his jaw. “Not any more, dear
 . You gave it all up. You know, so that you could cum in your trousers and touch my heel? That’s all that’s left.”

“A-ah...” said Alan, slowly, licking his lips. “I...I see...”

Jefferson stood up, looking rather imposing. Kimberly slid down to a knee, hanging off his leg. They looked like an old fifties movie poster.

“Time to go, Alan.” Jefferson’s voice brooked no more argument or protests.

Alan slumped over to the bags. Apparently they were light. He picked them up with no trouble, and seemed somewhat surprised, and possibly disappointed, by their lack of substance.

“One bag is full of my old, used panties,” said Kimberly. “I thought I would be nice to you, you know. Give you a little something to remember me by.”

“O-oh...” Alan gulped thoroughly. His arousal, as ever, was evident. I could see some paltry signs of evidence of movement in his crotch, maybe indicated the hint of his penis, moving up from underneath the wet portions of his pants. Plans of burying his face in the pile of collected lingerie were no doubt already on his mind.

Kimberly’s smile was positively triumphant as she watched her now ex-husband leave. He tried to say goodbye to me, to thank me or something, but of course I ignored him.

Instead I watched my mother and Jefferson. She continued to stroke at Jefferson’s body. Moaning happily, she crawled up his body and begin making out with him madly, staring up with obedience at her new lover. The expression on her face was sublime, blissful. Jefferson's cock through his pants was enormous.
 I felt drool forming in my mouth...and even so, I walked out of the room, not knowing how to process their erotic display just yet.

But I would know just what to do very soon.

* * * * *
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S
 HORTLY AFTER THE SIT
 -down with Alan, Jefferson sent Kimberly away with the divorce papers to have them filed with a lawyer. Jefferson had a whole fleet of lawyers, apparently, with some even working weekends. It was evening now, and crickets began to chirp outside. I could hear them if I stood close enough to the windows.

With Kimberly gone—and taking all my questions and my desperate need for affection with her—I was left alone in the house with Jefferson. We stood in the entry, the both of us still encased in the empowering smell of Kimberly's lust.

“I’m going to catch a lift before your mom comes back,” he said with a grin. “Wanna watch?”

With Kimberly gone, some of my arousal and respect for Jefferson had left as well. She was, in some ways, like a buoy for any affection with him, and without her, the rest started to sink.

Of course he was
 devastatingly handsome. I can't say that enough times. You could get lost just imagining the way your lips might slid up and down his neck, his chin, his mouth...but, he was also taking my Mommy’s attention away from me.

He had also just kind of destroyed the life of my adopted father and broken apart that whole aspect of my family, but...eh. Alan was a loser. I was better off without him in my life, anyway. I had no complaints in that arena.

“Do I want to watch you lift weights on my birthday?” I rolled my eyes. “No, thanks. I’ve got better things to do.”

“Like what?”

I actually didn't have anything planned, but I wasn't going to let him
 know that.

“I’m just not interested in watching, all right?”

“You got something against weight lifting? You ever tried it?”

“I do yoga
 , okay? And it’s working fine...as you probably noticed.”

“Come and watch,” he said, taking my arm.

I didn’t feel like I had a choice. And besides, having a strong man like Jefferson lead me around, wanting me to watch him as he lifted weights—it turned me on, okay? He wanted
 me around. That was hot.

It occurred to me that the weight room had only been installed in our house in the past two months. That was about when Kimberly had started coming home happier and happier, always a smile on her face and big plans for the future. She had justified the weight room, at the time, by saying that maybe Alan would finally take it upon himself to get in shape.

Alan was about as thin as thin people got. I’m not sure how he ever managed to have the strength to move from one room to another. I think he spent all his time obsessing over how gorgeous Kimberly and me were, and just forgot to eat. Which is kind of hot, now that I think about it.

Anyway, I guess what I’m saying is that I should have known that something was up when Kimberly installed the weight room. It clearly wasn't for me or for her. At the time, I just wrote it off as her being odd.

It was a top of the line facility, more than three hundred square feet large. You could fit a whole football team in there, and it was all just for Jefferson, as far as I knew. The money he paid my mother going straight back to him, in other words. No doubt he had made the suggestion, encouraging her to install it as a way to get him to come over to the house more often to fill her up with his cum. A long line of mirrors was on one end, so that a man lifting weights could watch his form as he worked. There were three kinds of weight-lifting benches - regular, incline, and decline. In the corner, there was a tall, iron black squat rack, and a whole row of dumbbells from ten pounds to one hundred and fifty sat in front of the mirror.

As soon as he entered, Jefferson took off his coat and his shirt, stripping down to just his underwear.

His body was amazing. Everything that the form-fitting cut of his suit advertised, and more. He was ripped. He was shredded
 . His muscles practically popped from his body, a complete chiseled god.

He turned his back to me and then took that off, grabbing a pair of shorts from off a stand next to the door.

The way he was positioned made it seem like he was trying to hide his cock from me...but then I remembered the mirrors on the other side of the wall.

I could see everything
 on him.

I know that like, size isn’t everything when it comes to sex. But I also know that it’s not exactly a bad thing. And if more was good, then Jefferson had a lot
 going on in that regard. He saw me looking—the way his shredded abs were arranged, I couldn’t help but let my eyes draw down to his mammoth cockmeat, like an arrow of flesh—and smiled. I tried to close my dropped jaw, and failed. A bit of drool formed in my mouth, floating down my plush lips. I had to wipe it away to avoid sucking at my lips in lust.

Walking around, checking out the equipment, Jefferson casually picked up a pair of eighty-pound dumbbells and started pumping them. His biceps quickly began to bulge, veins popping, but the weight seemed like no effort at all for him. I gulped, my pussy beginning to twitch. I couldn’t lift that much weight with my whole body involved, probably.

I mean, yoga was great, but it was all body weight...and my body weight considerably less than what Jefferson was tossing around.

I felt weak in front of him. Completely vulnerable. Completely turned on. He was just the definition of a hulking stud alpha male.

In the mirror, I was almost painfully aware of how beautiful I still looked. How gussied up and hot I had made myself for my Mommy’s delight in my bright orange dress.

But now, instead of Mommy looking at me, Jefferson stared at me while he lifted weights. Staring at my young, barely legal body, while he pounded away at thick, heavy iron weights that proved he could completely manhandle me whenever he wanted. There was something erotic about just watching him lift weights, dressed up in my finery. Like I was some harem girl, and he was an emperor, training for a fight. I felt like cheering him on to destroy something, or someone.

I wondered if Kimberly had done that—late at night perhaps, or one day when she sent Alan away. Bringing Jefferson in here and cheering him on to get bigger and bigger, so that when he finally destroyed Alan’s self-esteem, it was through being as massive a hulk as he could possibly be.

He set the weights down, posing for a moment in the mirror. I had to fight the impulse to lick the sweat off his biceps. Fuck, he was such a hunk.

“I’m not going to lie to you, Audray,” he said, stacking a nearby bench press with several forty-five pound plates. “Your mother is a sweet piece of ass.”

“She’s not
 my mother.”

“Well, she’s the nearest thing you’ve got, isn’t she?”

I couldn’t argue with that, so I stayed quiet.

“Anyway,” Jefferson continued, starting his bench press lift, “she’s a sweet piece of ass. And she wants me to get her pregnant. She’s told me as much. She told me she’s ready for a new baby girl. You know, a daughter of her own.”

My heart sank a little bit. I wasn’t expecting that to hurt so much.

“She said that? She said it...that way?”

“Yes.” His voice came out cool and collected, even though he was lifting over two hundred pounds over his chest. “She told me she wanted a real daughter for once. Someone that she knew was her own flesh and blood, who she could raise and be proud of.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I don’t what
 she’s proud of.”

He continued lifting. I had almost lost interest entirely. My world crashing down—Kimberly wasn’t proud of me...?

Racking the weight, he sat up and wiped his brow.

“She does love you, you know. Don’t worry about that.”

I felt my chest fill in a little, the despair melting just slightly. “Really?”

“Oh, sure. Just...she views you more like a sister, maybe. It’s hard to imagine you as her daughter. You’ve always been so independent, she says, and never acted like you needed her.”

“Oh.”

I did
 need my Mommy, though. I needed her terribly. But I didn't know how to tell her. She was just so...distant, most of the time.

“You know,” said Jefferson, as if reading my mind, “there’s one thing that could still bring you two together. Closer, I mean. Emotionally and so forth.”

“What do you mean?”

My hands had come up to my heaving cleavage, anxiety running through me. In my tiny dress, my body was squirming, no doubt giving Jefferson plenty to admire.

“When two people share similar experiences,” he said, “they tend to bond if they talk about them. If they share the same life-changing experience at the same time, together? That’s a huge bond.”

Slowly, what he was suggesting began to register in my mind.

“No,” I said. “No way. No way! That’s sick! That’s gross! You want me to have your kid?”

His smile was as large as he was. “Why not?”

“You just said you were going to make my mom pregnant. That would make my kid and her kid...sisters and aunt and niece! Or something! That’s horrible!”

He shrugged. “Why couldn’t we just call them related? Family? Wouldn’t you like a bigger family?”

Apparently done with his lift, he re-racked the weights off the bench onto the nearby stand. God, he looked bigger than ever. Dripping with sweat now. The smell of his musk almost overwhelmed me.

“Look,” he said finally. He stood next to me. Even in my high heels, I barely came up to his chest. He was a large, imposing man. “I’ll make this simple for you. You do what I want, you carry my heir, and I’ll pay you.”

“Pay me?”

“Sure. I’ve got lots of money. Lots of heirs, too. You can talk to the other women I’ve made this deal to, if you like. But the end result is that you carry my seed to term, and I pay you one million dollars.”

I almost choked.

“One...one million
 dollars?”

“Yes. That’s a one-time fee. The whole time you're pregnant, I get to fuck you whenever I want. You get more than some of the others, on account of how goddamn smoking hot you are. And after that? When you're done? You leave the baby in my care and never see it again. Or, if you’d rather...”

I crossed my arms. “What?”

“Well. You could also raise the child. I'd pay you less, at first, but more over lifetime. And also, I’d be happy to continue stuffing your hot little body with my cock whenever you wanted, even after you were pregnant. Hell...” he put his thumb to my chin, guiding it up and then down. He was so very strong. “...I'd even put another two or three babies in you. You're really beautiful, Audray.”

I scoffed. “As if that’s
 something I want.”

He let go of my chin and grabbed a large towel from the locker next to the door.

“You shouldn’t do that.”

“What?”

“Scoff. It makes you look silly. It’s also a tell. Every time you do it, it’s because you’re trying to deny your own emotions, not the words I’m saying.”

I began to scoff, again, and stopped myself, looking guilty.

“Fuck,” he said, looking at me. “You really are gorgeous, you know that?”

I tossed my hair back, posing brilliantly. “I do.”

I wanted to turn him on. I wanted to have that power over him. But nobody held power over Jefferson.

Letting his towel drop to the floor, he approached me and slipped his hand up my thigh. I batted at his arm, but then his other hand grabbed my chin. I stopped struggling. I could feel my virgin pussy pounding with need. I wanted this.

Every girl has this fantasy about the type of man who will be the one to take her virginity. For me, it was someone tall, dark, and handsome—I’m very attached to this cliche, thank you very much. And Jefferson was all of that, as well as rich, powerful, strong, and absolutely dominant.

And he was fucking my mommy...and making her beg
 for more.

He fucked her so well that she was all-but-begging me
 to join her as he pounded her pussy. This was a real
 man. This was a man who couldn’t possibly be denied, no matter what.

“I’m going to fuck you.” He squeezed my chin hard. “I’m going to fill you up with my seed. I’ll get you pregnant. And by the end of it? You’ll be begging to call me Daddy.”

I whimpered in response. I was so fucking turned on. The thought of him fucking me...the thought of the two of us, such beautiful people, banging in wild abandon, my mommy cheering us on while I took her place under Jefferson's cock...

“Please,” I said quietly. “Please...I just...you’re making it so hard to think...”

He left me alone then, not touching me anymore. Grabbing his towel up off the floor, he stepped out from the weight room.

“Think about my offer,” he said, taking off. “It definitely still stands.”

I was barely standing after what he had put me through. It didn't matter that he had barely touched me to begin with—just my face and the inside of my thigh. My whole body was consumed with lust. I felt weak.

As I sat and tried (and failed) to compose myself, Kimberly came home. I could hear her sing-songing all through the house, delighted to at long last be rid of Alan officially.

I couldn’t let her see me like this. I was too...too turned on. I waited until I couldn't hear her anymore, and then started my trek upstairs, intent on touching myself until I fell asleep. It was a dumb way to spend a birthday, but I didn't care. All I wanted was a good, honest cum, thinking about...well, whatever I wanted to think about, okay? Even if it was
 Kimberly, or Jefferson, or both of them, chanting for me to cum...

But, that plan was quickly stymied. On my way to my room, I walked past my mom’s room first. She and Alan had long ago partitioned off separate bedrooms in the house for one another.

I heard them before I saw them. I smelled
 them before I saw them—thick, heavy, lusty, musky sex. It filled my body and made me even more desperate to cum.

Jefferson was in there, fucking my mother on the bed. Her back was on the bed, her heavy chest up toward him. She was almost completely clothed, her daringly brief skirt high up around her hips. I had turned Jefferson on so much that he couldn’t wait to fuck her—he had taken her immediately. She had arrived home only a few minutes before, and already they were in the middle of a full-on breeding rut.

“Yes Sir!” said Kimberly. She was...obeying someone, right before my eyes. Consenting completely to something he had said. “I want you to fuck my daughter. I want you to fuck
 my daughter! I want you to get her fucking pregnant
 ! I want you to make me lick her pussy while you fuck my cunt! Please, Sir! Please, Daddy! Oh, Daddy, please!”

And then Jefferson, mid-thrust, looked up and saw me...and grinned. Then he started pushing in to my mommy again, fucking her harder than before. Her words cut off mid-sentence, replaced with blissful moans and coos.

I ran away, too turned on to think. I locked myself into my room and immediately fell into the bed, kicking off my clothes and burying my fingers into my cunt. I was going to cum until I forgot about everything in the world.

* * * * *
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I
 WOKE UP LATE THE
 next morning, around ten-thirty, to the smell of pancakes downstairs.

Kimberly used to always make pancakes when things were nice with Alan. In other words, whenever he bought her something nice, or did some good work around the house, something like that. This hadn't happened in years.

So, that smell, plus the still-groggy head I possessed after such an intense round of orgasms from masturbating all night, made me think that somehow the previous day’s events were all part of some dream. Yes, some intense, strange dream that fulfilled all of my naughtiest fantasies...fantasies about my mom having the man she deserved, who was so fucking good to her that he wanted to fuck me too...

But no. It had all been real. I had missed my eighteenth birthday almost entirely, thanks to mommy and Jefferson. I slipped on a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt anyway, hoping that things had returned to relative normalcy.

In the kitchen, Kimberly sat down in the breakfast nook, smiling gorgeously. She wore a tiny blue silk robe that barely covered essentials. Her long legs were bare and sexy. In her lap was a gorgeous young brunette woman, her tits enormous and spilling out from her tiny white sweater.

“What's...what's happening?” I asked.

Why was my Mommy suddenly treating another girl the way she had been treating Jefferson? Was I so low on the list that she would go out and find someone else
 before she turned to me?

Not that...not that that bothered me, okay? I'm not...I mean...I'm not some gross weirdo who wants to fuck her Mommy, okay?

I just...I just really wanted to make out with Kimberly all day long, that's all. Make out with her, and have her lick my pussy, and lick hers, and...stuff like that. That's perfectly understandable, right? We're two completely hot adults. Why shouldn't we fuck whenever we want?

“Oh, good morning, dear!” Kimberly stroked the brunette on her lap. “We were just talking about you.”

“I’m Katya,” said the brunette, turning a sultry eye toward me. “Jefferson’s consort.”

His consort
 ? What the hell was this, Renaissance times? When did people ever have consorts anymore?

Not able to deal with the erotic overload those two were making, I turned to the food on the counter. Staying warm on a large heating plate were a variety of yummy breakfast foods—golden-edged pancakes, crispy bacon, thick sausage, and chopped hash browns.

I moved to take some of the breakfast feast, but Kimberly said sternly, “No, dear. That’s not for you.”

“You made all this food,” I said slowly. “And none of it is for me?”

Katya kissed at Kimberly's neck and chest while I watched. It was disgusting. I hated both
 of them.

“Of course not, dear,” said Kimberly. “Your breakfast is well in hand. All of that is for Jefferson. Katya will serve it to him later, while we attend him.”

“While we attend
 him? What are we going to do, take notes for him?”

If I wasn't so angry, probably I could have seen straight to what Kimberly wanted she and I to do for Jefferson.

“Dear, it’s very unseemly if you talk back to me. I’d hate to find out what Jefferson would do if he saw it.”

“I don’t care
 what he would do! Why don’t you just make out with other lady to impress him!”

I stormed out of the kitchen, full of rage and fury. Soon, I was in my room, down on my bed, kicking at the sheets and pillows.

After several minutes of pouting and coming close to tears, there was a gentle knock at my door.

“Dear? It’s your mother. May I come in?”

She had never asked me if she could come in to my room before. In the past, she would just barge right in. I think it was because of this, more than anything that I said okay. There was a shift in the air—things were different now. Kimberly was different. This wasn’t going to be one of her normal dress-downs.

She had a bright pink box in her hands—with a big note on it, saying it was for me.

“I’m sorry I made you jealous, dear.”

I sat up on the bed, turning away. “I wasn’t jealous
 . Don’t be gross. That’s gross.”

Kimberly slid down to my bed then, pressing her bare thighs against mine, stroking my back. All sassy, arrogant retorts slid from my mind.

“It’s not gross at all, dear. It’s lovely. You want Mommy to kiss you, don’t you? You want me to touch you like I was touching Katya?”

“I...”

Her hand slid down to my lap. I suddenly forgot how to use words.

“Just...it’s like...I can’t...your hands...like...soft hot.”

She pushed her elbows past my shoulders and locked one leg around mine, bringing me in for a slow, sultry kiss.

“M-mommy...” I moaned, touching her body up and down.

“That’s right, dear,” she said happily. “Do what Mommy says. No more complaining, all right?”

All that was left in my head now was simple, lusty obedience.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Won’t you open the present I got for you, dear?”

Doing as she said, I leaned forward and picked up the box. Quickly, I unwrapped it, leaving pink paper everywhere. Inside was a full set of sexy, royal blue and white lingerie. Two corsets, two pairs of stockings, two pairs of panties, two sets of gloves, two elegant jeweled collars.

“I thought we could dress up together, you and I. I know it’s a day late...but I still thought you would love it. Do you love it?”

I looked over the lingerie that had been put out for me, and saw the tag. I gasped.

Mommy was such a sweetheart. She went out that morning and bought me the finest lingerie at St. Anthony’s, the sexiest store in town. And not only that, but she had bought herself a matching pair. We would look like such hot fucksluts for Jefferson.

It wasn’t sexy nymphet underwear, though of course that’s perfectly sexy when you want that sort of thing. But what Jefferson wanted was for me to be a hot woman
 . I was going to be a mother
 , a mother he owned
 , and he was going to fuck me like one. This was sexy woman
 lingerie.

“I love it, Mommy,” I said happily.

“Oh, wonderful!”

She leaned in to me again, and this time I kissed her, giving in completely. My young, hot tits pressed hard against hers, our mother and daughter bodies pressing so lustfully against the other. I could feel the heat pouring off her body.

“Let's get dressed, all right? For Jefferson? He'll love it so much...” Kimberly squeezed my titties roughly as she spoke. “I'll love it so much.”

I was over the moon. I nodded happily, and started stripping down. The only thing keeping me from jumping Kimberly right then and there was the thought of seeing her in the new, hot lingerie...and her seeing me in the same outfit.

Slowly, we dressed one another. I had to help her with the tight nature of the corset, and she showed me just how to attach the garters to my new smoky stockings. Before long, the both of us were dressed up like lingerie models, mother and daughter in matching fuckpet outfits. My cunt was dripping wet just from looking at how hot my Mommy looked. We couldn't help but start to make out, tongues sliding together, gloved hands roaming over one another's bodies as we finally gave in to our long-held forbidden passions.

From the stairs outside my room, I heard heavy thumping. Jefferson. He was awake and going downstairs.

“Oh!” Kimberly clapped her hands. “Darling? Come with me. You’re going to have your breakfast, now. Jefferson will give it to you.”

With all the lust running through my brain, I didn’t quite understand—yet—how Jefferson was going to give me breakfast. Did he have it in his room? Was Katya going to give it to him and then he’d give it to me?

I would understand soon, though, that what my mother meant was what she said. My breakfast would be coming straight from what Jefferson's cock.

* * * * *
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K
 IMBERLY AND I CAME
 down slowly, holding hands, mother and daughter in matching blue and white lingerie. We both looked terrific—though of course I thought I looked better. I was younger and therefore sexier, after all.

Jefferson, sitting on the couch just beyond the foot of the stairs, had a perfect view to watch us as we strutted down in our high heels in perfect unison. Our long legs completely synced up on instinct. It was Kimberly who taught me how to strut my stuff in high heels to begin with, after all. She had taught me everything I needed to know to be Jefferson’s perfect trophy girl.

Katya was on Jefferson’s lap, oblivious to our presence, cooing into his ear and kissing his neck in much the same way that she had done to Kimberly. Unceremoniously, after seeing us he dumped Katya to the side, who giggled helplessly. When she saw what was happening, she started fingering her wet cunt. Watching Jefferson about to fuck other women must have turned her on. Watching Jefferson do anything must have turned her on.

“Fuck them, Daddy,” she moaned. “Fuck them both. Make them mommies just like me...”

Katya wasn't pregnant then, but she must have been at one point. It was a hot thought, knowing that Jefferson only fucked women he intended to breed.

“Good afternoon, lovely creatures,” said Jefferson, spreading his legs to open his white, fluffy robe. “Kimberly, you’re looking delicious. And Audray! How lovely. You’ve decided to take advantage of your new wardrobe.”

I bit my lip, posing with my Mommy. “I...I thought...it might make you...”

“Make me what?”

I didn’t want to say. I didn’t want to say how much I wanted
 him. How much I wanted him and my mommy to fuck me rotten.

He smiled, patting his lap. “Why don’t we show Daddy how good of a girl you can be, sweetheart?”

I hesitated. Calling him that—calling him Daddy
 . It did something to me. I never even called Alan that. He had never deserved the title. A wave of uncertainty hit me.

“I...Kimberly...I...”

I could see that calling her that—her name—disappointed her.

“Mommy,” I said instead, drawing myself into her luscious body. “He’s so...soo big. I just...I’m scared.”

He was
 big. And I could see that me saying I was a little scared only made his cock all the bigger. His huge muscles pulsed as his erection grew.

“Shush, baby,” she said, kissing me on the forehead. “I’ll show you just
 how to suck Daddy’s cock. Don’t you worry.”

Kimberly took me by the back of the head, tugging gently on my thick hair.

“Get on your knees, dear. It’s better this way.”

I hesitated, once more, even as we stepped closer to Jefferson together.

“Your mother gave you an order, Audray.” His voice was stern. “Obey her.”

He grabbed my thick hair, tangling it in his hand. “Obey her, or obey me. Either way, obey.”

I swallowed deep, staring at him with weak defiance. Then I slipped down on my knees next to my mother.

It felt good
 to give in.

“Now,” Kimberly said, taking Jefferson's meat into one hand. “It’s better to start off by stroking him, like this. You see?”

Her hand wrapped entirely around the half-hard shaft of his cock. Her perfectly manicured nails shone in the bright morning light. I could see on her face she was having trouble focusing on giving a proper lesson. She licked her lips in lust, wanting to suck him down like she had countless times before.

“Just stroking him might not be enough to get him nice and hard. He might need you to really prove you want it. So, it’s fun sometimes to lick your hand...”

She started to show me—but Jefferson stopped her. “Make her do it. Audray, lick her hand.”

Gulping, I did as he said. I was past the point of defiance now. I knew what was in store for me. My mother’s hand was soft and warm on my tongue...and coated with the scent of Jefferson’s cock.

“Good,” Kimberly moaned. Her eyes had lit up as she watched me lick her palm. “That’s so
 good, honey. Now, when I take Daddy’s cock, like this...” she showed me. “I can stroke him even better. See?”

His cock responded right away, stiffening and re-stiffening, pushing outward. He was huge, and kept getting huger.

“You see?” she said, licking up the trail of saliva that had formed on his cock. “Wonderful. Won’t you try, sweetie?”

“Yes,” said Jefferson, his breaths heavy. His cock pushed upward, toward my face. “Try, Audray. Be a good girl.”

Still, I hesitated. There were so many sensory overloads, all at once. My eyes kept darting to my Mommy's tits, looking so fetching in the lingerie. I wanted to bury my face in them. And I had...I had never sucked a cock before!

Kimberly pushed forward, her lingerie-clad tits sliding over mine. “My poor little girl,” she intoned softly. “You want a sample first, of his taste? I’ll help you.”

Leaning in further, she kissed me hot and slow. I moaned into my mother’s mouth, releasing myself to the terrible taboo hotness of the situation. There was no getting around how filthy and kinky this was. She was giving me Jefferson's cock taste with her own tongue.

I didn’t even fight it when she slid my hand up around Jefferson’s cock. Still kissing Kimberly, I stroked obediently and was soon rewarded with Jefferson’s hard cock pushed against my cheek. A slathering trail of precum slid down to my neck from the motion. Jefferson grabbed us by our hair, pushing us forward, and soon my mother and I were kissing each other around Jefferson’s huge, bulbous cockhead. He slowly pushed his cock forward so that all I was tasting, kissing, and licking was the thick shaft of his cock. And then he pulled back, pushing Kimberly toward me again, so that I was in the warm kissing embrace of my hot mommy.

This went on for several minutes. Kimberly’s fingers slid down to my pussy, touching there with insistence. I moaned and nodded, urging her on. I wanted her fingers inside of me. I had wanted them there for so very long! I slipped mine into hers, pushing past the thin luxury panties. She was as wet as I was—she wanted this as much as I did!

Kimberly switched gears then, sliding up behind me and slipping her fingers up into my cunt. Her hand pushed on the back of my head, forcing my mouth forward onto Daddy’s...onto Jefferson’s cock.

I wanted it. I wanted
 it. Oh god, how I wanted it! His dick was so big and sexy and perfect and huge, and oh fuck Kimberly kept flicking away at my clit, and I wanted to suck on his cock so bad!

His meat pushed hard past my lips, so well-lubricated, and straight into my throat. I took it easily, gagging some, but that only seemed to make Kimberly push my face harder and for Jefferson to fuck forward with more gusto.

Beside us, Katya was just cheering everyone on. “Take it, Audray. Oh yes, Kimberly! Hold your daughter's head like that! Daddy loves that. God, Daddy, it's so hot. They're so hot just for you!”

Groaning and slapping his arms down on the chair, Jefferson’s body twitched wildly.

“Are you ready, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy’s cum?”

I was—oh god, was I ever! He was pumping hard now, and my own pussy was dripping lust, like lava down from a volcano.

The thick strands of his potent jizz barreled down my throat, layering against my esophagus and piling quickly into my belly. He flooded my throat and then my mouth, the cum pouring down my chin. Mommy leaned in and licked me up, cleaning me as she kissed my young eighteen year-old body.

I swallowed down as much as I could. It tasted so delicious
 . My first taste of a man's cum, and it was fucking wonderful. I couldn't believe I had never done this before.

Kimberly reached up and kissed Jefferson slow on the mouth.

“Won’t you fuck her now, Sir?” Kimberly asked, stroking Jefferson's still-twitching cock. “Please, Daddy? Fuck her? She told me she wanted your cock...she wants it so bad. She wants your babies inside of her. Give her twins. Give her triplets
 .”

I hadn’t said any of that—but I was in no state to dispute it now. Jefferson was hard
 somehow. I thought men got soft after they came, but not Jefferson. He was more than a man—a fucking Daddy god. I whimpered, suckling down more of his cum. I wanted to feel him in my pussy so bad.

“Of course,” he said, magnanimous. “But we’re going to do this properly. First...” he grabbed my cum-stained chin. “I want to hear you say it. I want you to call me Daddy.”

I didn't have any hesitation anymore. I wanted it. I wanted everything these sick, hot, nasty people wanted, and I wanted to give them even more.

“I really, really want to be your good little girl all the time,” I said heatedly, needing to cum so bad. “I don’t want it to be pretend. I want...” I gulped. “I want to call you Daddy nonstop!”

He grinned. This was exactly what he had wanted to hear, apparently.

“Good girl. Then we'll make this proper.”

Scooping me into his arms like I was as light as a feather, he carried me up to the master bedroom. The same bedroom where he had fucked my Mommy all night just the night before. I necked him all the way, loving the feel of his strong, manly arms on my slender, sexy body. Katya and Kimberly trailed after us, giggling excitedly.

When we got to the bedroom, Kimberly held me down on the bed, kissing my mouth slowly. I luxuriated in the feel of my Mommy's lips on mine once more, still not quite believing that it was all real. I could feel Jefferson’s cockhead pushing gently against my pussy. He wanted me, and I wanted him.

“Are you ready, good girl?”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Please, Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

He plunged inside of me.

The very first man inside of my virgin cunt! He was so fucking huge
 . His cockhead was enormous, easily breaking through whatever virginal resistance I had, and filling up the chamber of my womanhood with ease. My pussy walls stretched to fit properly around his enormity, and I knew I was the tightest cunt he had ever felt.

“Fuck!” He moaned. “God, you're fucking hot. Never felt
 one so tight.”

I wanted to grin, to brag, to show-off, but I was too busy being overwhelmed by bliss. I had never felt anything so good before in my life. As Jefferson kept pushing in and out of me, slowly building up speed, Katya fingered her pussy with one hand and with the other, pushed on Jefferson's hips. She wanted
 him to fuck me. She wanted him to fuck every
 beautiful, fertile girl there was.

Kimberly was hovering next to me the whole time, chanting in my ear. “Good
 girl for Daddy. Mommy’s good
 girl. Daddy’s
 good girl. You’re going to be so fucking
 pregnant for Daddy, baby.”

“Yes, Mommy!” I moaned. “Oh yes, Daddy! Oh god, Daddy! Mommy! It's so good!”

My mind melted. His cock pounded into me again and again, his hands ripping away my lingerie. I was completely bare before him—and I didn't have any protection at all from his babymaking batter that he was going to flood my womb with. I'd get pregnant for sure.

Jefferson moaned, “I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes, please!” I moaned. “Put a baby in me! Oh god, do it please!”

I had forgotten all about the money. I didn't give a damn about it. I just wanted his baby inside me. I wanted to be pregnant from this hulk's seed. Pregnant side-by-side with my Mommy. That was so hot.

He unleashed into my womb. I came when he did—in fact, we all did. Katya and Kimberly fingering their cunts seemed to get off just from the possibility of watching their man impregnate a new girl. And I came from the enormous rush of cum barreling against my g-spot.

When my mind returned to itself, I was surrounded by the three of them. I knew our fucking had only gotten started. Even so, I had little doubt I was pregnant—and if I wasn’t, then I would be soon. I was determined to get fucked by Jefferson twice as much as any of his other girls. I knew I deserved it more than they did.

He'd pay me for all the sex, no doubt, but I think I would have loved it even if he didn't.

I had never been happier in my whole life, knowing I had my Mommy and Daddy close by to fuck me whenever I needed.

# # #
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Sexcretary
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O
 n her knees, she suckled
 her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know
 the man was a stranger. And she didn't know
 that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him.

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.

* * * * *
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L
 IFE WAS NOT GOING
 well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault.

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault
 if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good
 jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything.

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything
 . And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on.

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down
 to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust.

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad.

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful.

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences.

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that
 hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their
 idea.

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all
 of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending.

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes.

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure.

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark
 movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his.

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked.

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again.

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute
 , in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him?

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away.

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email.

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.

* * * * *
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“F
 OR THE LAST TIME,
 Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care
 what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work.

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching.

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter he still didn't know how to raise properly.

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time.

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried
 to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother.

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate.

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now.

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element.

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news.

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while.

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact.

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since.

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror.

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter
 chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated.

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes.

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos.

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work.

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite
 like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how
 it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient
 clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting
 parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know
 what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off
 .

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient.

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more.

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution..

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This
 must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the
 most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit
 for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes
 ?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing
 her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me
 , weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast.

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight
 movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor.

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that.

