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Bimbo Casino: No Restrictions

 

Their plane touched down in the early morning, and both Jonathan and Rosie walked through the airport with an aura—not of fun or relaxation, as one might expect of a young couple with a free trip to Las Vegas—but rather of stolid responsibility.

They were going to make their marriage work, by God.

Jonathan was certain of it. His wife, Rosie, was too. They had exchanged very serious texts, emails, and even in-person conversations about how this vacation was the key to their marriage, this was going to be what saved their couple-hood from annihilation. This fantastic, fun trip to Las Vegas that was going to be a wonderful time no matter what.

They  were  self-aware  enough  to  know  how  ridiculously  stubborn  they  were  being  about  it. They were also stubborn enough not to change their viewpoint.

Jonathan—twenty-seven—dressed in a plain blue t-shirt and a pair of loose-fitting jeans; his travel  clothes.  His  once-athletic  frame  held  a  front-heavy  paunch  that  somewhat  disguised  his skinny  arms  and  legs.  Rosie—just  twenty-five—with  much  the  same  philosophy  of  travel,  had put on a pair of breezy shorts and a loose-fitting blouse that belied her slender frame. Her dark hair coiled about her neck and shoulders in a loose ponytail. Their hands were joined together as they stepped out of the airplane, making their way down to the baggage claim, like two political prisoners on their way to sentencing.

This was a serious business, their free vacation. Very serious indeed.

Most of their lives were serious business. Serious business was, in fact, the only manner in which they knew how to approach any aspect of their lives.

Jonathan worked at an investment firm downtown back in their Sun Belt State city, and Rosie worked  three  buildings  down  in  a  struggling  newspaper  office.  They  were  both  the  junior members of their respective employers, and both of them had picked up a considerable amount of debt from their educations which weighed heavy over their head like a dark cloud, popping up at the beginning of every month right after pay day, when they put down the loan payments to try and stave off the inevitable ascent of their interest charges.

Rosie  was  overworked,  underpaid,  and  well-beyond  stressed  out.  Jonathan  felt  much  the same  way.  As  young  professionals,  both  of  them  felt  they  were  constantly  trying  to  impress unimpressable people, who  themselves held unwieldy  and tenuous positions  in greedy, spiteful companies. Everyone they knew was on edge, all the time, and the people at the tip-top blamed the people below them for any failure, and so everyone below those tip-toppers placed their ire on everyone below themselves, and so eventually all this blame and ire trickled down to the very bottom  of  the  ladder—the  interns-newly-made-full-salaried,  which  in  this  case  were  Rosie  and Jonathan.

It was a mess, but what could they do? They had to make money somehow.

It was a mess, endlessly so, and they were stuck in it.

The  night  they  won  the  contest—they  had  been  notified  through  a  phone  call,  followed  up immediately by an email, and then followed up again with a Skype conversation with a beautiful young  brunette  whose  name  was  Hazel  or  Chestnut  or  something  like  that—there  was  no celebration  as  one  might  expect.  Instead,  the  two  of  them  sat  at  their  small  kitchen  table, glowering at the computer print-out of the plane tickets.

In their position, taking off even a day for a legitimate illness felt like a sin. How would they get ahead if they weren’t at work?

After several sad minutes, Jonathan took a breath. “I think we should go.”

“Really?” Surprise colored Rosie's face. “It’s just...”

“I know,” he said, sliding his hands over hers. Their palms soft and light. “Everything we’ve worked for, everything that we’ve tried to gain...we can’t take off for a second, can we?”

Rosie shrugged, nodding. “Right. It’s a bummer.”

He grabbed her by the shoulder. “But we can, love. That’s what I’m saying. They make us think  they  we  can’t,  but  we  really,  really  can.”  He  stood  up  and  grabbed  an  apple  out  of  their small  fruit  bowl.  “It’s  this  damn  false  meritocracy.  We  kill  ourselves  to  get  the  jobs  that  are there, and when we don’t get them, they tell us we’re not good enough. If we stop to look after ourselves for half a second, or wonder if we’re doing the right thing, they tell us that we’re not trying hard enough.”

“It’s lunacy,” said Rosie softly. “Pure lunacy.”

Her eyes lit up a bit. She had told him more than once how she admired the way he talked about life, about most everything. Listening to Jonathan was like a more soulful version of talk radio, she said. It was one of the reasons she had married him, a little over two years before.

The reality was that they both knew that the prize trip—all expenses paid for a week in Las Vegas  as  the  Shining  Spiral  Casino—was  a  godsend.  Both  of  them  were  exhausted  from  their jobs.

Jonathan  finished  chopping  up  the  apple  and  laid  out  a  half  for  Rosie.  She  munched thoughtfully for several seconds before nodding herself.

“You’re right,” she said. “We should go.”

And so they did.

Now,  as  they  walked  out  of  the  airport  with  their  baggage  in  tow,  they  both  took  several seconds to adjust to the sudden wave of desert heat.

“Wow,” said Rosie, fluttering the collar of her shirt.

Jonathan  admired  the  way  her  fluttering  made  her  shirt  cling  to  her  slim  form,  her  perky breasts. A bead of sweat dripped down from her neck and toward her chest. He followed it for a moment, smiling slyly when she caught him.

“Wow is right,” he said.

She giggled and punched him on his arm.

Good,  that  was  good.  Already  they  were  having  fun.  Jonathan  noted  the  fun,  cataloged  it deep into his files of good times had. Hopefully there would be more to come.

They had been told that someone would swing by to pick them up. Soon, a black town car stopped in front of them. A gorgeous young short-haired blond chauffeur came out greeted them.

“Jeffersons, yes?”

Her voice was high and bubbly. The smell of peppermint, strong and tingly, poured off of her in waves. Jonathan struggled not to stare openly at her impeccably tanned breasts, but was able only to stare instead at her shining, tanned thighs.

Everything  about  this  chauffeur  was  simply  more impressive than  Rosie.  It  was  almost painful  to  look  back  at  his  wife—who  before  had  seemed  so  chic  and  relaxed  in  her  travel clothes, and now in the face of this gorgeous chauffeur seemed so very drab.

In  the  car,  Rosie,  somehow,  didn't  comment  on  his  probably-obvious  disappointment  as  he looked at his wife. That was good. Another good thing. Catalog, catalog.

The ride was quick, but long. The bubbly chauffeur didn't seem to mind flagrantly disobeying the speed limits. Probably she thought she could flirt her way out of a ticket—and probably she was right.

“We're just so excited to have you at the casino,” she enthused from the front. “We haven't had very many guests at all so far. You'll be one of the only couples there.”

“Really?” Worry tinged Rosie's voice. “Why is that?”

“Oh, we don't have our official grand opening for another week or so. Boss wanted a test run on a few more guests, just to make sure we all were as wonderful and obedient as possible!”

Rosie  raised  an  alarmed  eyebrow,  but  Jonathan  hardly  saw  it.  If  he  positioned  himself correctly, he could stare directly down the chauffeur's cleavage through the rear view mirror. The chauffeur's smile seemed to indicate that she saw him doing it—and enjoyed it immensely.

He felt wrong doing this, of course—it was such a big shift from his normally business-like self—but maybe that was part of the fun.

Much to Jonathan’s surprise, they passed right by the main strip with all the big, recognizable casinos  and  ventured  far  out  into  the  desert.  The  Shining  Spiral  Casino  was  the  only  thing,  it seemed like, in miles.

It was quite the sight. An enormous, glittering, rotating, silver-and-black spiral stood over the dome of the casino, appearing suspended between the twin towers of the hotel. Jonathan caught himself staring up at the spiral as they approached on the long road—and saw Rosie doing the same.

It was strangely contenting, looking at that spiral. His cares seemed to melt away from him, bit by bit.

So what if he looked at the chauffeur’s tits? She was hot. Let him look. He was on vacation, by god.

As they drove up to the hotel, a gaggle of big-breasted women in tight, tiny spandex outfits awaited them at the entrance, standing obediently behind a tall, thin man with slicked-back hair. He wore a blue suit, his arms hanging down from his shoulders like spindly tree branches. As the young couple stepped out of the town car, the man placed his fingertips together and drew them up to his face, highlighting a charming smile.

“Ladies, welcome the Jeffersons!”

All the girls smiled and intoned at once,“Welcome, Mister and Misses Jefferson.”

For Jonathan, seeing the crowd of women like looking into an endless sea of fleshy valleys. Everywhere he looked was another bountiful pair of breasts, each slender-waisted and top-heavy beauty more gorgeous than the last. Next to him, Rosie stiffened up and wrapped and re-wrapped his hand.

He tried once again, valiantly, to be a gentleman, but it was rather hard.

Soon, he  was  rather  hard,  and  carefully  arranging  his  bag  to  hide  his  erection  with  his luggage. All the lovely girls caught him looking. None of their looks were discouraging—in fact, they  seemed  to  be  openly  encouraging  him  to  look  more  and  more,  dragging  their  fingertips along their cleavage or toying with locks of hair that just so happened to land squarely between their sumptuous tits. Several of them winked knowingly.

The  tall  suited  man  held  out  a  hand.  “I  am  Mister  Craft.  Wallace  Craft.  This  is my establishment.”

Jonathan  took  his  outstretched  hand,  shaking  it.  “Thank  you  so  much,  then!  We’re  really looking forward to staying here.”

Rosie held out a hand, but Craft must not have seen it, as he turned and began walking into the  shiny  silver  doors  of  the  hotel  lobby.  She  frowned  furiously—in  the  workplace,  Jonathan knew, she had suffered plenty of gender-based discrimination.

But amazingly, she put up with it. Perhaps she was just getting in the vacation mode already.

“This  is  the  lobby,”  said  Craft  as  he  led  them  inside,  waving  his  hands  about.  “Any information you need about the hotel, my girls and boys will be happy to answer. If you feel like playing a few games—and I hope you do, with the three thousand dollar credit we’re extending to you—then it’s right through that door.” He pointed to a black double-door, bright neon lights flashing through its small windows. “In the meantime, Delilah here can show you to your room.”

He  snapped,  and  very  quickly,  a  tiny,  incredibly  busty  young  woman  arrived.  Despite  her small  size,  she  was  thoroughly  leggy,  and  wore  a  tiny  spiral-striped  skirt  and  sparkly  platform heels to highlight this particularly feature. Her long chestnut hair's volume only highlighted how tiny she was.

Throughout the lobby several beautiful women and a number of large men attended to their duties. Jonathan noticed his wife noticing the men—tall, ruggedly muscled, with beardy stubble and  smoldering  eyes.  Each  of  them  seemed  to  be  carrying  something  heavy  by  themselves—a table,  a  pole,  a  dolly  loaded  down  with  boxes.  The  lobby  was  ornate  and  large,  with  extensive flowery sculpting on the tall pillars.

No, not flowery, thought Jonathan. Spirally. Was that even a word? Anyway, lots of spirals floating up the pillars, along the walls.

He didn't focus on it. Delilah's rear was much more engaging than the décor.

Rosie  and  Jonathan  followed  Delilah  down  to  the  elevator—her  walk  was  as  animated  as every  girl  in  the  lobby—sultry  and  purposeful.  Jonathan  admired  her  ass  openly.  There was...something  in  the  air.  Some  scent  coming  from  her—that  same  hot  peppermint  smell  that the chauffeur displayed. It freshened up his thoughts.

“Peppermint?” she offered, turning around in front of the silver elevator doors.

Suddenly the mints were just in her hands—her outfit had no pockets, so either she had been holding on to them, or they had been stuffed down the slick, luscious space of her cleavage.

Both of them took one. It melted immediately in Jonathan’s mouth.

“We’re  so  happy  you’re  here,”  she  said,  gushing  just  like  the  chauffeur  had  as  she  guided them into the elevator. She pressed the button for their floor with a long, painted nail. “There’s so  few  guests  here,  as  you  may  have  noticed.  We’re  really  just  trying  to  build  up  the  place’s reputation, get reviews and all of that. We really hope you love it here like we do!”

Both  of  them  made  little  muttering  noises—if  Rosie  was  like  Jonathan,  then  she  had something  friendly  to  say,  but  her  voice  stayed  after  taking  in  a  long,  deep  peppermint  breath. For Jonathan, the mint flooded his system with slow, cool energy, and focused his gaze directly on Delilah's amazingly built derriere.

The  elevator  dinged  and  the  doors  opened  up.  “You’re  staying  right  above  the  employee’s quarters, for now.”

Jonathan's surprise fought through the effects of the peppermint. “You live here?”

“Oh my gosh, yes!” Delilah grabbed his hand enthusiastically. “It’s wonderful here!”

Their room, down at the end of the hall, was an enormous suite. Everything was layered in silver  and  black,  and  small  little  spirals  rotated  out  from  the  handles  of  the  doors  and  faucets. There were even spiral-themed paintings.

Delilah  followed  them  in,  calling  out  names  of  rooms—bathroom,  living  room,  bedroom, kitchen.  Rosie  picked  up  the  remote  for  the  television,  perhaps  thinking  to  put  it  on  the  night stand. Instead, the second she picked up the remote, a wave of spirals appeared on the television screen.  Frowning,  she  made  to  change  the  channel,  but  then  she  stopped  mid-motion,  her  eyes glazing over a bit.

Jonathan almost said something, but Delilah grabbed his hand and pulled him out toward the door.

“God,  it's  such  a shame  you're  married,”  she  purred,  clearly  not  caring  that  Rosie  was  no more than fifteen feet away. “Please let me know if you need anything.” Her hand trailed along Jonathan’s  chest  and  then  his  arm.  “Anything  at  all.  If  you  want  to  find  me  later,  I'll  be  at  the three-card poker table.”

“Okay,” said Jonathan, staring entirely at her hot, perfectly positioned globes straining in her tiny uniform. His head felt sooo foggy. “Sure.”

The door shut behind her. Jonathan’s hard-on was almost painful, stretching out against his pants.  He  was  going  to  have  to  masturbate  or  something,  take  care  of  it.  There  was  a  vacation here he had to take care of, after all.

Right—vacation!

A vacation where he played a lot of three-card poker.

Turning around, he saw Rosie in her underwear, her eyes still a little glossy. Looking down, he saw her thighs glistening with hot, wet arousal, the front of her panties spotted. Behind her, the television screen pulsed with strange, hot, dancing spirals. He saw Rosie inside of the spirals, and slowly felt himself descend into her grasp.

“Come on.” She grabbed his hard-on through his pants. “Let’s fuck. Now. Please?”

He was surprised. Usually it took him a long time to warm her up. And now, here, just from being in this wonderful place, she was ready to go.

Of course, he was ready to go too, thanks to Delilah.

Within short order, they were both naked in the bedroom, humping madly. Their lovemaking was short and not-that-sweet.

He closed his eyes, thinking of the hot, peppermint-scented cleavage of the girl who helped them  up.  He  wanted  her  so  bad.  He  wanted her.  He  couldn't  stop  imagining  the  curve  of  her body, the sliding motions of her legs beneath her tiny skirt.

He  came  hard  in  his  wife's  pussy,  dreaming  of  this  other  girl,  almost-just-whispering  her name: Delilah, Delilah, Delilah.

* * * * *

Waking up from their post-coital nap, Rosie stretched and slipped on a swimsuit and a loose blue dress. That was the best sex they had given each other in a long time. She was already quite the fan of this vacation—Jonathan's wandering eyes or no. When he was inside of her, she knew he was thinking about her—and certainly she must have turned him on. It seemed like some other force had been driving all his big, manly thrusts with his godly husband cock.

Huh? Godly...husband...cock?

Her  mind  still  felt  a  little  foggy  from  whatever  had  been  in  that  peppermint.  Dimly,  she recalled standing in front of the television and feeling suddenly horny...but she didn't remember turning it off, and it wasn't on now. She must have dreamed that in her after-sex nap.

It bothered her dimly that the peppermint had been some sort of drug—obviously it had been, with  the  reactions  it  produced.  But  at  the  same  time,  something  deep  and  twisted  just  kept repeating  about  how  it  was  all  a  good  time.  It  was  such  a  good  time,  being  in  this  casino.  So much fun.

Have some fun, Rosie.

She  slipped  down  next  to  Jonathan's  prone  form  and  delivered  a  series  of  kisses  on  his forehead.

“I’m going to have a dip at the pool, dear.”

He rolled over sleepily. “That’s great,” said Jonathan. “I think I’m going to just rest here for a bit and grab a coffee, maybe look around at the games later on.”

“Please,”  she  rolled  her  eyes  just  slightly.  “Don’t you start  calling  them  games,  too.  It’s gambling, plain and simple. We could lose money.”

He sat up casually, hands behind his back. “Hey, they gave us three grand to blow. That’ll take me at least a month to work through with our budget. I think I’ll be fine.”

Rosie laughed and nodded. Jonathan was so very responsible with their money. It was one of the things she loved about him—his responsibility.

In the hallway, it struck Rosie how few guests there were. She didn't see anyone who didn't look like an employee, and while that lack was eerie, there was no lack of worker-bees humming around and attending to the interior.

Instead of the elevator, Rosie took the stairs—an old habit furnaced by her love of fitness— and noticed through open doors that each floor had at least one pair of incredibly proportioned maids  in  those  ridiculously  revealing  uniforms,  happily  singing  and  humming  as  they  folded towels  and  put  away  laundry.  As  far  as  Rosie  could  tell,  though,  there  really  were  no  guests besides her and her husband.

But, no, of course there had to be. Even if the hotel was still doing test runs, she and Jonathan couldn't be the only guests there. There had to be someone. Somewhere. The casino was just a large place, that was all.

It was easy getting around the casino, though it took a strangely long time. She left the room at close to two in the afternoon, and by the time she made it to the pool, it was three forty-five. She kept stopping in the middle of hallways, closely examining the spinning spirals next to the signs. They were just...difficult to parse, that was all. There was so much to learn.