* * * * *
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A
 HALF-HOUR LATER,
 the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on.

A lot
 .

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side.

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything
 anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body.

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow.

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that
 much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case she ever started her career in politics.

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other
 beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed
 this to work for her. Delilah needed some
 edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there.

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever
 .”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free.

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes
 , Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never
 stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust.

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk.

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.”

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning.

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.”

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think.

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock.

* * * * *
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“Y
 OUR MOTHER IS LATE
 ,” said Mandy’s father.

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated
 her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.”

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job
 ?

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other.

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were
 doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her.

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange.

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?”

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again.

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast.

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced
 ?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife
 , Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way.

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face.

God, if he was so sad
 , he ought to do
 something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably
 won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you
 very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her
 clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?

* * * * *
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T
 HE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH
 stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should.

Exactly what
 that work was was a bit beyond her.

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore.

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him.

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such
 good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely
 thought they were worth it.

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it.

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah.

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick.

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality.

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very
 clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly.

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock.

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell
 him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way
 —she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert.

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce.

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort.

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood.

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter.

“I’m just wonderful
 now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took.

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now.

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust.

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet.

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg.

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s
 not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great
 , but she’s not my mom. I would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded.

* * * * *
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W
 HEN SHE MIND TURNED
 on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no
 , it was Master’s office.

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property.
 Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born.

Albert wasn’t just her Man
 . That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master
 .

“Master
 ,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him.

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office.

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison.

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone.

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips.

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work.

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy.

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits.

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...”

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm.

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly.

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts.

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground.

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so
 much.”

* * * * *
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H
 ER GODDAMN STEPMOTHER
 had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie
 .

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was.

No, no—it was sick
 .

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really
 needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then
 , she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames.

That was fair. That seemed more
 than fair to Mandy.

If she wanted to be fair
 , she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That
 seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved
 and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper.

And as if none of that
 was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!
 —to have her fucking secretary
 call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation
 .

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office.

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun
 to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it.

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex.

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this
 , you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not
 a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back.

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy.

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father.

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked.

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again.

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day.

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin.

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down.

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers
 . Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything
 this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

* * * * *
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T
 HEY WERE ALL ONE BIG
 happy family now.

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both
 of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking.

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard.

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences.

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already.

“Fucking...tight
 ...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face.

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible.

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master.

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on.

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full
 of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock.

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter
 pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all
 babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed
 you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine
 . I fucking rule
 your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole
 life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so
 much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came.

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum.

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big happy fuck family.

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.

# # #
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Risky Threesomes: Steps For A Taboo Road Trip
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N
 ora was nearly packed
 . She walked downstairs to the entry, bending down to sort through the massive pile of shoes next to the back door. In Alder City, they would need some good walking shoes. It was difficult to sort through her stepbrother Charlie’s various boots, sandals, work shoes, dress shoes...how did a guy have more shoes than her?

Only he didn’t, not really. He just kept them all in a pile down here next to the door, so they seemed like more. Her own shoes were kept in her closet, neatly arranged on a stand. Except for her walking shoes, apparently.

Their house was a tall three-story, located far on the outskirts of town. Her stepfather, Archibald, didn't trust city living or city livers. As a result, his family—his stepdaughter Nora, his son Charlie, and his new young wife Annette—lived far from anything truly interesting. All the restaurants and stores were chains, and all the concerts were smooth jazz or holiday symphonies.

In the kitchen, she heard her stepbrother Charlie and their stepmother Annette preparing food. The swinging door to the living room, and then to the kitchen, were arranged just so, and Nora could see clearly as Annette strutted toward Charlie from behind. She wore a tight white tee shirt, her glamorously sexy body on display in tiny blue shorts.

“Do you think these shorts are too short, Charlie?”

Charlie turned to look. He was a tall young man, muscular and handsome. Annette clearly was tugging her shorts up at him. She did a short turn and showed off her behind—tight and bubbly—and then even bent forward a bit on the counter.

“I just...you know? Do you see? Like, I’m afraid they show too much leg.”

“They show quite a lot,” said Charlie.

Annette was everything Nora wasn’t. Blonde. Busty. Beautiful—or hot
 , really, in the way pornstars were hot. That was what her stepdad had wanted—a new hot babe to keep at his side. At twenty-three, Annette was only about five years older than the eighteen year-old Nora.

Nora herself was slender, short. Her bust always felt too big on her short frame—with big 36D breasts that felt like they were going to topple her over in a strong wind. But boys seemed to like them; or at least, they did whenever she bothered to show them off, which wasn’t often. She didn’t like the attention of other men, really. Their attention always invited comparisons.

Not comparisons of her to other girls. That wasn’t so bad. Men were always doing that. Nora ranked well enough, with her lovely blue eyes and thick, dark hair. But no, Nora’s problem was that the men who looked at her never were quite the type of Real Man she wanted to look at her. And the only Real Man she knew was absolutely, completely off-limits to her.

The only Real Man she knew was her brother Charlie.

From her position in the entry, Nora could see Charlie’s eyes eating up Annette’s form. Flashes of jealousy sparked in her chest, powering through the darkness of her mood. She tried to put them down, extinguish them somehow. What did she care who Charlie looked at?

Even if it was their stepmother.

Their beautiful, ex-glamour model stepmother who had only married Charlie’s father for his money. And in an obvious way, too—but Charlie’s dad didn’t seem to mind. He had plenty of money to pass around. Not that Nora ever got much of it. Nora’s mother, Jean, had died when Nora was quite young and Charlie’s father, Archibald, always seemed to take his frustration and grief out on Nora. She, Nora’s mother, had died right after marrying Archibald, in point of fact. Nora had leaned on Charlie for all those years afterward, needing someone to hear her, to help her soldier forward.

Charlie never complained when Nora would show up in his room in the middle of the night, needing someone to hug or snuggle up against in the bed. He never complained when Nora would empty out her feelings at him, or let off the pressure from a long day when she saw too many things that reminded her of Jean.

Charlie never complained. Not once.

“Could I ask you to do something for me?” Annette went on. “It’s a little weird.”

“Sure.”

“Could you...would you mind feeling
 how short they are? I just...I keep feeling like there’s something caught up right underneath the edge. Like some grime or dirt or something, but I know
 they’re clean. Could you feel for me?”

Charlie laughed. His broad, eighteen year-old frame was lean and ruggedly hard from years of playing lacrosse. “Are you serious?”

Annette nodded. Her hands were on his chest now, stroking up and down. Breasts, thick and round, were barely contained inside of her tiny half-buttoned sweater.

“Please? I need your help. You’ll help me, won’t you?”

The excuse was flimsy as anything. Surely, Charlie could see that. Surely he would see that Annette just wanted to take advantage of him like she had done to his father...wouldn’t he?

Think without your dick for once, Charlie!

Of course, when it came to Nora, Charlie had never thought with his dick. And how did she feel about that?

But Annette had already pressed her bum back against Charlie’s thighs, bending over slightly. The barely-covered crack of her denim-clad ass rubbed intently over Charlie’s crotch. Charlie, for his part, looked rather amazed at the entire situation. Annette was a one-of-a-kind beauty, and even if she was his stepmother, she was still drop-dead gorgeous. It was hard just to ignore that type of beauty practically begging you to touch it. It was especially impossible if you were an eighteen year-old male with no real attachments to any kind of girl in the world. At school, before they graduated last spring, Charlie had been notoriously single, despite every girl he came across basically drooling all over him.

Nora always held out hope that maybe...just maybe
 ...

“Annette, seriously. This is...I mean, this is a little weird.”

His hands floated over her perfectly tanned skin. Her golden hair was thick, like a soft blanket, and slowly his fingers sank down into the silken locks. Annette moaned just slightly in response.

“Why is it weird? I just want your help.”

“But you’re...I’m not stupid. You’re asking me touch your ass. And your nipples are hard. And the way you look at me...I’m not stupid.”

Another woman, confronted with her own lack of subtlety, might have fled from the scene. But Annette doubled down. She pushed her ass completely back into Charlie and then rose up from the hips, sliding her slender waist and back into his broad, muscled torso.

She giggled slowly. “You found me out. Such a smart
 man.”

Grabbing one of his hands and sliding it up her bare midriff, she began to tilt and turn into his hard body.

“I just think...I think you’re a really, really attractive young man.”

“Oh.” Charlie shifted slightly. “Thanks. I guess.”

He preened slightly. Nora had trouble not rolling her eyes. He preened
 .

“You look so much like your father. Like a younger, sexier version of him. You know?”

Annette’s hands slid Charlie’s grip upward, onto the soft balloon of her tits. They were real. Annette bragged about how they were so big, so buoyant and perfect, and yet still real. She did this at the dinner table, admonishing Nora for not showing off her own healthy bust.

“Oh...god.”

Nora's hands slid into Charlie's pants, wrapping tight around his bulging manhood.

“I want us to really get along on this trip, Charlie. I think that would be so
 great. I want you and to understand each other. You know? We’re family now.”

Nora couldn’t help herself. She had to stop this. It was...it was all so wrong. The way that Charlie’s head rolled back as Annette stroked him so urgently through his shorts. Annette’s tight, hot ass bouncing slightly with every little stroke as her weight shifted from one long leg to the other.

On her own body, Nora’s hands drifted against her crotch. Heat, palpable and wet, grew outward from there. It was so hard to ignore. Why was her body doing
 that? Watching...watching her mother and her brother, doing that terrible act...

Her fingers were so close to her pussy. They were on
 her pussy, in point of fact, with just that stupid denim in the way. And it was nothing, a nothing movement, nothing at all, to let her fingers slide across the brass button of her shorts and let them pop down.

But the best part of her—or at least she hoped it was the best part—kicked her bag down on the ground across the lobby. It made a big crash, sliding over and into the other gathered bags and shoes in the hall.

“Oh, crap!” she said, trying to make herself loud.

From the kitchen, she heard a sudden scuttling. The doors banged and Charlie was there, face flushed. He leaned against the doorway. In other circumstances, his pose would have been positively normal. But now, Nora knew that he was simply hiding his boner.

“Sorry,” said Nora. “I just...knocked over my bag, is all.”

“Oh.” Charlie gulped slightly and nodded, looking back over his shoulder at Annette. The brilliant young blonde smiled devilishly.

“Are you guys ready to go?” Nora asked. “I’m ready. Whenever you are.”

* * * * *
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I
 N LESS THAN AN HOUR
 , they were all packed, and just waiting for Annette to finish up a quick video chat with Archibald, Nora’s stepfather. The newlyweds were, as far as appearances went, crazy about one another. It wouldn't last—so far it had been just about four months, and Annette was ringing up bill after bill as she bought bigger and better wardrobes full of clothing, cars, helicopter rides to her favorite restaurants, and even a yacht. But they were happy, now. Annette got to have whatever she wanted, and Archibald got to make the beautiful young woman smile.

Charlie and Nora were in the large living room. Charlie sat languidly in one leather couch, while Nora sat at the edge of her seat, one foot bouncing restlessly. In her hands, she fingered the small silver locket that her mother had left for her. It was a simple thing with the shape of a shell on one side. Nothing special by itself, other than that Jean had left it for her.

“Something is wrong,” said Charlie. “What’s up?”

Nora sighed. She couldn’t hide anything from him.

“I...I don’t know. It’s nothing.”

“Something. Come on.” He sniffed. “Yeah. I can smell it. You’re worried about something.”

God, he was like a fucking wolf. His sense of smell was preternaturally sharp, and so he could sense all kinds of emotions—terror, happiness, worry, anxiety...just not how desperately turned on he made Nora, apparently. Or if he did, he ignored it. She would have liked to say that she didn’t know which would be worse, but she knew exactly
 which of the two she would prefer. Better a smell-blind hunk brother than one who didn’t think her arousal was worth capitalizing on.

“It’s just...” she shook her head. “Annette sort of rubs me the wrong way. Right? She’s very...pushy. And I think...I don’t know how attached she is to your dad.”

And she fucking gave you a handjob!

But Nora couldn’t say that part. That would be revealing too much. Too big of a secret. And if there was anything that was absolutely true about Nora, it was that she couldn’t reveal the inner-workings of her head. It was all too dirty, too filthy. Charlie would hate her forever. He would disown her, never speak to her again.

Charlie shrugged. “Those two can work out their own problems if they have any. It's not up to us to solve anyone's lives but ours.”

“I guess so.”

He stood up and approached her, putting a hand on one shoulder.

“You look really good today,” he said. “Let me get a look at you.”

Taking her by the arm, he stood her up. He twisted her this way and that, using her arm to piroutte her.

“Yeah,” he said. “Really good.”

She blushed furiously, not looking at him. “Thanks.”

“No, really.” His hands guided her eyes up to his. “I mean, you look beautiful, Nora.”

She paused, clearing her throat. Trying to source out where this came from. “Oh. That’s, I mean...thank you.”

His hands fell on her waist. “God, I love looking at your hips. When you wear tight shirts like that. And your legs in those tight pants.” He shook his head. “It makes you look so fuckable.”

The artillery fire landing is just my heart. The artillery fire landing is just my heart.

“I don’t...why are you saying this to me?”

“Because I’m tired of lying about the way that I feel, Nora. And I think you are too. I’ve seen how you look at me. You’ve seen how I look at you. Why do we need to keep pretending? We’re going to be in a brand new city. We could pretend in a new way. Wouldn’t that be nice? We could act like we’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for ages.” His lips came to her ear, brushing just slightly. “No one would know anything about who we were. Just us. It would be our secret. We ditch Annette, and then I take you out on the town. We make out in the back of cabs. I fuck you silly in our hotel room...”

“Stop it!”

Nora pushed him away. Charlie was caught off-balance, and tripped across the nearby coffee table.

“Fuck,” he clutched his knee. “Fucking...gah.”

For several moments, he worked the leg back and forth, staring with heavy annoyance at Nora.

“Fine,” he said at last. “Lie to yourself. See if I care. You’ll know where to find me.”

He walked out. Nora was left alone with her locket, staring at the unpolished surface for several minutes. It needed a good work over. A secret needed a good polishing every now and then or else it lost its luster; it lost what made it worth keeping.

Less than an hour later, they were on the road, out of the city, and well on their way to Alder City. From their location in California, it would take a solid eight hours of driving to get there before nightfall. But that was all right. Charlie and Nora were both excellent drivers, mindful of others in their lanes and of the speed limits, and they had no qualms about trading out every few hours to rest.

When Nora and Charlie drove together, they hardly needed to talk at all to communicate when to trade off. Once, they had made their way all the way down to the Mexican border without saying a word, just smiling and nodding and laughing and listening to the radio. Their relationship rested in each other, not in words, and they liked it like that for the most part.

And Annette—beautiful, flawless, bimbo Annette—was a big loud stain all over their perfect, silent communication. Nora struggled with the urge to strangle her dead.

Not really. But sort of.

“Oh gosh,” Annette might say. “Look at that big stupid sign there. Who writes
 that? Why would anyone advertise a cave that’s sixty-eight degrees cool?”

“In the winter,” said Charlie, “it’s advertised as sixty-eight degrees warm.”

“But we’re in a car already,” said Annette. “Why stop at a cave
 ? What a bunch of hicks.”

Her attitude—so insufferably superior, so clearly thinking she was in the right about everything, so unwilling to tolerate any newness that wasn’t in the form of an alcoholic beverage or some beefcake passing by her sight, only intensified Nora’s deep-seated resentments of Annette.

If ever there was an evil stepmother, Annette was it. Although, even Nora had to admit, Annette was decent enough to Nora herself. But that was clearly only because Annette saw Nora as on her own level in terms of class and perhaps even attractiveness...which was its own particular kind of sick.

Nora longed to simply bask in the sweet, gentle glow of her brother’s quiet admiration for a time. That was supposed to be what this road trip was about, spiritually, before Annette butted her stupid beautiful body in.

She and Charlie had known each other their entire lives, almost. Now, with both of them eighteen, they had grown up with one another, fought with one another, needed one another, helped one another.

Nora did her honest best to not think about what sort of man Charlie had become.

It wasn’t that he was a bad man—quite the opposite in fact. Oh sure, he had his rough qualities—decisiveness to the point of stubbornness, an occasionally quick temper, a personality so introverted that it was sometimes hard to tell (for people who weren’t Nora) whether he liked a person or despised them. But despite these quirks and flaws, he was still a good man. Charlie loved helping others. He spent his spare time at the local recovery center, offering informal counsel to the destitute and homeless folks who walked in, looking for help. Mostly, this informal counsel just consisted of him listening.

“It’s a great gig,” he would say. “I get to just sit and listen, like I’m not even there. And at the end of it, they feel better than they have in ages.”

But there was something distinctly off about his interactions with normal, everyday people. Those dwelling in the middle-class and above always confused him. Everyone searching for some crazy dream fix that they would never quite attain. He dealt better with machines.

That was, in fact, part of the reason for the roadtrip. They were taking an SUV that he had spent years investing in. Equipping it with his bare hands. An engine that he had pieced together himself. The transmission and radiator found from salvaging through junkyards for weekends at a time, sometimes with Nora’s help.

Machines were simpler. They worked or they didn’t. If they didn’t, there was always a cause. Always a solution. The lack of most people’s clear agendas threw him.

Sometimes, late at night, when Nora was deeply unable to sleep well, when her body positively boiled with the need of her brother’s cock filling her from every conceivable position, strange hot justifications for his behavior came to him. That he liked machines because then he was clearly in charge. That he disliked those in the middle class and above because he knew that their superiority was false, that truly, he
 was the superior one. That he
 and he alone deserved to have his will heard. And she would cum, biting her pillow stop from screaming out his name, hips bucking hard to the dreamy, lusty thought of her brother as some kind of king or emperor. Her on her knees before him, her fully pregnant belly pushing up and down on his calves, hot lactating tits rubbing out on his knees while her beautiful young mouth sucked away at his cock in front of rows and rows of other, lesser women who were all jealous of her place before her king brother's mighty impregnating cock.

The orgasm-fueled dream would subside, and then she would drift into real sleep, thinking of what a silly girl she was for thinking all those dirty thoughts.

So, all of that affected how Nora saw her brother Charlie.

And then of course...there was how he looked.

Of course
 there was how he looked. Sometimes it drove Nora wild. If he was just the brother to her that he was, with all his idiosyncrasies and oddness and goodness and hypercapability as a problem-solver, and
 he was schlubby, that would be no problem. If he was even regular,
 that would have been fine.

But Charlie was hot. Charlie was fucking dreamy
 —literally, she had dreamed about him—and over the past year, it had started to drive Nora wild. Twisting in her sheets, her lithe young barely legal body covered in sweat, she would masturbate to progressively more unlikely scenarios like those thoughts of him being a king or emperor. Often the fantasies took feudal themes, Nora thought perhaps because then her desire to be her brother’s property—actually legally his living object—would be fully indoctrinated into the society by law. And then, if he got her pregnant, filled her with his unprotected seed, why, they were just protecting the family line.

And so, fantasies assailed her constantly.

Like maybe she was caught alone in a castle, somehow, and there’s a knight to come save her...all the while his helmet is on, but right as she comes, when all her walls were down, invariably the knight would strip his helmet away and it would be Charlie underneath.

She had taken to idolizing other people in his place. Celebrities. Male models. Trying to push his image down so that he wouldn’t pop in her mind while she came. But every time, as her nimble young fingers pushed up hard into her g-spot through the folds of pink pussy, as she thrashed on her bed, moaning with orgasm, it was Charlie’s face she had to push down and push away.

And of course this only made his unknowing grip on her all the more solid.

Though sometimes, of course, it did not feel so unknowing. Sometimes it felt like he knew what he did to her very much indeed.

The three traveled on, and she fell asleep, more troubled than ever, her thoughts filled with Charlie filling her.

* * * * *
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T
 HE LANDSCAPE STRETCHED
 out before them in long mountainous hills and deeply folded valleys filled with trees and wildlife. To the one side of the road there seemed always to be only sparse amounts of life. More rocks and hills, more long plateaus filled with nothing but air and minute insects and lizards that could not be seen from the travelers' quickly shifting placement on the concrete. And to the other side always there was more lushness. Intense greens and fertile rivers flooding, long canyons beneath them were upon deer hopped from one side of a stream to another, playing in the afternoon sun.

They stopped at a gas station not far outside the state border. Nora was asleep when they pulled in, and must have been for some time, for it was the cessation of motion that woke her; the same way that someone might finally notice they had been in pain because all of a sudden it stopped.

It took her a while to actually open her eyes. In that nice, half-dreamy stage, she was thinking of the way Charlie’s body looked in that sky blue shirt he sometimes wore, the one that contrasted so nicely against the color of his skin, and she imagined what it might be like if he were to strip it off in front of her. Those abs, so chiseled and perfect, right there in front of her, oh fuck...

Her eyes snapped open. Fingers had found their way past her tight pants and into her pussy. She started upward, laughing strangely and looking about—but there was no one around.

There was...really
 no one around. The gas station was located on the side of the road, positioned underneath a rocky outcropping. There were two pumping stations, and no kind of clerk seemed to be manning the store. Was it all automated, somehow?

Through the SUV window, Nora scanned the area—there, behind the store. Movement. No, more than movement.

She saw Charlie and Annette having some kind of argument in the shadows, out from the heat of the midday sun. His hand was around her throat. He slapped her once, and then did it again. Her knees buckled before him.

And weirdly, Annette was nodding and smiling through it all, her look that of...arousal? Encouragement? Whatever it was, she wanted him to keep doing what he did.

Fuck, but Charlie was so much bigger than Annette. It was hard to remember sometimes because of the force of her personality, and the quietness of Charlie’s, but he was a big, big man. She looked up at him with pleading, gentle eyes. He raised his hand again, and she slipped her own hands around it, bringing it to her plush mouth. Kissing him deeply on the knuckles. Licking them. It was so twisted. Like she was worshiping his hand for striking her.

That was...that was inexplicable for Nora. Why was this happening?

Annette kissed him then, nodding fiercely into his body. He pushed her away and then down, raising her skirt up. In a few short, brutal movements, his pants were down and his hot manhood thrust up into Annette from behind.

She took one hand and wrapped it around her throat. Nora gasped.

That explained it—all of it. Annette wanted
 him to choke her. To slap her. She was some kind of sick masochist, and she was the one in charge. Nora felt, in a way, relieved. Charlie was being taken advantage of, that was all.

She really couldn’t blame him. He was a dreamy hunk teenage stud. She had little doubt that he was completely virile. Certainly the vast musculature of his build attributed to that hypothesis. And Annette wanted him, and had somehow used her feminine wiles to seduce him completely. Seduced him so completely, in fact, that he fucked her right there in the open, where practically anyone could see.

From her strange, hot dreams, Nora was already turned on. It took almost no effort to slide her fingers back down to her pussy.

Purchase there was found immediately, her body shifting and giving until pleasure began spasming hard, frequent, and intense from the rotations of her fingers on her clit. God, Charlie was just giving
 it to Annette. The blonde's face pushed into the side of the building, her features orgasmic. Surprised, even, shocked and sort of destroyed
 by how much pleasure was pumped into her body stroke by stroke.

Nora found it all so fucking arousing. How her hot young brother was just fucking her stepmother to heaven and back. His hands sliding up and down that tight, model-hot body. Her fingers rotated faster and faster around her clit. Nora was going to do it, for real. She was going to cum to her brother. She was going to cum to watching her brother fuck
 someone.

She was...she would cum to watching her brother fuck her brand new Mommy.

That thought, all by itself, made hot jolts of pleasure zap through her body.

“Oh god,” she moaned softly. “Oh, big bro...big bro...M-mommy...Mommyyy...”

Hot, helpless whimpers exited her mouth again and again. Charlie’s hands closed harder around Annette’s throats. Intense wonder filled Nora, and she took her own hand, positioning it by the elbow against the side of the automobile, and felt what it was like to have her breath taken away—literally—as she stared lovingly at her massive hunk brother’s domination of Annette’s beautiful, tiny body.

After several violent, hard thrusts into Annette’s body, Charlie seemed nearly spent. Annette nodded and crowed, begging for his cum inside her. They didn’t care who heard.

One hand wrapped in the thick blanket of blond hair, Charlie yanked back on Annette and gave himself to her, spasming deep into her body. It was so easy to believe he was in control—though Nora knew for certain that wasn’t the case. Annette was too powerful, too seductive. But Nora wanted to pretend, just to pretend...


Slowly, he slipped out of her, giving Nora her first real look at her brother’s cock...even if it was from a distance. Huge and shiny. Dripping with cum. With Annette's juices.

Nora’s own fingers were driving her mad. She came, hips thrusting hard against the seat. Her big green eyes widened with intense, unknowable pleasure, her thoughts filling her own body with phantom brother cocks at every angle. She wanted to be filled
 by him; taken
 by him; bred
 by him.

And as she imagined her own brother breeding her, her pleasure redoubled and she collapsed on the floor of the SUV, high-pitched little moans leaping from her mouth. Her body convulsing in blissful seizure.

After some time, she managed to slide back up—to see if the two had been caught, perhaps. Or if she herself had been.

But no. Annette had dropped down on the ground to her knees—an what would have seemed like a gesture of obedience if Nora didn’t know better—and eagerly cleaned off Charlie’s cock with her mouth behind the gas station.

* * * * *
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T
 HE HOTEL WAS NOT IMPRESSIVE
 at first sight, and nor did it begin to impress upon continual second, third, fourth and subsequent sights thereafter. The main edifice squatted between two large steel office buildings, one with a small bakery and bar on the bottom floor. The hotel was painted solid white, or at least it had been long ago. Now the paint flaked off in long strips, leaving strange yellow or gray or sometimes even less-white patches beneath. A parking lot sat between all the rooms, gated in with barely enough room for the cars to maneuver into parking spots.

The office seemed somehow older than the hotel itself and smelled of spoiled tapioca pudding, a smell Nora knew well from her own stints with charity work. Sometimes, people gave away food that wasn’t good anymore, and sometimes, those cans of food were busted open on the concrete during unpacking. The proprietor was an old, brown man with a thick horseshoe of gray hair, his expression dubious as he showed the three to their room.

“Are you sure it’s just the one you wanted?”

Annette had made all the arrangements. She insisted she was correct, of course. As if the thought of her being wrong about something was just as unthinkable as her not being found attractive, or her tits not drawing men’s eyes. Certainly the propreitor was looking at her expansive cleavage. After her rut with Charlie behind the gas station, she had changed into a tiny blue halter top and a tight, sexy black skirt. She didn't give a reason, explicitly, other than “those clothes were starting to smell like car.”

But Nora knew it had something to do with Annette's seduction plan of Charlie. The blonde babe was too devious by half. That was why she doted on Charlie for the rest of the ride, staying quiet and deferent, her hands gliding on his thighs and admiring the thick muscles of his triceps and deltoids as he drove.

Their room was barely enough to be called that. A tiny bed space, and then a small bathroom behind that. Thin walls. Next door they could hear the television blaring. The carpet was centimeters thin and had long patches stained with something—hopefully just dirty water. There was a chair next to the bathroom door. When Nora put her bag on it, it shuddered under the weight, nearly collapsing. The bathroom itself had a door that didn’t shut, a shower that was not much wider than even Nora’s slender body.

And, worst of all (best of all? Nora had to wonder), there was just one bed. It took up most of the room. A foot of clearance on either side, maybe, and in front of it the television.

The proprietor, after opening the door, gave Annette the heavy key and walked back to his office.

The three young family members stuffed themselves into the room. Nora slipped on top of the bed, trying to not get too close to Annette. Like she would catch on fire if somehow she managed to touch the blonde’s beautiful, sparkling soft skin.

“I don’t mean to like, try and swim in our privilege or anything, but...” Nora looked around the tiny room, wondering how they would fit. “...we are
 rich people, right?”

Charlie chuckled. “It’ll be a tight fit, that’s for sure.”

“No, Nora’s right.” Annette squeezed her shoulder. Nora struggled not to roll with discomfort. But whether it was discomfort but distaste at Annette, or distaste for her massive arousal for Annette's gorgeous body, about this she refused to think. “We have to take care of this. It’s not right for us to be all packed up like this. Why don’t you two try to get comfortable and I’ll step out to make some calls?”

On her way out, Charlie had somewhat blocked the door. Nora watched as Annette made a display of herself, rubbing her heavy tits on Charlie’s broad chest and then slipping back around to squeeze her ass between the huge muscular thighs he possessed—all “just to get through the small space.” As if it really had to be so blatantly erotic.

Nora sneered openly. Annette wasn’t even trying
 to hide it anymore. It was like after fucking Charlie, she didn’t think she had much left to hide at all. Her hips, wide and delicious, practically popped out of her tiny black skirt. Her heels had blood red bottoms and pushed her thighs up and apart, positioning her ass cheeks high for gripping.


God, but she looks fertile
 .

The thought came unbidden, but now that it was there, she couldn’t get rid of it. Annette did
 look fertile. Like some kind of Greek Goddess, with wide hips and overflowing breasts, long hair that bespoke entirely of a tradition of hot, animal rutting to breed out heroes and demi-gods. Her body oozed growth and fruitful multiplying.

Perhaps that’s
 what this was all about—with Charlie. Trying to get herself pregnant and pass it off as Archibald’s heir to keep the old man in her pocket. Yes...yes, that seemed like just the sort of thing a bimbo like Annette would do.

Charlie, for his part, seemed to greatly enjoy Annette’s attentions. After she left, he looked out the window to admire her tight ass in her scandalously tiny outfit.

Then, slowly, grinning low, Charlie turned to Nora.

“You still look really hot in those pants, sis.”

Immediately, Nora’s heart thumped fast, up and down from her throat to her stomach.

“Oh.” She gulped. “T-thank you.”

She was all alone. All alone in this tiny room with this big, big man who, at any time could just decide to hold her down and take her and have his way
 with her and oh fuck, fuck
 , why was that so incredibly hot to her?

Pinned. That's the word she was looking for. He could wrap her arms around her body and pin them there. And then his hand could slide around her throat, keeping her in place, completely under his control and oh fuck—
 her cunt was dripping wet.

He reached forward and took her arm. Something he had done all his life. And yet this time, it felt like a stranger was doing it. Something terrible and dark and forceful
 had happened to Charlie, this young stud who she had grown up with.

It was Annette, thought Nora, allowing herself to be pulled forward. She had corrupted him somehow. Changed him. It was all Annette’s fault.

“And that little shirt.” He played with the edge of her collar, tracing it down to where the first button was actually buttoned—right above the line of her cleavage. “God, your body is so tight. I feel like I could just...” He shivered slightly, sliding one hand down her side.

This was more than just the touch of a brother. That was a lover’s touch.

“Charlie...hey.” She giggled, trying to give him an escape route, that maybe this was all in good fun. “I’m um...tired...so let’s not do this, okay?”

“I want
 to do this.” His hand gripped hard on her hip. “I want it right now.”

He pushed her back on the bed. Nora fell back helplessly. Her legs floated together, locked in place only by the frail notions of her timid, insincere resistance.

“No, Charlie, please, I don’t want this...”

“Yes you do,” he growled, pushing up underneath her skirt. Her cunt dripped wet down onto his fingers. The sex there pulsed with urgent, aching need. “I can smell how you want it. I’ve smelled your lust for so long, now. You want it. You just don’t want
 to want it, do you? You wish you could have some stupid, normal little life where you get away from me and no one ever asks you about why you want to fuck your brother so bad. Don’t you?”

Nora nodded slow. “Y-yes. I’m sorry, Charlie. But...I just can’t. I want it, I want it so bad,
 but i-it’s so wrong...”

But despite her words, she urged her hips forward into his touch. Actions betraying her true wants. His fingers slid further into her folds. Almost all the way into her entrance.

“It’s not wrong. It’s right. Nothing is more right. I want
 you, Nora. I’ve always
 wanted you. And we can both have what we’ve always wanted. How is that wrong? How could that possibly be wrong?”

She didn’t have an answer.

Slowly, her hands came up to his handsome face, her sex pushing up into his fingers...

“I...I j-just...I’m so confused,” she said. Her fingers tugged down at his collar. God, his skin was so hard. “I feel so strongly
 for you, Charlie. But it’s all so very...” she struggled not to say ‘wrong.’ “...so irregular.”

“We don’t have to worry about being regular, Nora. That’s for the fools. Now, kiss me.”

And almost she did—but then Annette opened the door.

Nora gasped, withdrawing from Charlie in shame. But he just smiled, staying on top of her and stretching up slow, like a panther on the prowl. The almost-act would have been no secret at all to Annette. She smiled indulgently, blue eyes glimmering heatedly.

Somehow, her twisted, sick plans included Nora and Charlie getting it on. Nora didn’t understand it, but it drove her wild with sudden, intense rage that the heat that she felt for her brother, the mad love that she wanted so badly to be swept away in, was only nearing possibility because of her taboo-obsessed stepmother.

“There’s a chess convention in town,” said Annette.

“A what?” asked Charlie.

“A worldwide chess expo. The biggest of its kind, ever. And its in Alder City this weekend.”

“And you want to see it?” Charlie shook his head.

Nora rolled her eyes. “She’s explaining why this is our room. And...why we might not get another. Aren’t you?”

Annette nodded. “I’m afraid so. I did find out why this room sucks how it does though. You see, when I was making the reservations, I asked for The King’s Hotel, which is what this is...but I wanted The Kingsland Hotel.”

“God,” said Nora. “You really are just a fucking ditz.”

It was a brutal, mean thing to say. Annette acted like she hadn’t heard it at all. “I suppose we ought to get comfortable how we can. I’d like to walk around town. Show off my lovely new family, yes? What do you say?”

Nora set her jaw and glared at both of them. “I think I need a shower before I do anything else. There's a lot of filth floating around.”

* * * * *
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I
 N THE SHOWER, NORA
 tried her best to feel clean. The constant sensation of the hot water on her skin—and thankfully, there was
 hot water to be had in that horrid place—was almost enough to take her away from the insanity of the last several hours.

Almost, but not enough. Her mind kept polishing over the perfect feel of Charlie’s fingers on her pussy, like a curator perfecting some display piece at a museum. She wanted that sensation to be with her forever. And she wanted, more than that, to have it separated from the stark, sure knowledge that Annette had arranged all of it. That Charlie didn’t really
 feel that way for her.

Stepping out of the shower, she left the water on and opened the door slightly. She told herself she didn’t have a reason for it—but she did. She wanted to spy on the two outside. If she opened the door just right, she could catch their reflection in the mirror posted in the minuscule hallway in front of the bathroom door.

The two were already halfway into a conversation. Annette had Charlie’s hands sliding up and down her slender sides and rubbing over the thick globes of her dress in hertiny skirt and halter top.

“—and then, we can shove Nora out of the picture entirely, hmm? Leave her here in the city alone. Crying. Sad. Who would be a stupid ditz then, huh? God, I’d love to see her face when we break her little heart like that. How fun
 —”

Charlie’s voice was hard and immediate. “You cut that shit out.”

Immediately, Annette’s entire demeanor changed. The haughty, vapid arrogance that so defined her suddenly melted away. Left behind was only a pretty girl desperately vying for the attention of the man she loved.

“I...I’m sorry, baby.” She got up on the bed, sliding her arms around his waist. “I really am. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said all that. I like
 Nora. I do. I promise I do. I was a little...a little annoyed
 , that's all. I'm sorry, baby. Sir. I'm so, so sorry...”

This was incredible. What happened? Why had Annette changed so completely? Nora knew her as a manipulative bitch, willing to do or say anything to get her way...but now it seemed as though she genuinely needed Charlie’s approval just to keep breathing in the world.

“I can...I can make it up to you,” Annette continued, desperate now to make Charlie happy. “I really can. I promise I can. I take it all back. I’ll...I’ll apologize to Nora? We can work out our differences. We’re adults, after all. It’s only natural that—”

Charlie squeezed her tit, hard. Annette’s speech trailed off, biting her lips to restrain a soulful moan of desire.

“I’ll...I’ll do anything to make you happy, Sir. Please. I promise. Just...j-just please. Let me feel it again?”

Her hands went down to Charlie’s bulge, squeezing it tight. That clearly wasn’t the only kind of feel she wanted.

“Nora’s in the shower.”

Annette kissed him softly around his face. “She doesn’t ever have to know. We can make it quick. Just if I can feel
 you again...”

She took Charlie’s hand and put it on her throat, eyes lighting up. Charlie shifted, straightening his position. Now
 he was very interested. With his other hand, Annette gave herself a slap across the face. The shot reverberated through the small room.

“Maybe you want to teach me another lesson about being your good girl, huh? You made me cum four times in a row
 , Charlie. I-I-I...please
 , I need that again...”


Hand still on Annette’s throat, he pushed her down onto the bed, pulling up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties.


What a slut
 , thought Nora.

But Nora fingered her wet, slippery body as she watched, unable to help herself. Annette was so fucking pretty, and watching Charlie bang her was so intimate and perfect.

In seconds, Charlie’s pants were down around his ass, and he was thrust deep inside of his Mommy. Nora bucked slightly against the door, mewling softly as she witnessed their forbidden coupling. Wishing she was Annette. Wishing she was hot enough to make Charlie so uncontrollably aroused.

Charlie pushed Annette down on the bed so that she was on all fours, her tits hanging down. He pushed his cock inside of her, and instantly Annette screamed in loud, explosive orgasm. It was unmistakeable. Her high-pitched voice became a mixture of giggles and heated moans; she sounded almost insane.

And then they started talking dirty to each other. Nora’s heat level went off the charts.

“You want to fuck Nora too,” Charlie growled to Annette, slapping one hand down on her ass.

“Oh yeah, baby. I want to fuck
 your sister.”

“You want me to fuck her, don’t you?” He gripped her throat, leaning over her tight, hot body. “You want me
 to fuck her.”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes, please...please baby, I want you fuck your little sister sooo bad...”

Nora couldn’t believe her ears. Not only was Charlie in control, but he was absolutely
 in control, no room for questions anymore. And more than that, he was fucking Annette full of dirty, filthy ideas about what he wanted to do to his sister! His fucking so good, so furious, that Annette had no choice but to accept his views as her own. Annette appeared to cum again, her moans choked through thick fingers of pleasure and her voice choked by Charlie's hot, hard hand.

Charlie thrust more furiously inside of Annette. Her thick, hot tits smashed down on the bed, ripples of pleasure sliding out from their hot contact on the sheets. The beautiful tanned curves she gave to him were trapped entirely underneath his thick, densely muscled chest, mashing her tits even more.

“Oh yes, do
 it, Daddy. I deserve it. I need
 it, please! Please...oh my god, I need your cock so—much—!”

God, that was so filthy and hot. Annette calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. And yet somehow, it seemed right. It felt like...it felt like Charlie deserved it somehow, though why exactly Nora could not say.

Nora could call him that, she realized. She could call Charlie anything, and “Daddy” was one of them.

She tried it out. “Daddy,” she moaned softly, her clit instantly thrumming with newfound pleasure.

The petite young beauty felt herself getting closer and closer to cumming—and then she noticed for the first time that the two were fucking on top of her bag.

Her bag, with her mother’s locket inside.

“Hey! No!”

Nora ran out from the bathroom, hands waving. Her gloriously naked, beautiful virgin body barely covered by her slender arms.

“You are not
 allowed to do that!”

“What?” Annette giggled happily, and then moaned with sudden empty, vacuous need as Charlie left her body.

The hulking youth turned to Nora, his cock hard and dripping with Annette’s juices.

“If you’re not going to fuck me, then she
 is,” he said, voice hard.

“I don’t care
 who you fuck,” Nora lied. “But you will not
 do it on my things.”

She pulled her bag out from under them. Deep inside the third pocket from the top, wrapped in a sock...she let out a breath. Good. Her locket was safe. Good. She took it and slipped it around her neck, not caring that they saw her do it, or that they saw her naked. The sick bastards would probably wind up seeing it anyway, and making it all...all twisted
 and wrong
 like they were doing to everything else.

But not her locket.

“Nora, don’t be like that,” Annette slid her hands around Charlie’s erect cock, jacking it slowly. “You can join us...anytime.” Still stroking her son, the seductive blond beauty slid backward on the bed, her hands slipping up toward her pussy. “You can have everything you’ve ever
 wanted here with us, darling girl...your Mommy and your newer, better Daddy, your Big Bro hunk...”

Thoughts of insanity filled her mind. Taking everything she had ever wanted or needed from these two. In moments of blinding, furious passion, filling up her every last whim and desire with the sensations of their flesh upon her flesh, their lips upon her lips, their fingers up and down her sumptuous young curves. Her hands stroking muscles and tits alike, her face buried in a hot cunt or impaled on a perfectly erect shaft.

But all of that, every last bit of it, was far too real to ever accept.

Nora dressed hurriedly, and once clothed, fled the scene.

* * * * *
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N
 OT KNOWING WHERE ELSE
 to go, Nora simply walked next door to the bar and bakery. She sat down at a booth in the corner and ordered a pastry and a coffee, and tried to think. So wrapped up in her own thoughts was she that the way her gorgeous body delighted the evening patrons of the establishment was lost on her. Her skin was still flushed and a little wet from the scene in the hotel. Her tight leather pants clung to her hot legs, and her sweater, barely buttoned up, showed off the long line of sumptuous cleavage she possessed without her bra. In her rush, she forgot to put on any underwear. Luckily her tits were buoyant enough, and the sweater tight enough, to make it not that uncomfortable. But at the same time, it certainly created a lot of attention at her expense.

Not that Nora noticed. Her mind raced with uncertainty at the taboo actions of her family members.

What was happening with those two?

Just the fact of them fucking was kinky enough. But Annette had gone above and beyond. Calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. How was that manipulating Charlie? How had that factored into making him crazy enough that he’d do whatever she wanted?

And certainly, if Annette was
 manipulating Charlie, and Nora was still desperately trying to be certain she was, what was the aim of it now? They were fucking wholeheartedly. Like a cheat cardshark who had emptied his sleeves of aces, Annette was out of hands to play, wasn’t she? She couldn’t tell Nora’s stepfather what was happening without indemnifying herself as well. Did she think somehow that she would be solidifying her position once old Archibald died?

But no. That didn’t make sense—the idea of Annette trying to solidify her own position after Archibald passed. She was firmly situated in the will. Arch had sat them down and had a talk about it, so there would be no misunderstandings. They would all be well compensated when he left the earth. More than Nora might ever knew what to do with—though she would get far less than Charlie and Annette.

If Annette was trying to get pregnant—and god, why wouldn’t
 Charlie get Annette pregnant, she was so clearly fertile and he
 was so clearly virile, the two of them the perfect breeding couple if there ever was one—but if she was
 trying to get pregnant, why carry on with all that strange incestuous dirty talk?

So no, it had to be just fun on Annette’s part. But then...why did it seem like she had stopped setting the terms? The submissive look in her eyes when she looked at Charlie. The way she doted on him, showered affection on him, waited for him to order her around, wanting to be slapped and choked by him...

It had to be some kind of strange long con. Something Annette knew about intimately that Nora did not. That was the only explanation.

As she was lost in thought, her pastry and coffee had arrived. She hadn’t even seen the waiter put it down. It was almost like they had appeared from nothing. She was so surprised, looking at the sudden presence of the food and beverage, that she did not notice Annette enter the establishment until she sat down in front of her.

The beautiful young blonde was dressed hot
 , now, ready for a night on the town. The eyes that had previously been fixated on Nora’s braless sweaterbound tits were now firmly situated on Annette’s incredible curves. Her dress was red and tight and just barely went past her ass, so that when she sat down, the lip of her cheeks was clearly visible resting on the leather seat. Her tits were shamelessly shown off with a wide scooping neckline, a sparkling golden pendant resting in the deep valley of her enormous breasts. Tiny jewels sparkled on her tall heels, catching the eye.

“I think you and I ought to talk,” she said. Her hand reached forward to touch Nora’s, but Nora drew away and crossed her arms.

“I don’t want to talk to you at all. I want you out of my life.”

“Come now, darling. Your life will be very long. Are you sure there’s no place for me in it at all?”

Annette’s phone buzzed. She looked down and smiled, raising one perfect eyebrow.

“Oh my. Charlie’s so forceful. He just hates the thought of some other man looking at me while I’m out and he’s not around. Do you know what he said just now?”

“I couldn’t even begin to say.”

“He said that if I saw anyone looking at me, to tell Charlie, so that if we came across that man again he could beat the hell out of him.” Annette sighed happily, crushing her phone against her substantial chest. “Isn’t it just lovely
 to have a man like that in your life? He’s so protective.”

“You’re making him sound insane.”

That certainly wasn’t the Charlie she knew. What had Annette done
 to him?

“Maybe he is, a little.” Annette giggled. “Nothing wrong with that. So long as he’s insane about me. I’ll just stay out of his way and cheer him on. You can’t tell me that you wouldn’t enjoy watching him beat the shit out of someone, just for you. Not even a little bit?”

Charlie, her perfect knight, covered in blood of battle, having destroyed his enemies just to take his princess bride in the most perfect of possible ways, to fill her with his incredible seed, make her pregnant and hold her up as a trophy over the battered remains of the army he defeated single-handedly...

Nora shook the thought away. No. No, that was wrong. This was all wrong.

“You’re...why are you doing this to him? He’s done nothing to you.”

Annette just laughed at her. For nearly a minute. Finally, the waiter came by, and asked what they wanted, and Annette struggled to maintain her composure long enough to place an order. He was a short man, the waiter, with a small paunch and a bowl haircut.

“I think we would like...gosh.” Annette clicked her tongue aimlessly, looking over the menu. “What’s your most expensive tequila?”

“That would be the Pangito Limited, ma’am.” The waiter shifted. “Our bar isn’t that great, I’m sorry. But that’s what we have.”

“No, that will do well enough. I’d like...” she eyed Nora up and down, “...eight? Shots. Shall we say? Yes. Eight.”

“I’m afraid I have to ask for some ID, if she’s going to be drinking.” He looked at Nora. “If you are, I mean. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. I won’t be drinking.”

“Oh, yes
 you will.” Annette tossed her hair back. Suddenly, the simpering bimbo that was eager to do anything Charlie said was gone. Returned, now, was the authoritarian bitch who had somehow connived Archibald Stendler into believing that his best move would be to marry a young, hot model wife who cared close to nothing about him.

“Really, ma’am, I’m sorry, but if she’s drinking, I have to see IDs. I can’t serve you otherwise.”

“Of course you can. You walk on your legs back behind the bar. You grab eight shot glasses—you can count to eight, yes?” she held up eight fingers, thumbs down. “And then you fill them up with that horrid tequila you have. Then, you walk back here. You put them on the table, we drink them and pay you for the privilege. It’s all very straightforward. I don’t like this talk of ‘can’t’s.”

“It’s...you know what I mean, ma’am.” The waiter’s pale face was pained now. His eyes kept shifting down to Annette’s cleavage. His hard-on was growing quickly. “I just...there’s laws.”

“Laws.” Annette rolled her eyes. As if never there had been anything intrinsic in the law to ever give her pause. And why would there be, when every part of the law seemed ready to split for the wealthy and the beautiful? Like wet soil moving before a spade. “I’m the legal parent and guardian of this lovely young lady,” said Annette, “and I’m paying for her drinks. Now, line them up.”

As she spoke, she slid over the booth next to Nora, pushing her body into her daughter’s. Nora felt pinned, trapped, even though she wasn’t really.

It was just that Annette felt so incredibly good against her. It was unfair. She was too pretty to resist properly.

“Ma’am, you can’t be serious.”

“We can talk all day about how serious I am. You can make me go back to my hotel, grab my papers, and then go out to another bar where they’ll be nicer to me. But then, you won’t get to stare at me all night from the bar like I know you already want to. Or my daughter there. Isn’t she hot? And you won’t watch us get drunk. And you won’t wonder...what might happen if I give them a few free drinks? What might happen if...they get a little sloshy? Will Mommy and Daughter start to make out, in their drunk lusty frenzy? Will they offer to suck some waiter’s cock in their wasted gratitude? Anything at all could happen, couldn’t it?”

Annette leaned forward, her cleavage showing. Slowly, she took a fifty dollar bill and pushed it into her cleavage.

“Or,” she smiled brilliantly, “you can take this token of my appreciation. And maybe some more later on in the night if you want. And we just see where the night takes us. What do you think of that?”

The barkeep now trembled with lust. His fingers slid into Annette’s cleavage and he grabbed the money. Annette’s fingers wrapped tight around Nora’s thigh, lust in control.

“Good boy.”

The waiter walked to the bar and returned shortly with their drinks. Annette lined up six in front of Nora, taking two for herself.

“I don’t require so much. And you really need to loosen up.”

“Where is Charlie?” asked Nora. “Why isn’t he here? What have you done with him?”

Annette began to laugh again, sipping slightly at her shot glass. “It’s more like what has he done to me
 . Fuck, I can’t remember ever
 feeling the way about anyone or anything
 the way I feel about him. You were talking about insanity? He’s driven me insane with his cock, I’m pretty sure. And I don’t care in the slightest. You won’t either. Have a drink, there.”

“I don’t want a drink. I want to know what your game is. Why are you doing this to us? Why are you...” her voice became a heated whisper. “...Why are you
 fucking my brother?”

Realization dawned on Douzten’s beautiful face, as if she thought herself stupid for the longest time.

“Is that
 what you’re getting your panties all twisted up about? Oh, darling.” She reached across the table and slid her fingers over Nora’s hand. “He’ll fuck you too. You don’t have to worry about that in the slightest. He wants to fuck you. Horribly. It was all I could do to make him not scream your name when he’s filling me up. And god, does he ever fill me up.” She giggled. “I think I’ll be pregnant before this trip is done. You can be too, if you like.”

The thought was so fiercely arousing, and delivered by such a beautiful vision of a woman, that Nora’s vision went sideways for a moment. Filled by Charlie. Like that. Filled until she was pregnant. Her body could barely stand having that many perfect words inside of her mind. She couldn’t imagine what it might be like to have that much cum in her—her brother’s cum. His hot, alpha, stud seed pouring into her body, loading her up with a special taboo baby made just by him and her.

“Oh yes, he’s far, far
 too much of a real man to not take you one way or the other. I thought I could manipulate him, it’s true. I thought I could wrap him around my finger. Have a little fun, like back when I was modeling. Keep it secret, something to keep my busy. God, I got into this life with your stepfather to make everything easy, but I didn’t realize how boring
 easy was. So...” her eyes glinted sharply. “I went after Charlie. But he...mmm. God, he...”

She drifted off. Nora took a long sip of the tequila, draining a shot glass. Hot now. Interested.

“He what?”

“He made me cum. Harder, faster, more times than I can count. And we’ve only fucked twice now. He...he...” A tear began to slide down Annette’s face. She finished her liquor shot. “I need
 him, Nora. And he needs you. So I need you to fuck him so I can have him happy.”

“But I...I thought...you were...”

“Only in it for the money? Trying to take advantage of you two?” She shrugged. “That’s how it started. But god, once I got a proper dose of Charlie’s cock, I learned how properly wrong all of that was.”

“You...you what?”

“What I can I say?” Annette giggled. “I tried
 that. I really did. But Charlie fucked all those thoughts out of my head. I think this is what I really wanted all along. To just be fucking owned
 by a man like him. An alpha male. I don’t care about taking advantage anymore. Besides taking advantage of you, I mean...or anyone else he wants me to.”

Annette’s hand rose up her thigh again, squeezing even tighter now. She crushed her beautiful body against Nora, sighing softly. Nora took another long drink of tequila. She was getting drunk, now. Letting this happen.

“You see, he works so, so
 hard to hide his impulses. Threw himself into charity. Tossed away that promising athletic career to devote himself to school activities. Didn’t you ever wonder why?”

Nora took another long drink and finished another shot glass. Only three shots left now. Her thoughts were fuzzy, her body warm. Annette felt so nice. Her voice was so soft.

“He said it was because...because he liked to...liked to help...people?”

“Don’t be stupid. Nobody likes to help people that
 much. He could have been at a university by now, training in their best camps. Instead he’s here. With you.”

Slowly, it began to dawn on Nora.

“He...he’s doing it all for me?”

“Well, he knew you weren’t that impressed with sports. And that you really seemed to like charity work. So that helped. But he was also afraid of what he would do on the field. If he gave in to that hot, masculine edge he had...that thoroughly combat-driven urge to conquer and destroy. Once he gave into it, even just once, he was certain he’d give in all the way...and then he would conquer you.”

“And now...now he has given in. Now he’s...he’s...you made him.”

“Well,” Annette bit her lip. “It’s more like he made me, at this point. I’m fucking crazy about him. I can’t explain it. His cock is my everything. I think I’m in love
 with him, isn’t that crazy? I've never been in love with anyone. Not your stepfather, God knows. But Charlie? Ugh.” She squeezed Nora's thigh hard. Their tits touching over the table. “I fucking worship him. He might be God, for all I know. Or care. All I really know is he wants to fuck you, and that means I’ve got to help him fuck you. By any means necessary.”

Nora gulped and took another shot. Two left, now.

The thought of Charlie having such absolute control over Annette simply because of the way that he fucked her was mind-meltingly hot. In truth, she had only told Charlie that she didn’t like sports as a way to avoid watching him crush his opponents at his games. If she saw him do that, then she didn’t think she would be able to contain herself for very long. If she had to see him covered in a manly sheen of sweat, the blood of the opposing players on his hands or face, his muscles burning with the exertion to exhibit his massive dominance on the field...

For fuck’s sake, she was only a woman. How was she supposed to resist that kind of temptation?

So she said she didn’t want it. And then he ended up being perfect anyway. Her cunt was on fire with these revelations from Annette. It took everything she had not to whimper and curl up into a ball on Annette’s lap, to have her Mommy (and oh fuck
 wasn’t it hot thinking about her like that) stroke her hair and tell her it would be all right, that Big Bro would take care of her, that her Big Bro Daddy Charlie was going to fuck her mind right.

Instead, she got up. Her stance wavered. God, she was really drunk already. That tequila went straight to her head.

“I...I have to go.”

“Where are you going to run, little one? We know where you’re staying. We have all your money.”

“Don’t be silly, love. I know what you want.”

“Shut up. You don’t know anything. You’re...you’re a third-class gold-digging bimbo who couldn’t think her way out of a burning paper bag.”

Nora walked unsteadily out of the bar. But Annette was right behind her.

The blonde’s soft hands came up on Nora’s back and then around her neck. At first, Nora thought the gesture was to calm her...but then Annette had herlocket in her hands, unbound from Nora’s neck.

“Wha—hey!” She lunged at Annette, but the drink had slowed her reflexes. Annette was too fast for her.

“This was from your old Mommy, wasn’t it? Charlie told me.” She held it up, sniffing. “It’s not that nice, you know. She probably got it at some junk shop, thinking it would be ‘classic.’ As if.”

Regret and sadness filled Nora. She had thought the same thing herself many times, but tried to quell the thought. “Why...why are you saying that?”

“Because, darling,” Annette drew Nora in, sliding the locket over their shared cleavage. “You’ve got a new Mommy now. A better one.”

Nora whimpered. She couldn’t touch the locket without touching Annette’s hot, perfect tits. And so she did...and her touch lingered, loving the feel of the fertile hot blonde on her fingertips.

Annette walked Nora to the nearby gutter, guiding her hand out with the locket held loosely therein.

“Let it go, sweetling.”

“I...I can’t. It’s all I have of her.”

“And what has she ever done
 for you, except make you sad? Give it up. Let it go.”

Annette held Nora tight to her fertile young body. Their female forms so alluring under the lamp light of the street. Annette's fingers pressed hard against Nora's clit now. Fingernails sliding into her juicy pink folds.

“B-but I...I...my mother...”

“Shh, darling. Mommy’s here
 . Mommy is right
 here. Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of you. I’ll make sure you feel good all
 the time. Won’t that be nice?”

Nora’s breath caught. It would be...be so wrong, so naughty, but so good,
 too, to have a Mommy who was there with her. Who was young and pretty and encouraging and

“Mommy could bathe you later. Once we get a nicer hotel. Would you like that? Swathing you together in a warm towel after we’re done. Holding you tight in my lap. And we could bring in Charlie to lick away happily at your pussy. Wouldn’t that be just terrific?”

“You’re just...j-just saying this because Charlie wants you to.”

“So what? We should do what he wants. He’s a hunk.”

“I know he’s your big bro...but he’s been more like a Daddy to you than anyone else, hasn’t he? Don’t you want to help me make your real Daddy happy?”


Daddy
 .

The word that set her world on fire. Even more than Mommy
 or Big Bro
 , Daddy
 did...things to her.

She’d never had a real, loving Daddy. Archibald was always so distant and cold. Charlie was the closest thing she had to one. If...if he
 wanted her to call her that, then she would. Unreservedly. Her pussy felt soaked with the thought, juices dripping all through Annette's fingers.

“I think that you want Charlie to be all those things for you. I think you want him to be your big bro. I think you want him to be your lover. I think you want him to be your boyfriend. And I think you want him to be your Daddy
 . I think you want Charlie to be that all-male for you, everything that has a cock and everyone who can fuck you beyond belief.”

Nora was sopping wet now. The smell was thick and hot. Her thighs slid together, trying to hide the hot liquid heat of her lust from escaping into Annette’s nose.

“Please...”

“Please, what? Please stop saying all the things that you’ve always wanted? Please stop telling you that it’s perfectly okay to want what you want? Let me let you in on a secret, Nora darling...” she leaned forward, her lips pressing against Nora’s gentle earlobe. “...everything you want from Charlie, I want too. And so does he.”

Nora moaned, hips bucking slightly. Wanting so badly to meet Annette’s fingers. They were right there, not far at all. She needed to feel them so badly.

“I tell you what, sweetheart. Let me lick you, okay? Let me lick that soft, hot little virgin pussy of yours. And if you’re not turned on enough by the time Charlie comes back with drinks for us, then I’ll drop the whole thing. I’ll buy you a taxi and a plane ticket tonight
 , and you’ll be able to go back to your normal, boring little existence.”

“And if...if I am that turned on?”

Annette giggled. “Then he’ll fuck you stupid. And me. Both of us. Because he’s that big of a stud.”

* * * * *
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W
 HEN THEY RETURNED
 to the room, Charlie was nowhere to be found. Annette didn’t seem to notice or care. She tossed the drunken Nora down on the bed and immediately ripped down the young beauty's tight leather pants. In seconds, Nora had her bare legs wrapped around Annette's beautiful head, pulling her in to her pussy.

Annette's tongue was perfect. Taking its time, licking Nora slow. Nora's juices were already everywhere by the time they had gotten into the room. Now they slicked up against Annette's lovely face, her virginal arousal evident. Annette licked up and down her clit, sliding the gentle press of her tongue muscles right where Nora needed it most. Keeping her directly at the edge of orgasm. It was so brilliant. Her body wracked with need.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god, Annette, please...please keep going...”

As if Annette had any intention of stopping. Her experienced, sexy tongue continued to work on Nora, raising her arousal still.

Nora felt only seconds away from cumming finally to her new Mommy's touch. She abandoned herself to the idea. She wanted it. And just as she was so, so close, just as it was a mere few seconds away from sliding into the unstoppable torrent of orgasm, Charlie showed up.

In the midst of her pleasure, Nora had no idea where he might have been. Outside. In the bathroom, maybe. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was there now.

There, and naked. His massive muscular form was godlike. Every part of him chiseled and ripped with strength. His abs a veritable eight-pack, like a ladder of lust down to his mammoth cock. His biceps pulsing with strength. Shoulders so broad, his thighs so dense.

Annette removed herself from Nora's pussy, her cheeks glistening wet with Nora's juices. Somehow, just looking at Charlie's hulking form was almost as good as getting licked by Annette. He was so perfect—and Nora knew she was going to finally have him inside of her.

Smiling, Annette moved up to Charlie, pulling him on the bed.

“Get him hard, Nora. Here, I’ll show you how.”

Taking Charlie’s cock in her hands, Annette slid her luscious mouth around the big meat, moaning blissfully as she took it in her body.

“Gosh,” said Nora. “She’s just...just sucking you.”

“Mmmhmm
 ,” moaned Annette. Slowly, she slid off. “Now, you try.”

Nora approached the cock somewhat uneasily.

“Go on, sis,” said Charlie. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

He took her by the back of the head and began to guide her in. Inch by inch, Nora approached the cock with her tongue out. The first taste she got was that of Annette’s saliva—it tasted like the bittersweet tequila she had at the bar mixed with Nora's own hot pussy juices. It was...tangy. Sweet. Yummy, even. Curious, Nora tried more, trying to lick it up. Her mouth moved up and down the long shaft, wanting to taste more and more of her Mommy’s taste. Softly, she began to moan with each new taste. After a minute of licking and kissing like this, she noticed that Charlie had become hard.

The cock stood before her totally erect. Totally proud. Long and thick, glorious throbbing veins on its side. It was so beautiful. Had she been licking that
 ? How lucky was she?

Had she been scared of that
 ?

How stupid could she have been? How could anything so incredibly masculine and perfect be bad?

“Now, take him into your mouth.”

Slowly, Nora obeyed Annette’s order. But she wasn’t slow because of hesitation anymore. No, she was slow because she wanted to luxuriate in this feeling. She wanted to be taken completely over by the sensation of feeling her big brother alpha male’s cock sliding slowly through her thick, warm lips for the first time. Her virgin mouth and his experienced, forbidden cock meeting. Her cunt pulsed with hot pleasure, practically singing at the perfection of thisentrance.

On the back of her head now, Annette’s hand guided her back and forth. Charlie’s hands were up behind his head, flexing as he pumped slowly into his sister’s mouth. He filled her mouth and then her throat, pushing in deep. Nora gagged slightly, but Annette calmed her body, gently massaging and relaxing her throat. Each new inch a struggle, but a pleasurable one.

Once far enough, Annette moved Nora backward, letting Charlie's cock gently slide outward, until just the tip was inside. Wrapped tight by Nora's hot lips. And then, Annette pushed Nora back in, guiding her daughter's head on Charlie's hot, taboo dick. They continued like this for several minutes, Nora getting her first real taste of what it was to be a proper good little girl for her big brother.

But eventually, Annette pulled Nora off Charlie’s cock.

“B-but...” Nora’s face was pure, hot, aroused disappointment. “Isn’t he supposed to...you know, cum?”

“He is, baby...but he’ll do that in your cunt. Won’t you, Daddy?”

Charlie leaned down and kissed Annette on the forehead, nodding gently. “That’s right, baby girl. Put her down on the bed for me.”

But Annette’s deviousness wasn’t entirely fucked out of her yet. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.

“She should see someone get fucked up close before she’s finally fucked, shouldn’t she? So she knows how good
 it can be.”

“What do you suggest?”

“I think you should fuck me while she sits on my face, Sir. That way, I can lick her...and you two can kiss...and you can empty inside of me and make her watch.”

Charlie smiled. “That’s a good idea.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Nora knew better than to object. The man had made the decision. She couldn’t interfere now. She felt so weak, so lightheaded. It was so much easier just to go along with everything they said.

Annette guided Nora down onto her beautiful face so that Nora faced down on Annette's body, toward her legs. The thick, blond hair Annette possessed worked almost like a cushion for the virginal beauty. Slowly, Annette began to lick—but it was more intense than it had been before. No longer with the gentle, light thrusts into Nora’s nub. No, now the licks were long and luxuriating, putting hard pressure on Nora’s body again.

She watched, with amazement, as Charlie’s thick, magnificent cock entered their Mommy’s tight cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Nora moaned. She didn’t know if it was from the pleasure of having her clit licked or from the amazement of watching that perfect entrance by Charlie into their mother. She didn’t care. All her pleasure was one now. There was no separating it. What was the difference between the white and yolk of an egg after it was cooked? You couldn’t take them apart no matter how you tried, and Nora was cooked now, thoroughly. Her mind scrambled specifically just for her Man.

“Cum in her,” Nora whispered, needing to see it. “Please do it? Please cum in her, Big Bro. Please? Please let me watch you fuck another woman. Get her...g-get her pregnant, please?”

Charlie just grinned. As if he could cum on command. As if he had just been waiting. He furiously increased the pace of his thrusts. Before, he had been fast but steady. Now, he became close to brutal, his fingers digging in tight on Annette's tits, on Nora's hips.

“Fuck your cunt,” he grunted. “Fucking...own
 your little body...”

Nora nodded, eyes wide. “Yes, you do! You own her, Sir. You own
 her.”

Finally, Charlie came inside Annette. Nora leaned in and kissed him hotly as he did, pulling him tight. God, she wanted him. Annette's tonguing efforts became completely unrestrained, hot moans exiting her mouth. Nora felt herself cumming at the same time, finally kissing her brother, Annette's tongue wild and hot on her clit. Her body thrummed with pleasure.