She loved learning, though. She was so lucky the casino could teach her.

She loved the casino already. She had learned that right away.

Outside,  the  pool  seemed  empty  at  first—until  Rosie  noticed  that  was  only  because  no  one was in the pool. No one swimming, no one playing, no games of Marco Polo or Chicken Fight. Instead, everyone was laying out by the pool. All women. All busty, well-proportioned women with long waves of beautiful hair, holding small cocktails.

Employees, perhaps?

Rosie took a moment to set her towel and romance novel down at one of the pool chairs in the shade. Most of the time, her pale skin burnt rather easily.

“Can I get you a drink, ma’am?”

Talking to Rosie was a tall drink of a man—a young rippling stud with sparkling white teeth and mammoth pectoral muscles. He had a name tag that read, “Philip.”

“A water would be lovely, actually.”

“All right,” the waiter clapped his hands. “Bottles of water are ten dollars.”

Rosie was aghast. “Ten dollars?”

He  smiled,  shrugging  sheepishly.  The  maneuver  was  startlingly  handsome,  just  like  all  of him. “I know, right? Blame my boss. He’s trying to push our new drink, the Spiral Twist. Those are free from now until this evening.”

“Free?” Rosie's interest was piqued. “Well, what’s in it?”

He shrugged, his massive shoulders bulging together. “A little of this, a little of that.”

“I meant—you know. Does it have alcohol in it?”

“Oh, yes ma’am. It’s very popular. It'll make you feel fantastic.” He swept out a hand to the other ladies sitting in their pool chairs, each drinking the black and white drink liqueur

“Oh, no thank you, then. It’s the middle of the day.”

“As you wish, ma’am. But, it is free, and I haven’t had a complaint yet.”

She made a face, trying to shuffle away from the sales pitch.

“I tell you what,” he said, stepping close to her. His size dwarfed her entirely. “I really am supposed to try to get everyone to try one. If you’ll take just one, and you hate it? I’ll get you a bottle of water on the sly. How’s that?”

His masculine, earthy smell only increased as he came closer. It was a heady scent, one that had Rosie almost swooning. Smiling, she nodded.

“Sure,” she said. “That sounds fair.”

“Thanks, babe.”

He patted her on the ass and left to grab the drink. Rosie didn't even have time to protest that it was completely inappropriate for him to touch her like that—and when he came back, she was too busy wrestling with her amazed tongue—which had a sudden and definite longing to wrap itself  around  any  part  of  his  rippling  torso  that  she  could  find—to  form  any  kind  of  coherent response outside of a meek and slightly-curtsying “thank you.”

That was unlike her. Normally she was quick to judge sexist behavior—and quick to call it out.

Oh well. She was vacationing. This waiter, Philip, worked for the casino. He couldn't be all bad.

She loved the casino.

As soon as he left, leaving the drink in Rosie’s hands, two young girls—who looked about Rosie’s age, sat down in the row of chairs just behind her. She noticed them sitting, and noticed how  incredibly  attractive  they  both  were,  with  their  waspish  figures  and  thick  heads  of  glossy, shiny hair. Self-consciously, Rosie sat up straight.

What if the waiter came back? She would have to look good somehow.

That was an odd thought for her to have—an odd thing for her to worry about.

Oh  well.  She  took  a  little  sip  of  her  drink.  It  was  like  a  malt—thick  and  tasting  something like peppermint chocolate. There was some sort of milk inside, thick and creamy and warming her throat. The alcohol immediately had an effect on her, making her head feel slightly foggy and her whole body comfortably warm.

The two girls behind her began to have the oddest conversation. Their voices were melodic, happy,  and  relaxing.  Overhead,  the  spiral  between  the  towers  of  the  hotel  continued  to  spin. Rosie  couldn’t  help  but  sip  at  her  drink—so  thick  and  delicious—and  follow  along  with  the conversation for a while.

“I really, really hope I’m a good wife for my man,” said the first woman.

The other voice was reassuring. “Of course you’re a good wife.”

“I just know I have so many things to do for him.”

“You’ll  do  all  those  things  for  your  man,”  the  second  voice  reassured.  “You  want  to  do anything for your man.”

Anything  for  her  man.  Rosie  nodded  slowly,  looking  up  at  the  spiral  overhead.  Yes.  Of course she would.

“He’s a good, strong man. And I want to be his hot, fertile wife.”

“You’ll be such a hot, fertile wife for your strong man.”

Hot wife for her strong man. Oh yeah. She sounded hot. They both did.

This  was  a  rather  odd  conversation  indeed.  It  sounded  like  the  two  girls  were  reading  off some  kind  of  script—but  they  were  so  enthused,  so happy about  what  they  were  saying,  that Rosie had a hard time finding it disingenuous.

Where  did  Rosie's  dress  go?  She  was  only  wearing  her  bikini  now  for  some  reason.  Her hands were sliding at the straps, which suddenly felt too constraining. She looked up at the spiral overhead, her thoughts slipping away.

“There's  no  reason  to  ever  be  worried  about  anything  now  that  I'm  married,”  said  the  first girl.

“You're right. No reason at all. My man and the casino take care of everything.”

Rosie nodded slowly, sip sip sip. No reason to be worried about anything.

The first girl sounded a bit concerned. “I hope that he finds me attractive. That's mostly all I care about.”

“Being attractive is the most important thing for a wife to do, outside of obeying.”

Rosie's  fun-tasting  super-good  drink  was  empty,  strangely.  How  had  that  happened?  She didn't care. Her head floated happily. All she had to worry about was looking attractive.

“I have to obey all the time.”

“An obedient wife is an attractive wife.”

“My man is so strong. I have to be hot for him. Otherwise he'll never get me pregnant.”

“You'll be so hot for your strong man. You're a hot babe. You know how to dress like a hot babe for your man and he'll make you more pregnant than you can believe.”

Obedient, attractive, duty, hot, pregnant, strong, man.

These  words  bounced  off  Rosie’s  mind  like  jello-filled  super  balls,  floating  everywhere  at once.

Dumbly,  Rosie  looked  down  at  her  drink.  It  was  full  again.  When  had  that  happened?  Did Philip come by? Had he said if she looked hot or not?

The drink was so good that she immediately started drinking more, the cool breeze of the day fluttering against her body.

Looking  down  at  her  chest,  she  saw  that  her  breasts  were  rippling  somehow—growing,  in fact.  Right  before  her  eyes,  her  bust  was  increasing  with  happy,  jiggly  bounces.  They  felt  full of...milk?

That was...that was really cool. That would let her be a better wife for her man. That was so wonderful. Every thought she had landed serenely in her head. There was no panic, no urgency. Everything was wonderful. The casino was wonderful.

She  swallowed  the  rest  of  her  drink,  watching  her  breasts  grow  even  more  as  she  did,  her waist becoming narrower, her pale skin becoming more tan in the shade. Wasn't that something?

She sat up to set her empty drink down—but then Philip was there, grabbing it and replacing it with one smooth motion. That was so good of him. So strong.

She needed to learn how to be a good hot wife for a strong male. Philip could be practice. He was so big and tall and strong.

The  women  behind  her  continued  to  speak  in  their  hot,  droning  tones.  Overhead,  the  spiral turned and turned, so wonderful. She couldn’t place what exactly it was about the speech of the two girls that was so very interesting. But oh good lord, it really was!

Rosie noticed, squirming her legs in happy little pulses, that her pussy was soaking wet. Her tits continued to grow slowly, and she noticed that her dark hair had started to become longer and longer. Glossier. Shinier.

“I need to learn how to suck cock all day long for my man.”

“Sucking cock is so important.”

Rosie felt empty inside. When was the last time she had even sucked a cock?

“I need to learn how to suck my man off so that he knows I’ll do it any time he wants.”

Mmph. Unable to stop herself, Rosie's fingers had slipped under the thin fabric of her bikini.

“You should suck your man off whenever he wants. It’s your duty.”

Oh god yes, suck him off. It's her duty.

“I do love having all these duties as a wife.”

So many duties. They were all so, so good. Rosie’s fingers were buried deep in her cunt, not caring who saw. Overhead, the spiral twisted and turned, filling her mind. Her engorged tits were incredibly sensitive—empty of a drink, her hand had wandered to her strawberry-sized nipples.

“Have to be a good wife,” she moaned. “Have to do my duties. Have to be a good wife.”

Their  voices  were  close  now.  If  she  turned  even  just  slightly,  she  would  see  their  lips churning out hot, happy, hypnotized words into her ear, to make her just as hypnotized as they were.

“It’s so fucking fun to be a hypno slave for my hubby.”

“It’s so fun,” Rosie droned in response, fingering blankly.

“I love this casino. I’ll do anything for it.”

“Anything for the casino!” Rosie moaned.

As she came, someone pushed a glass of Spiral Twist to her lips, letting the delicious liqueur slide down her throat. Hot, tempered bliss danced through every muscle as she gurgled down the yummy substance. Her hands went limp, sliding away from her big tits and her tight young wife pussy,  but  it  was  perfectly  all  right.  The  nice  girls  behind  her  replaced  her  hand  with  theirs almost immediately.

And then, they continued to talk.

* * * * *

The casino floors were, in a word, overwhelming.

Jonathan  walked  from  game  to  game,  searching  for  Delilah,  a  thousand  dollars  in  house money chips in his hands. Every game was fully-staffed, and it was hard to spot another guest in the  sea  of  bright  lights  and  flashing  machines.  The  dozens  of  card-games  each  had  a  smiling, beautiful  dealer  with  a  low-cut  top  threatening  to  spill  over  with  incredible,  jiggly  titflesh  at  a moment's notice.

For every game, there were at least three beautiful babe employees there, happily waiting. All eyes on Jonathan—the only guest in the casino as far as he could tell.

It  seemed  like,  if  he  actually  took  the  time  to  focus,  there  were  themes  for  the  games.  Or rather,  for  the  girls  attending  the  games.  All  the  poker  games  had  variations  of  school-girls: cheerleaders,  pig-tailed  dolls  with  knee  socks,  volley-ball  players,  hot  preppy  girls  with  tiny sweaters and tennis skirts.

All  the  roulette  tables  had  sexy  business-type  women,  dressed  in  tight,  sexy  pinstripe  suits with micro-length skirts and teensy tiny blouses. The craps tables had peasant girls wearing tight corsets or open blouses, sexy flowery skirts that sometimes were too short or sometimes had hot stockings  attached  to  them.  So  on  and  so  on,  theme  after  theme  filled  with  beautifully  busty smiling babes.

And all the while, this odd techno beat kept thrumming out the walls. And not just the walls, but the slot machines, from panels in the floor, from small speakers attached to each gorgeously-endowed server...from all angles, at all times, he was bombarded with rhythmic sound.

At  first,  it  was  overwhelming.  It  took  away  his  ability  to  concentrate.  Every  time  he considered stepping out, or maybe going back to his room and waiting for Rosie, the sound broke the thought apart.

It wasn’t so bad, he decided after a while. In fact, it was...sort of nice. And if he didn’t like it, he could just play.

Ignore the rest of life. Have a turn at the tables. That’s why he was here, wasn’t it?

The music thrummed along with his new thoughts, guiding them, focusing them. He tugged at his loose shirt collar, feeling a bit warm. His cock grew to a comfortable half-mast as Jonathan enjoyed all the clear stares at his package.

Head-a-swivel, he finally spotted the beautiful Delilah at the three-card poker table where she had promised she would be. His heart thumped as her face lit up, calling him over and patting the empty seat right next to her.

God,  she  was  gorgeous.  Her  hair  arranged  in  an  effortless  long  pile,  practically  cooing against  her  back.  He  wanted  to  rub  his  face  in  that  thick  mess  of  hair  and  breathe  her  scent  in deep before plunging himself in her cunt.

Or...o-or something.

Maybe. He loved Rosie, though.

Of course he did.

He loved his wife.

Delilah smiled at him even more dazzingly than before as his steps faltered a bit. He forgot about his wife long enough for Delilah to slide a drink in his hands and guide him to her table.

“Here,” she said. “On the house.”

The drink was black and white, arranged in stripes, like some kind of Neapolitan liqueur. The taste was sugary and sweet.

“What is this?”

“Oh that? It's the special.” She giggled. “It's very special. I made it myself.”

The second he sat down, he heard a chorus of disappointed moans from the nearby games— and saw all the girls and dealers at them pouting that he hadn’t chosen them. They all took big, elaborate  sighs,  their  breasts  swelling,  and  stared  at  him  with  open  longing  in  their  beautifully big eyes. He was so important to them—to all of them.

Important, yeah, that was the word. He felt important. Critical. Everyone's attention was on him.

Delilah  wrapped  her  arm  around  his  possessively,  haughtily  winking  at  the  other  girls,  and introduced him to the others at the table.

Besides  Delilah,  there  was  another  gorgeously  stacked  brunette  who  could  have  been  her sister—the name tag read Karen—and the dealer, a sumptuously tall redhead with a killer smile, named Tasha. Karen sat on Jonathan's left, and Delilah his right.

Tasha shuffled the cards clumsily and only dealt to Jonathan.

“Oh,” he said. “You ladies aren’t playing?”

Karen  and  Delilah  giggled.  Jonathan  turned  from  one  heavy  pair  of  jiggling  breasts  to  the other, feeling rather in love.

“Don’t be silly,” Delilah said happily. “Games are for men. A girl’s head just isn’t built for this like yours is.”

He  took  a  drink,  smiling.  The  warm  liqueur  warmed  every  part  of  his  body.  That  was certainly right. Games were for men. Girls just weren't as good at that sort of thing as men were. It’d be nice if Rosie recognized that more often.

No...no, that was wrong. Rosie was a whiz at numbers.

He took another drink, Karen cooing soft nothing into his ear that he couldn't quite make out.

Well, maybe Rosie wasn't quite as good at numbers as he was...but it was his job, after all.

His drink had emptied, but it was no problem. He watched as Karen filled it with some kind of chocolate liqueur and then Delilah took it and...and...

She pulled her top down and filled it with the milk from her enormous tits. Fuck.

Karen handed him back the drink. Completely full now.

“There you are, love,” said Delilah. “Don't you want it?”

“It's...uh...ah...your milk. In there. In this.”

It smelled heavenly. How was he not gulping it down?

Stroke, stroke, stroke. “Don't you deserve that? It was so good, wasn't it?”

Taking  a  long  sip,  he  decided  it  was  good.  Nothing  to  worry  about.  Too  good  to  not  have several more.

He  knew  the  game  already.  Three-card  poker  was  easy.  The  highest  hand  was  a  straight flush. The ante was twenty, and the bonus bet was another twenty. He put down the ante and the bonus, and then placed his initial bet of twenty again when he was dealt his cards.

“You can make a bigger bet than that, can’t you?” asked Delilah.

Jonathan had expected this. Certainly, a beautiful babe like Delilah, employed by the casino, was there to make him spend more money. He shrugged. “I mean...twenty seems plenty, doesn’t it?”

Delilah looked down, clearly disappointed. “Oh, I guess so. I just thought, a strong man like you...surely you can afford a nice big bet, can’t you?”

Taking  a  long  sip  of  his  drink,  he  stared  intently  down  Delilah’s  soft,  palpably  close cleavage. Her fingers slid up and down his thigh, sweeping some imaginary piece of dust away. It felt like someone was whispering softly in his ear...but when he turned to look, there was only Karen, smiling softly with her big brown eyes dancing merrily. She was silent, smiling, sliding her  fingers  around  the  heavy  cylinder  of  his  chips.  Her  grip  looked  like  she  could  be  holding anything cylindrical...his cock, for instance.

“Couldn't you make a bigger bet?” Delilah cooed again, with Karen cooing at the same time. “A real man like you can make such a big bet...”

To his left, Karen kept nodding happily, intently, sliding her fingers up and down the stack of his chips.

Staring  deep  into  Delilah’s  eyes,  he  slipped  his  hands  over  Karen’s,  pushing  forward whatever chips were there. It was over three hundred dollars, a tenth of his what the casino had given him.

The scantily-clad dealer happily dealt her own cards. Three of a kind. Jonathan had junk—a five, an eight, and a two. Nothing. Three hundred dollars down the drain.

The dealer clapped her hands happily, her tits bouncing hypnotically. “Thanks so much  for playing with me. Another hand?”

Jonathan took a long drink to think about it. After his gulp, the drink was empty...and then it was gone, replaced by another by Karen’s quick hands. Everything felt so warm, so floating. He was surrounded by gorgeous women all smiling at him, wanting him, having fun.

He was in heaven.

Delilah’s hot, soft mouth slid up and down Jonathan’s neck, his ear. “Go on. You can win. You’re a winner. Show me, baby.”

Less than thirty minutes later, all the credit extended to him and Rosie was gone. All three thousand  dollars,  just  vanished.  If  he  were  able  to  comprehend  much  of  anything  outside  of Delilah's hands on his body, her breasts pushing up against his arm, he might not have believed it.

Drunk now, a bit stumbly, he allowed Delilah to guide him to the ATM in a corner with her hand in his pocket. Her fingertips slid against the stiff shaft of his cock through the inner fabric of his pants.

His  clothes  were  fitting  rather  tightly.  Somehow  he  felt bigger  than  before.  Delilah  had always  been  shorter  than  him...but  she  seemed  rather  more  so  now.  Looking  down,  he  noticed that his top few buttons had burst off—and beneath, his chest had become enormously muscled. His pant legs no longer stretched down to his ankles, ending instead somewhere around his mid-calf.

Testing his strength, he picked his arm up—Delilah holding on and squealing in delight at the ease with which he lifted her up. When he set her down, she hugged him tight.