Charlie pulled out of Annette, still cumming all over the place. Spraying onto the sheets, onto Annette's body, the warmth globbing even onto Nora's form. Charlie took her by the shoulders and pushed her down, wasting no time. Staying hard. His cock finished cumming, but it stayed hard
 . God, how was that possible?

His cock felt huge, throbbing against her entrance. And then, with no warning, he was inside of Nora. Charlie finally, finally entered his sister.

The same time that he thrust his hugeness inside of her body, he tugged back hard on Nora's thick hair, pushing his length almost all the way inside of her virgin form. Her virginal resistance was like nothing to him, just like every other kind of resistance he encountered would be piledriven through.

“Oh fuck, Big Bro!” Nora moaned. “Oh god, oh god! You're so fucking big!”

Annette nodded wildly, wiping her sweaty, hot form into her man's. She had recovered, at least bodily, and was actively encouraging Charlie to fuck his sister harder. Cooing in his ear, pushing up against him as he fucked deeper and deeper.

“God,” grunted Charlie. “Even...tighter...than Annette.”

He fucked her harder and harder, unable to restrain himself.

Nora reveled in this hot feeling of perfect release. Never before in her life had anything felt so very right. She had been terrified, even in the moments leading right up to this, that she would feel violated somehow. That it would feel wrong. But it didn’t. It felt terrific.

“Oh god, yeah!” Nora cried. “Please...please give me your load, Sir.”

“You want it? You want my fucking cum in your belly?”

“Yes, big bro! Oh god, yes!”

“You want me to put a baby in your belly? Is that what you really want?”


Oh god
 . The thought drove her suddenly wild. Her pussy began clenching harder than ever before, the soft glove taking a firm hold of her love’s incredible cock.

“Yes, oh my god, yes! Give me your baby! I want you to fuck me pregnant, oh my god yes!”

“Do it,” Annette urged him, pushing on his back. “Fuck her pregnant, like she said. Fuck her as pregnant as you got me
 , baby.”

He wrapped his hand around her throat hard.

“Call me Daddy. You know it’s true. Tell me who I am.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Nora moaned. “Fuck me, please! I need it! I need your daddycock! I need your fucking daddyload filling me, oh my god please
 Daddy!”

The first thing Nora felt was warmth. Heat. It was perfect, so incredibly perfect, so much more than she ever could have dreamed. It felt almost intangible, like she was being flooded with someone else’s emotion, spraying up and down in her tight, tiny virgin canal. And then she felt all the hot stickiness of it, the stubborn gobs sliding up and down inside of her body. It was so right. Her body came instantly, and for a moment she felt her mind removed from the sensation because it was so intense. And then finally her brain caught up with the pleasure, and her mind blinked on and off, on and off, as pulse after pulse of intense waving pleasure struck through her body.

Charlie held her tight, their hips spasming together, bodies writhing in perfect unison that only kin could ever know.

Her brother’s cum in her. Her Daddy’s cum. Finally. Finally. She felt complete.

* * * * *
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H
 OURS LATER, AFTER
 they had fucked themselves into a state of exhaustion, after they all came down from the high of their shared lust, Charlie lay back in the hotel bed with Annette and Nora snuggled up against him.

The bed beneath them felt broken in half. They were definitely going to have to get a new hotel room. They could go to a new city. It wasn't like this one mattered, really. All that mattered was the three of them being together.

Charlie sighed, stroking the hair of his ladies. “I want to see you both with swollen bellies. Lactating together. Sliding your preggo bodies all over my cock. You got that?”

He sounded like he was just musing. Fantasizing. But of course, Annette took it seriously.

“Did you hear that, Nora?” Annette leaned in and grinned, kissing the dark-haired beauty briefly. “We’re going to raise our babies together. It’ll be so hot. We’ll be pregnant together, and your new Daddy will make sure
 to take care of us right.”

Nora kissed her back, finally. Sweet and hot. Giving and taking. “Thank you, Mommy. For making me understand what my big bro, what my Daddy...what he needed.”

Annette smiled, stroking her head. “Of course, darling. Mommy loves you.”

“I love you
 , Mommy.”

Then they snuggled back into Charlie’s massive form, their hands cradling around his cock. Hoping that maybe, just maybe, they could coax him to another hot ride.

# # #
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Sold! Owned by the Taboo Princes
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I
 was ready.


I knelt, bound, before my two dark-skinned princes. They would have me. The two imperial brothers, so perfectly muscular and handsome, would do whatever they wanted with me in this opulent palace bedroom.

And I would welcome every last, dirty, deviant act that they could dream of. My limbs bound with thick, soft ropes. My tightly toned ass desperate to be spanked with the crop I had given them. My entire lusciously curved body ached for their manhood, their princehood, to fill my needy holes.

I was ready...

* * * * *
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I
 SAW IT FIRST, LIKE
 you would see anything in a helicopter, from a distance. Even from far away, it was a gleaming white mountain of luxury shining out to the heavens. My heart caught in my throat, and I struggled to maintain my composure.

There. There would be my new home.

It would be understatement to say that I was adequately prepared for the opulence of the Palace Imperial. The majestic structure was home to the entire upper echelon of society in Bande, capital of Imperial Hundret.

Normally, the trip to the fifteenth level of the Palace Imperial was a process that could take individuals their entire lifetimes, never once earning the right to step foot inside the most sacred level of imperial privilege. I, a slave from Talnesha, arrived straight at the top on my first visit there, and all thanks to the Guild of Service.

The small helicopter I traveled in set down slow and steady. When we touched the ground, it was as smooth a landing as any could have been.

I was dressed simply—my lithe, toned form covered in a slight wine-colored gown with a scooping neckline went out of its way to enhance the swell of my already substantial breasts. My hair, pure Talneshan brown, but braided in the Imperial Hundret style, dangled down to nearly my waistline.

When I stepped out from the helicopter, I was greeted by a small, thin Hundret woman with dark brown skin and a gorgeously arranged curly hair. The day outside was a little windy, but only just, and the flowers arranged on her business suit waved slightly as she approached. The helipad we landed on was above a large series of apartments, all featuring with the white marble pillars and arches of the Hundret style. I could see satellite dishes and antennae on some of the roofs. Bordering the helipad were thick rosebushes, their red flowers apparently quite sturdy to stand up to the whipping winds conjured up by the landing helicopter.

The woman held out a hand to greet me. Immediately, I knelt and kissed it.

Being taller than her, with longer legs and considerably higher-heeled shoes on my feet, no doubt she saw it as something of an erotic gesture. As I had no idea who she might be—even my new owner, possibly—I very much wanted to leave the potential of my eroticism available to her. That was what I had been trained for, after all.

“Welcome to the Palace Imperial, Francesca,” she said, voice as smooth as silk. “We’ve been anticipating your arrival highly.”

“Thank you, Madam,” I said. These were the first words I had spoken in my new service, and I thought them good enough. “You are very kind to meet me here.”

“Madam, is it?” she laughed. “I’ll take it, though my name is Margot. Stand, please. We’ve arranged a suite for you at the other end of the Palace.”

I followed her through the large arches at the end of the helipad, and right away we entered a long hallway full of mirrors and portraits of Emperors past. To my pleasure, I recognized many of them; my extra efforts toward my education of their culture had paid off.

The Palace Imperial, as it was called, was built on top of a large hill in the middle of the Imperial capital, Bande. The walls of Bande had stood in place for nearly a thousand years, never giving way to any intruder nor insurrection. Even in the past century, with the advent of air power and artillery fire and all manner of immense bombs, Bande had remained unscathed.

As such, so had the Palace Imperial and its fifteen levels. Each level stood on top of the last in a sort of long, gigantic staircase, with the bottom level being the widest and longest. Every step, except for the top, featured two sections, equally divided. Half of the level was open to the air above, and the other half—falling beneath the “step” of the level above it—was underground. The underground workers were largely menial or utilitarian—butchers, janitors, handymen, electricians, grocers. Anything and anyone who kept the Imperial Capital running. The outside levels, on the other hand, renowned for their beautiful gardens, opulent water fountains, and spectacular views of the river and mountains just beyond the city’s limits, were reserved entirely for people of “status.” Dignitaries, ambassadors, lobbyists, bankers, visiting royalty and the like all made their homes there.

In this way, it was easy to discover what a person’s social standing was just by asking them where they lived. The fifteenth level underground (or “in step,” as it was known), for example, gave a person a higher status than the first level in step, but a lower status than the first level outside, or “out of step.”

The Palace Imperial was an immense building, built over a period of hundreds of years by thousands of laborers. Some freemen, some indentured, some outright slaves such as myself—though of course, not processed like myself. That sort of slavery—for labor—had long ago been outlawed in every state of Aurona.

The process was reserved more for engendering feelings of obedience and love of service in concubines and other such pleasure slaves. There was no real requirement for slaves of labor to feel love for their Masters, and with their lifespan so short (and often, tragically, shortened) no practical use for it either. And so, even though the process that had trained me to be so perfectly loving and obedient had been borne out from taskmasters trying to find the perfect manner in which to break the mind of a laboring slave, it was now reserved only for slaves such as I—made entirely for the pleasure of the men or women who owned us.

From what I had understood of my many lessons of Hundret culture, more than twenty percent of their economy for nearly a century had been devoted to building this enormous palace. Considering that, during that entire time, Imperial Hundret had spread its arms farther and longer than almost any other nation, and had managed to remain a strong player on the international stage for that entire time—putting down the Brickhill Rebellions (or two of them, at any rate) and fielding the largest land army in the second Eastern War—this was no small feat.

At the end of the long open hall of mirrors, Margot stepped into a portrait and roughly pushed it aside. We stepped together into a much smaller hallway, painted blue, which I assume Margot thought was more private, as she only then began to speak to me.

“I assume you have been told of your situation? You are now to be owned by royalty.”

“Yes, Madam. Or rather, I had inferred as such.”

“What were you told, exactly?”

“It was a silent auction. I had merely been informed, as was no more than my right, that a member of the highest station of Imperial Hundret had purchased me for his use.”

“I see. Then you don’t know quite everything. Your situation...” she stopped briefly, putting a hand to her head, “it is rather...unique.”

“I wouldn’t know, Madam. Politics are not my realm.”

“Neither are they mine. But I do pay attention, these days.” She paused, peering at me curiously. “So, you are perfectly prepared to serve two men at once?”

“I have been trained in all manner of lovemaking and pleasure, including service to two men at once. A slave has many holes, after all.”

She raised an eyebrow at this. Perhaps I had been too crude. My Trainer, Cochran, liked for us to talk dirty. To admit that we were nothing without cock in us, that we were made only for our three holes and to make babies. I had assumed, initially, that he liked this because all men liked this.

“That is not precisely what I meant,” said Margot. “By serving two men at once, I mean, specifically, that you will have two Masters at once. This is something they trained you for, also?”

The idea was rather foreign to me. “Do you mean I will have one Master and then quickly one after that?”

Margot had been perfectly clear. I think I said this only to try and negotiate with the notion in my head for a moment.

“Not at all. I mean it as I said. Two masters at once.” She gripped my arm. “At the same time, two Masters.”

“...I see.”

“So, they did not train you for that?”

“No, Madam.”

We finally arrived at my quarters. Across from the door was a small entry out into a balcony, beyond which were the Hule Mountains. Their wide, sweeping expanse was evident even through the small vantage I had through the door.

Inside, the room I had was small, but lusciously furnished. There was a wide bed at one end. Across from that was a velvet lined couch, the top of which was brocaded with some manner of gold cord. Thick black buttons the size of thumbnails dotted over the top of the back. On the opposite wall stood a tall chest-of-drawers, made from oak, I think, though it could have been cherry or walnut. I am not all that educated in the realms of that particular manner of wood. It would have held all the clothes I had easily in just one small corner of one of its drawers. I had no idea what to do with the rest of all that storage space.

Indeed, I had little idea what to do with the entire room. I had forgotten that so much personal space could be allotted for anyone, let alone a slave.

“...extravagant,” I said softly.

Margot raised an eyebrow. “What was that?”

“Nothing, Madam. Nothing important.”

“Very well.” She straightened. “As you are not familiar with the nature of your service, would you like for me to fill you in?”

“If it please you, Madam.”

Somehow, if it were possible, she straightened further. I got the impression that she was going to help me understand not because she particularly cared for me or my presence, but because the notion of someone not
 understanding some central role of theirs arrived to her as offensive.

“Well. There are two Imperial Princes here, as you must know, both technically the sons of Emperor Horace. Prince Cullen, he’s the elder, and Prince Frederik. They have been feuding for some time, mostly over who is the rightful heir to the Imperial Throne. Are you aware of this?”

“No, Madam.”

“It’s required information in these quarters. No doubt you will be asked to take a side. I suggest you do your best not to.”

“How is there a dispute? I thought...”

I trailed off, realizing that really, I shouldn’t think about it at all. A slave’s place was to obey, not to think.

“Go on,” said Margot.

“Well. Doesn’t it just go to whoever’s oldest?”

“Normally, yes. Prince Cullen is the offspring from Emperor Horace’s first
 marriage to the Baroness of Elstuary in the south. When the Baroness died, Gods rest her, the Emperor married the Duchess of Forinsworth, who already had a son, Frederik, who was older than Cullen. There are those who argue that the Duchess’s line is more noble in lineage than that of the Baroness, and besides which, Frederik is the elder of the two available heirs. So, does the line of succession go to the first natural son of the Emperor, or his eldest step-son?”

I took a minute to think that over.

“This is all rather confusing.”

“Yes. Don’t let it bother you too much. I simply didn’t want you to say anything too...off-color. Both princes are quite bristly when it comes to this matter, and being that you are the olive branch that his Imperial Majesty has decided to use to bring the two young men closer together...”

“I see. I will be shared so that they will learn to share. The Emperor bought me to give to them.”

Such arrangements were not entirely uncommon. I had heard of them more with rich estates. Even in those arrangements, however, one man was given primary ownership, and instructed to lend out his new property.

“Yes. You can see why, then, we spent as much money as you as we did.”

“’We,’ Madam?”

“The Emperor is known to take advice from all comers.” She blushed, just slightly.  “One last thing.”

“Yes, Madam?”

“Two weeks from today, there is to be a ceremony displaying the unification of purpose between the two heirs. Directly after that time, the Emperor will have to choose one or the other of the princes as his heir apparent, but as he would like a stable
 empire, he wants one of the two to abdicate their position publicly, and swear allegiance to the other.”

“I see...?”

Clearly, I did not see. On a nearby table was a drawing of a small meadow, probably somewhere deep in the mountains. For some reason, I felt a desire—quite short-lived—to flee there. Quickly, I staunched the feeling. I would do my duty, and obey, no matter what.

“We have tried everything to get the two princes to work with one another. Declarations by the Emperor. Trust workshops deep in the Hule Mountains. Pitting them against one another in fight training to let out their aggressions. All of it only served to heighten their desire to destroy the other. Perhaps, if we had another year and an expert psychologist, there would be much we could do, but right now, we are out of time and options.”

“That sounds difficult, Madam. I am sorry.”

Clearly, I still wasn't getting it.

“We have been told you are well-versed in the arts of...persuasion, shall we say?”

“I suppose so, Madam.” It dawned on me suddenly. “You want me
 to choose which one of the princes to become the Imperial Heir?”

“I did not
 say that. I merely mean to insinuate that part of your duties are to ensure that someone
 steps down. They would both be good rulers, and no doubt the threat of the other would be enough to keep them in line. It is up to you to convince one or the other to cooperate.” She walked over to the nearby closet, throwing it open. Inside were an incredible arrangement of shoes, lingerie, and clothing. “Now, let’s get you ready to meet your new owners.”

* * * * *
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T
 HE QUARTERS GIVEN
 to me were rather larger than what I was used to from training—all I had known during that time was the small four-cornered rooms for learning new skills and disciplines. A slave did not need much space, for example, to kneel in a corner, finger her hot pussy, and repeat the chant of service for hours.

And so, that was how I occupied my time until late afternoon, after unpacking my meager possessions and picking an outfit with Margot for my date that evening with Cullen.

At the designated time, I slipped into a violet gown with a draping v-neck, revealing all of my bountiful cleavage and considerably toned, soft torso, and had one of the palatial servants guide me to the left out from my room and toward Prince Cullen’s quarters. My tall heels clicked on the marble floors. I noticed, with more than a little satisfaction, that I caught the eye of several of the armed guards and puffed-up dignitaries wandering the halls.

Although in the past month—since I had learned I was to be sold to a person of some importance in Imperial Hundret—I had taken it upon myself to learn quite a bit about their culture and history, I still knew next to nothing about the individual who would own me. Or individuals, as I had found out.

I was a slave, sold as part of the Service Trade, and therefore registered in the Guild of Service. My Trainer, Cochran, was responsible for the finest slaves in the entire continent of Aurona, and known for his ability to create concubines who could easily keep up with the financial arrangements of wealthy businessmen or the deeply complex affairs of highest royalty.

My own training had enabled me to become a veritable expert in all manners sexual and passionate, and I was excited—after nearly six months of exclusively pleasuring fellow indoctrinate women and Trainer Cochran alone—to finally wrap my mouth around the cock of the stud rich enough to buy me. Trainer Cochran was especially proud of the way I had turned out: my absolute obedience, my attention to every detail, and my efforts in my outward appearance. I caught the highest price he had ever heard of, apparently—and to the most prestigious buyer, back from his home country.

Prince Cullen's quarters were guarded by large uniformed men with heavy automatic rifles in their hands. Beyond the front door was a short hallway lined with crisply attended-to ferns, fed sunlight from a series of windows overhead. Through the door at the end of the hall, I entered his study, where he was documenting figures off some log sheet.

“Right,” he said, without looking up. “Just a moment. Armies don’t feed themselves, you know. Or, well, they can
 , but nobody would much like...that...”

He looked up, slowly, eyes widening at my appearance. Warmth spread over me as I felt his approval of my appearance. It was so good
 to be wanted by your Master.

I was shocked, at first, at how young he was. I had been told he was eighteen, but there are all kinds of eighteen year-olds. I was eighteen, for example. He was the sort who wears his youth as an identity; the kind of athletic young male who you imagine when you think of the prototypical young man. Clean cut, square jawed, broad shoulders, cut from stone. He wore a tight military uniform with red trim, the collars of his shirt dipped in gold. His skin was, rather than the almost onyx, midnight color I had seen so frequently in the halls, a shade of dark brown, with hair that was dark and cut close to his skull.

“Francesca?” he ventured.

Very polite. Most often, an owner simply called a slave what she was—or more nastily-formed names.

“If you wish it, your Highness. I am to be called whatever you desire.”

“I desire to call you by your name, in that case.”

“Then you have it. Francesca, as you said.”

He stood up slowly, walking up to me stiffly. I could see, even with my head tilted down, that he was trying to discern the proper introduction.

“We need be only as formal as you like, your Highness,” I said, trying to calm him. “There is no real ceremony to owning a slave. Only pleasure, at your discretion.”

From the way he bristled at this, I could tell that I had mis-stepped.

“Formality is what keeps us from the animals,” he said, his voice as imperious as his office. “Without it, we are nothing more than savages burning to the ground every last beautiful thing we come across.”

“As you say, your Highness. My apologies.”

He seemed to relax slightly. “It’s quite all right. We shall learn one another, I expect.” His hands came out, and then retracted just as quickly. “I very much look forward to learning about you, Francesca.”

“You may touch me, if you wish it, Master. You may do anything at all.”

His hands slid over my shoulders, and then brushed my hair. He tilted my chin upward so that I looked him in the eyes.

“You are very beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you, your Highness.”

“Do you know that?”

“That I am beautiful?”

“Yes. I’m always curious if women know it about themselves.”

The window nearby was open, and a bird—and then two more—dropped down onto the balcony leading out from it. There was bird seed scattered there. I had to imagine that Cullen enjoyed watching the birds come down to feed as he worked.

“Your average free woman does not, I don’t think,” I said. “She is subjected to a great many ordeals, all of which are in some way based on her pleasant appearance or lack of. But it all boils down to sex, and whether she is any good at it. Rightly or wrongly, this is the basis of much of the interactions of the free world.

“For me, for any slave, it is different. We don’t have to try to be above sex. We are what we were born to be. So yes, I’m very aware that I’m beautiful. But it doesn’t matter to me all that much outside of a way to make you aroused, my Prince.”

“So you don’t care if I call you beautiful?”

“I enjoy your compliments more than almost anything else, my Prince. Feel me, here.” I took his hands to my soft, full breasts. They swelled at his touch, so rough and strong. “Can’t you feel how warm I am? How my heart flutters from your words?”

Touching me so intimately, so soon, clearly bothered him. He pulled his hands away—but slowly. I could not tell whether to be disappointed at his lack of enthusiasm or not. The strings of civility seemed tightly wound around him.

“But you said it doesn’t matter to you.”

“It doesn’t in the way that, perhaps, being royal doesn’t matter to you. But you still enjoy it when I call you my Prince, do you not?”

“I do,” he admitted. “Very much. You say it differently than others do.”

“Others do not carry the affection I do, my Prince. I say it with heat, with arousal, with need, with lust. My Prince
 . I say it with luster and with the knowledge that finally, at long last, after being trained for so long, I know the vehicle of my obedience. I say it with everything
 I have...my Prince.”

This had an effect on him. I could see him attending to his bulge in his tight pants. My soft lips made a small “o” shape. I wanted so much to suck his cock, to make him know what perfect service I could provide him.

“I should like to kiss you, young Francesca.”

Nodding eagerly, I stepped forward. My breasts pressed hard against his strong chest. “I would like that very much, your Highness.”

His lips passed over mine, firm and unyielding. Luckily for him, I was designed to yield. My body gave in to his immediately, sliding forward onto his firm man-body. Tenderly, he looped one hand around my waist, curious and probing. I guided it against me harder, urging him to press me into him. I wanted him to smother me with his weight.

Soon, he led me to the couch, sliding me onto his lap. I could feel the thickness of his manhood, the hardness of it, rubbing into my bottom. I ground harder, but he slowed my motions with a hand on my hips. I pushed my hand into his shirt, hoping to touch his skin, but again he slid me back down, making me wait. From these denials, my desire only became stronger. He was a much more patient person than I, Prince Cullen.

And so we passed many hours then, kissing on his couch, safely and sedately. In truth, I wanted more, so much more, but a slave is patient; and more important, a slave obeys.

* * * * *
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T
 HE NEXT DAY, I WAS
 scheduled to meet Prince Frederik.

I wore a tight violet dress that generously scooped underneath my breasts, pushing them up toward the air in a fetching manner. The dress was strapless, revealing large portions of my back and all of my shoulders, and to look somewhat dignified as I walked, I draped a long white shawl over my naked shoulders.

When I exited my quarters, Frederik’s own rooms were all the way on the opposite side of that step of the tower, on my right. If you will recall, this was the opposite of where Cullen’s were—to my left. I was, before the time was done, to be in the middle of these two hunks in many more ways than just that one.

The entrance to Frederik's room was covered in long scrolls and giant piles of books. It was hard even to make out where the different doors were. He was not even taking especially good care of his reading materials—old plates littered with half-eaten meals and unfinished bowls of soup were everywhere. I saw bottle after bottle of whiskey and wine filling the floor—one corner was entirely stacked with absolutely licked-clean tumblers.

A man who enjoyed his drink more than his food or duties, I expected. That was quite all right. I expected, as well, that he would have passions to match his appetites.

When I entered his sitting room, I found him laying upside down on a long couch, sipping acrobatically at a tall glass of whiskey. It was not quite the evening, though outside through the window,  the sun (which I saw only just barely over several large piles of historical books) was setting beautifully. Long purples streaks ruled the sky, cutting through fields of orange.

He was older than Cullen, nearly twenty-eight, and rather more gruff in his manner and appearance. His hair was shaggy and long, and a thick beard coated his jaw. He was broader, too, with much more man-muscle on him. The sort of thick, dense muscle that was used regularly, like you might see on a warehouse worker or a teamster. His skin was also of a darker color, more of the sort that I had seen more regularly in the empire thus far from my dealings with imperial servants and so forth.

In my studies, I had found that at one point, the color of skin had been almost a symbol of status in Imperial Hundret, much akin to where one lived in-step or out-of-step. Those with darker skin had not ever dared for higher office, and the browner-skinned individuals held most positions of authority, despite never being numerically superior to those with darker skin. This sort of barbarity had been phased out many hundreds of years before, but still some remnants of its ideology remained with the more stubborn and biased individuals. At any rate, it was just one more way to differentiate between the two Princes for me.

“Greetings, your Highness.”

He unrolled himself from his “seat” on the couch, stumbling through a series of books and knocking over several dishes. Miraculously, he kept his glass upright and took another long sip.

“Don’t start with me with all of that nonsense. You’ll call me Frederik, or nothing at all.”

I stayed quiet.

He looked just a bit puzzled. “You do know that means to call me Frederik, right? The second option isn’t really intended to be an option.”

“I...yes, your...Frederick.”

“Is it that hard for you?”

“I am trained to respect those with authority, Si—Frederick. My natural inclination is to bestow upon you a great many titles, so that your complete authority over my every desire, whim, action, and thought is more transparent. And, at the same time, more pleasurable.”

He walked around me, perhaps seeing me for the first time. His hands fluttered through the transparent material of my gown, and he pushed my shawl down. I let him, of course—it was his privilege to touch me as he wished.

“It does
 make you uncomfortable, doesn’t it? To not call me something.”

“Yes, Ma—Frederick.”

“Very well. You can call me...I don’t know. Sir. Or Sire. How’s that?”

“That would be wonderful
 , Sire.” My hands came up underneath my breasts, pushing them up fetchingly. “My Sir is so very kind to me.”

“You’re quick.” One hand slid over the twin tops of my cleavage, and I purred with appreciation. “I like that.”

“Thank you, Sire.”

Of course, having seen one now, and then the other, I had to start drawing comparisons.

Frederik was the man; Cullen was the station. Both could use a bit more of either. For Cullen, power was simply the structure of the world, and he existed at the upper echelon of the structure. Strangely, though, with the formality of his training, he was less inclined to use
 that power. He knew it too well as simply movements and forces, the way I understood an arch in a building as a shape more than I did as something that hands had made.

But for Frederik, power was people. With less of a station, and less formal training in his home country, he had learned that the way to owning others was not by arranging them in this system or structure, but by owning their souls, their hearts. By commanding them with the authority he found in his very presence rather than his birthright.

Cullen, a natural administrator. Frederik, a natural general.

“So you’ll just do...whatever and ever?” His fingers pinched down on one nipple. “I could do anything to you. Is that right, slave?”

I nodded, biting my lip just slightly. “Anything at all, Sir.”

He slapped my ass, then.

“Thank
 you, Sire.”

He slapped harder, no doubt marking my flesh beneath the thin fabric of my tight dress.

“Thank you, Sire,” I said again.

This seemed to please him greatly. He put his drink down on a bookshelf, ensuring that it wouldn’t spill.

“Take off your dress.”

I nodded. “Of course, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

Right away, I moved to do as he asked, and then remembered the zipper in the back. I turned to face him.

“Would you assist me with this, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His rough hands grasped the back of my dress. He let the zipper down halfway, and then, holding it firmly, ripped it off my body.

“How’s that?”

My heart was rushing. It was so incredibly hot to feel a man do that to your clothes. Of course, you have thoughts about replacing the clothes—how much it will cost, how much this or that is worth, and so on. But none of that really, actually matters. What matters most in the world is that a man you find desperately attractive has just gone out of his way to bare your body to him. And you want, no matter what, to show him that you appreciate what he’s done.

“Thank you, Sire,” I said softly. I shimmied slightly and let the ripped dress fall to the ground. “My Sir is very kind to show me his strength.”

He seemed not to notice the compliment, looking instead critically at the display I had created for him.

“You have very large breasts,” he noted.

I breathed in deeply. “Yes, Sir.”

“How is they stay in the air like that? It's not just that bra. It's barely there. You must be very young. How young are you?”

“I am eighteen years of age, Sire.”

“That explains it, then.”

He grabbed one tit, lifting it up and then smiling as it bounced back down into place. His touch sent electric current through my body.

“If I may further explicate, Sire?”

He shrugged, continuing to bounce and play with my thick titties. “Go ahead.”

“All slaves are subjected to a thorough process which alters everything about us, from our thought-patterns to our desired behaviors. A-ah!” He squeezed a nipple roughly. “Thank you, Sire. Our entire body chemistry is rewired for aesthetically pleasing service. So, if, for example, even if I was much older, my breasts would still be this firm and bouncy. Though, it must be said, older slaves do not indoctrinate with as much ease as I did.”

This revelation, or series of revelations, seemed to give him pause.

“They’ve really done a number on your brain, haven’t they?”

“I am thankful for it, Sire. My thoughts are filled with obedience to you. You are the only source of possible stress in my life. How much stresses you out on a given day?”

I wanted to continue on, to explain how no matter his stress, I would gleefully attend his body. There are a great many schools of massage from all around the continent, and my Trainer ensured that I was well-versed in them. But a great cloud suddenly loomed on his face, and, recognizing his displeasure, I ceased all speech and movement.

“And my brother, you mean. My brother,
 ” he spat. “And Cullen, you mean.”

“Sire?”

“Do not fence
 with me, slave. You are obedient to Cullen as well. Not
 just me.”

Suddenly, he slapped me. I fell to one knee from the blow, crying out just slightly. The pain licked all of my pleasure circuits, making my cunt wet with need.

“Thank you for the honor of your touch, Sire,” I said, meaning it completely. No slave was complete in his or her process without a severe masochistic streak. “And, may I mention, that should you desire to fuck me...you will have done so before Prince Cullen.”

When the sweet, blissful pain of his slap had left me, I noticed that he had taken his pants all the way down. His cock, proud and hard, stood out in front of him. Right away, instinctively, I began to drool. I wanted him inside me in any way that I could have it.

“Turn around,” he said. His voice was thick with whiskey and with lust.

“Yes, Sire.”

I turned and placed myself on my hands and knees, head arched up, belly drawn into my stomach. His entrance into me was shocking and wonderful. He wasn’t just big—he was enormous
 . His big black cock filled the entirety of my tight, needy canal, and I could feel my walls tightening down on his throbbing meat with perfect, aching need as he began to thrust in and out of my body.

Harsh and swift, his hands started to come down on my ass.

“Thank you, Sire!” I moaned with each strike. “Thank you, Sir!”

He struck my ass harder and harder, no doubt bruising my skin. I didn't care. I wanted
 it. I loved
 his attention. I wanted the pain. It only fueled my pleasure, fueled my desire to feel his obedience. I knew that to give pain like that, he must have been full of stress. Full of anger and heat. I wanted to be his outlet.

As he spanked me, his thrusts into my tight body only increased. My heavy tits shook harder and harder as his frequency cranked up. The sound of his flesh powering into mine, the sound of my big titties slapping against my body as he took me over completely, filled the air of the study.

Grunting, his slaps began to taper off, and his hands swallowed my waist, pulling me close. With hot, heavy spurts, his cock spasmed inside my cunt and filled me with his seed.

He would have known I was a fertile slut, made for breeding as much as I was for fucking. Very easily, he could have made me pregnant that very night. I would have welcomed it. I would have thanked him for it with days of blowjobs.

“That’s all,” he said, pulling off and out of me. “That’s all for tonight. No more.”

I could have been mistaken, but it’s possible that in his eyes I saw great terror at what he had done to me. The marks he left on my pristine polished ass. But that could not be—for I had enjoyed every last blow he had given me greater than the one before it. Cried out my thanks every time. For me, the night had gone perfectly, up until the point he told me to leave.

Of course, I obeyed, and left as soon as I had gathered myself and the remains of my tattered clothes around me. I took them up not because I felt shame at my nakedness in the halls, but because I did not wish to dirty his area further.

This Prince would need something of a gentle hand, I decided, to let him know that he was well within his rights to abuse my ass, and any parts of my body, as he wished.

* * * * *
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M
 Y DAYS IN THE PALACE
 Imperial, at that time, were not especially interesting. Both of the Princes were busy during the day taking care of their Princely duties. I never met the Emperor, and nor did I expect to, consumed as he was with running the entire Empire. As such, I spent most of my time in my quarters, performing my chant and waiting to be called upon.

The night after Frederik took his privileges with me, Prince Cullen decided that I was to be honored by being called into his quarters. As the dress I had worn with Frederik had such lovely results, I wore a similar outfit this time—though red instead of violet. I hoped the turn of my long legs and display of my proud, large breasts would be enough to encourage Cullen to be more forward with me this time.

When I got there, right away I could tell the tone was to be much harsher than the last time I was there. Perhaps it was the lateness of the hour, or the way in which the windows were shut and the only light came from the small lamp on his desk, but in any case, I knew straight off that Cullen was upset.

“I understand you recently spent time with my rival, Frederik.”

He sat on the front of his desk, one hand covering his face.

“That is correct, your Highness.”

“Tell me what the two of you engaged in. Spare me no detail.”

I gulped. I did not want to disobey, and knew that I would tell him, but at the same time, I was fairly certain that what I would say would upset him.

Over the next few minutes, I revealed it all. The slapping, the spanking, the brilliantly furious sex.

When I finished, I found that I was wrong. He was not upset. He was furious
 .

“Show me,” he demanded. “Show me right now
 .”

Knowing what he meant, I turned around and lifted up the tight hem of my dress, showing him the marks on my ass.

“I cannot believe this! He has harmed
 you. You! Who could not harm him back! What sort of monster
 is he?”

I turned back around, stepping closer to Cullen.

“No, please, my Prince, do not be angry.”

“Do not be angry?” His face flamed. “Do not be angry
 ? After how he treated
 you? I must fight him. I must harm him, now
 , to show him what happens
 when he takes advantage of innocents. I must...must...”

As he paced and built up his fury, I had followed him, sliding my hands down his pants and around his cock. Within moments, I had him entirely unbuckled, stroking him soft and sure.

“Shh, my Prince,” I cooed in his ear, stroking his cock. “It is all right. It is all quite all right.”

He seemed stunned by my forwardness. Had no one taken him in such a passionate embrace before?

You could easily imagine such a thing happening. A prince like him, who had been trained and educated to operate exclusively with impeccable etiquette. Not a single woman taken advantage of, nor any fetching suitor cornered at a ball to fill with tall tales about all the honors he would bestow upon her should she favor him with a quick blowjob behind the curtains where no one would see.

Romance was a thing of abstracts for him—strange whispered signals that had no basis in reality, men and women operating in a series of satellite movements for one another on some esoteric gravitational path that had no pull on the planet he stood on. If he were to have a wife, it would be arranged for him by someone else, and no doubt she would have been in the same boat as he. Perhaps they would have discovered what passion was only years into their union, maybe even only after discovering that their only true passion was a dislike for one another.

Not so for a slave, such as I. I knew that passion was a created constant—that it had to be worked at and manufactured regularly, even among the people who love one another. I knew that despite all my obedience, unless my princely Master knew the thrill of my touch on a regular, erotic basis, he would never know all the unique and varied ways I could serve him and him alone.

And so I stroked his beastly, huge brown cock, smiling and moaning softly. I wanted him to know how badly I loved to touch him, how great my desire was for his cock and his cock alone
 in that moment.

“Please let me keep stroking, my Prince? My Master
 Prince?” I asked. “Won’t you please? I need to stroke your cock...I need to feel it. I want to know what your cock feels
 like as you pulse in my hands...yes, like that!” I gasped, happy at his response. “I want to feel what your cock does when you explode, when you cum like only you
 can cum. I want to know it intimately, Sire. I want to feel it so deeply that it is etched into the palms of my hands, please
 Master...

“Oh...my god. Francesca...I...”

He bucked in my hands, his body first tense, then relaxed, then tense again.

“Do you like it when I call you my Master, my Prince? Does that please you?”

“Y-yes. Very much so.”

Soon, I was kneeling before his majestic cock, stroking it still. Every few strokes I would push forward, sliding my tongue along its surface, licking up the delicious salty product of his precum spasms.

“Please, cum on me, Master? Cum on my face? Cum on your slave
 , please?”

“Oh, Francesca...” he moaned, his body trembling with pleasure. “You have me so close.”

Encouraged by this, I stroked all the harder. My gentle, soft hand slid up and down his thick, magnificent rod, urging him still.

“Please cum? Please
 cum, Master? Please cum
 , Master? Please cum, my
 Master?”

Hips thrashing, he came, finally, all over my face. I eagerly lapped it all up, staring up at him with obedient, servile eyes.

“That’s enough,” he said suddenly, pulling away from me. “Enough for today. Leave me now.”

Still a bit blissed out from just feeling the cum of my Master on my face, his words—and command—didn’t quite register with me.

“I can stay if you’d like, Master...”

“Did I mince my words? Leave, slave!”

Of course, I obeyed, some cum still on my face as I exited out into the hall. As I left, I made a careful note of his sudden embarrassment.

Was he ashamed of his desire to be called Master?

* * * * *
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A
 WEEK PASSED, WITH
 my days split between Frederik and Cullen. The date of the ceremony was fast approaching. I still had yet to convince either to talk with the other; all they really wanted to do was use me sexually.

Which, of course, I was all for. I am, after all, terrific at sex.

Neither mentioned their previous embarrassment with me. In fact, both had begun to not speak to me at all. Cullen would pull me into his quarters, and expected right away for me to say nothing and to give him a silent, obedient handjob.

Frederik, on the other hand, ordered me to get on my hands and knees and stay silent as he drove his cock into my waiting, fertile cunt.

Both men apparently abandoned what they enjoyed the most—what embarrassed them the most. The spanking and slapping for Frederik, and any hints of calling Cullen my Master.

This was quite all right. These sorts of things took time for anyone to accept. Everyone thought their kinks deeply forbidden when, most of the time, they were as natural and wonderful as could be.

But, in my role as concubine, I was also expected to facilitate some
 agreement between the two.

Typically, a concubine was used primarily for sexual purposes for the first several weeks of her tenure. Over time, she would be able to reveal to her mated lover that she was capable of vast discourse on all manner of subjects.

But, I had only been given two weeks time with which to formulate some meaningful dialogue between myself and two
 princes, not just one. If I’d had a month, it perhaps would have been doable, but with just a week left, it seemed hopeless.

I said as much to Margot, who rejected my protestations out of hand after she called me into her small steward's office to discuss the matter.

“This is what we bought you for,” she said, reviewing several documents for the upcoming ball. “And you tell us now that is not achievable?”

“I am
 doing my very best, Madam, I assure you—”

“I’m well aware. You can do no less, can you?”

I nodded firmly. “That’s correct.”

“And you were the very best we could buy. And yet here we are, with a goal that cannot be reached in the time it needs.” She sighed, setting her documents aside. “I need not tell you again the gravity of the situation, Francesca.”

“No, Madam.”

She stood up and began to rifle through a nearby cabinet. It, like her desk, was layered with documents and letters and a great many manila folders. Continuing to search, her entire body seemed swallowed up by the cabinet, until she was in almost more than halfway. Finally, she pulled out with a large bottle in hand.

“I happen to know that this particular vintage of whiskey,” she placed the oblong bottle in my hands, “is Prince Frederik’s favorite vintage. It is more than possible that he will view this gift with some gratitude. Tell him you got it from, oh, I don’t know. Say it was a gift from some visiting noble’s slave, perhaps, congratulating you on your high station. It’s not so very unusual to happen.”

“Thank you, Madam.” I held the bottle up. The liquid inside was thick and brown, almost red, and had a luster akin to polished cherry wood. “I shall put this to good use, I assure you.”

“Our very kingdom is on the line, my dear. Please be sure that you do.”

* * * * *
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L
 ATER THAT EVENING
 , I met with Prince Frederik, as had become custom.

He’d had rather a bad day, as it turned out.

You would think that a Prince might have his days free and his nights freer. Not so for Imperial Hundret, whose pragmatic people, willing as they were to shower their royalty in opulence, quite expected their leaders to work for their high station and luxuries.

Frederik’s division of responsibilities consisted of a great many executive branches in the government—including economics, military, infrastructure, and more—but on that particular day, what was giving him the most headaches was the price of grain.

“These damned Berokians!”

I heard him yell this, followed shortly by several thuds and a crash, right as I approached his door for the evening. After I entered, I saw him in a state, with his computer overturned to the floor and his phone smashed against the wall. Apparently, the Berokians and their network of spies had further delayed a shipment of grain to the capital, exacerbating the problem of feeding the many inhabitants and citizens of Bande.

In short order, I revealed to him the gift of the whiskey. For many hours beforehand, I had practiced and perfected my cover story for holding the gift, as Margot had instructed. I even found out the name of the sub-slave who would have been at work for the slave Tatiana, belonging to the Count of Heraten, whom I had picked as my “benefactor.” Through careful inquisition, I discovered their exact date of arrival in the palace, when they would leave, and the stops they had made on the way, should I need to talk about the particulars of the conversations we “had” with one another.

None of this was necessary.

Frederik took one look at the bottle I presented him with, and with the pressures of the day weighing heavily on his mind, he immediately popped it open, becoming rather drunk in less than half an hour. As he drank, he bid me to sit on his lap, occasionally taking my own sips of the very strong, and very bitter liquid. I do not particularly care for the taste of alcohol or the effects it has on my performance as a lovemaker—like with most activities, alcohol seems to improve the sensations but in fact only dulls your mind to the real pleasures that wait therein—but like most men who drank heavily, Frederik did not like to drink alone. His pleasure was paramount to me, and so I took my sips dutifully, gaining a slight buzz as he got somewhat sloshy.

“I am very sorry you are upset, Sire,” I said finally, after his muscles started to relax.

“It’s not your fault.”

My hands slid down to his crotch, grasping there for his meat. He did not object.

“It’s not the Berokians fault either, damn them.”

“May I ask what is bothering you, Sir?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Yes. Sure. Why not. It’s this ceremony. You know about it, I have no doubt. I have no doubt, indeed, that that’s why you were given to both of us. Father’s political instruments are about as blunt as my cock.”

“Then might I assume they could easily be equally as effective, Sir?”

“Ha!” He squeezed my tight, encouraging me to massage his cock all the more. “They might, at that.”

The time had come, with him so drunk, to take a risk.

“Might I ask what is, according to you, the real source of the problem between you and your brother?”

The whiskey had a strong smell to it. Over time, it had clung to his mouth. He took me forward and bid that I kiss him, and I did, gladly. The taste of the whiskey suited him; he was a whiskey sort of man, so broad of shoulders and muscular. Eventually, he pushed me back, and I thought that was all the answer I would receive.

But then, he said, “He did not come to my mother’s funeral. I won’t forgive him for that.”

“Did he have any reason?”

“Oh, certainly. Cullen always has his reasons. Haven’t you listened to him? He as reasons for all the shitty manners in which he acts. 'Formality' this and 'tradition' that. It's all a cover for him wanting to be an ass.”

“That certainly sounds frustrating, Sire. But still, it seems as though the empire needs some sort of leadership.”

Briefly, he laughed. “True enough.”

“Do you think it would be possible at all for you two to talk?”

His drunk thoughts processed this over a great length of time as I stroked his cock through his pants—so great, in fact, that I had started to think he had forgotten I asked.

“Sure,” he said finally. “Sure. Put it down for tomorrow’s schedule.” He tapped one thick finger down on his date book. “Put it down! I’ll talk to him. If only to tell him what an ass
 he is.”

That would have to do. As long as the parties were talking, for whatever reason, then diplomacy was possible.

* * * * *
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A
 S I HAD EXPECTED,
 Prince Frederik passed out before we were able to make much headway with lovemaking. He was too fond of that particular whiskey and had suffered through too poor of a day to do otherwise. Still, in the future, I would try and entreat him to drink a little less, so that I might ease his pain in other, more effective manners. Manners, of course, that involved his preciously hot load piling into my needy, servile pussy.

The grain issues with the Berokians actually caught the attention of Cullen as well, as he was charged with feeding the military. He’d had to jump through a great many hoops to arrange some new influx of steady food for them, keeping him completely occupied while Frederik remained busy with trying to solve the initial problem. Meanwhile, I spent my time learning the castle, reviewing the names and duties of the various servants on the fifteenth step, and exploring the in-step as much as I dared with my armed escort.

Before I knew it, the ceremony was just two days away, and Margot still breathed down my neck at least twice a day asking for what progress I had made. All I could admit to was all that happened—that Frederik had agreed to meet, and that I waited to speak with Cullen for any forward movement.

My chance came quite late in the evening, nearing my normal bed time. I was dressed in little more than a night gown and tight, smoky black stockings (which I wore always when going to sleep, just in case of such an event as this) when I arrived at Cullen’s quarters at his behest.

He invited me to his bedroom, which was odd for him, and sat me down across from him at a small table. I imagined he took his breakfasts there, and perhaps some lunches and dinners as well. I could see the ring marks from his cups, the marks where his knife has missed their mark on the plate.

Very shortly, unusual for him, he got straight to the matter at hand. “I must admit to some jealousy, slave.”

“Oh yes, my Prince?”

“Yes. I...when I heard what Frederik had done to you, I was envious. I wanted that, from you. I thought to warm you up to such lengths, to let you slide in to the depths of my depravity.”

I tried not to laugh. Instead, I smiled as warmly as I could. “My Prince, let me assure you that no matter how low you may consider your depravity, should you simply order me to celebrate it, I will do so, and sincerely. This is the extent of my obedience to your honor.”

He stood up now, hands clasped behind his back. Clearly, no matter what I said, he expected to shock me. I tried to imbue my voice, accordingly, with some manner of awe—I thought it would please him to have his expectations fulfilled in this manner.

“I am a fan of bondage, slave. Does that surprise you?”

I smiled warmly. “Nothing at all would surprise me when it comes to you, my Prince.”

“I have materials. May I show them to you?”

“Please, my Prince. I would adore to see what you have for me.’

He brought out his ropes, then, from a small cabinet near his bed.

I was surprised by the quality of the material he had chosen. Even without touching them, I knew they were soft and strong, the cords springy and full of give, even though they would hold me firm. Often in training, I would hear of Masters who wanted to play with ropes, but would fail to use the correct kind. They might grab bungee cords or the sort of rope you use for sailing, cutting off circulation or leaving unsightly marks on a slave’s hands. Not the sort of thing you wanted to subject an object of beauty and subservience. When he first mentioned ropes, I had some apprehensions, but I knew it would be a simple thing to guide him through the process of tying me safely, and perhaps even to send a girl to my room to retrieve the ropes I possessed for this very purpose.

But that was unnecessary, as he clearly knew what he was doing. No doubt any knots he tied around my wrists would be completed with the utmost care and precision. I wonder who taught him such things, or if anyone even had to. There was an abundance of videos on the internet available.

“I would be delighted beyond measure to have you tie me up, my Prince. I would love it. If it please you, I will beg for it. In fact, I might beg for it anyway, unless you order me not to...Master.”

At the small inclusion of the title, I could see him stiffen and then relax. His bulge pressed forward in his pants just slightly.

“Does that really give you pleasure? To call me Master?”

“Very much, Master. That is what you are to me.”

“I like it also. I think I like it better than you calling me your Prince.”

“Then, Master, so long as we are alone, and you feel safe, that is what I shall call you. Does that please you, Master?”

Taking my hand, he guided me up from my seat and pulled me against him. For a long while, we kissed, our tongues searching fruitfully for one another. I could feel his thick brown cock hardening against my legs, and I wanted so very
 badly to do every last thing he wanted.

Finally, he ended the kiss, cradling my delicate face in his big, strong hands.

“I shall tell you, my dear, that I have a great many desires when it comes to you. But I am not without my gentlemanly qualities. Whatever you want in return, I shall strive to give it to you.”

“Speak with Frederik,” I said right away.

He balked slightly, his hands dropping from my face. “I supposed I should have told you whatever you want within reason
 .”

“You asked me. That is the request. If you do not wish to fill it, that is your business. I am still happy to comply with whatever you want.”

He and I both knew, however, that his own formality required that he honor the request. He stepped away, shaking his head slowly.

“Why is that you want us to speak so badly?”

“Frederik has mentioned his unhappiness, at several points, with the state of affairs between you.” This was a lie, but only sort of one, so I let it slip. “As his happiness is paramount to me, as is yours, I assumed that you might feel the same way.”

He frowned. “Perhaps. He truly said that he was unhappy about the manner of our relationship?”

I shrugged softly. The strap of my gown fell down, and I watched Cullen’s eyes follow it to the curve of my breasts. “In so many words.”

“Very well,” he said. “But this shall have to come at another time,” he tossed the ropes aside to his bed. “The prospect of speaking with that boor has ruined my mood.”

“Perhaps, then, it might expedite things to speak with him as soon as possible? After all...the quicker you tell him off, the quicker you shall be able to be here, with me.”

This seemed agreeable to him, and right away we began to make arrangements.

* * * * *
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I
 BID FOR CULLEN TO
 meet me at my quarters in precisely one hour’s time. Then, moving swiftly, I sent a servant to Frederik’s quarters to request his presence for fifty-five minutes time. I assumed—correctly, it turned out—that Frederik would arrive five minutes late, as he often did around court. Thus, the two arrived at my door at exactly the same moment. I wanted this, if only to encourage them, via structure, to begin to do some activities with one another.

Perhaps you may have guessed already that I had quite
 the group activity planned for the three of us. Being a slave designed for pleasure, I knew only of one surefire way to ensure cooperation between two gorgeous, headstrong, big-cocked men.

Before opening the door to receive them, I heard them bickering with one another. I heard tones more than voices—Cullen’s naturally imperious voice rising to even higher authoritative tones, and Frederik’s disgruntled grumble quick avalanching down to a rocky cavern of disapproval.

Smiling as prettily as I possible could, I opened the door, and immediately their talking ceased.

My outfit was, clearly, beyond what they had expected—either of them. As I knew this day would come (or very much hoped
 it would, at any rate), I had prepared accordingly.

My two-sizes-too-small corset was inlaid with the finest jewels available, shining diamonds and rubies glittering all around my breasts. A thin trail of jewels led down my cleavage, making it glitter. A body chain wrapped around my neck in a thin collar and back around my hips. The same was true of my panties, purest silk, but the edges lined with more jewels. Stockings adorned my legs, as before, though I had traded them out for a shade of deep blue, the better to match the material of my panties. Tall, sexy heels decorated my feet, towering six-inch platforms that wrapped over my ankles and toes with slender, delicate straps. Long gloves, silk with flames embroidered around the edges, slipped up my arms just past my elbows.

“Please, Sirs,” I said, standing aside, “do come in.”

They each passed me, mouths hanging open, staring down my open and inviting cleavage and wide, fertile hips. Soon, I led them into the bedroom, and drew them both next to the bed.

“I thought this the easiest place to talk. It is where I am most comfortable, after all.”

Each nodded slowly, still staring at what my spectacular outfit did for the display of my body.

“My princes...my dearest princes.” My hands went up to their faces, and I pressed my body against theirs. “You both make me so very, very
 happy. Can’t you see that?”

Frederick shifted his collar. “I can see that what I’m doing for you is clearly spilling over into whatever paltry efforts he’s giving out.”

“Hey,” said Cullen. “If anyone
 is creating a surplus of desire, it is me.”

I hate to be firm. I hate to be insistent, to be heard. But these two were going to tear one another apart, and in the process, my will to live. And I could not allow that...not when my will was so entirely based on their pleasure. I wouldn’t let them ruin the perfect pleasure I could give them.

I stamped my foot down twice, breaking the heel of my shoe. “Your Highnesses
 .”

They both turned back to me, stunned.

“Please
 be civil, Sirs. Please? Listen to me, just for a moment?”

Both were so taken aback at my insistence that I believe they complied more out of curiosity and general startlement than any sort of desire to do what I asked. Truth be told, that’s how I would like it.

“You are both
 incredible, incredible
 men. I wish you each
 would believe me when I tell you this. If only you believed me, Cullen, when I tell you how amazing you are. How gentle, how furiously passionate, how handsome, how generous and how lovely. And you, my dear, perfect Frederik. So righteous, such conviction, with such desires
 that you need enacted and from a body so strong and brutal. If you believe me when I tell you
 that, Cullen, how wonderful you are, oughtn’t you to consider that perhaps when I tell you that Frederik is lovely, I am speaking the truth?”

Logic is a stupid tool in an argument. It is often used poorly, and more often misused for manipulation. You can logic your way into almost any sort of conviction, which is the problem with it in the first place. But, men respond to it. Isn’t that silly? In matters of emotion, where feeling is king, they want to break everything down to cause and effect, to logical chains of events and correlations. Luckily for me, I was trained by a man who knew this exact truth.

Slowly, Cullen nodded. He looked even slightly sheepish.

“Frederik. You see he will listen to reason. Will you? You know what I say to him could be applied the same way to you.”

Frowning a bit, he had to nod. He would not like
 it—that would come in just a moment, when I made my next suggestion—but he could see the sense
 in it.

Men! All they want is a good reason to do what they want to do anyway. Once you give it to them, the rest is quite easy.

“Thank you. Now, I have a proposal for you.”

“We know,” said Cullen. “You want one of us to abdicate before the ceremony.”

“Not at all. That is something to discuss later though, you are correct. Rather, Sirs, I would like to propose that you both fuck me.”

“We are fucking you, Francesca.”

I smiled adroitly. “Oh yes, Sir. And incredibly well. Both
 of you. But I would like for you both to do it...at the same time.”

At first, both shook their heads.

Then, I reached forward began to stroke their cock through the fabric of their hands. With their thoughts thus dulled, I drew Frederik in for a long kiss, guiding Cullen in to my cleavage. And then I switched over, still tasting of Frederik no doubt, and began to kiss Cullen, pulling Frederik down to the same breasts where Cullen’s saliva still sat.

“Please fuck me, my Princes?” I moaned, pushing my tits into their faces, their bodies. “I need your brother cocks both inside me. Both at the same
 time, please?”

Their desire was too great now. I had them.

“Okay,” said Cullen. “Yes. Let’s do this.”

“Yes,” said Frederik. “I want you. I don’t care.”

“Wonderful, Sirs. Thank you so
 much.” I stepped away just briefly, smiling as they stepped after me in time. “If it is all right with you, I have some gifts?”

Neither had an objection. I bent over at the waist, letting them admire my tight, perfectly shaped ass, and searched through the trunk at the foot of my bed for their gifts. Very soon, I had them.

With a bit of a flourish, I handed the crop to Frederik. “For you, Sire.”

It was a long device, a thick leather band at one end tinged with red. He grinned, slapping the thick leather down on his hand.

Then, I bent over—making myself an available target for a playful slap from Frederik's new crop, which I moaned at—and took the gift for Cullen.

“For you, my Prince.”

He took the ropes with a grin, smiling broadly. They were of a kind like what he had used, though wine red as opposed to black.

The two took a moment to look at one another's gifts.

“I didn’t know you were so kinky, Cullen.”

“I didn’t know you
 were so kinky, Frederik.”

They both laughed—perhaps the first laugh they had ever shared together.

Biting one lip, I presented my wrists to Cullen. “I think if my Sire is fucking my cunt from behind and slapping my ass, my hands shall be flailing all about the place, causing quite the problem. Won’t you please tie them up?”

Cullen smiled.

Within minutes, he had my hands bound behind my back, wrists completely encased in rope. But, building on my suggestion, he actually wrapped my breasts and neck as well, tying the cord around my hands to the harness built around my torso. Now, either man could grab me at will without risk of injuring me. A smart and devious man, my Prince Cullen.

Soon, both brothers were naked, with me on the ground between them. Cullen took the front, and Frederik my fertile cunt.

“I've fucked her here so many times,” said Frederik, “I'm sure to get her pregnant soon.”

“Not if I do it first, brother.”

Thus challenged, Frederik entered his dense black cock into me roughly, holding me in place with the harness around my back. With my head pulled backward, it was easy for Cullen to slide his hard brown member straight into my mouth. And thus held, they began to piston me back and forth between them. Frederik pushed me forward onto Cullen's cock, and Cullen back over into Frederik's furious pumping, and then back again.

My luscious, curvy body was completely full of their immense meat, all of my service-made body crying out with the need for more, more! I loved having the rods of these brothers meeting inside my slave body. These twin Masters used me just how I was made for, showing no mercy. Cullen pistoned into my mouth, fucking my throat furiously with a firm grip on the ropes. In fact, his hands came up over Frederik's at times, holding his brother close as he drove his manhood into my eager body.

As the same time, Frederik unleashed into me from behind, slapping my ass and back with the crop, beating me as he liked. As he had earned, as he deserved, as far I was concerned. I loved the pain from the sharp strikes of the crop as much as I loved the feel of Frederik's dark cock pulsing through my tiny, tight pussy, and as much as I loved the hot sensation of Cullen's member pushing through my soft lips.

The moment of their orgasm was pure magic to me. They did it together, just as they had been fucking together this entire time. I could tell, even before they did it, how special this moment was—how the two brothers were finally getting along. Their hands gripped together on top of my back, and as they exhaled and leaned forward, emptying themselves into me, their heads nuzzled together.

Their hot spunk filled me to my fertile core. Frederik's huge load flooded out from my unprotected cunt, and Cullen gave me more than I could handle, his hot seed sliding forward from my mouth even though I swallowed as much as I could.

Slowly, they exited from me. I could tell both wanted another go ‘round...and I was very willing to provide them with it. After a few minutes of dazed, sleepy sliding against one another's bodies, Cullen slid upward, touching his brother's chest and arms as he did.

“If we can do this together,” said Cullen, “I suppose we can do quite a lot. Couldn’t we?”

Frederik grinned and nodded in response.

* * * * *
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A
 FTER A VERY LONG,
 pleasure-filled night, the ceremony arrived the next day.

The two decided that they would rule jointly, each supporting the other. And I had little doubt that later in the year when Horace finally abdicated the throne, I would be the first slave to be fucked by two emperors at once. And, not only that, but if they kept fucking me in such an unprotected manner, I would soon be giving them an heir of their own.

It is such a joy to serve.

# # #
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Bimbo Gym
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Day 1




Anne:





“M
 om, what are these
 ?”

Anne held up a brightly labeled pack of bottles, showing it to her mother.

It was late afternoon in early spring, nearing sundown. Anne was helping her mother, Audrey, unpack groceries in their modest kitchen. The entire house was modest, really—modest living room, modest three bedroom, modest lawn with modest flowerbeds displayed on modest soil.

The Dyson family was modest as well—none of them ever spoke out about what they felt they deserved, or what they hoped to gain from life. The common thread of thought they had—though none would admit to it—was that it would be too much of an imposition on others for their dreams and desires to just be prancing out in the open like some silly cartoon rabbit.

But, this lack of speaking their desires had turned somewhat poisonous in the household as of late, and they had become very poor at speaking with each other.

There were three members of the household—Anne, her mother Audrey, and her stepbrother Alan. Alan's father, Henry, had died a few years ago and the three of them had never quite gotten over it. He had been a kind man, always a smile on his face, and had been a perfect glue for the four of them.

The containers Anne had grabbed out of the grocery bag were grouped in packs of four, wrapped together with cellophane. They were brightly colored, bright pink labels with dark gray letters reading “Shaped-Rite Shakes.” These four-packs filled the grocery bag Anne was emptying, and when she looked at most of the other bags of groceries, she saw that the four-packs filled them as well.

Anne's mother was brunette and thickly shaped, a block of a woman, though not so dark of hair or thick of shape as Anne. There were women in the world who embraced their curvaceous nature, showcasing their assets as best they knew how to display a belief in their self-worth. Audrey, on a good day, when she was trying, could appear as one of these sorts of women, though Anne always felt that this attempt at confidence had never seemed that genuine.

Today, Audrey wore a pair of jeans and a red sweater, her hair styled down to her shoulders. If Anne didn't know her mother so well, she'd have thought she was feeling good about herself.

Anne, at nineteen years of age, was not one of these confident sorts of women, preferring instead to hide her shame at her own shape behind layers of t-shirts and oversized pants that children could use as tents. Today she had on thick sweatpants and a tee shirt under a sweater under a light blue hoodie.

Her hair was often thick with oil and tangled in itself, her skin fraught with acne up and down her arms, legs, face, back, and chest, and her teeth had long been crooked from an outright refusal to return to the dentist after a particularly bad tooth-pulling incident when she had been twelve.

Audrey smiled at her daughter. She had been rather perky lately.

“Shakes, dear. I bought enough for both of us, if you'd like some. They're for weight loss. My gym, you know the one on Acre Street, across from that new clothing store? Bubbles and Iron. They recommend them.”

Anne sighed. She wished her mother wouldn't bring up her weight so often. She wasn't that
 fat. So she had gained a few forty or fifty pounds. So what? It was her life. She'd live how she wanted.

“Oh.”

“They make them, in fact. The gym does, I mean. They're really yummy. You might just like the taste.”

“Maybe.” Anne worked to put away the rest of the shakes—there were dozens and dozens! Her mother certainly had designs. “I'm not really into that sort of thing.”

“They really work wonders, honey. You know that ten pounds I wanted to lose? Melted right off.”

Anne nodded absently and starting putting away the multi-grain bread, and then the boxes of tasteless multi-grain cereal and protein-packed granola bars. She wondered if this health kick would ever end.

Bubbles and Iron was such a weird name for a gym. She remembered distantly her mother saying it was the name of the owners, a woman and a man.

Even with the weird name, Anne had to admit that her mother had lost a good deal of weight lately. Not enough to buy any new clothes, but all her old clothes were fitting her once-rather-bloated frame nicely. Her lovehandles had shrunk down to love ridges. It seemed like there was less of all of her, except in her chest.

And what a chest it was turning into. Hadn't her breasts been saggy, just a day or two ago? Maybe she was wearing a new bra.

Alan walked into the kitchen. He was taller than either girl, and took after his father's barrel-chest frame, though all of Alan's barrels were flat and paper thin. His arms and legs were long skinny weeds in the flat field of his body, his head seeming unusually large for such scarcity of flesh.

He grabbed a 2-liter of soda from the fridge—a sort of selection that had become the entirety of his diet as far as Anne knew—said nothing to either woman, and then walked back upstairs. They could hear his thumps through the wall, oddly heavy when compared to the lightness of the rest of him.

Audrey sighed. “I wish we could find something to perk him up a bit.”

“I think he just likes being in such a terrible mood all the time.”

“Don't be silly, dear. Nobody likes being angry all the time. Do you?”

Anne stamped her foot, pouting a bit. “I'm not angry. I'm . . . complicated.”

“Okay, dear.”

Anne had a retort ready, but unlike the usual, her mother let the issue drop.

It bothered Anne sometimes how her stepbrother was so temperamental. Anne could understand it, though. After his father had died last year, his grades went down the toilet, and he hadn't put in any effort during his last year of high school, just barely squeaking by with a diploma.

Now he was nineteen, just a few months older than Anne, hoping for any kind of a job. He had made an arrangement with Audrey to turn in at least three applications a week. It was July now, and after three months of trying, he had not even had an interview.

Anne was waiting to get to Grant University on an Art Scholarship. She loved to paint, to draw, to create. It was the only thing she had that really made sense to her. She could sense Alan's resentment sometimes, at her success. It only made her try harder.

Maybe if he saw how she applied herself, he'd try too.

Though, maybe she should talk to him about it all—is dad's death, her success, how she hadn't wanted to think about it so she dove into food and artwork. It was hard to try and talk to Alan, though. Most conversations were minefields, with no indication of what word or phrase might make him storm off.

Audrey finished with the last bag of groceries, putting away yet another set of shakes. There was more than a gross of the new drinks inside the fridge, now.

“There,” she said. “Mission accomplished.” Her smile had returned, bright and genuine. “I think I'm going to run back to the gym here in a minute. It's really lovely there.”

Anne picked up a shake. It had a pleasant, cool feeling to it, like holding an October breeze. She frowned.

It was no secret she had been struggling with her weight for years now. Always, she was hovering around twenty pounds over what she thought was her ideal weight, but that ideal kept going up and up as her emotional stress increased. Now, she was at two-thirty five, and at five foot four inches, she felt like a big pork pie most of the time.

Her mother had been the same way with eating and weight, and after Henry's death had gained over fifty pounds. Now, from sheer willpower, much of that had gone away. In fact, it had mostly started once she started spending all her time at that new gym, Bubbles & Iron.

Audrey put her hands around Anne's, closing her daughter's hand around the shake.

“Try one,” she said, big eyes pleading. “If you hate it, I'll never ask you about it again. How's that?”

Anne sighed. “Whatever, fine.”

“Great!” Her mother bounced out to the backdoor, heading back to her car with gym bag in hand. “Have a great evening, dear!”

Anne stared down at the drink in her hands.

“Fine,” she said. “Just the one.”

She ended up drinking three in a row.

The taste was . . . incredible. If gold was a measure of taste quality, then it was liquid gold. It was cool in her mouth, warming up as it slid down her throat, and sat in her belly pleasantly, like an old friend welcomed in from a storm.

The bottles had screwcaps, and on the underside of every cap was a little message.

“Stay fit!” one said, in small type.

“Be active!” said the next.

“Listen!” said the last.