“God, you're so strong,” she moaned. “I bet you could crush me any time you wanted. I bet you could just ruin me.”

Considering that fact very heavily, he languidly let her take the bank card out of his pocket, and told her his PIN number. Why not? He could trust her. She worked for the casino.

He loved the casino with all his heart.

Somehow his bank allowed him to withdraw over five thousand dollars at a time. Had it been in one of those forms he signed when he accepted the prize trip down here?

It was so very hard to recall. But then, why recall anything? All that mattered was having fun for the casino.

“Don’t worry about that cash, studly,” Delilah purred in his ear. “Come back over to the table and show me how hard you can play. You'll make your money back in no time at all. You're such a fucking stud.”

Within  moments,  he  had  slipped  back  down  in  front  of  Tasha,  placing  enormous  bet  after enormous bet. Karen's legs slid over on top of his muscular thighs. Delilah's lips barely left his ear, whispering and suggesting. Bet harder, harder, harder.

Minutes melded into hours. Jonathan lost track of time. He lost track of caring.

He  drank  more  and  more  of  the  lactation-infused  drinks.  His  body  grew  and  grew,  only becoming stronger and more impressive. His forearms were like steel cords, his back a collection of  iron serpents. Stubble grew and grew on his chin, blooming into a sexy, dark beard. Delilah's tongue ran over it, adoring his manly hair—and that was okay with him, of course. It wasn't like they were kissing. That wasn't cheating.

In between several gulps of his fifth or sixth or fifteenth or sixteenth Spiral Twist, he pushed forward several thousand dollars of chips. Delilah had convinced him that the only way to win big  was  to  play  big.  If  he  put  down  big  enough  bets,  all  he  would  need  was  one  big  win...and certainly, he was such a man that he was going to win all the time, right? He just had a bit of a cool streak.

Delilah was right. The casino would be good to him.

The casino was so good. He had to do what the casino wanted.

That odd, wonderful techno beat kept thumping out, creating a helpful rhythm for his every action.

“Take  that,”  he  said  proudly,  barely  looking  at  his  own  cards,  as  he  pushed  forward  the thousands of dollars.

Tasha smiled prettily, showing her cards. “Gosh, I win again!”

“Are  you  sure?”  said  Jonathan,  his  drunken  attention  stumbling  around,  trying  to  find  the place in his head that could still accomplish things like math, and noticing. “It’s just, um, I have two face cards, and you’ve got...a three and a two...”

Something  was  making  it  rather  hard  to  think,  and  not  just  the  alcohol.  Looking  down,  he saw that Karen was hard at work, tugging his pants down and off his legs. She had to unlace his shoes first.

The massive hard-on that his cock had long-ago transformed into was no longer hidden—in fact, it was being celebrated. Delilah, humming and nuzzling him absently, staring with bright, empty eyes around the casino, stroked his cock hard and lovingly.

Big  muscles  weren't  the  only  thing  that  had  grown  on  Jonathan.  His  cock  was  staggeringly huge  now—nearly  a  foot  of  pure,  perfect  man  meat  made  entirely  for  one  purpose:  fucking  as much hot fertile pussy as possible. Just looking at it made Jonathan swell with pride.

The casino had given him this new cock. He really ought to show his appreciation.

Delilah's small hand encapsulated his big shaft, slip-sliding all the way down and massaging softly into his balls, and then back up slowly again. It was a mechanical, absent motion, like she was brushing her hair. Precum spurted up the second he noticed, sliding in warm waves over her hand. The thick volumes of it layered over her skin like melted butter—creamy and warm.

“Hey, you’re um...you’re stroking my cock.” Jonathan almost felt bad about pointing it out. She hadn’t seemed like she was doing it on purpose.

She  gasped,  as  if  noticing  it  just  now  herself.  “Gosh,  I  sure  am!  What  should  we  do  about that?”

Even  with  the  pleasant  surprise  on  her  face,  she  didn’t  stop  stroking.  In  fact,  she  increased her efforts, sliding her thumb around the head of his cock, rubbing in whatever slick precum slid out.  Occasionally  the  surface  of  his  precum-wet  cock  slid  against  Karen’s  face,  who  moaned passionately, licking her gorgeous, puffy lips.

So,  Jonathan  didn’t  notice  as  Tasha  gathered  up  all  the  cards  and  his  latest  bet  and  dealt again. She didn’t even bother shuffling—instead, just picking out cards that she liked and putting them down in front of him. Apparently, she liked giving him twos and threes and sevens.

“I think, I mean...oh god. You’re great at that,” he moaned to Delilah.

“Thank you! Don’t you like what Karen is doing, too?”

He  looked  down.  Karen  had  started  licking  attentively  at  his  balls.  Her  tongue,  small  and pink  dragged  over  the  surface  of  his  sack,  lips  pushing  forward  every  so  often  to  kiss  him tenderly.

“Oh, man.”

Tasha tapped the table briefly. “Another bet, sir?”

“Yes,” he said, not even looking at the cards. “The same as last time. Wait,” he said, shaking his head. “No. I want to pay attention, so...”

Delilah had a drink in her free hand, sliding it right under Jonathan’s nose. No doubt it had her milk in it like the last twenty.

“Another round, sir?”

He  took  it  and  began  drinking  without  saying  anything.  It  was  easier  to  take  a  little  drink down  than  it  was  to  think  about  anything.  His  cock  swelled  in  Delilah's  hand,  more  immense volumes of precum spilling out. There was more of that precum than all the cum combined from his orgasms from the past month—including the one he had filled his wife with earlier in the day.

God, he could just sit there and drink and let Delilah stroke his cock, let Karen lick his balls. Fuck, why not? If they wanted his money, they could have it. Money wasn't important—only the casino was important.

“Do you like that, sir?” Delilah asked. “How we call you sir? How we take care of your every need? Isn’t that awfully wonderful?”

“Yes,” he said, leaning forward into Delilah.

Man, she was so fucking pretty. What if he just, kissed her a bit? Just a little?

He slid his lips forward onto hers. Delilah responded with a happy, eager moan, like she had been waiting on him, her strokes speeding up on his cock.

“Mmm,  I’d  really  love  to  keep  making  out  with  you,  sir,  but  I  don’t  want  to  leave  Karen out...”

“Oh yeah...she’s too pretty to leave out.”

“She definitely is.” Delilah’s strokes slowed. “God, her mouth is right there, isn’t it? What if you just...you know...slid your cock in?”

Jonathan, rather drunkenly, considered that for several moments. Karen panted beneath him, her pretty pink lips open and wet, panting with need.

“It’s just I...I have a wife...”

Delilah's  strokes  sped  up  again.  His  cock  twitched  happily.  “Wouldn’t  she  want  you  to  be fucking the hot mouths of sexy girls like us, though? Isn’t that better than anyone else? After all, if it wasn’t us, a stud like you would definitely be going off and fucking someone. But, you know you can trust us.”

“Trust you.” Her cleavage was so fucking sexy. He wanted to eat his meals off it.

“Besides,”  said  Delilah.  “I’m  like,  the  one  stroking  your  cock.  If  I  guide  it  into  Karen’s mouth, it’s not even cheating. That’s just something me and Karen did.”

He nodded slowly. “Oh, yeah. That makes sense.”

He moved forward just slightly, and Karen moved the rest of the way, sliding her mouth all the way up his cock. Oh god, oh god! She was so. Fucking. Good! Her mouth made his cock feel like a lightning rod, absorbing all the hot currents of pleasure that she pulsed out from her mouth.

Delilah breathlessly moaned into his mouth, like she was his lover, like she had needed him for years. Her kiss was the kiss of ages, immortal, needy, desperate. Her moan increased in pitch, and Jonathan saw from the corner of his eye that she had started pumping Karen up and down on his cock. Delilah's excitement increased from this, her kiss getting only more passionate. Fuck. Wow.

“Please cum,” Delilah moaned to him, in between gentle, needy kisses. “Cum in her mouth. We need you to cum in her, oh god, please?”

Karen's moans only confirmed Delilah's words. For a few brief seconds, Jonathan felt like he could go on forever like this, with Karen sucking him off for the rest of his life. Her soft, sweet lips felt so velvety-perfect against his shaft.

But  then,  suddenly,  unexpectedly,  his  bliss  powered  through  him,  the  orgasm  starting  with hot  tension  in  his  buttocks  that  released  outward  and  exploded  down  Karen's  eager,  vibrating throat. She lapped up his seed while Delilah looked on with clear jealousy in her vibrant brown eyes.

His  cum  spilled  out  from  him,  feeling  like  it  would  go  on  forever.  He  filled  up  Karen's stomach and mouth and had enough leftover to shoot all over her face, spraying her down as she smiled and gobbled down every last spurt.

“Another game, sir?” Tasha asked, smiling as brightly as she had been when he started, as if she hadn’t witnessed anything at all.

Karen slid off his cock, stroking him softly, while Delilah shuddered against his body.

“Please, sir,” said the brunette. “Keep playing? For me?”

* * * * *

Hours  passed  with  Rosie  happily  drinking  away  at  Spiral  Twist  after  Spiral  Twist,  her  body becoming more and more luscious, big-titted and perfect for hard, muscular fucking. Distantly, she attempted to read her romance novel, but every few seconds she would stare up at the spiral twisting overhead and admire its perfect beauty. Her mind felt empty and loose.

Loose, just like her. She was a hot, loose woman, happy to fuck anyone who came by. That's what  her  husband  would  like.  He  would  want  a  woman  that  everybody  could  and  would  fuck. The two women whispering in her ears had strutted away long ago, but that was okay. Rosie felt perfectly acclimated to serving, now.

She  giggled  happily,  liqueur  dripping  over  her  lips  and  newly-busty  breasts.  That  was  so cool. The taste was so creamy. She slipped up some of the liqueur and sucked it off her fingers, pretending it was the cum of some stranger.

Mmmph. That would be really hot.

It was really fun and sexy to have an empty mind.

Be a good wife, programmed thoughts jolted through her head. She welcomed the little jolts. They were regular parts of her life now. Be a happy wife.

Oh, right, her mind wasn’t empty. It was just focused, now.

“Back rub?” asked a masculine voice.

Rosie  broke  from  her  soft  liqueur-infused  escape  into  the  dreamy  pages  of  her  romance novel.

She had been stuck on the same page for about an hour, dreamily imagining some roughhewn musclebound stud picking her up in his arms and busing her away to some dark, faraway cabin where he would fuck her endlessly. That would be something her husband could do. Her dreamy, tall, perfect husband...

Imagine her surprise then, when the man above her was exactly like those lusty lads on the covers of her romance books—tall, taut, and impeccably cut.

“Oh,” she said, her voice breathy and sultry. “Yes, please.”

He held out a hand. “Why don’t you come with me then.”

She slipped her fingers out of her cunt and took his hand. He didn’t seem to mind the excess juices.

“I’m Marco,” he said.

He  certainly was.  Rosie’s  booze-and-induction-addled  mind  made  up  a  little  back  story  for him.  He  was  some  undocumented  resident,  working  to  pay  for  his  mother  and  wife’s  safe passage to the US. The only way he’d be able to pay properly is if he earned his keep. He needed all  the  help  he  could  get  from  the  wealthy  guests  of  the  Shining  Spiral  Casino.  Rosie  slid  up against him. Her newly-huge tits slid off the hulking slab of his bicep.

“Earn your keep...gotta help,” she moaned.

“Sure  babe,”  he  said,  the  way  that  he  would  maybe  point  out  a  scrap  of  food  to  a  dog. “Whatever you say.”

They  stopped  in  front  of  a  door  into  a  small  white-stone  building  at  the  edge  of  the  pool. Philip, from before, turned the corner and saw the two of them, his face suddenly shifting into outrage.

“Hey man, she’s mine!”

“Fuck off, Philip.”

“Fuck you, man! I’ve been feeding her drinks all day! She’s ready to be a cocksucker right away!”

“Not anymore man. She’s on pussy duty. Now, fuck off. This is for taking my last girl.”

Philip pushed him. “You’re an asshole.”

“Whatever, bro.”

Rosie’s head rushed hard. They were fighting over her. That was so manly.

“Look,”  he  said,  slapping  her  ass  hard.  She  loved  it.  “She’s  so  ready  to  go.  Why  don’t  we both take her? And I’ll make sure you get the next girl who comes in, all right? Boss says there ought to be way more coming up anyway after these two. There’s only like a week till the grand opening anyway.”

Marco shrugged. “Sure, okay.”

They pushed her inside the door.

The inside of the room was stark white, a large group of pillows in the middle of the room.

“Go on,” Marco said. “You’ve got to be a good girl.”

“A  good  wife,”  Philip  corrected.  She  heard  him  whisper,  “She’s  really  into  the  wife  angle. You gotta play it up.”

Marco nodded. “All the good wives I know kneel down in this room. So go on.”

All the good wives did it? Oh fuck. She was running way far behind by never having done it before! Rosie, obediently, knelt down on the pillows.

Marco’s cock, long and hard, slid down the hot lines of her face. Oh god. He was going to fuck her face. Philip drew up next to him, his cock floating along the other side of her face. He was going to fuck her too.

That was...

That was so...

That was soooooo hottt. She giggled happily, her tongue sliding around, trying to catch the edges of Marco's member.

“Wow,  we  really  did  a  number  on  her,  didn’t  we?”  Marco  remarked.  “Usually  they’re  all squirming, trying to get out.”

“You  know,  I  only  gave  her  a  half-dose  to  begin  with?  Her  husband  took  some  ungodly amount of convincing—a really loyal sort, you know? Delilah had to put the extra moves on him, I  heard.  Or,  Boss  made  Delilah  do  it.  I  heard  she’ll  never  go  back—she’ll  be  his  happy  little fuckpet basically forever, now. I mean, she'll fuck other guys, but only with that husband's say-so.  But  this  chick,”  he  pointed  at  Rosie.  “She  just  really  took  to  the  induction.  Not  like  the husband at all. It only took fifteen minutes of programming before she was diddling herself.”

“Diddling herself?” Marco laughed. “What are you, twelve?”

“Yeah,” Rosie purred. “I fucked my pussy with my fingers like a good wife does while her husband is away.”

“See?” said Marco. “Finger fucking.”

“Whatever. Forgive me for trying to be polite.”

Marco got down to one knee beside Rosie, crudely sliding his fingers up into her pussy and touching her there expertly. Rosie moaned, loving every second of his touch.

“You’ve  been  hypnotized  into  being  a  happy,  eager  servant  for  our  casino  now,  dearie,” Marco said. “Isn’t that great?”

“Sure,” Rosie said brightly. “Whatever you say.”

“Over  the  next  few  days,  you're  going  to  transform  into  a  happy  fuckslave  forever,  as  a matter of fact.”

Happy fuckslave forever. Oh good. She could really perform well as a wife like that.

“Hey,” said Philip. “You think boss ever used this shit on us?”

“Probably,” Marco shrugged. “I don’t care. I’m ripped as hell and I fuck whoever I want and I got a room to do it in. Sometimes lots of rooms. When we open up to the big time, there’ll be even more.”

“You’re right. Best not to think about it.”

“Best not to think about it,” they said in unison.

Without further ado, Philip rammed his entirely hard cock inside of Rosie's entirely wet cunt. An  orgasm,  wet  and  hot,  pushed  through  her  entire  body  at  once,  electrifying  every  atom.  Her pleasure  only  intensified  as  Marco  roughly  gripped  her  hair  and  shoved  his  full  meaty  length down her throat. Her pouty, newly-puffy lips glistened with needy saliva as she suckled hard on his immense cock.

Philip, behind her, groaned with sweet hot pleasure as the velvety walls of her cunt gripped his  meat  expertly,  guiding  him  in  further  and  further,  harder  and  harder.  Not  to  be  outdone, Marco  replaced  his  grip  on  her  hair  with  even  firmer  grips  on  her  newly  enhanced  tits,  using what felt like his entire body's worth of musclebound strength to thrust himself into her willing, aching hole of a mouth. Her tits leaked out milk as they filled her over and over—that was new. Unexpected. Fun. She was milking. Lactating. So fertile. Her husband would be so proud.

This was the absolute best way to be a wife, Rosie knew. Nobody would be able to do this for Jonathan like she did.

She was so lucky to be part of the casino.

Philip  slapped  her  ass  hard.  His  thrusts  had  become  less  rhythmic,  more  sporadic  and passionate. That meant he was going to cum soon. Rosie slurped up more of Marco's fat cock as a response, making herself loud and clearly wanting.

Emptying  himself  all  over  her  backside,  Philip  slapped  her  ass  again  and  again.  Rosie couldn't help but cum, feeling the hot results of this stranger's bliss spreading on top of her body.

Her new efforts as a result of her second orgasm pushed Marco to the edge. He wrapped up her thick hair around his hand like it was rope, and started jerking his cock off right in front of her.

“You see that?” he grunted, slapping her face with his cock. “You see that, sexy? That's for you. You're gonna take all of what I got.”

His  shot  hard  out  from  his  cock,  and  a  strong,  wild  emptying  sensation  flooded  over Rosie...and all of her slid out of reality, a new template writing over her blanked out personality. She was lost in sticky bliss for what felt like ages, licking and swallowing liquid pleasure.

Then, someone’s cock entered her mouth. She couldn’t tell who. All she could tell was that sucking cock was the reason she existed.

What a good wife she was, now!

* * * * *

Two hours after entering the casino, almost all of Jonathan and Rosie’s money was gone. Two mortgages put up on their house. Four loans from the local bank. His 401K completely drained. All his stock options spent.