She would listen to whatever these shakes wanted. Oh yes, definitely. Their pleasant gooey feeling warmed up her entire body, her skin feeling electric and alive, her hair standing on edge. And the texture! So thick, so creamy, so nurturing and strong inside of her. Like it was just made to be swallowed by a good girl like her.

Good girl?

That was . . . that was odd. But the idea of that, of being a good girl, sent another current through her body. Wasn't that fun.

She needed to stay active.

It was about six o'clock in the evening. She had spent most of the day watching television, trying to work up the will to get to her workshop in the small garage. Now, she felt like she couldn't keep herself away.

She stormed into her workshop with an extra handful of the Shaped-Rite Shakes, picking up her scissors and going to work on the enormous collage project she had been working on for ages now. She knew she wanted to make some statement about women. About feminism, femininity. It was been obscure before, just out of reach. But now it was starting to come together.

The workshop was small, but well lit, with three pairs of large floodlights in every corner. Light was everything when picking out colors and shapes.

She slurped down another shake, tossing it into the trash pile near the door, and then went back to cutting and gathering.

For a few hours, she just sat and cut, tearing out images and words from the magazines almost at random. She let blind inspiration be her muse, the delightful shakes guiding her energy.

After she slurped down another shake, though, perhaps her sixth, or maybe her seventh, she found herself unable to do something so stationary as gathering. Her energy build-up was just too much. How was she supposed to make a statement about femininity when she was barely feminine herself? It didn't make any sense.

Anne rolled down on to the floor and started doing sit-ups. After two hundred repetitions, she started in on crunches, then moved to side crunches, and then knee hugs. Then she stood up and pumped out a quick hundred squats, followed by some push-ups.

Then she began the whole routine over again.

This circuit lasted for forty-five minutes. It was well past midnight now, and she was drenched from her exertions. A small puddle of sweat had formed on the ground beneath her.

As she sat, exhausted on the floor, covered in sweat, sucking down another milky, gooey shake, the thought finally occurred to her—what the hell am I doing?

She hadn't exercised like that . . . well, ever. She didn't even know she could do some of those exercises.

The shake's warmth filled her. The taste so creamy and filling. She thought—I bet you I could do it all again.

And as she finished the shake she thought—I bet you I could do it twice over.





	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Audrey:
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A
 udrey just loved the
 gym. There was nothing wrong there, nothing bad, nothing but wonderful people doing wonderful things. All the women were so pretty, so active and alert, their long gorgeous hair in thick pony tails.

She was wearing her long gym shorts and an old t-shirt, but she realized, looking around, that this kind of outfit simply wouldn't cut it if she wanted to be taken seriously as a hard worker, working hard on her shape.

That was important. For men to think that. She saw the hunky, muscle-bound men that the gym proliferated, all of them drinking down shakes and pumping iron. They had massive pecs bulging through their shirts, incredible shoulders, throbbing biceps and triceps, their thighs busting through their tiny shorts, and abs that could have passed for stacks of brick. It was impossible to walk by them, to look at them, and not get hopelessly turned on.

Audrey used that arousal in her favor, knocking away at her weight. She saw all the beautiful, fit girls around her, and instead of feeling jealous, she felt motivated
 . They had done it, why couldn't she? She was on her way!

Around her were other women she had seen during the week, women who had been as out of shape as she was now. But these beauties looked young, happy, fit, and gorgeous. Audrey could get there. She knew it.

So, she was working at the elliptical for maybe her third hour in a row. Before that, she had spent some time at the weights, toning up. Asking some of the hunky men for advice, which they delivered in cunt-quiveringly deep tones. Before that, it was spin class, and trying to ignore the absolutely hypnotizing effect of the busty Hispanic instructor's breasts as they swung from side to side.

She hardly noticed that it was past midnight. The night before, she had gone home at four in the morning, and caught two hours of sleep before bursting out of bed, abound with energy. She could do it again. She could do it any night she wanted! She felt so good all the time, now.

Her lips wrapped around the shake she had on the console in front of her, chugging down its sweet, thick nectar. So yummy and creamy. She loved these shakes.

On the elliptical machine next to her, a lovely young Asian woman had been working since before Audrey arrived. Audrey had to struggle not to stare at the girl's gorgeous black hair, or her tight little ass, or her generous helping of amazing cleavage. She looked like some young professional, taking extra time to perfect her already mouth-watering set of abs.

The Asian stepped down, perhaps to rest, but then shuddered and shook and suddenly fell to the floor, banging her head against the thick foam on the wall.

“Oh my god!” Audrey cried out. “Someone help!”

She hopped off the elliptical and cradled the young, pretty girl in her arms, her thick mass of ebon hair filling up her lap.

A crowd of slim, busty, beautiful women had formed around Audrey and the unconscious girl, well manicured fingers being held to the perfectly pink, wet lips of open mouths all around.

“Step aside, please!” came a small, soft, yet firm voice.

The crowd parted to let in a young, amazingly gorgeous blonde in. She was short, leggy, with an enormous pair of what could only be called tits. Not breasts, not even boobs (for that was too juvenile a word for such an obviously adult pair), but full-on, heart-hammering, boner-sprouting tits barely contained inside a tight pink leotard.

Her hair was thick and long, running down past her perfect shelf of an ass in enormous golden waves. A nametag reading “Bubbles!” was proudly displayed on the shoulder strap of her outfit.

“Hiya!” she chirped, and then pouted softly as she looked down in Audrey's lap.

“Oh, poor Lisa dear. She's been on that machine for over twelve hours now.”

Bubbles got down to one knee next to Audrey, her heavy tits pushing against Audrey's face through the leotard fabric.

“She's lost over sixty pounds this week. A club record! Would you believe she's a construction worker?”

Audrey wouldn't, as a matter of fact. Would anybody? How could this lovely, petite, delicate flower of a woman be in construction? Audrey shook her head.

“Y-you know she's been exercising this long? And didn't stop her?”

Bubbles giggled. “Don't be silly. It's a free country. We can't stop someone from making themselves better, can we?”

Audrey had to admit that would be very hard. She nodded.

“She just needs a little pick-me-up. Hold her steady, kay?”

Bubbles adjusted her leotard's straps downward, letting one hot tit pop out. The nipples were like beautiful little flesh strawberries. Fleshberries. Small flecks of white wetness dabbled around the edges.

Audrey's eyes widened. “Wait, what—”

There was a slight slurping sound as Bubbles popped her thick nipple right into Lisa's mouth. Lisa automatically starting moaning and slurping. Audrey watched the Asian's tongue flicker in and out, licking all around the tit.

Bubbles moaned happily, her eyes gravitating upward.

“Fan her, honey,” Bubbles instructed Audrey. “That will help.”

“O-of course.” Audrey stammered, and started fanning the pretty Asian with one hand.

Before long, Lisa's eyes opened. She stared up at Bubbles appreciatively, and only increased the rate of her sultry, long moans, closing her eyes in luxuriously long motions, gulping loudly like she was sucking from a milkshake. Her nimble young fingers slid up Bubble's thigh and started rubbing against the fabulous blonde's crotch.

Bubbles giggled. “I think she's all right, everyone!”

There was a collective sigh of relief. Audrey looked up at the crowd—sighs weren't the only collective thing happening. More than a few pairs of women were touching each other just as Lisa was touching Bubbles.

Audrey tried to get up. “I-I don't . . . understand  . . .”

Lisa's free hand snaked around to Audrey's panties, barely hidden behind her tight shorts. Bubbles unhooked her other leotard strap, completely topless now, and guided Audrey's mouth down to her milk-leaking pink nipple.

Audrey moaned weakly. She couldn't resist. It was so hot in the gym. In her pussy. In her brain. Everything was so hot. Her lips locked around the hot nipple, sucking eagerly. Bubbles' breasts were full of warm, delicious, soul-filling milk that Audrey recognized right from the first taste.

“Do you understand now, honeybear?” Bubbles asked in her sweet little singsong voice, staring down at her with those big blue eyes.

Audrey nodded happily, her moaning only intensifying as Lisa's fingers snuck past her tiny panties and crept into her sopping wet pussy. Her orgasm snuck up on her quick—Lisa knew how to massage a clit perfectly, applying the most wonderful amount of pressure.

When Audrey's head defogged from the quick little cum, she found she was still in the same place in the gym. Bubbles was sitting against the wall, one breast dedicated to Lisa's suckling, another to Audrey's. Lisa's hands adoring both women.

Audrey frowned mentally, even as she continued sucking down Bubbles' perfect milk. No one was touching Lisa's pussy. That was hardly fair.

Audrey took care of it right away, plunging her fingers deep into the young Asian's tight spandex shorts. The skin was all bare inside, the folds already slick.

“That's my good honeybear,” whispered Bubbles in Audrey's ear. “You're so kind.”

Audrey really, really loved this gym.
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Alan:
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I
 t wasn't fair.


Alan sat in front of his computer screen, the blue glow encompassing his tall, thin scarecrow form. He had been browsing message boards all night, taking in information as had become his custom. He took a sip from his diet soda, and he knew, without a doubt, that it just wasn't fair.

Alan had been doing great in school. He loved his classes. He loved physics, especially, and figuring out the way stuff worked in the universe. There was something just innately fascinating to finding out how everything had a formula. Everything had an explanation.

And then Dad had died, and his mind slid into a shell for a year or so.

Now that he was out of the shell, experiencing things, focusing on ideas once more, he found that high school was over and he was supposed to get a job. Maybe, if he was lucky, after a few years of working he'd make it to a community college and work his way up from there.

Meanwhile, his sister seemed totally unaffected by the whole ordeal. Better than ever, in fact. Straight As. Art scholarship. Her own workshop in the house just because that fucking Audrey loved her best.

And now, her music was sensationally loud, booming through the garage and vibrating his windows for the past two hours. He had heard just about enough.

He banged down the stairs and over to the door to the garage, near the back linen closet adjacent to the downstairs bathroom. Without even bothering to knock, he pushed the workshop door wide open.

Inside, he saw his stepsister completely drenched, doing sit-ups with one hand in her sweatpants.

“Forty-seven,” she moaned out, her wrist moving up and down. “Forty-eight. Forty-nineee.”

She kept counting upward, her wrist moving faster and faster as she did. When she hit sixty, she let out a soft, sweet little cry of relief and collapsed to the ground, her hips bucking up and down.

Immediately, she grabbed a bottled shake from the floor next to her and sucked it dry. Then she started up with the sit-ups again, this time with her other hand in her pants.

Had she . . . had Alan just watched his sister masturbate herself to orgasm? And then start again?

Holy fuck. That was . . . that was so . . . why was he hard?

Alan jumped back from the door, letting it shut, trying to hide his erection. No one was around. Okay.

It was the smell, that was it. This place stank of sex and sweat. It was just weird, was all.

Had she lost weight?

It didn't matter. None of it mattered.

Still clearing his head, he went to the fridge, looking for soda. It was there, but buried behind a veritable avalanche of those stupid Shaped-Rite Shakes.

Well, he thought. May as well.

He twisted the cap off. “You're lucky I'm thirsty,” he said to the shake.

The warmness of it was strange to him, the way it heated up in his belly after being so cool in his mouth. Still, he chugged the whole thing right away, not able to get enough after just one small sip.

Anne stepped into the kitchen, still covered in sweat. In her big tee shirt and loose sweatpants, it was hard to see her shape, exactly, but Alan was sure that her face had lost some weight at least.

“Hey, big bro,” she said to him, opening the fridge. “Nice to see you out and about.”

Alan had hoped that a cool drink would cool him off, help him forget about the boner hiding out in his pants. Instead, it had only intensified it, making it an absolute necessity that he take care of it. He slid behind a corner of the island counter, hiding the mounting size of his shaft.

“Hey sis,” he said. “Working out?”

“Yeah!” she enthused. “I don't know, I just feel like, really great. It's weird. You should try it.”

He shook his head. “I'm not much for fitness, really.”

She grabbed a shake out of the fridge. “I know. But, Alan, you seem so sad all the time, doing what you're doing.”

Alan frowned. She took a deep breath.

“That's really direct, and I'm sorry about that, but I'm just worried about you. If everything you're doing is making you sad, why not try . . . well, anything
 else?”

Alan started to frown. “You don't know the first thing about it.”

She stepped toward him, putting a hand out on the counter between them.

“I know I don't, big bro. But,” she looked into his eyes, “well, I can listen, if you ever need me to. Kay? I don't know if I've said that already. I should have.”

Maneuvering carefully, he turned his back to her without showing his boner.

“It's whatever,” he said, turning his head. “Don't sweat it. Good night.”

“Good night!”

He started back up the stairs, but only made it up halfway before sitting down and taking out his throbbing, needy cock. The warmth from the shake overwhelmed him entirely—had broken all sense of restraint, of self-control.

Alan was so horny that it only took about thirty seconds with his eyes closed, visualizing his favorite porn images saved on his computer and then visualizing Lauren Deckland—the girl he'd give anything to be with—to cum all over his hands and pants. And just as he did, as much as he tried he could not banish the thought of his stepsister's sweaty body, her dark tangle of hair flowing out behind her in the garage.
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Anne:





H
 er reflection in the
 mirror was beyond surreal.

There had been no sleep over the night. She felt, maybe, that she had taken a catnap or two in between situps a few times, but there was no way to prove this. After hours of exercising deep into the morning, she had finally decided to take a shower. She was sure she had started to smell, though it was impossible to tell after being adrift in her own stench for so long.

She had moved through the shower in kind of a daze, nothing on her mind except soap, shampoo, shave, soap again, rinse, and so on. When she walked back into her room, she caught her reflection in the tall mirror that had been posted on her door since she was a child.

She was looking . . . well, not slim, but noticeably slimmer. Her rolls of fat had recently almost entirely, leaving her with a body that appeared to be more like a brick of solid flesh than a blob. And her complexion had seemed to clear up, too—no outbreaks of any kind anywhere, and old pockmarks were faded, like the ghosts of marker writings on a dry erase board.

She had possessed breasts before, if someone wanted to be generous. They had been flabby, lifeless things, existing only because all that fat had to deposit somewhere on her body.

But now? Now she had boobs
 . Perky, firm, fun mounds of delight that cascaded hot little sizzles through her body when she touched their perpetually erect ends.

Anne licked her lips—improvements there as well, puffy and inviting! They looked slick, wet, ready to take in whatever might be offered. How was this possible? She didn't care.

No one would go out of their way to call her slender or anything like that, and with all the muscle she had built up in her torso and her shoulders, she certainly didn't look that feminine, but  . . . well, an improvement was an improvement. She looked good.


Her hair certainly responded well to the shower. It felt fluffy and light, and as a matter of fact . . .

Was it longer? Was that even possible? Only yesterday, the greasy mess of it had barely caressed her shoulders, and now it was down at the middle of her back. Wow.

She giggled helplessly, looking at her hair. The shade of was lighter than yesterday's, too. Her eyes, once dark brown, were turning light brown with flecks of blue.

Clearly, the shakes were causing this.

She popped the top off of the one on her nightstand and slurped half of it down. Cool. If she kept up this pace, how would she look tomorrow? Or the next day? She checked the message on the shake cap.

“Change is good!” it said.

So far, she agreed totally.

A few minutes later, Anne was fully dressed in the smallest pair of gym shorts she had—she had to search through her drawers for clothes from years before—and the tiniest shirt. They were both only slightly too small. The shirt showed off Anne's new chest rather nicely.

It had been ages since she had anything be proud of with her body. And, by gosh, it was her body. It was time to start taking it back!

Downstairs, she saw her mother sucking away at a shake too.

“Morning, Mom!” Anne chirped happily.

“Good morning, sweetie!”

She tossed a shake over to her daughter, who caught it ably. Even just the day before, the same action would have probably ended with Anne receiving a black eye.

Audrey looked gorgeous. Her hair was throbbing-hot blonde, her body curvy and slim in all the right places. She was dressed in tight spandex shorts that said “Call Me” on the butt, her tee shirt scooping down into an inviting valley of cleavage.

Her bright purple shoes were like sneakers, but had an incredible amount of heel to them—four or five inches worth.

“Have you been running in those things?” Anne asked her mother, pointing at the shoes.

Audrey nodded happily. “Only about nine or ten miles so far today,” she shrugged. “But I'll make up the rest later on. I could grab some for you if you come to the gym with me? I know you'll love it.”

Anne shook her head. “No. I don't want to go there. I feel like I would just be embarrassed.”

“Don't be silly. How do you think I felt when I first went?”

“I don't know,” Anne shook her head. “There'll be so many people.”

She gulped down a bit of her shake.  Warm slid up and down her torso. Her nipples felt erect. She checked, trying to hide the motion from her mother—yes, definitely erect. Anne hoped her mother didn't see her quick, needy shudder.

“I get what you're saying, but I really love it there,” said Audrey. “All the gals are in great shape or getting in great shape, and everyone's so
 encouraging. And the men. Oh, Anne, the men? Hoooootttt.”

“Mother!”

“What, your mom can't appreciate a complete hunk when she sees him?” Audrey giggled. “Or five. Or six. Or fifteen. . . there's a lot there, is my point.”

The hot, warm milky mess of the shake felt like it was pressing outward on Anne, even crawling into her hot little pussy and rubbing it from the inside out, surrounding her in a pleasant, warm cloud.

“Please come with me? It'll be fun.”

The cap on the shake Anne had guzzled down read, “Try new things!”

Maybe the shake was right?

“Yes,” Anne said finally. “Go to the gym. That sounds like fun.”

“Super!”

In less than twenty minutes, they were there, each with a gym bag full of Shaped-Rite shakes. The gym was a large building, bigger than a football field, with more wings being constructed on the sides.

At the entrance, there was a large, circular counter, and an incredibly tall, well-muscled man with thick black hair and a rugged five o'clock shadow. Anne found it impossible to be in front of him and not think only about cock. Not penis, not dick, but hot, thrusting cock that would not stop and was spurting out kilo after kilo of babymaking cum.

Fuck. Where were these thoughts coming from? She didn't even think that she actually liked guys. She didn't care about things like that. Cocks. She didn't care about things like perfect, hard, cum-dripping cocks for her to adore.

No. She was pretty sure she was a lesbian. She was hoping to find out in college.

“Hey,” said the enormous man. “I'm Iron. Welcome to my gym.”

“I thought it was Bubbles and Iron?” said Anne.

He smiled. “Bubbles is around somewhere. I think she's working in the kitchen, making some new shakes. You'll learn about our shakes pretty soon, I bet.”

“Oh, I've had lots!” Anne enthused.

“Have you?” Iron tsked. “It looks like you could use a lot more if you want to bag yourself a strong man to take care of you, huh?”

Some distant thought of being horribly offended rose up inside of Anne's mind. Instead, it was drowned out by the warmth of the shake still sitting in her belly, wrapping the thought in tingly, loving whispers and promises of self-worth.

So, Anne just giggled out a response instead.

“She really does,” said Audrey. “But don't worry, Sir. I'm helping her. Just like Bubbles helped me!”

Iron smiled. “Good girl. Why don't you run back up onto the elliptical? You've got some work to do before you can be at a real man's side.”

“That's a great idea!”

Iron slapped her ass loudly, and Audrey scampered off, apparently encouraged by the huge man's brazen appraisal. Anne watched Iron hold the thick bulge of his cock through his loose gym shorts, closely scrutinizing Audrey's pert ass strut off. All she could do was just look at him, holding the thick head of his cock like that.

He must be so very strong, she thought, to not care what I may have to say about that. It was . . . it was getting a bit hard to keep a track of all her breaths in front of this big, strong stud.

Eventually, he turned back over to her.

“Come on, babe,” he said. “I'll show you around.”

He put his hand on the small of her back and started to guide her through the facilities. Anne struggled to keep her composure. His hands were so rough and sure and all she felt was so soft. They walked by the weight room, where heavily muscled men were ably moving around weights. On one side, a far side, was a small rack with pink weights. None of these went over thirty pounds.

For the men, everything was dark and metal, nothing under fifty pounds. Those lower-end weights, Anne saw, seemed to be reserved for the shrimpiest of shrimps, who still towered over Anne and had incredibly cut ridges of muscle popping out from their clothes.

“I'm in here about six hours a day, lifting,” Iron told her, “so that's why I'm so small. But I gotta run the place, you know. Bubbles gets distracted by any hot babe that walks in who hasn't tasted her milk.”

“Her shakes are milkshakes?”

He patted her head. “Sure, babe. Yeah. Milk shakes.” He chuckled.

It felt kind of empowering, walking around with a man like Iron. It felt like he wouldn't walk around with just anybody. So when she walked around with him, it felt like she was someone who deserved to be walking around with him.

Kind of like how, if she got knocked up, she would be a girl who deserved to get knocked up by whatever stud put her down on all fours and shot his fat, hot load inside her . . .

Fuck! There were those thoughts again. It was all these men, she thought. All these hot men with their big muscles and bigger dicks swinging around.

It was just . . . Iron was so . . . potent. Everything about him just screamed man
 . Every muscle was so well defined, every bit of hair so thick. She bet his cock was . . .

She shook her head. She tried to focus on the women, instead, as Iron guided her through the cardio area. There were rows and rows of ellipticals, treadmills, stair machines, row machines,

Most every girl—and they were all girls, Anne couldn't properly call any of the chatty, giggly long-haired temptresses she saw “women”—were incredibly endowed. Their frames all hourglassed with wide hips, tiny waists, and enormous breasts. Long hair coifed perfectly around their hot, eager bright faces, everyone's eyes so chipper and alert. Even so, Anne watched these same eyes glaze over with heat whenever a man walked by, or an especially hot woman, or any time they took a chug from their shakes.

There were women like Anne who were not quite as in shape. Each one was hard at work, trying to improve themselves. Anne could only hope to have the same sort of dedication to her health.

They stopped by a large studio with mats on the floor. A few dozen young women, all of them between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, chatted happily in yoga pants and tight tank tops that showed off the bulging navels of their obviously pregnant bellies.

“That's our pregnant yoga class,” said Iron. “Maybe you'll get there someday, huh?”

Pregnant. Anne couldn't imagine herself as pregnant, though it seemed . . . like destiny, for a moment. All swelled up with some strong man's seed, someone big and fuck-off built like Iron. Someone who would break apart anyone who tried to touch her. Someone who would claim her as a piece of property to be admired and adored. Someone who would break her down into being the mother that she was genetically coded to be.

She started to rub her knees together, moaning softly. Her resolve was dissolving, in fact had been dissolving already before she even realized what she had been resolved against. This entire time, this entire tour, had been a fight against sliding her hot fingers up into her sweet pussy and giving herself the release a good girl like her needed.

“W-where's the bathroom?”

He smiled. “I was wondering what was taking you so long. Most girls don't make it past the weight room. I guess you're a good enough girl to get all turned on by getting filled up, huh?”

Anne just moaned in response, her hands sliding up and down her legs to her crotch.

Iron nodded to his left. “Over there, sweetie. Don't hurt yourself.”

She ran to the bathroom. The doors were padded with thick leather. Inside, the smell of sex that had been like background noise to the hot stench of sweat and effort in the gym proper became overwhelming.

Anne felt weak, light-headed. Her cunt, fortunately enough, knew exactly what to do. In just a few moments, she was inside of a stall, on top of the leather padded toilet, her fingers plunging deep into her sopping wet cunt.

What was she doing? Why was she doing this? The smell of sex was impossible to get away from.

Her clit exploded with pleasure the second her palm grazed over it. She didn't want to get away. Her fingers felt so, sooo good.

With a giggle, her pussy's need finally being satisfied, she noticed that she had left the stall door wide open. As if on cue, a gorgeous brunette walked past, with the same absently horny look on her face that Anne was suddenly sure she herself must have had.

The brunette—leggy, slim, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, with big brown eyes and pouty lips, walking around in teensy red spandex shorts, a white spandex halter top, and in the same kind of pink high-heeled sneakers that Audrey had been wearing—waved cheerily at Anne.

“Here, doll,” she said happily, coming into the stall and leaning over Anne. “I can help with that.”

“N-noooo n-oo oooo ooookayyy...”

Anne's protests happily slid away as the incredible brunette's fingers found her wet, willing pussy.

No one had ever been inside Anne before. She had never even had a boyfriend. Heck, she certainly hadn't had a girlfriend. And now this beautiful, wonderful girl who seemed soooo familiar was stroking her just perfectly.

As she came closer to orgasm, watching the sensational brunette moan and purr right above her, Anne's thoughts seemed to clear a bit. Anne recognized the brunette, now. It was Lauren. Her stepbrother had a crush on her in High School. Eighteen now, she had been the valedictorian and the team leader of the Park River High School Dancin' Flowers, who pranced about during halftimes at football games in tiny outfits and performed sensationally acrobatic manuevers.

Lauren slid one hot hand down her tiny waist, over the thin, perfect ridges of her muscles, and into the spandex bikini of her shorts, touching herself just as she touched Anne.

“La-la-Lauren?” Anne asked.

“That's right, honey,” the brunette purred.

“My stepbrother loves you.”

Lauren tossed her hair back, licking her lips haughtily as Anne felt her orgasm reach the point of no return.

“Everybody loves me. I'm fucking gorgeous.” said Lauren. “I bet he jacked off to me a million times. He should. I'm a complete hottie.”

She was. She was a total hottie and Alan probably stroked his big cock to her over and over and Lauren should get filled with Alan's seed just like Anne needed to and oh god she was cumming so. Hard.


After Anne finally calmed down from her hot, sweet release, she looked up at Lauren, who seemed to be coming down from a pink cloud as well. Anne suddenly thought that if she was ever going to get Lauren close enough to Alan so that they would fuck just like Alan so obviously needed and deserved, she would need to become Lauren's friend.

Alan was so wonderful. Her family. She had to do whatever she could to make him happy. She had to somehow get Lauren to fuck him. Wouldn't that be a sweet thing for a little stepsister to do?

So Anne figured if asked really sweetly, Lauren could show her all the best places to work out in the gym.

She was totally right.
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Audrey:
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I
 ron had cornered Audrey
 in the gym. He hadn't said anything, just grabbed her hand as she was running on the treadmill and guided her over to a dark spot between a maintenance closet and a long room full of massage tables. There were not many people around, and those who were did not seem to have any interest in helping her. Audrey didn't even know if she wanted helping.

Iron's enormous frame was a sight to behold. Every single muscle seemed like it was dozens the size of her correlating one. Just one of his pecs was twice the size of her head.

She was breathing hard, shuddering in and out, staring up at him nervously, just from being so close. They were both so sweaty, hot waves of musk rolling off of them. It felt like their scents were dancing, intertwining, becoming irrevocably locked together.

He ran a hand down her backside. Audrey struggled to keep her feet. He was. So
 . Strong!

“How would you like to become a premium member of the club, babe?”

It was so hard to think.

“Oh, I . . . I mean I love it here, but I . . . I'm almost at my weight goal, and—”

Iron reached behind his back and pulled out a Shaped-Rite Shake, popping the screw-top off with his thumb.

“Open wide,” he said.

Audrey obeyed, of course. She loved the shakes, no matter how they were delivered. He opened it above her head and poured it down her throat. So warm. She couldn't swallow quite fast enough, and so it overflowed from her mouth and spread down around her neck, her chin, the milky wetness getting everything so gooey.

Iron put a pair of fingers on her shoulder as he poured the drink. Audrey went down to her knees even as she kept swallowing.

“How about it, babe?” he asked again.

It was so hard to say no. So easy to say yes. Girls like her were made to say yes to big, strong men like Iron.

What had she been saying no to? How could she ever say no to Iron? She wasn't even sure what was being asked, but she knew she had to agree. Iron demanded it. He was such a fucking man
 .

She nodded. “Yes, Sir. Anything you like!”

He pulled a string on his shorts, letting them fall to the ground. His manhood beneath was like some kind of sleeping monster. With as enormous as it was, Audrey had difficulty understanding how it wasn't hard already. How on earth was it going to get any bigger?

He pushed the cockhead roughly toward her mouth.

“You gotta pass the premium test first, doll.”

She moaned affirmatively. The cockhead seemed like it would unhinge her jaw. And after a few seconds of it sliding inside, she was sure it was going to.

But then her tongue wrapped around a thick dollop of precum, and she swallowed it down. It melded with the warmth in her stomach, exploding outward to the rest of her tight, hot body. Her big tits were pressed hard against his knees as she swallowed the rest of his enormous cock easily. Like her body was changing for him, right there, like she was being shifted around in all of her parts to be a better fucktoy for Iron.

That was exactly what was happening, she realized. That was so delicious.

Right away, he started spurting cum inside of her. She knew instinctively that it was only because he wanted to, not because he couldn't control himself. It was because he was gifting her.

First precum, salty and thick, and then honest-to-god babymaking cum, pouring out of him in an unstoppable flow. She sucked him down harder and harder, massaging her shaft-locked lips up and down his meat, and every few seconds his fantastic shaft would jerk upward and pump another few cups of cum down her throat. Her eyes were wild, desperate for more.

After several seconds of this, Bubbles hopped over to the corner where they were, and wrapped her small, perfectly-manicured hand around her man's enormous cock.

“Yeah,” she whispered to him. “Cum down her throat, sir. Fuck her mouth like a cunt.”

Audrey purred happily. Yes, she thought. Cum down my throat. Fuck my mouth like a cunt.

“Fuck your new pet, baby,” said Bubbles. “Fuck your new breeding gal. She's gonna help me make all our shakes, Sir. She's going to bring you even more fuckslaves.”

There was nothing Audrey could say, being so stuffed full of cock and cum, but all she wanted to do was moan a happy affirmation. Bubbles was so right. She was going to bring Iron more fuckslaves. That sounded wonderful.

After several minutes, the big-titted mother couldn't take anymore and had to unattach herself from his amazing fountain. But even so, Iron didn't stop cumming, spraying her down in the corner with his seed as Bubbles continued to jerk him off. He drenched Audrey's body with his hot load as she trembled in the corner, so happy to be chosen to be anointed like this.

Some stud walked by and slapped Iron on the back. “Nice one, bro!'

Yes, thought Audrey. She was such a nice one. She was Iron's nice one.
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Alan:
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S
 omething was getting
 weird in town. He had to figure it out.

His talk with Anne the night before had inspired Alan to start getting a little more active. If all he had been doing was sticking around in his room, and all he was feeling was miserable, why wouldn't he think those two things were related?

So he decided to take a walk to the comic shop across town. It was the only place outside of his room that he didn't feel pressured to put on a presentation for others. He could be there, and if someone asked him what he thought or what he wanted, he could be totally honest.

Yes, he wanted to read alone. Or no, he didn't think the latest issue of Beasto-Lad was totally awesome. Or yeah, Mega-Girl probably had the best comic girl tits he had ever seen.

Alan could have driven to the shop, but usually driving just made him angry. So he walked instead. It was a nice enough day out when he finally exited the house at three in the afternoon—sixty degrees and a little cloudy, just how Alan liked it. He dressed in comfortable jeans and a loose tee shirt. Or, a shirt that had been comfortable and loose. It was fitting a little tighter around his arms and chest, today. He wasn't sure why, exactly.

The path to the comic shop led down a few streets and into a park. The streets held men—most of whom seemed really top-heavy in a muscly way—being entertained by groups of young women in tiny shorts, skirts, and dresses. All of the girls wore high heels—boots, often, and sometimes platform sandals. Their bodies were often just as toned as the men's, though not as thickly developed, retaining their hot femininity.

It was odd seeing this, as Alan was sure there just weren't that many good looking girls in the town of Park River. He felt like, between going to high school events and hanging out in the mall, he already had an extensive mental catalogue of images of all the sexy babes in town.

Of course, Lauren Deckland would be at the top of that list. There hadn't been a night in four years where she hadn't entered his mind, begging to suck him off and finally be his girlfriend. She had barely ever said three words to him, even though they had numerous classes together in high school, but with a girl like Lauren, that was more than enough for Alan to feel utterly lovestruck.

But, maybe all that focus on Lauren had blinded him to other girls. Maybe he should branch out. He was a man, after all.

He entered the park, thudding along the winding path through the tall trees and flower beds that it boasted. Crape myrtles were the town's pride and joy, and they were in full blossom, showing off thick white, purple, and even pink flowers trickling down in long trails.  Between all the trees and bushes, the vegetation was so thick that whenever the path winded one way or another, it was impossible to see what was coming up for any distance longer than about thirty or forty feet.

Coming around one bend, he saw someone who he swore could have been the younger, hotter, sexier, more pregnant sister of his neighbor, Miss Vaughn. This version had the same dark hair, the same brilliantly blue eyes, and even the same mischievous grin. His neighbor was sixty-four, and Alan always thought it was so fortunate for her to look so young for her age.

The woman he saw, though, could not have been older than thirty-two. She was sitting on a picnic cloth beneath a white crape myrtle with a young, muscle-bound man who looked to be about twenty-five. The pretty lookalike brunette was stroking the man's naked cock happily, cooing in appreciation of his size, as he sat back and chugged from a bottle of wine. The hand she wasn't using to adore the man's enormous rod was pressed against her thick belly, obviously pregnant.

She waved at Alan when she saw him. “Hello, young man! How are you today?”

Alan gaped and, not knowing what to say, scampered off down the trail. He saw two more couples like that. One was a short man fucking a severely thin young woman from behind as held a tree, her face rubbing against the bark. Her thick, heavy tits were staining the front of her shirt with milk.

The other couple he saw was a delightfully busty Latina laying on a park bench and sucking off a well-muscled policeman. The Latina's baby bump nudged against the park bench, her ass high in the air as she swallowed the policeman's length completely. The policeman winked at Alan and gave him a thumbs-up when the young man walked past.

This was all making him sort of confused, but more than that, turned on. Why was nobody thinking it was weird? Why wasn't anybody doing anything?

Finally, he made it out of the park. A sensationally leggy blonde was there at the street corner next to the arched entrance to the park, handing out free samples of the Shaped-Rite Shakes.

“Something to cool you down, big guy?” she said, smiling prettily.

It was so hard to turn down anything from a beautiful woman. Alan had a suspicion already that these shakes were doing something—that they had done something to his stepsister, his stepmother, and maybe even to him—but the woman was so pretty and insistent, that he grabbed one anyway.

“Thanks,” he said, having every intention of throwing it away in the first trashcan that he found.

She wrapped her hands around his, looking into his eyes for a moment. His hands were right in front of her incredible rack, barely constrained inside a tee shirt that was obviously too small.

“Thank you
 ,” she said.

One minute later, Alan was finishing the shake and walking inside the comic shop across from the park. It sated something in him, the shake did, and woke something else up. What either thing was, though, was a mystery. Maybe he would have to drink more to find out.

Alan had shopped at the comic shop for years now, even when he was a kid. A kind-of-friend, kind-of-acquantaince named Greg had worked there for the past year or so.

Alan sometimes liked Greg and sometimes not. He was the sort of overweight young man who felt he was really strong and tough without ever working out or being in a fight, and who thought he knew best how to creatively control every comic he read without ever writing a word. Sometimes, he had really funny, cool things to say about the stuff Alan read, but often, he just came off as a boor.

And somehow, he had landed a completely cute nerd, Marie, as his girlfriend. Marie had a few extra pounds to her, but so many of them ended up in her substantial rack that it was hard to notice. Combine that with a killer smile, a lovely pair of brown eyes, and thick curly brown hair, and Alan had a crush on her even before he found out she had memorized every death scene and its issue number from Actioneer Comics.

The door chimed as Alan walked in. Greg was behind the counter, wearing his thick brown trench coat over a too-small tee shirt once again—Alan tried not to roll his eyes and groan.

“Hey man!” said Greg. “What's up? Have you seen the new issue of Robot Hell?”

Alan shook his head. “I haven't checked out any issues of that one.”

“It's terrible. The artists have no idea what they're doing. I wouldn't check it out.”

Alan nodded, walking past the new releases and into the trade aisle.

“It's behind the counter over there,” said Greg.

Alan didn't care. He was looking for issues of Mega-Girl.

He had woken up today really wanting to jerk off to a babe who was in incredible shape. The first place his mind went to was Mega-Girl. She was a gym fitness instructor by day, and a superheroine by night. Her DNA had been altered by a sentient leotard, that seemed to shift around every issue to continually show off her enormous breasts and long, bare legs. The plots were often ridiculous, focused  around her leotard getting torn so that it had to repair itself into a brand new outfit, but he didn't care.

“I love
 those,” Alan heard a girl say.

Her finger went past him, to the shelf, and slid out trade number four. On the cover, Mega-Girl was dressed in a purple bikini, a tiny purple cape attached to a white collar around her neck. Hot, knee-high white leather boots with tall stiletto heels were on her legs. From her tiny bikini bottom to her top—which showed an enormous amount of cleavage, really just triangles over her nipples with the barest of bridges—there was a thin strip of white spandex over her tautly muscled abdomen. It was the sort of thing only a superheroine could ever wear.

The girl who had grabbed the trade was Marie. And Marie . . .

Marie was dressed up to look exactly like Mega-Girl in the trade she had picked up. He struggled to keep his jaw up from off the ground.

“Hey, handsome.” She punched his arm lightly. “You're looking good.”

Marie was a little more curvy than Mega-Girl, so the costume wasn't a perfect fit. If Alan could spare the time to look below Marie's chest, he might see how her belly had just a bit too  much flab to make the whole ensemble work well.

But, who the hell would look at something other than Marie's incredible chest? Her tits on perfect display, pushed up and out and in his face.

Her skin around her face was made-up heavily, hiding old acne scars that had plagued her since high school. But still, those scars seemed . . . less severe, somehow. Less prevalent, concentrated only around her cheeks, instead of crawling down her shoulders and back like he recalled. In a way, now, they were almost cute—she had terrific cheeks, after all. Her loose, curly hair was an incredible tangle of activity around her head, vibrant and cheery.

She smiled, clearly enjoying his eyes on her. With one hand on her hip, she straightened out her chest even more.

“Aren't you going to say how much you like my outfit?”

“Yeah,” he breathed. “Yes. Definitely. It's . . . you know. Wow.”

“You should feel the material. It's really authentic.”

With a gleam in her eyes, she grabbed his hand and held it to her breast. He looked in shock at the size disparity—he had big hands, and they still wouldn't come close to holding her tits entirely.

She giggled. Her tit jumped under his hand. Greg couldn't see them, but Alan was slowly getting scared that he would walk around the shelf and see what was happening.

Another part of him, though, thought fuck it. Let him come see. See if he can protect his woman.

“Isn't it nice?”

He swallowed thoughtfully. “You said it.”

She giggled again. Alan felt his cock swelling in his pants.

“I didn't really care about the material, I'm not an idiot,” she said. “I just wanted you to feel me up. It always seemed like you wanted to in high school.”

He nodded. Why lie? She wasn't lying.

“Yeah. I really did.”

Her fingers wrapped around his hand and slid them between the thick valley of her cleavage. The warmth was heavenly. She started to sweat, and so it became moist, too. He could feel her heart fluttering.

“Oh, wow.” Alan put his other hand on the shelf behind him, steadying himself. “Wow.”

“Right?” She giggled, massaging his hand with both tits. “They're like, fabulous all of a sudden. Way better than they used to be.”

“They were already good.”

“I know!
 ” she laughed delightedly, putting a hand through her hair. “That's what makes this so good.”

Her curls seemed so soft, so shiny. It was hard not to think about running his cock through them before shoving his meat directly into her cute little mouth.

Reluctantly, Alan pulled his hand away. She pouted.

“Look,” he said. “Your boyfriend is just, like, right there. So . . .”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, that guy. Yuck
 .” She flitted her hand dismissively. “Yeah . . . I mean, I guess? But like, you'll go out with me, right? We could talk comics and you won't be a total ass?”

“Right. I guess we could.”

“It's just like, you look a lot like Dark Sentinel, to me.”

“Oh.”

Dark Sentinel was Mega-Girl's on-again, off-again boyfriend in the comics.

“Greg, you know. He doesn't look anything like the Sentinel.” she sighed. “More and more, I'm really like, not impressed with him. I thought he could be strong, but like, he's not?”

Once more, she grabbed his hand, holding it to her impressive rack. She inhaled deeply, and licked the tip of his finger.

“But I can tell you, you like, totally are.” Her lips slid over his finger and then back again. “Like, really strong. So can we please go out? Please
 ?”

Fuck, she was so pretty. And she was near the top of Alan's jerk-off list, held right at the top primarily because he had always been able to envision she and he as a couple. His cock got large enough to slide by itself to the side inside his pants. Alan shuddered with the sensation.

“Sure,” he said. “Tomorrow. Six o'clock, let's say.”

“Yay!”

She leapt up and down and then pulled him close, snaking her tongue through his mouth for a quick, moan-heavy kiss. Her enormous, hot tits crushed up against his chest.

“Oh, one thing, though,” she stopped. “I've got a request?”

“Okay?”

Everything was moving so fast. Alan struggled to keep with her.

“Well, like two. Can I ask them?”

“Do it.”

She shuddered visibly at his command, then took a deep breath.

“The first is that I'm really in love with dressing up as your Mega-Girl. I'd kind of like to do that wherever we end up going.”

“Uh,” he said, staring straight at her cleavage. More outfits like this? Yes, please. “All right.”

“Great! The second thing is I'd really love it if we made out, like, right now.”

He tried to move back a bit, stare at something else. “Oh, I mean, I don't know—”

“I would very much like to kiss your face and stick my tongue in your mouth while you feel up my incredible tits. Probably I would hold your cock through your pants. Please?”

Alan just stared at her.

She stamped her foot a bit. Her tits bounced attractively. “Alan, it's really important.”

“I mean. Jeez, Marie. Greg is right over there.”

She nodded thoughtfully, putting a finger to her lips. The motion meant that her delicious breasts moved together. Alan watched her cleavage come together, and then spread apart. His hard-on was becoming unbearable. A hot, heavy fog settled over his brain.

“You're right,” she said finally, grinning happily at his eyes on her. “What if we stepped outside, in the alley?”

“No, that's not what I mean. I mean Greg is your boyfriend. Right?”

She sighed, looking down. “I guess. Don't you want to be my boyfriend instead of him, Alan?”

“Sure I do, but he's a friend . . . sort of. I guess. And—”

She wrapped her arms around his neck then and pulled him down for another sizzling hot kiss. Her fresh, hot lips happily maneuvered over his, her tongue pressing deep into his mouth. Her hand slid on top of his bulge, stroking it through his pants.

“You're so big, my Sentinel,” she said softly. “Won't you please come make out with me?”

“Marie . . .”

“Please?” Her stroking was insistent, her kisses on his neck soft and sure.

From across the store, Alan heard a crash.

“What the fuck?” Greg called out. He had dropped a whole stack of books in front of the aisle Marie and Alan were standing in, the pages spread out now all across the floor. “What are you guys doing?”

Marie slid down from the kiss, her hand still wrapped around Alan's bulge.

“I'm with him, now. He's just . . .” she shrugged, her tits heaving. “Just better than you? I like him more. I'm his girl now.”

“What the fuck?” said Greg. “What are you even talking about? You barely ever talk to him.”

“Do I need to talk to him that much to know he's better than you?” Marie laughed. “Tell him, Alan. Please? How I'm your girl, now?”

Her hand would not stop stroking. Alan felt his orgasm approaching. He had to say whatever and just get out of here so he could cum.

“That's right. She's fucking mine,” he said, wrapping a hand around her waist. She giggled delightedly, still stroking him.

“See?” she laughed. “He'll fuck you up if you try anything. Don't even think about it. Won't you, baby?”

“Y-yeah,” blurted Alan. Cum was piling up in his balls, ready to unleash. “I'll fuck you up, Greg. Don't come near her.”

Greg looked aghast, his face bright red. He threw up his hands.

“Whatever!” he said, storming off.

Alan heard the door slam, and heard Marie squeal triumphantly about Greg being a loser. But Alan had disentangled himself from her grasp and fled the shop, running out to the park, and then back home. He had to get away from all of this; he had to clear his head somehow.
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Anne:





T
 his was starting to
 seem . . . unhealthy. Anne had lost over a hundred pounds in three days. Surely, that was . . . wrong, somehow. Right? Wasn't that kind of weight loss bad?

It was hard to think, hard to concentrate on right and wrong when she was looking sooo good.

She was in her bed, surrounded by a small hill of Shaped-Rite shake bottles. For a few hours, the night before, she had tried to work out, but all she ended up doing was stroking her perfect pussy, so she figured eventually that she could at least do it some place comfortable.

“Treat yourself!” the shake caps said.

“Adore your body!”

“Family first!”

Yes. Family first. Focus on being really good for Alan. He was the man of the house, and he needed help being shown how to be a good family man. To be grateful for what he had, and to fuck her hot body senseless. That would be so
 great.

His scent just filled up every room in the house—especially hers, since she was so close to his bedroom. Every step she took, every breath she inhaled felt like she was taking in more and more of his perfect manliness, becoming locked to him for life.

Her entire naked body had turned a delicious shade of bronze, a far cry from the yucky pale mess she had been. There wasn't an ounce of fat anywhere on her. It was like almost all of that extra weight had re-proportioned itself into her fantastically sexy tits, which were now easily past a 36D cup.

How had that happened?

She hardly cared.

Her sensational swelling tits rose above her body in majesty, twin peaks of bimbo babe beauty. She loved them.

Every time she touched a nipple, she had to sink her fingers into her sopping wet cunt until she had another screaming hot orgasm.

Fortunately, having orgasms didn't take too long. Her record so far was five in one minute.

The rest of her weight seemed to have gone to her immense blanket of blond hair and the Greek sculpture-like musculature of her body. Her back muscles in particular looked amazing, long twin hills forming a hot sexy canal down her spine, a highway straight to the fantastic curve of her endlessly adorable ass. She wasn't sure how her hair had gotten so long, or so blond, but it looked completely fuckable. It was so hot, so endlessly soft, that she was sure Alan could fuck just her hair for hours and still be satisfied.

Her face had become something else, too. In the hand that wasn't fingering her slippery clit, she held a hand mirror, making sexy faces at herself while she came again and again. She loved her hot, thick perpetually wet lips, her heavy eyelids, her bright blue eyes, her startlingly sharp cheekbones and the perfect long L shape of her cheekbone.

Next door, she could hear her stepbrother stirring.

He was so important. She was so glad he lived with her. It was so good to have a man in the house, so wonderful to know that he was nearby with his big strong cock and his big man strength.

She slid on a pair of tight, small spandex shorts and tight spandex halter top that she had bought from the gym the day before. She hopped out and knocked on his door gently.

“Good morning, big bro!” she said happily. “Is there anything I can get for you?”

“Anne?” he asked. His voice sounded groggy through the door.

“That's right! I'm up. Can I make you breakfast?”

It felt so right
 , making a man a meal. She felt like doing it all day, for as long as he had a stomach that needed filling.

“Oh, sure.”

She heard a few thumping noises. If she held her nose close to the door, she could smell the thick, hot musk of cum and sweat. Man cum. When she got home from the gym last night, after spending the entire evening with Lauren, chatting up how wonderful Alan was, the house had been flooded with the scent and sounds of Alan's cumming. Every few minutes, he would ejaculate, banging his feet on the floor.

Carefully pressed up against his door last night, she had heard him moan “Marie!” and then “Lauren!” and then another name, something that rhymed with sand or tan, said at a much lower tone. She couldn't figure it out, but she hardly cared, just stroking her body next to his door while she knew he was cumming was enough for her.

That hot scent of ejaculate was still coating the air near his door. She moaned, her hot long legs rubbing against each other against the door. She was fairly certain she had grown four or five inches in the past couple of days. That was so cool. She could be an even better, more flexible hot fuckdoll for her man now.

“Bring me a bowl of cereal, would you?”

“You got it, big bro!” Anne chirped.

She went down to the kitchen, taking out a bowl and a box of cereal.

After filling the bowl, she opened the fridge—out of milk! Drat. It would take forever to go back to the store to get some. Her man needed service right away.

Where was their mother, anyway? Anne hadn't seen her in a while, but it was . . . it was really hard to think about something like that. Alan had given her an order! She had to follow it.

Before she was conscious of what was happening, she had one tit draped over the bowl, and was squeezing her nipple. Milk leaked down onto the cereal, bit by bit, filling the bowl in less than a minute. Wow.

It smelled delicious. She was just about to bring it up to him, to get inside that amazing room with the thick atmosphere of his endless cum, but he was walking down the stairs. So, she pulled out a chair for him and put out a spoon.

He was wearing only his boxers and a small t-shirt. It fit him tight, his muscles starting to bulge out from the fabric. He was looking ripped. Anne licked her lips hotly, openly admiring him.

He rubbed his hair sleepily, nodding at her when he sat down.

“Thanks, lady.”

“Of course, big bro.”

For a moment he just stared at the cereal, swirling his spoon around. Then he stared back up at her.

“Hey um . . .”

He looked her up and down. She straightened out her chest. It was important for him to get a good view. Her chest was so fucking spectacular, now. Her tiny top smooshed her tits together so well, displaying them just like men liked. Lauren had showed her that trick. As much as he looked at her tits, she hoped he noticed her hips, too. They led so perfectly into her tiny waist and long, long legs. They were so deliciously wide—the kind that was perfect for bearing his wonderful children.

“Yes?”

He shook his head and sighed. “I'll tell you after I eat. I need some thinking fuel.”

Finally, he dug his spoon into the cereal and began eating. Alan was consuming her milk. He was in here with her, a big strong boy was in here, drinking her milk that she had made and that was so sooo hott. She dropped to her knees quietly, sliding her fingers inside her spandex and rubbing one engorged nipple while rubbing her hot slippery clit at the same time.

She didn't want to distract him from eating, so she silently gasped out three hot little orgasms, trying to take her time. But it was just so perfectly wonderful, watching her big strong man swallow down her special milk like that.

“Hey Sis,” Alan made a contemplative sound. “What all was in that bowl of—holy crap!”

Anne stared up at him, her fingers deep in her cunt, giggling helplessly.

“What are you doing?”

Another hot thrill of orgasm shot through her body. “Touching my clitty,” she said girlishly.

He sat up, walking to the other end of the kitchen. Anne pouted, her fingering tapering off. He hadn't finished his cereal. Alan stopped in front of the enormous pile of Shaped-Rite shakes next to the sink.

“Holy crap,” he said again. “How many of these have you had?”

“I  . . . um . . . lots? I guess like . . . gosh. How many days are in a month? Forty?”

“You had forty of these?”

She stood up, shaking her head. Her hair shimmered through the kitchen. “Of course not, silly. I had two months of them, was what I was trying to say.”

“You had eighty? Since three days ago?”

She shrugged. “Maybe? It was lots.” She giggled again.

He picked up a bottle, reading the label. “Shit, Anne. You're not supposed to have more than two a day, it says!”

She moved toward him, one foot right in front of the other. A model's walk.

“Please don't be mad at me, big bro. I just wanted to get in good shape. I thought maybe if I was all in good shape, you'd feel good enough to be in shape too.”

His face softened a bit. He walked past her, ignoring her fingers as they clung to his arm. He sat down back in front of his cereal and took another bite. Anne's drenched cunt moistened just a bit more. Juices ran down her legs, making them shiny and sparkly.

“I have to think this through. Could you get me a drink?”

“Of course!”

“Not a shake, okay? Something else.”

She nodded happily. His back was turned to her. It only took a moment to grab a glass out from the counter and squeeze milk out from it. Breathing happily, her gorgeous face flushed, she place the glass right next to his bowl.

He drank down her milk once again. Anne's knees turned to jello. Her big strong bro was sucking down her milk like it was perfect nectar. She loved it. How had she even gotten so milk-heavy? Did it matter? It was so great.

He took another sip and looked at her chest, where the entire front of her spandex halter was stained.

“Is this—fuck! Anne, is this . . . is this your milk
 ?”

She nodded, looking contrite. “Don't be mad. You liked it so much before that I . . .”

“Before? What do you mean before?”

She stared at the bowl of cereal, biting one luscious lip.

“Oh, shit,” he muttered.

“I'm sorry you didn't like it,” she said softly. “I thought you would.”

“Of course I liked it! It's fucking delicious. But that's not the point, is it?”

He shook his head. First he stood up. Then he sat down. Then he stood up again, sat down again.

“This is so crazy. You were . . . I mean, no offense, but you were fat. Kind of repulsively so. You were really dragging under, sis.”

She nodded.

“I know. I'm sorry, big bro. I wasn't being a very good girl, then. It wasn't good of me to be so ugly. I really hope I'm better now. For you.”

He started to say something, and then stopped. He looked down at his lap.

“Christ, I'm fucking hard as a rock. How am I supposed to think like this?”

Anne strutted toward him and leaned over, staring down at his meat with him. His cock was huge, poking up through the hole in his boxers, blooming out from them like it was following the sun of Anne's beauty. She thought it was so great that she was so hot. It would be so easy to be what his cock needed her to be, so easy to do what his cock needed her to do.

“I can help you out, big bro.”

She put a hand on his knee.

“No . . . we can't.”

“Why not? I just want to help.”

She leaned in and kissed his cheek. She felt him jerk—her immensely soft hair had piled up around his crotch, completely surrounding his cock. 

“You can't think until you get rid of that delicious, hot, super yum-yum boner down there. And how are you supposed to think if you're jacking your own cock?”

“That doesn't make any sense. I can just . . . I'll think about baseball, I don't know.”

“But Alannnn,” she whined. She was so close. Her hand slid up his thigh even more. “I'm sooo pretty now, aren't I? Are you really going to be able to stop thinking about me before your boner gets all rock solid again? If we just take care of it now, it'll be so much easier.”

Her hand was resting in the pocket of his crotch, next to his balls. He made no motions to stop her, his head tilted back.

“Oh, god,” he moaned.

She giggled happily, moving her hair all to one side. In a slick motion, she gathered up a handful of the thick locks and wrapped them around his cock with her hand. His cock spasmed wonderfully.

“If I cover it with my hair, like this,” she gave him a practice stroke, her hair just making the stroke slicker and softer than it would have been normally, “it's like we're not even touching, right?”

“Huh. Huh. Oh. Oh kay.” he grunted out, her strokes becoming quicker and quicker.

It felt so good to help out like this! She knelt down—men loved seeing good girls kneel down, so it was always a good idea to do so—and stroked him eagerly. Every few seconds she would gather up more of her hair to slide around his amazing rod, staring at it with open, easy love.

“I think . . . huh. I think this is working. It's getting a little . . . wow. A little easier to think.”

Anne smiled up at him happily, stroking. It was so
 good to be of service to her man.

“So, the shakes. They make you hotter. And thinner. And blonder. And a little dumber, too, and way more focused on sex. And make you milk. And then you wanted  . . . fuck. Wanted me to drink your milk.”

“Uh huh,” Anne moaned emphatically. “You drank my milk so good
 , big bro.”

“F-fuck,” Alan said, his cock jerking suddenly.

He was cumming! Anne needed to gather all of it. She enveloped her lips over his thick rod, swallowing happily. It tasted so warm, so gooey and perfect, her stepbrother's cum pouring down her throat.

She loved him, she realized. She loved him dearly and wanted to do all she could to make him happy for the rest of her days. She just hoped she could be good enough, that she was a hot enough babe to make a total fuckstud hunk like him happy.

Her sighs were deep and happy as she swallowed his cum, licking up the remains around his cock and balls. Her hands were full of his amazing seed. She had to resist the urge to lick it up off her fingers . . . for now.

For a few moments he just breathed hard, looking at her, stroking her hair.

“You weren't supposed to . . . weren't supposed to swallow like that.”

He got up and pushed her away, and then staggered back upstairs.

Anne pouted for a moment. Soon, she would help him understand. How he was her Man
 , and she was his special girl that needed to get knocked up and bred completely by his amazing seed.

After sitting there and thinking for a moment, she got up and grabbed an empty shake bottle from the counter. There was still so much cum in her hands, her hair. It all slid into the bottle easily. It didn't seem like it was drying at all, like how she read cum was normally supposed to. Alan was anything but normal.

The spunk was so slick in the bottle. Staying potent, staying so strong, just like her Alan. She sighed, feeling her knees go weak with the thought of him. He had filled her so well.

The doorbell rang.

Anne answered it—Lauren was posing there, tossing her thick hair back. She was wearing a tiny black and yellow bikini, with thick yellow knee-high schoolgirl socks and a black pair of those high-heeled sneakers. It was not an outfit suitable for . . . well, anything at all, really, except showing off her incredibly smooth muscle tone and perfect proportions.

“Hey girl,” said the sensationally built brunette. “Ready to get to the gym? The day's wasting.”

“Yup!” said Anne. “Just let me grab my bags.”

Anne strutted across the living room, putting on her platform sandals. A good girl learned to exercise in any hot footwear she had. That she understood that so completely was one reason she knew that this morning was totally not going to be the last time she had Alan's sweet cum pour down her throat.

“You look totally hot today,” she said to Lauren cheerily. “I love your hair.”

It was impossible not to love Lauren's hair. It stretched down to her waist in a mouthwatering cascade of eminently shiny locks and curls. She made every movement sparkle.

“Is Alan here?” Lauren looked around. “I kind of wanted to show off to him. You made him sound like such a hunk.”

“He's a total hunk. He's not in the mood for that sort of thing, I think. He's a bit grumpy.”

Lauren shrugged. With her body, she made it a poetic motion. “His loss. I love having men, you know, hunks. I like it when they look at me. But I don't want them doing anything about it. Is that weird? I think I'm more into girls.”

Anne nodded. “I thought you might be.”

They both giggled.

“I sort of thought I was more into girls than guys, too,” said Anne distantly, “but all it took was the right guy.”

She grabbed her bag from the living room—already loaded down with Shaped-Rite Shakes—and slid her arm around Lauren.

After getting into the car, Lauren snapped her fingers and lightly slapped the steering wheel.

“Hey, I forgot all my shakes,” said Lauren. “I'm a total ditz today. Can I borrow yours?”

Anne nodded happily. “That's so cool!”

Lauren looked at her, confused.

The hot blonde squeezed her brunette doll closer. “I wanted you to try one of mine, that's all! I think it's a new flavor. You'll love it.”

The bottle full of her stepbrother's cum, still so glistening and shiny and warm, was at the top of her bag. She would make sure Lauren swallowed it all.
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Audrey:
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A
 udrey edged toward
 the grocery manager in the back of his store. After a few minutes of pleading, she had managed to get an audience with him. It wasn't very long before she was leaning over his desk, showing off her tight, hot body to him.

The grocery manager's name was Lyle. He was balding, overweight, and short. Audrey despised him for being such a mockery of a man, and so it was easy to justify taking advantage of him.

There was a picture of his wife and daughter on his desk, at the daughter's college graduation. Audrey recognized the wife—she had been getting fucked from behind by the stud running the juice stand in the gym for the past two days straight.

And, she couldn't be sure, but she thought she had seen the twenty-something daughter on her knees, happily sucking a bench-pressing stud  in the weight room. There was a lot of that going on, though, so she could easily be mistaken.

“Miss Dyson,” Lyle shook his head, “you can't expect me not to charge you anything to show your items in this store. I mean, we take a percentage. That's how it works. And I have to run it through regional. And—”

She put a finger on his mouth, shushing him.

“Can't you like, make an exception in this case?” she asked breathily. Her jacket fell open, revealing her perfectly perky braless tits.

She easily had the body of an incredibly fit twenty-two year old. An incredibly fit and incredibly busty twenty-two year old. She didn't care how. She was loving every second of it, like every minute of age she had lived past her early twenties had been converted into total bliss.

If Audrey stopped to think about where she was and why, after she fingered herself into blissful heaven from just the thought of doing something this sexy, she might offer a severe reproach to herself.

And then relentless finger her pussy again for the thought of being disciplined.

Iron knew how to discipline her. For three straight hours after he had bathed her in his cum, he laid her over his lap and spanked her ass.

“This is for not coming to me earlier,” he said, striking her ass. “This is for not falling down on your knees when you first saw me.” Thwack. “This one is for not getting into shape sooner.” Thwack. “This one is for not being born as gorgeous as I want you to be.”

And so on. It was so fucking hot. Audrey's pussy spasmed just from recalling it. Iron really set her straight. She was so happy he could guide her, that he could be her big strong man that gave her all this good direction.

In front of the grocery manager, now, she had on a tiny peach-colored business suit, complete with micro skirt and tall tall heels. Her jacket couldn't button all the way together due to the size of her incredible mammaries, despite how pencil-thin her waist had become.

Lyle looked up at her, mouth hanging open.

“M-Miss. M-miss miss. M-miss Dyson. Y-your . . . top. Your breasts. Your top breasts jacket. You . . . breasts. Big.”

Audrey smiled and grabbed his coffee cup. It was rather simple to milk one tit with her hand, filling the cup halfway. She pressed it into his amazed mouth. He swallowed obediently, especially when she tilted his chin up with a finger.

Immediately, his cock swelled in his pants. Gingerly, she opened up his zipper, and guided his hand down to the cock.

“Stroke for me,” she said. “Stroke for my tits.”

He nodded dumbly, obeying instantly.

Little boys like this hardly deserved to be called men. If she would try this with Iron, he'd have her bent over the desk, begging for his cock in no seconds flat. There was no way she was going to come anywhere close to touch his pathetic little cock. But, weak puny blobs like this one had his uses.

“You're going to stock our yummy shakes, aren't you sweety?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“You're going to give us whatever we ask for them, aren't you?”

He stroked harder. “Y-yes ma'am. Whatever you say.”

“And if I come back, telling you to do something else, you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?”

“No, ma'am.”

“Why not?”

“B-because you . . . you're boobs. Your hots. Your tits I mean. Your tits. Oh god. M-m-milk!”

Words flooded out of him in erratic patterns now, just verbal silly string.

“Do you need to cum, sweetie? Do you need to cum because I'm so fucking hot?”

He nodded wordlessly.

“Go ahead. Cum to my hotness. Cum for me.”

He grunted and obeyed, spurting all over himself. Audrey averted her eyes, tossing him a box of tissues. His smell was filling the office—it repulsed her. She wanted Iron's smell back, it's endless potent manliness.

She buttoned her jacket back up. That had gone well.

It was so nice
 to do her Man's good work. He was going to get so strong
 with her working for him.
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Alan:
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M
 arie arrived right
 on time, though when he opened the door, she was greedily chugging away at a Shaped-Rite Shake.

Her outfit was one of his favorites that Mega-Girl had ever worn. He had the image of it saved on his computer in his “Favorites” folder, even though it was a drawing. It sported thigh-high white boots and a baby blue one-piece bikini, barely covering the tanned curves of her legs and ass.

Marie wore it perfectly, which took Alan a minute to realize—when had Marie gotten a tan since yesterday? And yet she did—her skin radiant and bronzed, just like Mega-Girl's. Just like Anne's for that matter.

A metallic colored “M” sat over her cleavage like big metal wings, matching the hot little metal wings attached to her elbow-length white gloves.

He took his time looking her up and down. She seemed to enjoy it, posing happily, thrusting her hips this way and that. Her hair—had it gotten longer? And even a little straighter—tumbling now into curls, framing her face with a little more intentional design, instead of the wild tangle of unruly hair from just the day before. But still, enough wildness in the traversing locks to inspire his cock to twitch just from glancing at it.

And . . . she certainly hadn't had a six pack yesterday when she had been flexing her abdomen for him. And yet there she was—breathing in and revealing a hot collection of perfectly toned abs, breathing out and showing off a tight, taut, soft tummy that was perfect for filling up with the endless amounts of cum he wanted to stuff inside her.

Fuck.

“Mega-Girl reporting for duty, Sentinel.” She tossed her hair back, jutted out one leg, and gave a little salute, carelessly tossing the shake bottle out into the street.

“Fuck,” he said dumbly.

She licked up the little dribble of shake that had landed on her chin with a long, thick little tongue.

“So, invite me in, stupid. It's cold out here.”

He smiled sheepishly. “Right! Come in.”

Alan stepped aside to let her through the door, but she snuggled in close to him and kiss his neck.

“It's good to see you,” she said softly. “I was kind of worried when you ran off yesterday.”

They walked into the living room as he tried to mumble out some response, but he was just too busy devouring every bit of her. Lord, she looked so fuckable. How was he supposed to focus on anything except spreading her legs apart and giving her what she so obviously wanted?

Alan took one gloved hand and sat her down on one part of the couch. He tried to sit next to her, but not too close—Marie instead just crawled over on top of him, one booted leg draping over his, sliding her gloved hands under his face.

“What was wrong, stud? You can tell me.”

“Nothing,” he shook his head.

Fuck, she was gorgeous. Her skin had definitely gotten clearer. There wasn't a hint of a blemish or acne of any kind, anywhere. He took in the sight of her, each new centimeter of bare skin holding more and more boner-building qualities. She just exuded life. How much cum would it take to fill her up and get her totally pregnant?

Fuck. Where had that thought come from?

He had no idea. But now, all he could think of was her tiny superheroine outfit all swelled up with her engorged navel, her milk-heavy tits leaking out of the tiny bits of spandex just barely covering her nipples.