He didn’t care, of course. After cumming down Karen’s throat three more times—the volume and  frequency  of  his  orgasms  had  increased  tremendously  after  drinking  all  of  those  Spiral Twists—Delilah and Karen had led his new, hulking self into the VIP room. There, he sat on a leather couch, lazily and drunkenly rolling a pair of dice with Karen happily attending his cock with  long,  soulful  slurps  and  moans.  His  body,  so  large  and  muscular  now,  sunk  deep  into  the couch.

He  didn't  know  what  game  he  was  playing.  It  involved  him  losing  quite  a  lot  while  Karen sucked him off. That was fine. Everything was fine.

“This casino is so wonderful, isn’t it baby?” Delilah purred in his ear.

“So wonderful,” he agreed happily.

“You’ll sign anything at all for the casino, won’t you please, darling?”

“Oh yeah. Sign whatever.”

Tasha, busty and smiling, bent over at the waist with a tray of papers in her hand.

“Sign these, please,” she said, pointing. “Here, here, and here.”

Jonathan leaned forward, sticking his nose into the redhead’s breasts with a drunken chuckle. Delilah led his hand from point to point and he scribbled out his signature. Or something. Maybe it was just scribbles. Anyway, they didn't seem to care.

“Wonderful,” said the redhead, emotionless, sliding away.

Delilah, delighted, wrapped her hands around his neck.

“One last game, baby.”

“Oh yeah?”

“If  you  win  this  one,  you  can  stay  here  indefinitely.  You  can  work  here,  just  like  us. Wouldn’t you love that?”

“Oh...”  some  strings  of  thought  attended  his  forgotten  conscience  and  priorities.  Wasn’t there...work, or something? But no. This was a job she was offering. “I um...I mean...”

“All you have to do,” Delilah purred, “is cum right inside my pussy.”

God, he could do that. He could really do that.

Getting up, he grabbed Karen and gently placed her aside. Her weight was nothing to him— fuck, but he was so strong now—and then he grabbed Delilah's tiny, curvacious body and pushed her down on the couch.

His hands ripped at her clothes, tearing them away like they were paper, like they were made of wet tissue. Delilah's hot, tiny body tensed and squirmed, hot repeated orgasms clearly running through her body with every touch of his big hands on her naked, hot tits.

With  a  moan,  he  sank  into  this  woman,  his  shaft  completely  sliding  inside  of  her  with  no resistance whatsoever. He could feel his own bulge beneath her tiny torso, filling her up so hard.

Gyrating his hips, he began to thrust inside of her again and again. Delilah's head thrashed in ceaseless pleasure, her legs wrapped around his waist. She pulled herself up off the couch, her tiny fuckable body held up entirely by his steely muscles.

“Yes!” she moaned ceaselessly. “Oh my god, yes!”

Jonathan entered and re-entered her with gusto. Her pussy was so fucking tight!

As he continued to fuck her brains out, Mr. Craft entered the room with Rosie on one arm. She was completely naked. Mr. Craft eyed Jonathan casually, like the newly muscular stud was merely sorting mail. Jonathan, seeing Rosie, didn't stop his screwing for a second. Delilah was too good—and besides, he deserved to fucking her.

He was a man, a real man. He deserved any hot pussy he could find.

Rosie  didn't  seem  to  care  that  Jonathan  was  fucking  someone  else.  A  distant,  vacant  smile decorated  her  face.  Mr.  Craft  whispered  something  into  Rosie's  ear.  Then,  obediently,  Rosie unzipped Mr. Craft's pants and went down on him right in front of Jonathan.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

He was upset for just a moment. But then Karen whispered something in his ear, something he couldn’t quite make out. The music got louder.

Rosie,  on  her  knees,  pumped  more  enthusiastically  on  Mr.  Craft's  bare  cock.  Jonathan nodded, feeling his cock throb even more as Delilah's magical pussy hugged it tight.

There  was  something  so  very hot about  what  Rosie  was  doing.  He  pumped  into  Delilah harder and harder, watching his wife get facefucked by another man.

He wanted his wife fucking other men all the time.

“Fuck me  in  front  of  your  wife,”  Delilah  moaned.  “Show  her  what  you  deserve.  Show  her what you fucking deserve, baby!”

“Cum for her,” Karen moaned happily. “Win that job. Cum inside Delilah! Be the stud! Be the big stud!”

Spasming,  rocking,  he  emptied  his  unprotected  load  into  Delilah.  His  cum  overfilled  the small woman, sliding out onto the couch. Karen greedily lapped it up. If she was lucky, Jonathan knew, she was already pregnant.

“I’m a winner!” he grunted loudly.

He  stood  up,  not  winded  at  all  by  the  forceful  fuck-session  with  Delilah.  In  front  of  Mr. Craft, despite his new-found strength, he felt an instant and undeniable deference flood over him.

“Hey Boss,” he said hopefully, pointing at Rosie. “You mind if I take a few rounds with this one here? I sort of know her.”

Mr. Craft held up a finger. “Just a moment.”

Grabbing Rosie's hair, he pulled her off his cock and then unceremoniously came on Rosie’s naked chest. Moaning with need, Karen and Delilah crawled over and licked every bit of his seed off her body. Delilah winked at Jonathan as she did so.

“There you are,” Mr. Craft said, dusting himself off and zipping up, before clapping Jonathan on the back. “Now, I expect you to be awake bright and early at ten in the morning to go to work. We  open  in  a  week,  and  there  are  so  many  preparations  to  make.  Another  couple  arrives tomorrow!”

“A couple like us?”

“Oh  yes.  We  started  with  just  myself  and  loyal  little  Tasha.  Isn’t  it  wonderful  how  we’ve grown?”

Jonathan  didn’t  really  have  a  chance  to  answer,  after  Rosie  slid  up  and  hopped  into  his massive, rock hard arms.

“Hi,  Sweetie,”  Rosie  embraced  him  with  a  loving,  passionate  kiss.  “How  is  my  super  stud husband today?”

“I’m  doing  pretty  great.  I  fucked  this  girl,”  he  said,  nudging  his  thigh  against  Delilah  and then Karen. “And this one sucked me off a few times.”

“God, that’s so cool,” Rosie cooed. “I wish you could fuck us all at the same time.”

Mr.  Craft  cleared  his  throat.  “If  I  may,  ladies  and  gentleman,  you  do  have  the  honeymoon suite for one more night. You responded rather...rapidly to our assimilation, good little servants that you are.”

Rosie, Karen, and Delilah’s faces all lit up at once. “Oh please!” they all moaned. “Take us, Sir! Take us in your big suite! Take us all!”

Jonathan smiled. He loved the casino. He would do anything or anyone for it...and so would his wife.

# # #




Bimbo Casino: No Way To Resist

 

“Let me get this straight,” said Johnny Falco, owner of the Desert Beach Casino. “You want me to sign over the rights to my entire business? The same business that I spent thirty years building from the ground up, that business? Are you out of your mind?”

The  gorgeous  brunette  across  from  him  crossed  her  legs  and  smiled.  Johnny  watched  the motion,  a  long,  longing  sigh  threatening  to  leave  his  mouth.  Her  long,  graceful  legs  were  kept beneath a daringly short skirt, with smoky stockings covering the rest—except for, of course, her high high heels.

Selene was painfully, omnisciently, omnipresently gorgeous. She was hard not to want—hard not to lust after, in fact. The lust permeated in him in a visceral way—he could practically feel her soft skin sliding under his fingers every time he glanced at her.

“Mr. Falco, I’m sure you can understand my position. I’m here on orders. I have to follow my  orders  no  matter  what.”  Her  voice  was  a  silky,  hotly  accented  purr.  Eastern  European,  he thought.  She  put  a  delicate  gloved  finger  up  to  her  delicately  beautiful  lips.  “Oh,  I’m  so  sorry. Perhaps you don’t understand. A man like you, so very much in charge of everything you see, probably doesn’t understand what it’s like to take orders anymore. Do you?”

It was hard to focus on most anything she said when her tits were just flagrantly bursting out from her tiny little parody of a business suit the way they were.

There was no other way to put it—the woman was a looker. She reminded him of the kind of woman  he  used  to  lust  after  when  he  was  younger—much  younger.  The  kind  of  femme  fatale you would see on the screen, deadly and sexy at the same time. Her thick, voluminous hair fell down her back in a rich, chestnut wave. Her sensuously beautiful face young and somehow wise, as if she knew every thought that crossed his mind already when it came to looking at her—and what was more, she wanted him to think those dirty thoughts.

The  question  wasn't whether she  wanted  him  thinking  about  her  on  her  knees  before  him, begging  to  attend  his  rod,  but  rather why she  wanted  that.  Was  it  due  to  attraction,  or  (more likely) due to manipulation?

Even if she was manipulating him, Falco had to admit he was enjoying it. The half-hard cock he boasted spoke to that. The attention was a nice change. It wasn't that he was a man who had trouble  ferreting  up  partners  for  sex—or  at  least,  he  never  had  trouble  before  he  was  married. Ever since he had tied the knot, though, his thick head of dark hair and naturally athletic frame seemed all for naught, with his wife growing more apathetic by the day.

This Selene was from the Shining Spiral, one of Vegas’s newest casinos. And, so far, it was one of the city's most effective casinos as well. Falco hadn’t heard a single negative thing about it—in fact, most everyone raved about the experience. It must have been raking in the dough.

Falco didn’t get it. They had nothing for kids there, no shows. Just a hotel, a pool, and lots of gambling. It was a low-rent place—and yet it was already getting more than ten percent of the market share in Vegas. More than that, nobody seemed to leave with more than just lint in their pockets.

Johnny Falco had built the Vegas Beach Casino from the ground-up a little over twenty years ago, starting when he was just a kid, no more than twenty years-old himself and not even legal to gamble on the Strip.

It started with just cheap setting—the consumer had to do most of the work for the casino to believe they were on the beach. Plastic palm trees with shiny metal leaves, dirty sand brought in from the edge of the desert that Falco shoveled into the back of his small truck by himself, that sort of thing. The kind of decoration you might expect from a kid’s birthday party.

For  whatever  reason,  it  was  a  hit—for  a  while.  People  loved  the  quasi-trashy  feel  of  the place, and were more than willing to indulge in the cheap Hurricanes and Long Island Iced Teas he put on deep discount.

But cheap drinks and cheaper décor only went so far. He’d had to upgrade, and upgrade, and upgrade again.

All  told,  he  had  invested  millions  of  dollars  in  his  growing  casino  resort  over  the  decades. Today,  he  had  a  fully  operating  beach  on  the  ground  floor—and  one  on  the  twelfth,  twentieth, and thirty-fourth. Each one had regular waves of varying sizes depending on the time of day. No saltwater, of course. That would start degrading the building too easily. But people tended to like fresh water better anyway.

The ground floor beach was, of course, the largest—but not necessarily the most luxurious. They  were  available  to  any  guest  at  the  casino,  and  so  often  were  incredibly  crowded—like  a normal beach. The higher floors had expansive systems of holograms and screens that allowed for a more immersive experience.

Not that any of that was really on Falco's mind at the moment. The cleavage of the heavenly brunette  in  front  of  him  was  a  rather  immersive  experience  all  on  its  own.  A  shiny  jeweled pendant hung from her neck, resting comfortably between her twin globes.

Noticing  his  gaze,  Selene  smiled,  touching  her  delectable  chest.  “You’re  staring  at  my breasts, Mr. Falco.”

“So what if I am?”

She shrugged. The motion simply made her amazing breasts slide together. They looked hot and  somehow  moist.  “That’s  largely  my  position  on  the  matter.  I  like  to  be  looked  at.  I  am  a gorgeous woman, after all. Certainly you’ve noticed.”

“Maybe I have.”

“Of course you have.” She snapped the edge of her jacket against one tit, making it jiggle. They  both  watched  this  for  a  moment,  each  clearly  enjoying  themselves.  God,  but  she  looked fertile. Made for providing endless progeny for a man like him. “Your entire staff has noticed as well. Most of them are ready to eat directly out of my hand. Isn’t that nice of them? They’re so ready to mutiny against you, just because of how gorgeous I am. I do so love being so perfectly gorgeous for...” she smiled, eyes sweeping the room. “Mmm, well, for many reasons.”

He frowned. “You’ve got a lofty opinion of yourself.”

“I do.” She stood up, strutting up toward his desk. The fabric of her skirt stretched neatly as she slid over the desk corner, her legs sweeping closer to him. “Well-deserved, I hope?”

Falco sat back. “Listen, lady, you’re hot, I’ll give you that. But I’ve seen plenty of hot ladies in  this  town.  Hell,  in  this  office.  Double  hell,  doing  this  very  same  thing  you’re  doing.  And  if you  think  you’re  gonna  put  one  over  on  me  just  because  you  got  fabulous  tits  and  a  gorgeous face, then you’re in the wrong town.”

A  disappointed  little  pout  spread  over  her  face.  “I  really  had  been  hoping  that  you  would simply see things  my  way,”  she  said.  Her  voice  was  like  a  collection  of  velvet  blankets,  warm and staggeringly comforting. “That’s all right, though. I understand that a strong, strong man like you would need some rather effective convincing.”

Her  heel  slid  up  his  leg,  and  she  bit  down  on  her  lip,  luxuriating  in  the  feel  of  his  leg. Stubbornly, he crossed his arms.

“No dice, sister.”

She smiled. “Oh, that? That’s not part of the ploy. I just enjoy touching you. I was ordered to enjoy touching you, as a matter of fact. I enjoy everything about you, now.”

Falco's frowned deepened. Just what did that mean? But then her fingers began toying with the  jewel  pendant  on  her  necklace.  There  was  an  audible  click—and  the  jewel  opened  up, revealing twin spirals. One for each of his eyes.

“Now,” she said, leaning forward more and more. “Won’t you consider what I have to say? I’d love for you to consider it very, very carefully.”

At first, his eyes tried desperately to stay firmly affixed to her cleavage as it closed in. But the spirals...the spirals...the spirals...

The  spirals  made  everything  in  his  life  seem  unimportant  and  everything  she  said  make perfect sense.

* * * * *

Johnny Falco didn’t exactly wake up, but rather was just suddenly aware—he was in the middle of  a  hallway  in  front  of  his  penthouse  apartment  at  the  top  of  the  casino.  Nearby,  a  tall  mirror told  him  he  looked  as  disheveled  as  he  felt.  He  took  some  time  and  tucked  in  his  shirt  and buttoned his jacket. How long had he been walking for?

His balls ached, like he had been cumming for ages—like entire volumes of his lust had been written out due to some angel's happy inspiration. But when he tried to place how and why, all he could recall was simple, happy white-washed bliss.

He  remembered  some  things—Selene  talking  to  him  in  that  perfect  accent,  sounding  so perfectly  even  and  wonderful,  every  last  thing  she  said  making  quite  a  lot  of  sense.  She  was  a smart, smart woman, that Selene. He ought to trust her with everything.

Falco  walked  through  the  front  door  of  his  home,  tired  and  distantly  horny.  His  wife Stephanie  was  there,  sitting  down  in  her  chair  examining  a  beauty  magazine.  Their  maid  Lola poured her a glass of wine. It was two in the afternoon—a little early for such refreshments, he felt.

Stephanie,  lovely  and  pampered,  was  twenty  years  younger  than  him.  They  hadn’t  been married  for  very  long—only  three  years.  But,  already,  it  felt  like  much  of  the  magic  had abandoned them. They hadn't had sex for over a month, and hadn't had a decent bout in over a year.

Truth  be  told,  he  suspected  that  his  blond,  fantastically  leggy  wife  was  engaged  in  some extramarital activity. If he had considered that even yesterday, he would have worked himself up into a rage. But now, his anger at adultery felt distant, removed.

At  the  same  time,  all  the  sexual  exhaustion  he  felt  from  whatever  happened  with  Selene seemed to melt away from him. Instead, now, examining his beautiful wife's form, he could feel his lust rising again.

“Lola,” said Falco, admiring Stephanie's long legs beneath her tight sundress, “why don’t you take off for a bit?”

Lola left with a short, knowing smile. She’d propositioned Falco a number of times—or near enough for him to proposition her, anyway—but he’d resisted. She was a lovely sort—curvy and short, with bright blue eyes. She didn't seem to care at all that he was married.

But even so, Stephanie meant more to him than anyone, and almost more than anything. The casino, of course, would always be number one.

And Selene...Selene was definitely high up on that list. She deserved it. She was so gorgeous.

He leaned down and kissed Stephanie on the cheek. Thoughts of Selene's cleavage flashed in his  mind,  and  his  kisses  became  more  insistent.  Stephanie  barely  shifted  attention  from  her magazine article—tips on how to make her hair really stand-out this season. Pressing onward, he listed kisses down her cheek and neck.

Still, she didn't seem to get the message.

“I’m horny,” he whispered into her ear.

In truth, he wasn't sure whether he wanted to fuck Stephanie, or to fuck Stephanie and think about Selene. He was sure, though, that he didn't care.

She put the magazine down briefly. “What?”

“I said I want to have sex.”

“Oh,” she said, surprise entering her voice. “Now? Did you take your pill?”

“I don’t need it.”

She shrugged. “Okay. It’s just...last time, when you said that, well...”

He  didn’t  want  to  think  about  that.  The  stress  of  running  a  casino  often  had  a  deleterious effect on his ability to make love—so sometimes he used a little blue pill for a little extra help.

Thinking about that hot spot of wounded pride was like anathema for his rising lust, and so he backed away from his wife.

“Nevermind,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  halfway  hoping  she  would  talk  him  out  of  his retreat.

“Okay!” she chirped brightly, turning back to her magazine.

Falco walked to the kitchen and poured himself a quick, stiff drink.

It had cheered his wife up, knowing she wouldn’t have sex with him. What was wrong with this picture?