It probably wouldn't take more than a couple loads of his cum to get her incredibly pregnant. He'd give her twins. Triplets. Quintuplets. Load after load, more and more full of his perfect batch of babymaking seed.

Thoughts of these kind had been plaguing him as of late, especially after this morning with the incident with Anne's milk. As much as the thought had initially repulsed him, he couldn't deny how completely it turned him on. He could still feel the milk inside of him, filling him up with an incredible arousal, a need to spread and proliferate and dominate.

He had run up the stairs earlier because he was scared of bending Anne over the kitchen table and knocking her up right there. She had been making special milk, just for him to drink. That was so crazy, so hot, so crazy hot.

Just like Marie in her tiny slutty outfit.

For another little while, they just sat together on the couch, not saying much. She seemed content to caress his neck and face, staring up at him, waiting for him to speak. That was a good girl. Men spoke first. Alan felt like that was something important to understand, for both of them.

“Can we just be honest for a minute?”

“Yes. Please!”

She put her hands around his. Her leather gloves were so soft and warm.

“I'm a little confused. Yesterday you were the girlfriend of a good friend of mine. Today, you want to go out with me. And I'm not . . . not a ladies' man. I'm not really that good with women, generally.”

She rolled her eyes. “Greg is a loser. One look at you, one smell,” she bit her lip, and inhaled again, “and I knew he was the wrong guy for me. I can't explain it. It's really basic. Too basic to explain. It just is. It's right. I want nothing to do with him. You're better than him, anyway. You could totally take him in a fight.”

“Oh . . . okay. I guess.”

“God, you would just destroy
 him.” She threw her head back and laughed. He admired her beautiful neck, the way it led down into the immense mammaries she boasted. “And I know that like, if we ever fucked, you and me I mean, you'd totally destroy me, too.”

She smiled absently.

“It was really hard putting this outfit on, thinking about what you were going to do to me later if I was good enough for you. If I made you want me, like a good girl. I had to keep touching myself to stay calm.”

Her eyes opened wide, looking almost desperate. She licked her lips.

Alan shook his head. “But, don't you see? That's not like you, right? It's this whole town. Something really fucking off is happening. I don't know what it is. I stay inside all the time. I like it, I do, but I feel like I've missed out on some stuff. But I know there's these shakes, and people take them and become like, super sexy sex-obsessed nymphos. Except I had some and I'm not one.”

“I've had a lot of those, too. Would you call me a nympho?”

He felt like he was treading on dangerous ground. He didn't want to insult her.

“No, of course not.”

She looked a bit hurt.

“I mean you're sexy as hell, Marie. But you seem to have your mind, still. Which is sexy too.”

She perked up again, smiling devilishly.

“Can I be honest now?”

“Of course.”

He hoped she had some input on the subject—something she had seen that could illuminate it all. It wasn't enough that he had sort of figured it out—he needed all the answers.

“I'm really interested in making out with you and sucking your cock,” she said. “I just want to suck you completely dry.”

“Oh.” Alan shook his head. “Wait, what?”

“It's okay,” Marie said, smiling. She had such a terrific smile. “I've figured it all out. I know you said how you only really like to stay indoors, right? So we don't have to go out. I don't have to be your girlfriend or anything, if you don't want. That was just like, a pipe dream of mine. I would be totally fine just being the lucky girl who gets to be facefucked by your amazing fucking rod once in a while. I've figured it all out. I'll just sleep and snuggle at your feet until you need a good blowjob. I won't even have to eat anything, I'll just live off your cum. Please?”

“Marie, I—”

She moaned, touching a nipple through her teensy outfit. “Oh my god, yeah. Say my name, you fucking stud.”

Her gloved hands went down to his pants, undoing them easily. His length sprang directly into her hands right away.

“Call me your little Mega-Girl slut, Sir. Please?”

It was impossible to say how he wasn't already cumming. Certainly he felt like he could. Her hands on his shaft were so warm, so soft in their hot little ridiculous gloves. She looked up at him with her big brown eyes, so shiny and glazed over with lust.

Fuck it. He could figure it all out later.

“My little Mega-Girl slut,” he said, his voice low. “You're my Mega-Girl slut.”

Moaning, she kept stroking his cock as she slid completely into his body and kissed him. Her tongue was so smooth, so wet. He thought he could still taste the thick cream of the Shaped-Rite Shake on her breath.

He broke the kiss, tugging her thick tangle of hair back. “Suck me off, Mega-Girl. Suck my cock like a good super slut.”

Her eyes lit up, ecstatic that he was taking initiative at last. Alan nodded as her lips slid down on top of his massively hard shaft.

Yeah, take the initiative. Girls like that. Guys like him should be in charge. That all made sense. She was so soft, so malleable. She needed someone to tell her what to do. He had to be confident for her, strong for her.

Her massive tits slid up underneath his balls on the couch, resting there comfortably while she wrapped her mouth up and down his cock. She moaned as she took him in, and moaned as she slid off. Alan barely had time to reflect that this was his very first blowjob. It felt so right, so correct, that he couldn't focus on anything except how much he deserved it. He was her stud.

This was fun, indulging her kink. Making her feel like all her needs were taken care of. Alan could get used to this.

“You're mine, now, Mega-Girl,” he grunted out, rubbing his hands through her thick hair.

“Mmmhmmm!” she moaned out, slurping up and down on his shaft.

It was just so hot. His own personal superheroine fucktoy babe happily slurping down his cock. He could already envision this same scene happening again and again. Maybe his sister would join in.

Without warning, the thought of his sister sucking him off with Marie's help, maybe even the two of them dolled up just like Marie, flooded his mind.

He grabbed Marie suddenly and slid on top of her on the couch. His cock fit easily between the enormous valley of her cleavage. His cock—already so slick with her saliva and his precum—slid between the enormous tits and into her mouth with almost no effort.

Take the initiative, he told himself. Yeah. Fuck your super slut's tits.

He didn't bother to hold back. That would have been an insult to Marie and how hot she had dressed up for him. He used her, thrashing into every pump, all his strength used to squeeze her big tits down onto his thick meat and jam his cockhead into her soft, silky mouth.

Anne had big tits like this, he thought. He could fuck her just like he was fucking Marie.

He came, not bothering to tell Marie it was going to happen. She would swallow. She was a good girl. His cum sprayed all over, every bit of hot warmth shooting into her mouth, down into her belly, on top of her tits, and smearing across her gorgeous face. She sucked down every bit that she could, staring up at him with her adoration in her big brown eyes.

It felt like she was cumming too from the way her hips were thrusting up and down beneath him, gyrating above her head on the couch. Her eyes glazed over, and then Alan watched in amazement as they whited out somewhat—not rolling upwards, but the actual irises and all the rest whitening out, like a thick cloud was rolling over them.

He slid off from on top of her. For a few moments, he still spurted down on her outfit and her face, which had gone completely blank. Stray shots of cum sparkled all over her body.

For all Alan could tell, she was unconscious, knocked out from the power of his cum.

He tried to get up and care, to be compassionate. But all he could really think was how proud he was of fucking her mouth so hard. That was a man's work.
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Anne:
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S
 ome boy was following
 her home.

She didn't know him, and frankly, didn't want to know him. He was chunky and looked enormously grumpy, wearing a long dark brown trenchcoat, and sporting one of those tacky long chinstrap beards.

Anne wished that Lauren had been able to drive her home, but the poor brunette had cum herself silly in the gym bathroom shortly after Anne gave her the bottle full of Alan's delicious warm cum. Lauren had slurped it down, just like a shake, and then all of a sudden had trouble standing up straight.

Anne helped her into the bathroom, fingering her the whole way. Lauren's eyes had gotten completely blurry.

“It's okay,” Anne purred in her ear. “You belong to Alan, now. Alan's girl. You're Alan's special girl.”

Lauren had only been able to moan in agreement. She wasn't much for conversation, her fingers sliding in and out of her cunt on automatic, even as her other hand ceaselessly attended her quickly-growing tits. Anne guessed that they were getting all filled up with milk now that she had been attached to a man, like a good girl.

Anne had been attached to Alan for the longest time, now. She realized that was what all of this had been about. Becoming Alan's.

And now some stupid boy was following her, thinking that just because she was dressed hot and looked like a total babe that could fuck for weeks on end, that she belonged to just anybody.

“Hey!” he finally called out as she turned up the walkway to her house. “Hey, Anne. Hold up!”

“Go away,” she said, and then yelled up into the house, “Alan!”

There was a loud succession of thumps from inside and then Alan pulled open the door. It came off of its hinges a bit at the top, swinging lopsidedly. He was shirtless, in his boxers, his cocktip hanging down beneath just beyond the fabric. Anne quickly slid through the door, hiding behind her Man.

“What the hell?” said Alan. “Greg?”

“Yeah.”

The chunky young man looked a bit cowed, seeing Alan's half-naked form.

Alan pointed at the street. “You better get the hell out of here, man.”

“Hey, you stole my girlfriend. Screw you.”

“So, you want to ask out my stepsister or something? Take a hike.”

“I just want to talk to her for a bit, that's all.”

Greg moved forward and tried to push past Alan. Alan delivered a quick body blow to his side, twisted his arm around and pushed him to the ground.

“Get the hell out of here, I said. This is my place. My property. My women.”

Greg scrambled on the ground and ran off, giving Alan the bird.

Anne's pussy was drenched. The second Alan came back inside, she fell to her knees before him, hastily unzipping his pants.

“Big bro,” she moaned, “I really need to thank you!”

He was so strong. He had fought off her attacker and she had to show her appreciation. She licked her thick, sleek lips. She felt like a hot sports car. It wasn't fair just to be in front of someone all day and not let him drive. It wasn't acceptable for him to protect the car from being stolen and not to give him a ride.

He pushed her away. “No, sis. You can't. Y-you . . .”

Pressed up against him, she could feel his cock growing, his blood pumping, betraying his words.

“Please, stud? I want to show you how good you are to me.”

His cock just grew and grew. Anne stroked it happily, looking up at him with beseeching eyes.

A long breath flew out of his body. “Just . . . just make it quick, okay?”

Anne squealed happily, sinking her mouth down on his shaft. She bobbed up and down, happy little moans pouring out of her.

“You know, I was kind of mad at you for a while,” he mused.

She made an understanding sound, slurping him lovingly.

“I shouldn't have been. We're in this together. I shouldn't have tried to push you away.”

She moaned appreciatively, holding his ass cheek as she fucked her mouth with his cock. He was so
 delicious.

“But . . . what's happening with this town, we have to fight it. I mean, it's . . . too weird. Too out there. I can't just let it happen. I have to fight.”

Anne moaned affirmatively. Her pussy blazed, thinking of Alan doing any fighting at all. Imagining him crushing invader after invader. That was so hot
 .

“We have to . . . fight fire with fire. This stuff makes muscles, right? These shakes do, right? I've gotten really strong lately just from drinking a few. So, if I'm going to fight these people making them at that gym, then I need a lot of muscles.”

He looked down at Anne then, as if he remembered suddenly that she was there. His load shot hard against the back of her throat, filling up her tummy quickly, utterly drenching her insides with his hot spunk. Then he came again, and again. It felt like he was doing it on command. God, he was so strong
 .

He held her face in place, fucking it vigorously by thrusting his hips forward again and again, until Anne could barely breath. The cum leaked out of her mouth and she was totally helpless, her big tits  mashing and unmashing against his legs.

Finally he let her go, spraying a few extra times on her body. Marking her tits, her hot back. He was so good to her.

“You're going to fight him?” Anne felt herself wet with the thought. “You're going to fight Iron?”

“Is that the guy's name?”

“He runs the gym.”

“Okay, then. I'm going to train all night. And yeah. Then I'm going to fight him”

It wasn't long before they found some old dumb bells in the garage, buried beneath piles of her old portfolios.  They shoved all her stupid old art stuff in a corner. What did art matter when her real art was her body? When her real passion was serving her man Alan all day long? That was femininity: serving men like they deserved, being owned by a truly strong male.

They set up a couple of full length mirrors against the wall, so Alan could watch his lifting form, and put a big stack of Shaped-Rite shakes next to him on a table.

He started with curls and shrugs, pumping the weight easily. Anne licked her lips, fingering her pussy, watching his muscles clearly getting bigger right before her eyes.

After a few sets, he chugged down another shake. His cock transformed into another heart-achingly gorgeous boner right before her eyes, straining against the gym shorts he had put on.

Anne wanted to help him. She got down to her knees and pulled his shorts down. He didn't protest. He barely even registered that she was there, staring in the mirror and lifting those big, heavy, manly weights.

After he finished another set—consisting of forty or fifty repetitions—he casually unleashed another torrent of cum in her belly. She felt it moving inside of her, melding with her body, making her sexier, hotter, more connected to her Man.

He pushed her off then, and she giggled and crawled around behind him, staring at his ever-strengthening body in the mirrors with him, his cock dripping with her saliva, his thick precum.

She slid up behind him with her hand around his waist, her fingers around his semi-hard cock.

“You're gonna conquer him, big bro,” she cooed. “Look at how fucking strong you are. All this weight.”

“Yeah,” he breathed, his cock getting harder.

“You're gonna break him in half, and then you're going to take his woman. Because you're so big and mighty. You're my hot brother savior. My knight in big bro armor. You're such a fucking stud, Alan.”

“Sir,” he groaned out, pumping his waist into her hand now. “Call me Sir.”

“Oh yes, my big bro Sir.” Anne bit her lip, grinding her wet pussy into the back of his muscled thigh. “That's so right and good, to call you Sir.”

She stroked his cock harder, faster. It was already hard again. She got down to her knees in front of the massive meat. It was already leaking out thick, delicious precum. She smiled and licked it up.

“Thank you, Sir, for letting me call you Sir, big bro. It's so good of you.”

After that, she sank her head down on his cock again. Her thick golden mane trailed down to the floor, where it gathered in a soft puddle of femininity. She loved how soft and long her hair had become. It was hard not to imagine what Alan saw—staring in the tall mirror at himself, getting stronger with every second, a golden bimbo goddess adoring his cock and sucking down every droplet of precum and cum that he blessed her with.

The door opened up and Anne watched a beautiful, massively busty girl in a superheroine outfit stumble in. Hot droplets of shiny cum trailed up and down her amazingly tight body.

“Baby?” she mumbled, stumbling forward in the junk of the garage. “Sir? Did I do something wrong? Where did you go?”

“Here, Marie.”

She turned toward them and her face lit up immediately. “There you are!”

She dropped to her knees and crawled toward him.

“Scoot,” she said to Anne. “He deserves both of us here.”

Anne giggled, moving aside. “I'm Anne. His stepsister.”

“I'm his girlfriend,” purred Marie, licking his cock along the shaft.

Anne licked his cock in turn, staring in Marie's eyes. “I'm his—.”

“No, I'm his—.”

“No
 , I'm his . . .” Anne stopped, watching Marie lick her stepbrother's beautiful cock.

“I'm his,” Marie repeated, staring back.

“I'm
 his.”

“I'm his
 .”

He grunted. Anne could feel his balls bunching up for another orgasm.

They both looked up at him together.

“We're yours,” they chanted, “we're yours.”

They licked away at his thick, wonderful shaft, happy smiles on their faces.

Alan nodded. “I know, girls. I know.”
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Day 4
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Anne:





W
 hen they came to the
 gym the next morning, none of them had rested, though none of them seemed to care. Drinking the shakes, as always, had kept their energy levels way up.

Alan didn't bother with much clothing, just his gym shorts and a pair of shoes. His now-massive musculature dwarfed most of the men they crossed. Anne and Marie hung on his arm happily, a pair of delicious decorations made to adore him. He was easily twice their size, so it was good there were two of them, to get somewhere close to pleasing him so well.

Anne had on a similar outfit to Lauren the day before—a bright orange bikini, with thick black socks and tall tall platform heels. Her brilliant gold hair shimmered out behind her, looking like it was curving reality as she strutted.

Marie insisted on matching Anne, wearing bright orange thigh-high boots with matching gloves. Her gorgeous legs completely encased in the bright leather. Her elbow-length gloves matched perfectly. An orange-trimmed black halter leotard covered her sensationally stacked chest. She assured Alan that it was definitely an in-canon outfit.

Both the sensational babes' waists were incredibly tiny and incredibly muscled, tight and perfect for being filled, their hips flaring out wide. Their every step was perfectly timed with the other, and with their Sir's, as they stared up at him adoringly. This was only proper.

Bubbles was at the front of the gym, smiling brightly at the young family.

“Hello all!” she gushed. “I bet you're here to talk to Iron?”

“Yeah.” said Alan. “You're going to show me to him, right away.”

Bubbles nodded, her face looking somewhat serious. “Of course. I know my place.”

She led them to a yoga studio in the back of the gym. Several women completely stopped what they were doing to drool at Alan. A few fell off their treadmills. Anne noticed some men openly staring at her and Marie, fondling their cocks. She halfway wished they would try to take her. They'd see what her Man could do. He had gotten so completely dominantly strong. Her cunt sang just from being near his massive musculature.

In the yoga studio, Audrey was wrapped around Iron's waist, pressed into a corner. They were making out like teenagers. When the trio walked in, Iron let her drop down, not bothering to catch her. She slid around for a moment on the mats, giggling, breathing hard.

“Alan!” Iron said cheerily, stepping toward him with a hand out. “Glad to see you. Your stepmom here has convinced me to give you a job.” He chuckled. “She did quite the job herself, if you know what I mean.”

He winked. Anne was a little confused. She supposed that was her mother, but her mother hadn't been quite so curvy, so sexy, so young. She looked like a teenager.

Anne knew her Man, knew he was resisting the urge to pin Audrey somewhere, fuck her ruthlessly. Or maybe that was just her own fantasy.

Alan looked at Iron's hand and shook his head. “You can't have my stepmom as your personal fucktoy. I don't care what job you give me.”

“Sure I can.” Iron smiled. “I'm a strong guy, don't you worry. I'll take good care of her.”

“That's not what I meant!”

“I know what you meant,” said Iron, walking toward him. “But look, I'm not sure what you're all torn up about.”

“You've changed us,” said Alan. “Changed this town. It was all you doing it.”

“And now you got three beautiful girls desperate to suck your cock. I'd say that's a win, bud.”

“But it's . . . it's wrong.”

Iron laughed. “Wrong? Wrong is when women are walking around, acting like they can be bosses of anything except babymaking. That's wrong. What I've done is manufacture some rightness. And everybody's happier. Everybody knows their place. And you,” he wagged a finger at Alan, “You oughta be more grateful. Your mom told me how angry you get, even though she's been so nice to you. And now, you're a total stud, you've got three girls desperate to have your babies, I'm giving you a job, and you're mad at me? Grow up, kid. Learn to forgive. Life is nicer that way.”

A flash of consideration seemed to settle on Alan's face. He squeezed Anne's ass hard. She knew the words had to have an effect on him. He was already so much happier than he had been a few days ago—and Anne was going to do everything she could to keep making him happier.

“You keep saying I have three girls.” Alan shook his head. “Are you not able to count anymore? Did all those shakes poison your brain?”

“Oh, I can count, bud,” Iron snapped his fingers.

Lauren strutted into the room, wearing a tiny pleated skirt and prim white socks with bows on the edges. A remarkably tiny sweater struggled, unsuccessfully, to hide the gorgeous sight of her perfect young breasts. She had a black silk collar with a golden heart-shaped locket around her neck.

“Hi Alan,” she said softly. “I'm really glad you're here. I've needed you for like, so long. It was so long, and I didn't even know about it.”

Alan backed away, but Anne and Marie both leaned in. They knew he needed Lauren. Needed to fuck her and breed her, just like she needed to be fucked and bred.

“I didn't know at first,” said Lauren, “but then Anne fed me your hot, perfect cum, and she called me last night and told me all about how you fucked up that Greg kid who came to your door. Now I know you'll be a perfect protector for me and all our kiddies.”

Alan looked at Anne, then Marie, then Lauren again. Lauren stepped close to him, wrapped her arms around his neck. Love shined in her beautiful green eyes.

Alan's voice was thick. Anne saw his cock was even thicker. “But  . . . I . . . kiddies?”

Lauren nodded, leaning into his big, firm muscles. He seemed to automatically rest his hand on top of the curve of her tight ass. She giggled in satisfaction at his touch.

“That's right, baby. You're going to fill me up with your hot fucking baby batter. You're going to make me bust at the seams. And pretty soon I'll be the most preggo gal in town. All thanks to your superhot cum.”

She had started tugging at his cock. His pants fell to the floor, revealing his incredibly defined legs and ass. Alan was so
 hot, thought Anne. She was such a lucky babe to have him be so close to her. She stepped forward on the other side of Lauren, sliding under one thick, granite arm. She knew he could feel the hot thickness of her hair, how the immense mane framed her tiny, busty body.

“And me, too,” she cooed happily. “It'll be me and her, and Marie too. . . and of course, we'll be telling all our friends how good and pregnant you got us.”

Her hand joined Lauren's on his thickening rod. It was so big. Anne loved him and his cock so much.

Marie nodded, sliding up behind him. Her thick, hot tits resting against his back. He towered over all of them, not a one reaching his shoulder, even in their ridiculously high heels.

“Of course,” purred Marie, “now that you've got this cool job, anybody who comes into the gym will see how good you are, too...”

“This . . . this doesn't make sense.” Alan's voice was slow, like he was drunk on the sight and feel of his girls. Anne squealed inwardly. She was having such
 an effect. “Preg . . . pregnant? None of you are pregnant.”

Iron came forward, one hand on his hips. “Isn't it about time you changed that, bub? If you don't knock these babes up, somebody like me is just going to do it for you. Is that what you want?”

“No,” Alan shook his head. “You're right. I'm . . . I'm sorry.”

“He's so right,” whispered Lauren.

Marie nodded emphatically into his back. “Knock us up, baby.”

Anne gave his cock several long, encouraging tugs. “Knock me up with a baby right now, big bro. Please?”

Iron smiled, his hand deep inside the crack of Audrey's ass. Anne's bimbofied mother had one leg wrapped around Iron, whispering needily in his ear.

“I've got to run, my man.” He slapped Audrey's ass loudly. She jumped and giggled happily. “Don't worry about your stepmom, okay? She'll have a new family real soon.”

Iron exited the room and immediately Anne kneeled before her stepbrother, staring up at him with an open mouth, tongue out. Lauren and Marie quickly followed suit, all three automatically wrapping their legs around each other in a chorus of coos.

“Fuck our mouths, baby,” cooed Marie, pushing her tits together between her tight spandex straps.

Alan moaned, his arms spreading out. His cock was completely hard now, right in front of them. It was so fucking large; its several pounds of manmeat proudly on display, held up effortlessly by his gigantic frame. Anne's hand didn't even wrap all the way around it anymore. If she hadn't been transformed into such a perfect breeding bitch, it would rip her apart the second it entered her.

His hand wrapped around Anne's shoulder, and then Marie and Lauren's. He pushed them all backward, off their knees and on their backs to the ground, where they thudded happily.

“Who wants it first?”

They all cried out, raising their hands. Smiling, he dragged his cock over the outstretched knees of the three virgins. They each gasped, their hot cunts getting wetter and wetter as he delayed.

“Lauren, I've jerked off to you more times than I can count.”

The brunette moaned happily, spasming a bit. Anne was sure she had cum. After all, Anne would have if Alan said something like that about her.

He slid his cock over to Marie. “You are a completely hot little superheroine slut, even if you're kind of nuts.”

Anne didn't even have to wonder—Marie definitely came from his words. She could smell the hot, sweet release of orgasm flooding the room.

Alan brought his cock over to Anne, pushing her perfect thighs together around his shaft.

“But you, sis. You're the one who gets my seed first. You're just so fucking hot now.”

“I'm hot for you!” she moaned, thrusting her hips upward, opening her decorated legs wide. “Only for my big bro!”

“That's right,” he grunted, moving down to his knees, “Only for me.”

Anne screamed in bliss the second he shoved inside of her. He curled her legs up on top of her mind-numbingly perfect tits. Even as his cock was delivering universes of pleasure to her cunt, her hot legs were rubbing hot on her thick nipples, delivering even more delicious thrills up and down her body.

She stared up at him in open worship, her mouth barely able to form coherent words. His big, thick hands had slid up underneath her, guiding her pace completely as she buried himself inside of her again and again.

“You're s-soo strong, big bro!” she cried out. “So fucking
 strong!”

Marie and Lauren slid next to her, their tits smooshed against her sides, their faces looking up at Alan's along with Anne's. Their eyes just as wide as Anne's, their mouths forming hot sweet half-formed phrases of worship.

“So strong!”

“So fucking hot!”

“Breed her, baby!”

“Breed me, please!”


Alan couldn't hold back any longer. He unloaded inside of his sister, filling her womb completely with hot, gushing, babymaking seed. It was so hot, so potent and thick, sticking to every single part of her. Her eyes glowed with love, with purpose and love as she stared up at him.

She was going to be a mommy for him! She was so fucking pregnant just for her big man, all for him! It was a dream come true, sitting in hot gooey form in her belly.

“Fuck,” Lauren moaned. “Do me next!”

Marie slid on top of Anne, her nipples trailing over the blond's lovely face. “Me next, baby, please!”

“Get on all fours,” Alan said. “Both of you.”

“Yes, Sir!” they chirped together.

When he pulled out his massive cock, Anne saw why it felt like his seed was filling her up so inexorably—it's because he was still cumming.
 Every few seconds his dick would shoot and spurt out a few more long streams of seed.

Within seconds he had jammed himself between Marie's legs, his cock ripping straight through her flimsy spandex panties. He gripped her tight ass and shuddered several times, pounding deep inside of her.

“Oh holy fuck
 it's so hot. It's so hot. It's so hot!”

Anne watched him pull his cock out—still spurting out cum incessantly—and jam it deep inside of Lauren. Her legs splayed out instantly, and she screamed happily. He spanked her ass hard, timing it with every involuntary jerk of his cock. Lauren was so light and thin, every time his mammoth rod spasmed, her body lifted up off the ground.

Fuck. My big bro is so strong, thought Anne.

Eventually he seemed to stop cumming, folding over on top of the gorgeous Lauren while still inside her.

Anne, her cloud of bliss still fogging up her head, crawled over to him and began stroking his completely relaxed muscles.

“I bet you could keep fucking us,” she purred. “I bet a big, strong big bro like you is full of seed to pump his little slutlets up with.”

He turned to her and grinned. Lauren, slumped over, suddenly straightened out on the floor, her legs widening once more.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “He's fucking hard
 again. Hard inside me. Oh my god
 .”

It turned into a very productive night.
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Day 153
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Anne:





“T
 hat's it, girls. Stretch
 your knees wide. Remember to breathe.”

Anne loved teaching her pregnant yoga class. The girls were all so receptive. This was so much better than some silly art degree ever could have been.

The class had over twenty women in it, each incredibly pregnant. All still miraculously fit. Alan's seed had treated them very well. Everyone was still working on her first baby, just like Anne was. Her own belly had swelled to enormous proportions, rivaling her tits for the title of sexiest curve on her body.

Alan had more girls even than Iron. Iron didn't seem to mind. He was a believer in the cause, of making things how they should be—hot women serving strong men, no matter what the ratios.

Two girls showed up at the door, right as Anne was about to switch stretches. “Oh hi! We're here for the two o'clock?”

“Are you Alan's girls?”

They shook their heads. “I belong to Kyle,” said the redhead. “And she's Ian's.”

Anne shrugged. “Haven't heard of those two. This class is for Alan's girls. You might want to check the room down the way.”

“All of these are his?”

Anne nodded, grinning and looking over the class. “That's right.”

“Wow. You guys are so
 lucky to have such a strong, fertile man.”

The other nodded. “Is he . . . I mean, is he available?”

Her friend nodded hopefully.

Anne shook her head sadly. “You know that's against the rules, girls. Taken babes can't fuck other men.”

“We can't even just like, suck him off some time? I'm sure he'd be able to take Ian.”

“Or Kyle,” blurted the other.

“He certainly could.” Anne bit her lip, off in dreamland for a moment. “I'll see what I can do, okay?”

They nodded happily. “You're so wonderful!”

“I know!” She fluttered her hand. “Run along now, little ones.”

Anne was
 wonderful. Her big bro had made her into such a special piece of property. Her heart just swelled with love for him. It was so terrific being in his family.

# # #
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Y
 OUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
 !

* * * * *
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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!
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What's next?
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W
 hat other thoroughly
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem
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E
 liana has never been
 happier than she is as a willfully mindfucked slave of her MasterHusband, so when his status is threatened and his ownership of her might be revoked, she does what any good slavewife does—gather more slaves for him until the problem solves itself.




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]





Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent
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A
 n immortal sex demon
 gains an immortal succubus for a bride. How does she celebrate their joining? By gathering more succubus slaves for him, of course!
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Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant
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T
 he gorgeous Eliana
 loves her new submissive, erotic life in service to her husband, but she’s kidnapped by his latest slave-acquisition. It’s up to her to take advantage of her Master’s programming to bring herself and her sexy kidnapper back to their knees where they belong...
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Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF
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W
 hen this sex demon
 tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]





Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place
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E
 lena wakes up as a
 completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...
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Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires
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L
 earn the secret origins
 of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!
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Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem
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T
 he facility belongs
 entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay?
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Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit
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J
 ohn’s transformation
 into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye.
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Bimbo Pill – New Wife
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A
 virgin’s sexy mad
 science plan to turn her crush’s wife into a bimbo backfires, and she has no choice but to make herself an even sexier bimbo to compete!

––––––––
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G
 ET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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Gang Dreams
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F
 ulfill all of your
 naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!
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Forbidden Dreams



[image: image]








N
 ot sure where to start
 with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!
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Overflowing Dreams
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T
 WENTY stories of lactation
 and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!
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Just 18 Dreams
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E
 IGHTEEN beautifully
 bodacious tales of barely legal beauties begging for the hard, unstoppable cocks of the alpha males in their lives!
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Fertile Dreams
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T
 WENTY amazing stories
 of brilliantly busty, fertile babes who dream of nothing but serving their man in all the ways he deserves...whether they like it or not!
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Craving Alpha Males
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A
 n amazing deal for
 TWENTY stories of Alpha Male action—claiming hot babes, using no protection, and destroying anyone in their way.
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Naughty Cravings
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A
 n outstanding sampler
 pack of TWENTY of the hottest tales Nadia Nightside boasts—if you don’t know where to start with Nadia’s huge library, this is the best place to begin!
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Hard & Rough Cravings
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T
 WENTY stories of the
 hardest, roughest sex scenes Nadia Nightside has ever put to paper!
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Mesmerized Cravings
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T
 WENTY stories of erotic
 mind control full of hot babes with their minds wiped until they realize their true purpose is servicing cock forever!
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Bimbo Pill – The Bundle
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T
 he ENTIRE Bimbo Pill
 series featuring a gaga-crush-gone-wrong when a sexy scientist falls so madly in love with her crush that she turns his wife into a submissive bimbo slave.
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Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle
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A
 special helmet turns
 men into studs and women into gorgeous, seductive vixens with a need to breed, centering around a man past his prime “getting to know” the women who have known him their whole lives!
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Craving Lucky Nerds
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20
 HOT stories of lucky
 nerds who get the harems of gorgeous women they’ve always wanted!
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Craving Bad Boys
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T
 his jam-packed bundle
 features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!

Hope to hear from you soon!




Did you love Taboo Dreams - A Bundle
 ? Then you should read Virtual Meeting - Owning His Hot Date
 by Nadia Nightside!
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No lockdowns for lust; no shutdowns for sex.Isolated and alone, Brent is so desperate for companionship in the hardest times of the pandemic that he turns to a mysterious service that guarantees it will find him the perfect partner via a special virtual reality helmet. The AI is flawless—the busty, lusty, programmed-to-adore servants awaiting inside find out his every erotic desire, using temptation and guile to encourage the reticent Brent to open up. Brent thinks it's all an elaborate game. But then, he's visited by a girl with no memory, accompanied by instructions on how to turn her into his perfect-bodied, busty, arrogant, loving, fertile girlfriend (complete with overflowing cups just in case he gets thirsty!). Is he strong enough to resist such a temptation, or will he be corrupted by the program's dark desires to rut forever and spill his virile hot seed wherever he wants? 




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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About the Author


For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Image00006.jpg





OEBPS/Image00004.jpg





OEBPS/Image00005.jpg
Owningﬂ_liis;_
HOT DATE
a0 W
Nadia Nightside
F¥





OEBPS/Image00002.jpg





OEBPS/Image00003.jpg





OEBPS/Image00000.jpg





OEBPS/Image00001.jpg