* * * * *

Early the next morning, he woke up in his enormous king-sized bed to find his hot young wife already  far  gone  from  his  bed.  This  wasn’t  unusual.  She  had  ever  been  an  early-riser.  Tall windows lined the bedroom, letting in the morning sun over his prone form.

While Stephanie may have been an early-riser, Falco—who had been in the casino business his  entire  life—was  well-accustomed  to  waking  late.  Most  of  the  business  he  had  to  attend  to happened late at night.

Last night, though, for whatever reason, he had taken off from work. Instead, inspired by his wife's  lackluster  rejection  of  his  lovemaking  proposition,  he  had  jerked  off  in  the  bathroom, thinking solely of Selene.

Selene, Selene, sensational Selene. His darling, darling Selene, who he wanted more than he could measure.

But  surely  that  wasn't all  he  had  done.  He  got  back  about  two  in  the  afternoon,  then  he propositioned his wife, then he jerked off for a while, and then he went to bed around ten...

No. He couldn't have stroked his cock for more than seven straight hours, could he have? Just only thinking of Selene?

He felt his cock rising again, just imagining her perfectly arranged hair, her sexy cleavage, her wonderfully placed necklace...

Sitting up on his bed, he shook his head. It was really time to get back to work. Who knows what  had  happened  while  he  was  gone?  At  least  he  knew  that  he  had  left  the  dealings  of  the casino in the capable hands of...of...someone. He couldn’t remember who.

Why couldn’t he remember who?

God, that was probably a problem. There was chaos, no doubt. He picked up the phone near the bed, a direct line to the casino floor manager, Rick.

“How is everything? Is anything the matter?”

“Why, no sir. She’s done a great job.”

“She? She who?”

“That woman you introduced us all to yesterday afternoon. Selene. She’s wonderful. We love her. We love her, sir.” His voice had a religious sort of fervor to it.

Confused and a bit scared, Falco hung up the phone. He got up and put on his robe, taking a measure of the day through the windows of his bedroom.

He had a great view of the penthouse level pool—one of the perks of his position—he could see his wife sunbathing in a teensy sky-blue tankini set. And there, with her...

There with her was Selene in a black string bikini.

Instantly, he dropped his robe. His hand was around his cock, stroking passionately. He didn't care if anyone could see.

Fuck, Selene was so gorgeous. He wanted her. He wanted her more than he wanted his own beautiful fucking wife, who looked as hot as she ever had in that tiny swimsuit.

God.

Wow. Falco could feel the insanity of his hot lust washing over his mind, cooing and purring in  accented  tones  about  how  he  shouldn't  care  about  the  logic  of  his  situation.  He  should  just surrender, surrender, surrender...

One of the most intoxicating aspects of Selene's beauty was how it appeared so carefree, so effortless for her to look as good as she did. Wearing so little make-up, she made it seem like she woke  up  in  the  morning  looking  better  than  most  women  did  after  years  of  plastic  surgery, perfect diet, and strenuous work-out routines.

And that lack of effort, how it was just so easy for her to captivate him, made it all the more arousing  that  she  had  the  effect  on  him  that  she  did.  He  stroked  harder,  thinking  about  how fucking easy  it  was,  so  fucking easy  to  captivate  him.  So easy  to  take  away  his  will  when  she was so goddamn gorgeous and perfect.

Selene turned away from Stephanie briefly, so that she faced Falco in his balcony. Of course, she didn't see him. She couldn't. But that didn't stop her from smiling at him. She brought a cup up underneath her tits, and slid down her bikini top. With a few slow massaging motions, she had started to fill up the cup with her breast milk.

By  god,  he  had  been  right.  She was  fertile.  That  was...that  was  so  incredible.  His  cock throbbed against the glass. Once the cup was full, Selene rearranged herself and handed the cup to  his  wife.  She  drank  it  down  without  a  second  thought—perhaps  one  of  many  she'd  already been  given.  Stephanie's  hands  drifted  up  and  down  her  tight,  beautiful  body,  touching  herself eagerly.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, wow.”

It didn't stop there. Very clearly, he saw Selene whispering something in his wife’s ear. A lot of  something,  actually.  It  seemed  like  a  whole  speech—and  Stephanie  was  a  rapt  listener, nodding and smiling blankly.  All the while as Selene spoke, she also toyed with her sexy little necklace.  Those  little  spirals  out  again.  Falco  remembered  now,  even  though  he  couldn't  see them  clearly.  Not  for  a  single  second  did  Stephanie’s  eyes  didn’t  tear  away  from  Selene’s cleavage.

Slowly, clearly moaning, her hips gyrating with aching need, Stephanie began to finger her pussy as she watched Stephanie's spirals twist. Her fingers worked rapidly, hotly—and Stephanie had told Falco that she never even masturbated in her whole life! It was too coarse an exercise, she always said.

But there she was, hot digits sliding in and out of her tight young cunt. Falco's strokes only got faster and faster, watching his wife finger herself.

Stephanie's  orgasm  was  easily  seen—even  with  Falco  not  being  able  to  hear  anything.  Her gorgeous  head  tilted  back,  long  cries  pouring  out  of  her  mouth,  her  entire  body  shaking  with bliss.

He knew that, with his windows tinted as they were, it was most likely impossible for Selene to  see  him.  But  he  saw  those  emerald  eyes  of  hers  tilt  upward—knowingly—and  then  she delivered a soft little wink as  he stroked and stroked.

Groaning loudly, Falco came, spurting his hot seed all over the window. Leaning against the window,  his  breaths  fogging  on  the  glass,  he  watched  her  casually  strut  away.  Every  step  was carefully portioned-out grace.

This woman was dangerous. And he couldn’t help but be turned on by her.

* * * * *

In the late afternoon, Falco made it down to his office to find Stephanie there already, along with a young black jack dealer who Falco dimly recognized.

Stephanie wore a slim, form-fitting silk robe, draped down over the shoulders. Between the thin material of the robe and her lusciously tanned thighs showing, it was fairly obvious that she was naked beneath the rope. The sides of her breasts could be seen easily. They looked bigger. They looked...fertile. Like the way Selene's were fertile.

Behind the desk were a number of high-definition monitors, capable of showing him almost any spot in the casino at a moment's notice. He had planned to use them to track down Selene and try to narrow down what it was she was doing in his business.

Yes, sure, that was it. He didn't want to rip his pants off the second he saw her and jerk off uncontrollably for hours at freeze-frames of her unbelievably gorgeous body. He wanted to just spy on her.

Sure.

But, with Stephanie and the dealer there, he couldn't exactly do that anymore.

“Can I help you two?” Falco began, not exactly sure what was happening.

Had Stephanie seen or caught him, somehow, after what he had done at the window?

No,  impossible.  He  cleaned  up  thoroughly.  He  took  a  long  look  at  the  blackjack  dealer—a tall fellow with broad shoulders and a dimpled chin. He had short blond hair and a confused look on his face that probably mirrored Falco's own.

“This is Randall,” Stephanie explained. “He’s the guy who I was sleeping with while I was married to you.”

Randall held up his hands. “That is me. Guilty as charged. It's an awful thing I've done, and I'll be sorry about it for as long as I live. Selene taught me that I needed to be sorry.”

Falco took a moment to digest all of that. Instead of rage—which he would have expected as his go-to emotion in such a circumstance—he felt only confusion.

“Who you were sleeping with? While you were married to me?” Falco sat down on top of his desk, shaking his head. “Why all the past tense all of a sudden?”

Stephanie slipped up on top of the desk with him, pressing her hips against his. She looked wounded. “Well, I’ve taken care of it all now. Certainly I wouldn’t bring Randall up here to see you if I wanted him around anymore, right?”

He supposed that made some sense, but still, he was completely puzzled.

Randall nodded eagerly. “I don't really deserve to be around anyone anymore, Mr. Falco. It's an awful thing I've done, and I'll be sorry about it for as long as I live. I'm not sure I want me around anymore either. ”

Stephanie nodded sympathetically. “Gosh, isn't that the truth? You really are just a horrible person, Randall, for doing what you've done to my precious Johnny here. You just don't matter to me  anymore.  Only  making  my  Johnny  feel  like  a man  matters  to  me  now.  I'm  so glad  Selene taught me that.”

Randall nodded with her. “I'm so glad Selene taught me.”

Their  voices,  combined,  had  taken  on  an  oddly  robotic  tone  that  Falco  found,  for  whatever reason, rather arousing.

Falco tried to ignore the oddness of the situation, focusing only on the facts. “But, why are you  saying  you  were  married  to  me?”  He  rubbed  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  And  why  wasn't  he angrier, for god's sake? “What’s going on with that?”

She  wrapped  her  hand  around  his  crotch.  His  cock  stiffened  instinctively.  God,  she  was  a beautiful woman. He hadn't felt a lusty action like that from her in far, far too long.

“We’ll get to that in a minute,” she purred. “Won’t you let me watch you fire Randall, first?”

“Huh?”

Randall stood up. “Yes, Mr. Falco. Please, fire me. I deserve it. It's an awful thing I've done, and I'll be sorry about it for as long as I live.”

Stephanie focused only on Falco, stroking his cheeks intimately. “He’s slept with your wife, darling. He simply must be fired. You have to set an example for the rest of your workers, after all.  Otherwise,  they’ll  all  try  to  sleep  with  me.  They  all  try  anyway.  There  must  be consequences.”

“All my workers try to sleep with you?”

“I can barely keep the cocks out of my face, sweetheart. Look at how fucking hot I am. You bagged  a  hell  of  a  gorgeous  babe  with  me—and everyone knows  it.  Now,  show  them  who  the boss is.”

For several moments, Falco just sat there, looking at the fearful, sorrowful tinge to Randall's expression. Stephanie's pulsing strokes on his cock only became more fevered as he waited.

She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. “It’s you, darling. You're the boss. Show him. Show us.”

With her free hand, she pushed open her flimsy robe and suddenly started to finger her pussy, eyes gleaming with lust.

“Won’t you please fire him?” she moaned, fingers sliding hard into her pussy. Her strokes on Falco's cock through his pants only increased. There was a sort of religious glee in her eyes.

The front of her robe was wet. Two circle-shaped stains had formed right where her nipples were.

Lactating. She was lactating. Oh fuck. She was so turned on that she was lactating for him.

Falco didn't see how he had much of a choice in the matter. And a big part of him did want to fire Randall. He couldn't just let the man get away with sleeping with his wife, after all.

“Randall,” he said, shaking his head. “I am afraid you’re fired.”

“You're right, ” Randall said, shaking his head sadly. “I deserve it. I know I do. It's an awful thing I've done, and I'll be sorry—”

“Shut  up!”  Stephanie  shouted  suddenly.  Then  she  turned  to  Falco,  a  predatory  glint  to  her smile. “Not like that,” Stephanie whispered in Falco's ear, fingering and stroking harder. “Make him sorry.”

She was right. He had to make Randall afraid. That was what a man would do. That's what somebody who fucked Selene would do.

He  gathered  all  his  reserves  of  strength,  and  raised  his  voice.  “You’re fired,  Randall,  and you’ll never work in this town again!” He pressed a button on his desk. “Security? I need you to come  throw  a  man  out  of  my  office  and  out  of  the  casino,  forever.  He's  dangerous,  so  you're going to have to use maximum force. Blacklist him when you're done with him.”

Loud and euphoric, his wife’s orgasmic moan filled the office.

“Oh god,” she cried, shaking and falling down on the desk, “Oh god, yeah! You showed him who's the boss! You showed him so fucking good, baby!”

Randall, shaking his hanging head, cried for several seconds. “I’m super sorry, Mr. Falco. I really am. It's an awful thing I've done, and I'll be sorry about it for as long as I live. But don’t you worry. You don’t have to worry about me no more at all.”

He walked out of the office—and immediately was intercepted by a team of security officers who  began  to  beat  him  down  to  the  ground.  For  several  seconds,  Falco  watched,  transfixed, Stephanie  still  stroking  his  cock  through  his  pants.  Randall's  pained  cries  echoed  through  the walls. Then mercifully, the doors closed.

Leaving  his  raging  hard-on  aside  for  a  moment,  Stephanie  slipped  off  the  desk—leaving  a considerable wet spot from her trail of lust—and picked up a briefcase at her feet. From that, she laid out several papers for Falco to read. He picked them up, struggling not to grab Stephanie and fuck her right then and there.

“These are divorce papers,” he said, a bit dumbfounded. “I just don't believe it. After all that, you want to divorce me?”

“Of course I  do,  Johnny.”  She  shook  her  head  as  if  he  was  being  rather  silly,  like  he  had spilled his own bowl of cereal. “I don’t deserve to be the wife of a great man like you, do I? I just told you how I cheated on you, for god’s sake!”

“You don’t...don’t deserve?”

Surreptiously,  she  had  unzipped  his  pants  and  replaced  her  hand  on  his  cock—though  this time, there was nothing between her silky-soft palms and the throbbing meat of his big dick.

“Certainly not!” Stroke, stroke, stroke. “I can’t be married to you now that you know about all my infidelity. How could you possibly trust me from now on? I’ll simply have to accept your divorce. I don’t have a choice. I want you to have everything I do.”

He  looked  again  at  the  papers  beneath  him,  struggling  not  to  lose  control  to  Stephanie’s amazing  handjob.  The  papers  were  very  clear—no  settlement,  no  alimony,  no  support  or payments of any kind from him to her. As a matter of fact...

“You’re giving me all your possessions and agreeing to be my indentured servant?”

Her strokes picked up speed at the mention of the special qualifications. He didn’t even know that  indentured  servitude  was allowed anymore.  He  didn’t  think anything about  this  divorce could have been real.

“I  thought  it  was  only  fair,”  she  said,  “considering  how  little  I’ve  let  you  fuck  me.  I  don’t know what was wrong with me.”

“So you’re going to fuck me fifty million times?”

The wording in the contract was very specific. After fifty million fucks, her period of service would be up.

“Oh, I mean, maybe. I figure you’ll have your hands full with other women. There’s so many girls who would just line up to suck your big fat cock, Sir. I just put a number that would make sure I could never leave your service. At least, not until you got tired of me. I’m sure you will eventually. An important man like you must want so many different types of women. I’m so very lucky just to be considered.”

He  leaned  back,  putting  the  contract  down.  Closing  his  eyes,  he  tried  to  simply  enjoy Stephanie's  handjob—and  did,  of  course,  though  the  only  woman  he  could  really  think  of  was Selene. Her beautiful eyes, her exquisite bust, those fertile curves, her endless legs...

Selene had made all this happen somehow. She had made this all happen, and she was so, so, so very gorgeous...

“Sign it, baby, please?” Stephanie's robe was gone—she wore only her tall heels and nothing else, her sexy body on display. She had been lactating. Milk dripped down from her tits to the floor. Her free hand held a pen, hovering over the contracts.

Falco took the pen and signed everything. Stephanie cooed out little squeals of gratitude with each one. Then she dropped to her knees, her strokes slowing as his massive cock slid over her cheek.

“In the contract there,” she said, “it states how a blowjob counts as half as a fuck. So...do you think you’d mind if I got started? I just have to repay my big, handsome Master. Selene told me that was your proper title, now. My Master. You don't mind that, do you?”

He didn’t mind at all.

His ex-wife starting slurping on his hot, ready meat immediately, giving him a better blowjob than she ever had when they were married. Her body dripped wet with her own milk, the white streams pouring all down her beautiful curves.

He was so worked up from the whole ordeal, and the long, long handjob that she had been administering, that it was no time at all before he had shot a hot, thick load down her servant-throat,  fucking  her  beautiful  face  just  like  he  had  always  dreamed  of  doing  when  they  were officially together.

And even so, even when he began the first of a series of several hot orgasms exploding into his hot new ex-wife servant—the only woman he could really envision was Selene.

* * * * *

Later  in  the  evening,  after  bringing  his  wife’s  debt  down  by  two  and  a  half  more  fucks,  he stumbled into his penthouse and then all the way up into his bedroom. The cool night air kissed at his body through his ripped pants and tangled mess of a shirt.

There was absolutely no way he’d ever be hard again, he was certain. At least not for a week.

Then,  he  saw  Selene  waiting  for  him  in  the  bedroom.  She  wore  nothing  but  a  thin  jeweled gown, her fantastic body arranged just for him. She looked like a queen, an empress, a goddess designed only to turn him on.

He was hard, instantly.

This  amazed  him.  After  so  many  blowjobs  and  exceptional  volumes  of  cum—with  what seemed like more with each go-round—he was practically bursting to fuck again. There was no fatigue, no hesitation. He needed to fuck—and he needed to fuck Selene.

“I’ve been waiting for you, darling,” she moaned, her green eyes lighting up with lust.

Leaning against the doorframe, he struggled not to jump her. She was so dangerous...but so very gorgeous.

“Y-you have?”

“Of course I have.” She propped herself up on one arm, her gown slipping to the side and just almost revealing her thick nipples. Thick, creamy moisture was evident there. “I’ve needed you to be mine my whole life, I feel like. Perhaps that’s true—yes! My whole life, just for you. I was made for you.”

“Whole life,” he repeated slowly, mesmerized by her beauty.

He approached the bed, his resistance long, long gone. She rose up to embrace him.

“Mmm...” she purred, kissing him underneath his chin. “I’m so glad you see things my way. You do see things my way, don’t you, darling?”

“See your way,” he said softly, breathing in her perfect scent.

“You don’t want your old wife to be your partner anymore.”

“Y-yeah,” he said, nodding dumbly. “No wife for a partner. No wife at all.”

“You’d much rather me to be your wife, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yes!”

That  was  Stephanie.  She  had  entered  while  Falco  had  been  lost  in  Selene’s  embrace,  now rushing toward the two in a hurried, naked crawl. Falco's juices still dripped out from her bare pussy. She slid up Falco's leg, staring up at him in happy supplication.

“Please, Johnny? Please, Master? Make Selene your wife? She'll be such a better wife than I am.”

“Y-yeah,” Falco nodded, pushing Selene down on the bed. “You'll be my wife.”

Selene's smile was cat-like, indulgent. “I'll be the best wife for you, sir.”

“The best wife,” he muttered.

Sweating  now,  he  spread  her  lusciously  long  legs  out.  His  lips  trailed  down  their  silky, tightly-muscled  surface.  She  brought  her  hands  up  to  the  edges  of  her  jeweled  gown,  and  he ripped  downward—it  came  off  easily.  Selene,  naked  now,  was  like  heroin  for  his  eyes.  Her breasts  so  fertile,  lactating  silently  in  her  lust  for  him.  His  gaze  felt  completely  relaxed  and utterly blissful, bliss that shot hard into the rest of his body.

Staring  at  Selene's  nakedness—her  maddenly  perfect  curves,  her  bodacious  bust,  her  tight muscles—was  like  staring  into  a  black  hole  where  all  thoughts  exited  into,  all  logic  was transformed, and all lust magnified a millionfold.

Madly, he fell upon her, his thick cock sliding down the silky surface of her legs. His hands gripped her hips hard, then his fingertips pushed over to her ass, gripping her tight to him right as he entered her hot, sopping wet cunt.

Falco thrust hard, in stark disbelief of his situation. Her pillowy tits crushed against his chest. The  milk  between  them  was  warm  and  even soft  somehow.  Stephanie,  as  he  worked,  had attached herself behind him, her own tits pushing hard on Falco's back.

“Fuck me!” Selene moaned lustily. “Fuck me, Sir! Fuck your little home wrecker!”

“Fuck  her,  please!”  shouted  Stephanie.  “God,  she  fucking ruined our  marriage!  She destroyed it, just so she could fuck you! Drill her, darling! Fuck my replacement!”

Selene pulled his head close to hers, her eyes sinking into his. His universe narrowed down to her  gaze  and  his  cock  in  her  cunt—the  only  two  sensations  worth  feeling  anymore.  Her  tight pussy walls closed hard, milking his cock for everything he had. Then, she pushed his head down to her nipple. That streaming, hot, milking nipple...

His mouth clasped around it. Instantly, he found his pleasure redoubling. It was so fucking delicious! Virility surged through him. His cock instantly felt ten times harder.

“Don't look at her,” said Selene. “You only need to look at me. I'm your hot new wife. That other bitch isn't important at all, is she?”

“Yeah.” Falco continued to thrust inside of her and lick at her nipples, even caught inside her gaze. “Not important at all.”

From behind them, Stephanie moaned out her agreement.

Selene's  exotic,  erotic  accent  tinged  her  words.  “I'm  the  only  one  you really  love,  isn't  that right?”

“S-so so fucking right!” God, her pussy was so good.

“You never loved her. You only wanted me. You're glad you left her.”

The pleasure was getting to be too much. “Yeah, so glad!”

Stephanie cried out, “Yes, yes! He deserves you, Selene!”

“You need me, darling.” Selene's eyes blazed. “You need my hypnotic little cunt. You can't live  without  me,  can  you  baby?  You deserve  me.  You  deserve  my  hot  body  for  being  such  a man, don't you love?”

He came exultantly, screaming at his ex-wife how he deserved this new fresh cunt to fuck. He could feel Selene cumming with him, her entire body quivering with glee. From on top of his back, Stephanie moaned and applauded his performance.

After fading into a well-deserved doze, he woke up after half-an-hour, noticing that Selene, naked, was on her cell phone.

“Yes,  Boss,  he  proposed.”  She  paused,  listening.  “Oh,  thank  you!  We’ll  be  getting  married tomorrow, I should think. No, no, you’re so busy. Don’t worry about coming. Oh yes, he’s very cooperative. He was a tough nut to crack at first—but once his wife went under, I had him.”

Selene stopped. She seemed to notice that he was listening. Smiling, she toyed with the spiral gem in her cleavage. He watched her fingers, her tits...it was impossible not to. He found himself arranged back onto her tit, sucking happily.

He owned her. He knew that he owned her. He couldn't believe anything else.

Falco  drifted  off.  She  said  more  on  the  phone,  something  about  taking  everything  he  ever had, but it was hard to focus on.

He didn’t care. The spiral had him, now. Selene had him. And he was so happy to give her everything.

# # #




Bimbo Casino: No Protection

 

It was unseasonably cool in the small room of the Shining Spiral Casino where Jacqueline waited to be told what to do. She was getting rather tired of it—the cold temperature, the waiting—and was ready to call an audible and just skip out on the entire payday that had been promised to her.

The  room  was  small  and  ill-furnished.  There  was  a  pile  of  pillows  in  one  corner,  for  some reason, and two large armchairs. No windows, no drinks, no bowls of fruit or even a clock. Just a blank, maroon-walled room of which Jacqueline felt ready to rip down the wallpaper.

Her  public  presence  was  such  that  she  had  been  rather  well-known  to  become  colossally angry at the slightest provocation, and so she was surprised (and insulted) that they didn't know that  about  her  already.  She  was  a  world-famous  supermodel,  for  goodness's  sake.  She  was Jacqueline  Demonto,  and  she  was  more  than  capable  of  using  her  rather  illustrious  amount  of beauty and fame to make others feel dejected or worse (most women she insulted and defamed came close to tears, if not well past that point) when she put her mind to it.

Her  self-esteem  destroying  abilities  were  well-grooved  skills  at  this  point,  and  the  kind,  in fact, that she enjoyed employing almost as much as showing off her body. After all, she knew even at the tender young age of twenty-two that this premium-person status she had wouldn’t last forever, and so she might as well squeeze all the enjoyment of feeling superior to others while she still could.

Jacqueline  Demonto,  along  with  other  world-class  models  Vivian  Ruiz  and  Marisol  Garza, had arrived in the Shining Spiral Casino earlier that day. They were set to do photo shoots and interviews  for  something  called  the  Spiral  Spin.  Her  agent,  in  a  strangely  monotone  voice, assured  Jacqueline  over  the  phone  that  it  was  one  of  the  greatest  small  magazines  in  existence today.  When  she  pressed  him  for  more  information,  he  just  repeated  that  one  “fact”  over  and over again, and that she had to go.

It was unusual for all three high-status supermodels to be booked in such a place for such an obscure publication, but with the payday she would be getting, she didn’t mind. She would make more today than she had in three years—well into the eight figures. And all that, just for being gloriously  pretty  as  she  had  been  born.  It  was  enough  to  make  even  a  rather  conceited  woman like Jacqueline’s head swell with vanity.

Not helping the matter of her impatience was just how odd the staff seemed at this Casino. All the men were hulking, boner-sporting studs, and all the women were ridiculous busty giggly bimbo  babes.  The  staff  flirted  constantly,  and  to  be  honest,  Jacqueline  had  trouble  sorting  out who was a patron and who was an employee. They were all so gorgeous. Of course, Jacqueline still thought she herself was much better than any of them.

Jacqueline, being a completely gorgeous woman, had dressed in a way to show that off to the world. She was the third-highest-paid supermodel in the world, after all, and so to her—and to anyone else who mattered, for that matter—that meant she was the third-most-gorgeous woman in the world. She didn’t mind being third—especially as it meant that she was doubtlessly better than three and a half billion other women, and heck, the three and a half billion men that jerked themselves off every night thinking about her. She took pride and happiness in her superiority, and made sure the others around her knew it.

And so, being stuck in this room with no cell phone service for over two hours now, waiting and praying for a change, Jacqueline was getting impatient. They had paid her  to  come  here— why weren’t they taking advantage of all her endless advantages?

Her  advantages—and  they  were  considerable—were  certainly  shown  off  well  by  the  tight blue  minidress  she  had  on  now.  Traveling  with  incomparable  beauties  like  the  dark-haired Vivian and redheaded Marisol, she knew she had to dress extra-hot to make sure she was seen. So, the skimpy dress hugged her tight abs and her healthy hips, as well as clearly showing off her generous  cleavage.  Her  long,  dark  brown  hair  cascaded  down  her  back  in  hot,  wet  locks,  each strand of hair arranged to make her look perfectly beautiful. Her heels—one of many pairs that cost well over a thousand dollars—only made her spectacular legs appear even more spectacular, highlighting their length and pushing her ass up to the ceiling.

Even Jacqueline had to admit that Vivian and Marisol probably still were more beautiful than her—but they certainly hadn’t dressed sexier today as they arrived. Plenty of men would go to bed with Jacqueline's candid pictures from arriving at the airport on their smart phones, calling out her name. That thought gave her some solace.

Each  model  was  presented  with  a  schedule  when  they  arrived  that  morning,  and  each  had photo  shoots  and  media  junkets  to  work  through—though  all  three  were  separated,  at  least  to begin with. At the end of the day, there was supposed to be one big shoot in the “big office,” but Jacqueline didn’t know what that meant yet.

Someone opened the door from behind her. Not wanting to show her wrath, and yet still not quite able to control it handily, Jacqueline sneered out a question.

“How much longer do I have to wait? Don’t they know who I am?”

“Not long at all, dear. Don't you worry.”

The voice was magical, beautiful. Soft, sultry, hot, and dripping with sublime confidence. It was everything Jacqueline had wanted to hear in a voice and just didn’t know until that perfect moment.

Jacqueline  turned  to  see  a  beauty  walking  in,  wearing  a  briefly-skirted  business  suit  with smoky stockings, wiping a bit of something off her mouth. Jacqueline would have sworn it was semen, but that was ridiculous. This was a place of business, after all, even if there was such a permeating sense of sex all about it.

Behind  the  beauty,  as  the  door  closed,  Jacqueline  saw  a  rather  satisfied-looking,  handsome man in a suit—who she thought she recognized as the owner of the Shining Spiral, introduced to her earlier—but then he was gone, and the door was shut, and she was left only with the beauty.

“Hello, Ms. Russell,” said the lovely woman. “I’m your interviewer this morning.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Your  interviewer.  For  the  article  the  casino  is  doing  on  you?  We  have  a  very  popular newsletter. The Spiral Spin. Everyone says it’s just mesmerizing.”

She sat down in one of the chairs in the middle of the room, and motioned for Jacqueline to do the same. Jacqueline did, but not before enjoying the sight of the beauty’s long legs crossing. Mmph. She had strong bisexual urges—almost any woman in the modeling industry learned to develop them over time—but never anything quite so strong as this.

“I’m sorry, what was your name?” Jacqueline asked.

“Oh, where are my manners?” The beauty held out a hand, which Jacqueline happily leaned over to take—and also absorbed the hot sight of crushed cleavage at the same time. “I’m Selene. It was Selene Franco, but I’ve changed it back to Selene Craft after my husband died.”

“Oh. Craft is your maiden name?”

Wasn’t  Craft  the  name  of  the  owner  of  the  Shining  Spiral?  Yes...Mr.  Craft.  Wallace  Craft. Jacqueline could remember it clearly.

Selene smiled and shook her head. “No, it’s the name of my favorite person. I just couldn’t bear to have any name but his.”

“Oh.  That’s...unorthodox.”  Not  sure  why  she  was  asking,  Jacqueline  ventured  out  another query. “I hope it’s not too inappropriate to ask, but...how did your husband die?”

“Heart  attack.”  Selene’s  smile  was  not  that  of  a  bereaved  woman—but  rather  one  happily indulgent in her work. “From over-exertion.”

That was an odd answer, and in fact it was odd that Jacqueline had been inspired to ask about it at all, but she couldn't quite focus on that anymore. Rather, Jacqueline couldn’t stop staring at Selene’s tits. They were just so...soooo perfect. Hypnotizing, in a way.

What was definitely hypnotizing, though, was the pendant in Selene’s cleavage. It looked so fertile. So womanly.

Staring  into  the  crystal,  Jacqueline  realized  that  something  strange  was  happening. Something  strange  and  sort  of  enlightening,  too.  She  felt  like  a  message  was  being  beamed straight into her brain, information from some divine source of beauty and light, and the message was clear as day—Jacqueline was not good enough to be in front of Selene.

She had never felt like that with anyone, ever. Jacqueline rather thought her role in life was, in fact, to make others feel that way about herself.

And  yet,  despite  years  of  self-training  and  endless  adulation  from  all  around  her,  Selene made Jacqueline feel lesser. She made Jacqueline feel like a distant fourth, well behind Marisol and  Vivian  and  Selene,  with  Selene  neck  and  neck  with  Vivian.  How  was  that  possible?  How could anyone be so gorgeous as to not only compete with the flawless goddessness of Vivian, but also to make Jacqueline feel so insignificant and worthless and small?

Jacqueline felt like crying, staring deep into the beautiful, perfect crystal, so full of truth and light, and thinking of how easy and effortless it was for Selene to look so gorgeous. Somehow, she held back her tears...and then Selene’s hand crossed over the crystal in her buoyant cleavage, breaking off Jacqueline’s train of thought.

The dark-haired beauty appeared concerned. “Are you all right, dear?”

“Um...” Jacqueline was unexpectedly choked up. “Um, I guess so. I’m sorry.”

Selene’s  perfect  face  transformed  into  a  predatory  grin.  “You’re  thinking  about  how gorgeous I am.”

“Wh-what?”

How could she know that? How could she get straight to heart of the matter like that? Had she been...had she been giving those thoughts to Jacqueline, somehow?

Selene continued, her hand beginning to slide off her crystal again. “You’re thinking about how  much  better  of  a  woman  I  am  than  you.  Everything  about  you  is  determined  by  your hotness,  and  I’m  hotter  than  you  by  a  large  margin.  It’s  quite  obvious.  You’re  gorgeous  right now, but I’ll be gorgeous forever. That’s just how things are. I’ll age beautifully, gracefully, and you have maybe another ten years, at best, before it all goes to hell for you. You'll still be able to pick up men in cheap bars, or maybe even marry some rich fool who doesn't have a good eye for true beauty, but it will fade, and hard, for you.”

No one had ever dared to be so frank with Jacqueline. “I...I...I...”

Selene tsked. “It’s all right, dear. Just look here.”

She pointed at the crystal in her amazing cleavage. It sang to Jacqueline once again.

“Look...there...” Jacqueline said, her voice becoming a soft, giddy monotone. “Cryst...tal...”

“Yes.”  Selene  opened  her  blouse  and  discarded  her  blouse,  sitting  before  Jacqueline  now with  her  top  completely  off.  Her  beautiful  breasts  leaked  down  soft  trails  of  milk.  The  liquid seemed  to  absorb  back  into  Selene's  amazing  skin  before  daring  to  touch  any  of  her  luxurious outfit.

And  even  before  the  utterly  perfect  visage  of  Selene’s  bare,  lactating  breasts,  Jacqueline could only stare at the beautiful, beautiful crystal. “It makes it very easy to answer my questions, doesn’t it?”

Gentle, warm waves washed over Jacqueline’s brain. “Yes...so easy...”

“You just take so much pleasure in thinking about what I have to say to you, don’t you?”

Jacqueline moaned out happily. “So much pleasure.”

“It’s so lovely to listen to a woman as beautiful as I am, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes.” Jacqueline frowned. “B-but I’m beautiful too...”

“Of course you are, dear. And do you know what? All the really, really beautiful girls sleep with my boss, did you know that?”

“They...they do?”

“Oh my, yes. They love it. They love him, totally. It makes them cry, thinking of how much they love him. Beautiful girls call my boss ‘Master.’ He owns their hearts and souls.”

Jacqueline’s  voice  was  soft,  tears  brimming  in  her  eyes  at  the  thought  of  such  love. “Heart...and soul.”

“If you’re a beautiful girl...you have to love Master, then, don’t you?”

Her heart sung with Selene's words.

“Have to love Master. Have to love your boss.”

“That’s right, sweetie. I’m so glad you understand. You’re so smart, realizing that. It must be because you’re so beautiful that you understand already.”

Jacqueline  smiled  with  happy  pride.  She  loved  being  complemented,  especially  when  she knew  she  deserved  it—which  was  always.  So,  she  didn’t  really  know  Selene’s  boss...but  she knew she loved him. She was a beautiful girl.

“You’re  so  incredibly  beautiful,  Jacqueline  doll...but  you’re  hardly  as  beautiful  as  me,  now are you?”

With a happy sigh, Jacqueline shook her head, eyes remaining locked on the crystal. “No...”

“You’d love to be as beautiful as me, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yes. As beautiful as you? Yes, yes.”

“Being beautiful has given you everything you’ve ever wanted, after all. It only makes sense that you get more if you were even more beautiful, doesn't it?”

“Oh  yes.  I’d  love  to  be  more  beautiful.  I  could  be...I  could  be  number  one.”  Jacqueline’s heart swelled, thinking such a thought. Being beautiful was the most important aspect of her life, after all.

Arousal, hot and unstoppable, had swept through Jacqueline’s body. She couldn’t explain it, but she didn’t care. She needed, more than almost anything, a hot, hard fuck session. Preferably with Selene. Or this wonderful Master she mentioned.

“Oh  yes,”  purred  Selene.  “The  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  world.  The  sexiest.  The  most wanted. And you could even sleep with my boss. Would you like that?”

Be fucked by Master? Was such a wonderful event even possible for Jacqueline? That would be beyond her wildest dreams.

“Oh,” Jacqueline gasped softly. “Oh my, yes. Do you really think so?”

Selene  slid  off  the  the  chair  and  approached  Jacqueline,  and  began  to  gently  massage  the brunette’s  heavy,  gorgeous  tits  through  her  dress.  Heavy  cream  dripped  down  from  Selene's nipples, landing in Jacqueline's lap. Jacqueline moaned happily, soft tingles of pleasure pushing through her body. All the while, Jacqueline continued to stare happily into the crystal.

“Yes. Of course, you’d have to be much, much prettier. You’re simply not pretty enough at all, are you?”

Jacqueline hesitated now. “I mean...that is, I do get paid to be pretty...”

“But you’re not as pretty as I am, are you? And my boss fucks me constantly.”

That made perfect sense. Selene was so very right.

“Oh. Oh, right.”

Selene stepped away for a moment, opening the door and conferring with someone. She was handed  a  glass,  and  then  leaned  into  it,  squeezing  her  tits  and  filling  the  glass  with  her  warm milk. The smell filled the air.

The crystal was gone. A fog felt like it had been lifted away from Jacqueline’s head. There were  so  many  new  thoughts  swirling  around,  spiraling  in  her  mind.  She  wasn’t...wasn’t  pretty enough.  She  shouldn’t  have  to  sort  through  all  these  thoughts  until  she  was  pretty,  like  Master wanted. Right?

Wait...what? No, that was wrong. That was all wrong. That wasn’t—

But then, Selene returned, a transparent plastic cup in hand, filled to the brim with a spiral-patterned black-and-white shake. In the face of her unadulterated love for Selene, Jacqueline lost all  doubt  once  more.  The  crystal,  still  shining,  dangled  between  Selene’s  breasts,  somewhat obscured by them.

“Here. Drink this.”

Cautiously, Jacqueline took the shake. “I...I’m not sure. What’s in this?”

“Beauty juice.”

“Beauty juice?”

Selene  shrugged,  her  perfect,  naked  breasts  bouncing  happily.  Flicks  of  milk  landed everywhere. It was the single most beautiful action Jacqueline had ever seen anyone taken. “Oh, that’s just what I call it. Go on, have a little.”

Jacqueline took a sip. It was heavenly. Then—emboldened by its delicious taste, she took a much larger one.

“It’s a more refined version of what we used to call the Spiral Twist,” said Selene. “We took out  all  the  alcohol  and  added  some  much  more  effective  narcotics.  That's  the  black  part.  The white is, well.” She giggled, stroking her wet nipple. “A house recipe, shall we say? Soon, you won’t doubt anything I say, and your body will only be useful for hard, forceful fucking by my boss, and some of the other men around here.”

“Huh? Whazzat?”

Jacqueline giggled. This drink was positively loaded with deliciousness!

Selene  pushed  Jacqueline  back  into  the  corner  with  all  the  pillows,  tugging  away  at  the brunette’s tiny dress. Soon it was gone—and soon after, so were her panties and bra. Completely naked and completely dripping wet before the hot, luscious suddenly naked body of Selene. The crystal was gone, but it didn't matter. Jacqueline would do anything Selene said, now.

Jacqueline’s body changed before her very eyes—her tits growing, her skin becoming shinier and even more flawless. She watched with some amazement as the mole on her left shoulder fled her body, floating like a leaf for a few moments before dissolving entirely. Her hair, already long and luscious, became amazingly, intrinsically soft—and full of pleasure. Selene, smiling, ran her hands through the thick locks, and Jacqueline moaned in instant orgasm just from the small thrill of having her hair adored.

Oh  god.  She  had  been  turned  into  a  complete  sex  toy  just  for  Selene...and  just  for  her  new Master, Mister Craft.

That was so fucking wonderful.

Selene  lowered  her  face  down  between  Jacqueline’s  legs  and  started  to  lick.  First  the  inner thighs, then the sweet, pink folds, and then finally burying her beautiful face completely, lapping at Jacqueline's clit. Jacqueline, gasping hotly, felt the warm perfect tides of bliss float over her body. Selene’s tongue on Jacqueline’s pussy was magical. Pure delight. Jacqueline had no idea anything could be so good.

“Oh  my  god,”  Jacqueline  moaned.  “Oh  god...you’re  so  good.  You’re  so  good,  baby...oh god!”

Bucking and panting, she came, and came again, losing track of her orgasms. She didn’t even know  her  body  could  take  so  many.  Selene  did  not  seem  deterred  in  the  slightest  by  all  the movements of her hips or her constant, loud screaming.

After  several  minutes  of  delight,  however,  Selene  switched  gears  and  began  to  finger Jacqueline’s drenched pussy. Milk dripped down from her tits, landing on Jacqueline's exposed torso. The skin quickly absorbed the substance, needing it.

“You love me, don’t you, dear?”

“Yes! God yes!”

“You'll do anything for me, won't you?”

“Yes, please! Anything!”

“You love my boss, don’t you sweetie?”

Selene was so calm, so serene, that she could have been typing a letter or organizing a nest of folders.

“Oh yes! Love you! Love your boss!”

“You’ll do anything for Him, won’t you?”

“Definitely!” Jacqueline panted.

“He’s your Master, isn’t he?”

“Master, yes! Please let me serve Master! I need him so bad!”

“Give  me  a  nice  cum,  then,  Jacqueline.  Give  me  a  cum  to  let  me  know  you're  a  slave,  just like me.”

Obey, oh yes. Her first command to obey. Jacqueline was so grateful for the chance. With a riotous,  toe-curling  scream,  Jacqueline  came—and  then  came  again  right  after  that  as  Selene continued her hot, wet fingering session.

After she calmed down, steam rising up from their bodies in the cool room, Jacqueline curled up next to Selene, the two new lovers cooing and kissing with perfect, hot affection.

Selene kissed Jacqueline on the top of the head. “You’re going to be such a good slave for your new Master, doll.”

* * * * *

Marisol Garza, second most-highly paid supermodel in the world, smiled wide as she greeted the photographer,  Hans,  in  the  empty  casino  floor.  It  was  a  bit  odd  that  the  casino  was  empty—a Saturday  seemed  like  a  natural  day  for  a  casino  to  do  booming  business—but  whatever,  that wasn’t her specialty. Marisol was used to businesses and locations shutting down just for her— even  though  it  embarrassed  her  quite  a  bit.  Unlike  the  haughty  Jacqueline  or  self-possessed Vivian, she had never quite gotten used to her supermodel status.

“I’ve  heard so much  about  your  work,”  she  enthused,  stepping  around  the  empty  roulette table where the shoot was due to take place. Tall lights were positioned all around it. “And I just loved that spread you did the other month with the leather.”

This was an old tactic. Of course, she had never heard of Hans or seen any of his work. But every one had heard at least something about everyone else in her industry—either at openings, parties, gossip, or otherwise—and every photographer had done something recent with leather in the last year. Leather was in—Marisol certainly had worn quite a bit of it, covering her gorgeous, trim body in leather skirts, leather hot pants, leather corsets, leather boots...really, whatever there was to wear made of the stuff. It made her a good deal of money over a series of shoots. People didn’t seem to be able to get enough of her in tight, hot clothing.

She  didn’t  quite  understand  the  notion  herself—she  thought  her  body  was  too  curvy, surrounded  by  so  many  rail-thin  models  all  the  time.  The  bouncy,  bubbly  quality  of  her  36E breasts got her quite a lot of attention in the modeling industry, though, especially coupled with her amply long legs and beautiful, naturally red hair.

The two shook hands and he took a long view of her, up and down. Marisol was used to the attention—though  she  had  never  quite  gotten  to  the  point  of  enjoying  it.  Small  goosebumps crawled down her spine.

“I’m glad you like my work. I’ve been looking forward to displaying you for some time.” He smiled,  opening  his  hands  out  to  the  roulette  table.  “Shall  we  get  right  down  to  it?  I’m  sure you’ve got a busy schedule. Don’t want to wait all day for me, all of that.”

He  had  a  peculiarly  American  accent  for  someone  who  was  named  Hans.  His  brown  hair, narrow  jaw,  and  dark  eyes  didn’t  speak  to  anyone  especially  German  either.  But,  what  did Marisol  know?  She  barely  had  an  accent  anymore  herself,  after  spending  years  modeling overseas.

“That sounds great,” she enthused. “I’m already in wardrobe, so...bring it on.”

Beneath her comfy, plush robe, Marisol had on a tight black lingerie—panties, bra, stockings. Emerald stones decorated her elegant neck, matching the gems inlaid on her expensive heels. She let the robe drop, tossing it casually on a stool nearby. Normally, these sorts of sets had personal assistants floating around...but no matter. She was an adult. She could take care of tossing a robe.

It was chilly in the casino. Her nipples began to stiffen noticeably in her tiny lace bra. A little self-conscious, she wrapped her arms around her tight, toned tummy.

“So,”  said  Hans,  clapping  his  palms  together.  “This  shoot  is  all  about  greed.  We’re  gonna bring some guys in, and they’re gonna be greedy for you. You represent wealth. Not to be crude, but we want to show a lot of cleavage.”

“Of course.”

Like with any part of her body, she had never felt all that comfortable with her breasts being on display—but only because there was so much of them. She felt rather jealous of models like Jacqueline or Vivian, whose proportions were so insanely perfect and feminine.

Of course, she had heard many say that she was the model of femininity herself—a perfect representation  of  the  fertile  female  form.  But,  that  kind  of  wording  tended  to  throw  her  off. Fertility! Pshaw. At twenty-five, she hardly wanted to get pregnant any time soon. She had never even had sex bareback before.

It was odd to her that there were going to be “some guys” in the shoot, though. Where were they? Why hadn’t she been notified? She would have enjoyed talking with them before hand to try to build up some kind of a line of communication.

Oh  well.  Leaning  forward,  she  posed  on  the  roulette  table  as  Hans  prepared  his  camera, sticking her behind way, way out and arching her back. Modeling was all about angles, letting the  audience  see  you  from  the  most  perfect  view  possible,  and  altering  reality  just  enough  to make you seem hyper-real. Bigger than life.

Hans’s camera was strange—Marisol had never seen anything quite like it. There were lots of strange spinning lights on the front of it, and the flashes from each photo felt like they were striking  straight  into  her  brain.  It  disoriented  Marisol  somehow,  even  though  she  felt  herself thinking perfectly clearly.

Flash. Flash.

“I’m going to ask you to do some new stuff, but you don’t have a problem with that, do you? You’re a model, right? A professional? It’s all a show.”

Yes, Marisol nodded happily.

“A big show,” she said.

Flash, flash.

“That’s great,” said Hans. “And you’re really, really happy, okay? You’re practically falling in love with yourself. You’re just ecstatic, keep smiling, yeah?”

Smiling brilliantly, Marisol let out a long, delighted laugh. Totally! She was having a great time. This place was fantastic.

“Really tug at your bra, okay?” said Hans. Flash, flash, flash. “Push your cleavage together. Show off those tits. I know you love them.”

Smiling happily, Marisol did just that. She did love her tits.

Flash.

“That’s great. You look gorgeous. I know you love showing off.”

Marisol giggled happily, her pussy starting to get warm. She really did love showing off like this. It was her favorite thing in the world.

Flash, flash, flash.

“Do me a favor? Get really, really turned on? I want you to feel it. I want this to be making you a horny little sex doll, all right?”

Oh,  sure.  Marisol  could  do  that.  She  could  be  a  horny  sex  doll.  Why  not?  This  was  all modeling, after all. Just acting.

Her  pussy  flooded  with  hot,  easy  arousal,  lines  of  wetness  beginning  to  drip  down  her stockinged  legs.  She  licked  her  lips.  Her  fingers  grazed  against  her  nipples,  and  then  pressed harder,  tweaking  them  between  her  soft  digits.  Her  legs  splayed  open,  baring  her  barely-clad pussy to the camera.

Hans stopped for a moment, texting something on his phone. Marisol waited, feeling hot and bothered, but still brilliantly happy. She had never felt so good in her life.

Through the double-doors nearby, five strapping young men walked in, each one bigger and studlier than the last. Each was heavily muscled—and completely ripped, not a shred of fat on them.  They  all  wore  tight  boxer  shorts,  the  kind  that  let  Marisol  know  exactly  what  kind  of package  they  sported.  Each  must  have  been  a  monster...and  at  the  sight  and  proximity  of  the beautiful  redhead,  two  or  three  of  them  seemed  to  be  stiffening  rapidly.  Smiling  broadly,  they surrounded her—so very large compared to her minute model beauty.

“Okay, fellas,” said Hans. “Drop your pants.”

Giggling at the absurdity of the statement, Marisol scanned the faces of the handsome men around her, searching for someone else sharing her mirth.

But  then...then  they  actually  did  drop  their  pants.  Just  like  that.  No  hesitation—they  had nothing to hide, and lots to show off. Oh god.

Each cock was bigger than the last, just like the men.

Oh  god.  So  many  big,  hard,  supreme  cocks  surrounding  her.  Fuck.  How  the  hell  had  this happened?

She was so fucking turned on. Why couldn't she calm down? Everything was so arousing all of a sudden.

“Wh-what’s  happening?”  she  said  to  Hans,  who  had  shifted  forward  through  the  ring  of muscled  men  with  his  camera.  “Why  are  they...why  um,  like,  are  the  hot  studs  all  naked  and stuff?”

God, she hadn’t meant to sound like such a ditz. But these cocks were so big...some of the men  were  stroking  them,  too.  And  they  were  just  getting  bigger  and  bigger,  stiffer  and  stiffer, and  starting  to  ooze  out  hot  glimpses  of  precum.  They  kept  rubbing  their  cocks,  sliding  the precum  into  their  meaty  flesh,  making  the  cocks  shiny  and  wet.  Marisol  let  out  a  hot,  needy moan.

“I  thought,”  said  Hans,  flashing  the  camera  at  her,  “that  you  were  a  professional.  Aren’t you?”

“I...I-I am, it’s just...”

“Then you ought to let them fuck you. Just look at the camera, sweetheart. Don’t worry.”

Look at the camera. Don’t worry.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

Every flash eroded another piece of her will. She didn’t have to care, didn’t have to worry. There were so many strong, strong men around. Certainly, they could take of everything for her.

Flash. Flash.

Marisol dropped to her knees, pushing her face toward the nearest cock she could see.

Something  about  that  camera  flash  was  affecting  her,  she  realized,  bringing  a  hand  up  to thoughtfully  slide  over  the  cock  she  had  gotten  so  close  to.  It  was  making  her  all...all  weak-willed and silly.

It  was  making  her  act  like  a  proper  little  girl  for  once.  She  was  so  happy  to  act  like  a  real woman should—submissive and sweet.

And fertile, too, she realized. Incredibly fertile.

“You’re incredibly fertile,” said Hans, again, even though she just now realized he had said it the first time. There were so many flashes, so many new thoughts. It was so difficult to keep up with  all  of  them.  “You’re  such  a  beautiful,  fertile  woman.  You’ve  been  wasting  it,  though. Shouldn’t you be fucked by all these men and see how fertile you really are? They’ll give you lots of cum, all unprotected. You’ll feel more warm and filled than you ever have.”

Marisol whimpered with need, holding her big tits tight. That was exactly what she wanted.

But still, there were...there were so many of them!

They would break her in half!

Flash. Flash.

Oh god. There were so many of them. So many hot, male bodies, with such cut muscles and svelte  hips,  pressing  in  on  her,  pushing  against  her.  They  were  so  strong,  so  masculine.  All  of them with such hard, hard cocks, exclusively for her.

They would break. Her. In. Half.

She  let  out  a  hot,  shuddery  moan,  her  breath  coating  the  cock  in  front  of  her  face  as  she stroked it harder.

So many men. So many cocks. She was just a weak little girl, made to submit and give in to her superiors. How could she say no?

“I’ve  been  jerking  off  to  you  for  years,”  said  one  behind  her.  His  cock  pushed  hard  on  her shoulder, nudging her further down on her knees, further down to her place.

“You’re the girl I thought of when I fucked my wife on our wedding night,” said the man in front of her, stroking her hair as she stroked him.

Her pussy dripped hot, and, unable to help herself, she ventured out her tongue to slide over the sexy, thick tip of his cock. She moaned with ecstasy.

It. Tasted. So. Good!

“Please, Sirs,” she moaned. “Please, teach me how to be a good girl for all of you!”

Quickly, they tore off what little lingerie she had on, leaving her only in her jewels and heels and stockings. These were her ornaments, while they could ornament her with their cocks. Their hands  crawled  over  her  tight,  lush  body  as  she  moaned  in  open  submission  to  their  combined will.

The stud in front, still holding her hair, nudged his cock against her lips. Happily, she slurped it down, moaning and licking like a good girl.

She couldn’t possibly only take care of him, though—or at least, she couldn’t and still be a good girl. She grabbed the cocks of the two men at his side, gently but forcefully stroking their premium dicks—but then she realized that the last two were left out.

Happily, she laid herself out on the floor, pulling two studs down at random with her so they sandwiched  her.  One  quickly  entered  her  hot,  willing  snatch—and  the  other  stuffed  himself inside of her tight asshole. Double penetrated, just like that.

God, she was such a good girl to be able to take so much cock. And she wanted even more. Twisting herself around, she was able to moan—almost overcome with pleasure at this point— and beg for one of the studs to fill her mouth. Of course, one agreed happily—and entered her from  above,  so  that  his  hot,  thick  balls  slapped  against  her  forehead.  That  way,  his  cock  could easily drive into the vacuum of her throat, where she sucked and slurped eagerly. The other two were  satisfied  with  her  hands  on  their  cocks  as  they  knelt  over  her  incredible  chest,  twisted upward just for their enjoyment.

Her entire body revolved around hot, perfect cock filling her up like never before. She was in love, total and complete love, with being a slut. It was so perfect for a good girl like her to be so slutty and hot and filled with cock.

From  either  the  piledriving  force  into  her  ass,  or  the  amazing  brute  strength  of  the  cock plowing into her pussy, or the hot thrill of being throatfucked by a complete hunk, Marisol came.

And  then  she  never  stopped  cumming.  Her  bliss  peaked,  and  then  it  rose  again  just  as  it threatened to fall. Her every muscle, every fiber was consumed with hot, endless pleasure as the cocks  thrust  into  her  holes  over  and  over.  One  man  would  cum,  pause  for  a  few  moments  to warm  back  up  again,  and  then  stiffen  once  more  for  Marisol's  hot  fertile  bod,  just  like  she needed.

The hard, forceful fucking being delivered to her body from all angles was too much for her brain to comprehend fully. So, it was no wonder that, when the men started cumming inside of her, flooding her throat and womb and ass and tits with warm semen, only to remain hard and continue to fuck her, that Marisol was unable to actually process what was happening.

It was definitely no surprise that she couldn’t process the fact that her brilliantly red hair was becoming even more brilliantly red—not to mention longer, thicker, shinier, and generally more voluminous altogether. She would have been delighted to see her legs longer, her pussy tighter, her tits bigger, her face just a bit more sexified with puffier lips and bigger eyes.

But  of  course,  she  saw  none  of  that.  Perhaps,  as  one  stud’s  sweet  nectar  flowed  down  her throat, she could see out of the corner of her eyes as her tits ballooned up and swelled outward.

It’s hard to say. Marisol certainly didn’t want to concern herself with anything except for the brilliantly  hard  cocks  stuffing  her  body  full  of  spunk  and  covering  her  in  hot,  gooey  white goodness.

And, little did she know (or care), the more they fucked her, the more she came, the emptier and emptier her brain became.

She did realize, however, that like, sucking and fucking cocks was just, seriously a bunch of super great fun. She should be doing it all the time!

After nearly an hour—the camera flashing the entire time—the men finally stopped. Marisol was properly covered in a veritable shower of cum. Giggling happily, she slipped up a handful from between her mountainous tits and gobbled it down, noting with delight when she saw her tits ripple and grow a bit more.

Her tits were getting bigger the more spunk she swallowed!

How  fucking  hot  was  that?  How  fucking  great?  She  would  be  the  bustiest  model  on  the planet.

Distantly, it occurred to her that with all the cum that had flooded into her unprotected pussy, she was probably pregnant. These men seemed awfully virile, after all.

She giggled again. Preggo! That would soooo cool. Another set of curves for her to show off.

Above her, still clothed, Hans put his hands on his hips.

“Boys, I think you may have overdone it a little. Boss wants her upstairs in just a little bit.”

“We  couldn’t  help  ourselves,”  said  one  stud,  slapping  her  big  tits.  Cum  splattered everywhere.  “She  was  just  so  smoking  hot.  Really,  she  still  is.  Do  you  think  we  can  go  for another round?”

Marisol nodded and giggled, moaning happily. They could go on her for as many rounds as they could handle.

* * * * *

Vivian stepped out of the elevator into the top floor of the Shining Spiral Casino, a bit put-off. She had figured it out—figured out everything that was going on in this crazy place. The mind control, the hypnotism, the tits getting bigger, and the men and women fucking endlessly—she had seen it all!

And  she  was  going  to  expose  the  man  behind  it  all  and  let  him  know  who  he  was  dealing with.

She knew that her looks would distract this power-hungry man, this Mister Craft. Certainly, he seemed to focus quite a bit on the way women looked. It was the early evening, and she still wore what she had arrived in that morning: outrageously expensive heels, pants, and a blouse.

Her  tight  dark  pants  showed  off  her  ass  incredibly—not  to  mention  the  length  of  her gorgeous  gams—and  her  cleavage-baring  blouse  was  only  there  to  display  how  much  her incredibly  buoyant,  young,  perfect  36DD  tits  didn’t  need  a  bra.  So,  of  course,  she  didn’t  wear one, exposing her twin beauties to all who looked—which was, she knew, everyone she passed.

Vivian  was  quite  accustomed  to  being  looked  at.  To  say  that  she  enjoyed  it  didn’t  was beyond  the  point—it  was  simply  a  fact  of  life.  She  had  been  designed  to  be  looked  at  and admired by the entire world. There was not a single doubt of this in her mind. Whatever could make this happen—whatever could enhance it and garner her more attention—was the morally correct thing to do.

There  was  also  not  a  single  doubt  in  her  mind  as  to  what  this  Mister  Craft  was  up  to. Somehow,  he  had  brainwashed  Jacqueline  into  being  some  lactating  lesbian’s  loveslave,  and drugged Marisol so that her tits would get even bigger!

So, she strutted right past the busty secretary diddling herself in front of his office, and burst through  the  double-doors  to  his  expansive  office.  Mister  Craft  was  at  the  far  end—his  office rather bare and spartan—sitting behind a large desk and examining a series of papers and tablets with a pen in his hand.

“Miss Ruiz,” said Craft, barely looking up from the papers on his desk. “What a surprise.”

He certainly didn’t seem surprised.

“You think you’re so smart and superior, don’t you?” said Vivian. “You think you have this all well in hand. But, what you don't know is that I'm on to you.”

Now he was paying attention. He set his pen down, looking bemused. “Are you now?”

“That’s right! I saw how your little Selene seduced Jacqueline. That flashy pendant and those drinks, or whatever.”

His  eyes  began  to  widen  a  bit.  Vivian  let  herself  stand  up  straighter,  satisfied  with  the reaction. A smug smile crossed her lovely face.

“I saw that gangbang on Marisol, as well. I suppose you know that all those men could go to jail for that, and you too, for organizing it.”

He  shrugged.  “She  certainly  seemed  to  be  enjoying  it.  I  doubt  you  could  put  together  any kind of a prison sentence with her in the state she's in. How did you see all of that?”

“As  if  you  don’t  know!  Your  man  guided  me  around  all  day,  and  I  ‘just  so  happened’  to stumble  on  your  little  orchestrated  dalliances?  Oh  no,  I  don’t  think  so  at  all.  That’s  too coincidental. You wanted me to see them.”

“I did?”

“Of  course  you  did.  You  wanted  me  to  watch  that  bitch  Jacqueline  become  a  hot  little coquettish  kitten,  so  eager  to  please  and  curl  up  in  her  new  mistress’s  lap,  just  aching  for  the chance to lick pussy on command. Isn’t that right?”

“Well...”

Vivian  held  up  a  finger  to  her  hot,  elegant  chin,  posing  automatically—she  couldn't  help herself. “And of course you wanted me to see the other side of what you can arrange. The hot, terrible forcefulness of your might—how you can make men unleash their brutality and cover a willing,  needy  babe  in  showers  of  cum—unprotected,  I  might  add!  She’s  probably  pregnant now!”

“I very much expect she is. But what do you think I was trying to do with all this? If, indeed, I planned you seeing it?”

“I imagine you wanted me cowed. You wanted me scared. You wanted me intimidated. Do I look intimidated, Mister Craft?”

She tossed her brilliant, lustrous dark hair back, standing proudly.

“No,” he said. “I have to admit, you don’t.”

He actually did look surprised now, thinking about that.

“That’s right. Do you want to know why?”

“I certainly do.”

She smiled, bending over at the waist, ass held high so that he could see its luscious arc, and purred, “I couldn't possibly be scared, because I am more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.”

His mouth hung open. “Beg pardon?”

“You heard me.” She tugged at her blouse, popping off a button, exposing even more of her perfect, toned visage. “I am turned on as hell. I want you to take me, right here, right now.”

With  one  hand,  she  cleared  his  desk,  sliding  up  on  to  it.  Her  hair  tumbled  down  her  side, highlighting her sexy form. Craft was speechless.

“I’m not stupid, Sir.” She practically cooed the title. “I know you didn’t have to  hire  those other two models. And if you can exercise this much control and hire me, why not only bring me here? You wanted to show me how powerful you are.”

She moved one long leg over toward Craft—who had stood up, his hands wavering above her body. Her expensive heel slid up his crotch, pressing gently.

“You  wanted  me,  in  some  way,  to  give  in.  But  you  thought  you  had  to  do  it  with intimidation, didn’t you?” She smiled sexily. “Only, power turns me on, Sir. It turns me on a lot. I want you to be able to own me, take me, break me, bend me to your will...but I want you do it knowing how badly I want you to do it.”

“Fuck.” Craft shook his head, grabbing at her leg now and touching it, as if to confirm that this was happening. She didn't protest in the slightest.

“Was I the object of your plans all along, Sir? Was it me you got all this money for? I did a little  research,  and  if  you  offered  Jacqueline  and  Marisol  what  you  offered  me,  then  you  were giving up over three-quarters of your profits for the year.”

He nodded slowly, her hands on his shirt, drawing him in. She knew he was affected by her. Her beauty. He had probably watched her for years now—on the runway, on her swim shoots. Collecting candid photos of her from red carpet events.

“I bet you’ve cum to the thought of me before,” she said. “Looking at me in hot pictures of yours.  Isn’t  it  so  hot,  so  nice,  so  wonderful,  that  every  time  you’ve  gazed  lovingly  into  those pictures, feeling that hot connection, knowing I belonged just with you, only with you—isn't it so hot that every time you did that, that I was looking right back out, just at you, only at you? Don't you love knowing that even with all my beauty, all my perfection, that you were the only man I needed, this whole time?”

She  tore  his  shirt  open,  revealing  a  broad,  hot  chest.  Whimpering  hotly,  she  stroked  the muscles there with adoration.

“Isn’t  it  nice  to  know,  Sir,  that  all  I’ve  really  wanted  this  whole  time  was  for  your  big,  fat cock to fill me up?” Her green eyes were so open, so earnest. “I’ve gone on and on in interviews about being a virgin. Did you know that it was true?”

“Oh, man...”

With  gusto,  he  ripped  her  pants  off,  revealing  the  sexy,  hot,  tanned  flesh  of  her  long,  long legs.  Tiny  silver  panties  decorated  her  pussy—and  were  easily  removed.  Her  pussy,  waxed, waited for him, dripping out hot juice onto his desk.

“Did you know, Sir,” she drew her mouth up close to his, breathing so hard, “did you know that I’ve been saving myself...just for you?”

Unable to hold back any longer, Craft took her by the neck and cheek and kissed her hard. Vivian’s body ramped forward, an orgasm instantly rocking through her. She moaned tearfully into Craft, loving the cool, sublime slip of his control starting to slip over her mind. She could feel it, tendrils of his manipulation sinking into her brain...and she welcomed them. He probably couldn’t restrain himself.

Unbuttoning for a moment, Craft dropped his pants and kicked them aside. His cock—just as Vivian had hoped—was enormous, thick, and already hard. She needed it inside of her.

“How  will  you  do  it?”  she  asked  him.  “How  will  you  take  my  mind?  Am  I  feeling  it already?”

“The crystals you saw, the shakes, the cameras...these are all extensions of my power. I can build  them  however  I  like,  but  the  real  power  lies  with  me.  Yes,  to  answer  your  question.  I'm taking you already. Slowly. You'll be aware of every step.”

Vivian whimpered hotly. That was so fucking perfect. He deserved her.

Rancorously,  she  slipped  her  fingers  straight  into  her  gushing  wet  pussy.  She  only  realized after she had done it that it wasn’t her idea—Craft had made her do that.

Mmm, god. He owned her already.

Grinning wickedly, he began to stroke his cock in front of her.

“Oh god,” she moaned, staring at it, feeling him raise her heat exponentially. “I need it! I n-neeed it! I’ve never needed anything so bad and I fucking need your cock so b-bad, Sir, please! I need you to get me pregnant, please? On my first time. Pregnant on my first time!”

As if making ready to oblige, he stepped closer, using one powerful hand to pull her in...but kept his cock a hand’s length away from her pussy. Vivian’s perfect, pouty lips moved up and down in hot, longing movements, needing to kiss him again.

“P-please...” she gasped. “Anything. I’ll d-do anything...”

“Beg for my cock,” he commanded. “Beg for only my cock.”

“Please! Please let me touch it! Let me suck it!”

“You may stroke me. But nothing else.”

Eagerly,  she  obeyed.  She  realized  that,  any  other  man  would  be  begging  to  fuck  her,  right now. But Craft was so powerful, so incredible, that she was begging him. He made her beg him.

“Real power belongs to me, doesn’t it?”

Her hand slid so fast and easy on his slick cock. “Oh, yes sir. God, you’re so fucking right, sir. I love how much power you have.”

Gently, he stroked her hair. “Are you grateful to me? Are you grateful for becoming mine?”

“Oh yes, Sir! Thank you for owning me, sir! Thank you for making me yours.”

“I’m not sure I believe you. You know, you’ll never be able to fuck me if that’s all you’ve got.”

“Thank you for breaking my will! And all my friends, too! God, you fucking own them so good, Sir. You destroyed their wills, just like they deserved! Thank you for bringing me here to be owned just by you. Only by you! You’re my Owner, my King, my God, My Master!”

Finally he pushed her hand off his cock, and plunged himself into her cunt. She guided him in with eager passion, taking him into her like she had wanted for her whole, whole life. She had been born to be a supermodel goddess dedicated to fucking and loving her Master’s cock.

“My God,” she moaned. “My true Male. My Real Man. My Powerful Hunk.”

She said the words like that in her head as she spoke—capitalizing them, moaning them even in her mind as she moaned them out loud. She knew that was his domain now, and every small bit of affection she could coerce out of herself to give to him would be utterly his.

As he thrust into her again and again, bouncing her tits on his chest, her orgasm hovered right at the edge of her cascades of pleasure. It was building, building, building—and she knew that was him, once more, taking all the smaller orgasms he would have given her normally just from a  single  thrust  (such  a  fucking  hunk,  her  Master)  and  building  them  into  one  reality-breaking cum.

“I’m  going  to  cum,  Vivian,”  he  grunted.  “My  Vivian.  My  slave.  My  favorite.  You  want  to feel it? You want my cum in your pussy?”

“Yes!” She begged him. “Please, yes! Do it now! Give it to me, Sir, please!”

Bucking  and  thrusting,  he  exploded  inside  of  her,  delivering  his  hot,  amazing  warmth  just how she needed. Her own orgasm—just as she thought it would—broke the walls of her reality. Hot  lines  of  light  ran  across  her  vision,  pouring  bliss  directly  into  her  brain.  She  was  his,  now and forever, and she wouldn’t have wanted it to be any other way.

After what seemed like an eternity, her mind flicked back on—to the sensation of her Master, hard and ready, already inside of her.

“Please,” she moaned up at him. “Take me again?”

He did not say anything, but he answered—his thrusts starting anew, his mouth adoring her perfect breasts. From across the office, her model friends walked in—Marisol and Jacqueline— along with Jacqueline's new fertile, lactating playmate. And yet, even so, he forced them down on their knees to watch as he took Vivian again.

Vivian was so happy to be the center of his attention, to be everything that he had wanted. She would be his ultimate trophy from now on—his personal declaration to the world about what a fucking stud he was. It was so, so unbelievably perfect, and so was she, to be the one he called his favorite.

# # #




Bound to Obey

 

David  stepped  into  the  antique  shop,  a  little  on  edge.  Even  with  the  friendly  little  door  bell ringing away; the interior was poorly lit and full of unsorted items. He wasn’t sure what to get, and had never really shopped for antiques before in the first place. But regardless, he was going to find the perfect gift for the girl of his dreams, and she was going to love him for it.

Never having shopped for antiques before was most of the reason why he was going to this store  in  the  first  place,  this  “Possessions.”  It  was  brand  new  in  town,  having  opened  just  the previous weekend, and if he didn’t know what they offered or what could be found there, he was certain that there were a great many others who had come in as of late who were in the same boat as him.

Somehow,  going  to  some  established  antique  shop  run  by  lifelong  antiquers  who  knew everything there was to know about the carving methods for seventeen different styles of cuckoo clocks just filled him with dread.

So,  he  was  going  to  some  place  new,  to  help  him  with  what  would  be  hopefully  a  new chapter in his life. Whatever he got for slim, blond, beautifully busty nineteen year-old Amy, it had to be incredible. Jawdropping. Pussy-wettening. All of those things at once.

In his head, the ideal scenario was him sitting down with Amy and sliding the present across the table. They would have an isolate little spot in the coffee shop where no one could see. She would open it, tears of happiness brimming in her eyes, completely unable to form words before dropping underneath the table to suck him off.

Obviously, that wasn’t going to happen. But it was good to aim high, he always thought. That way  when  he  fell  short,  he  was  still  doing  pretty  well.  A  kiss,  maybe.  Or  a  blowjob  after  she sequestered him back to his apartment.

Or her apartment, he wasn’t picky.

At times, David didn’t feel as if he was in Amy’s league. Even at twenty years-old, he had no idea of his own attractiveness—whether any woman would ever want to sleep with him or not. He was awfully skinny, and didn’t know what to do with the dark mash of his hair, but he was clueless  as  to  whether  that  was  something  women  enjoyed  or  not.  He  just  hoped  beyond  hope that Amy—beautiful Amy, with her killer smile and deadly-gorgeous body—would love him for his heart, the way he loved her.

He scanned the store, looking for an attendant or clerk or something. He had left his wallet in his car, an old tactic to prevent himself from buying too much. Once he decided what to get, he would get a guaranteed time-out to go walk to the car and think about his decision. Lining the shelves, there were all sorts of items he basically expected—odd-shaped lamps, thick rugs, tall stacks of books with no names, chairs that didn’t look made for sitting, trays full of candelabras, tea-organizers made from old picnic tables.

But  then  there  was  weird  stuff  too—used  notebook  full  of  scrawly  handwriting,  packets  of balls, long ornate handkerchiefs that could double as blindfolds, tiny ornate statues of women in high  heels  and  tiny  skirts  who  were  vacuuming  or  doing  the  dishes.  And...was  that  a  dildo,  on that back shelf?

“Can I help you?” came a lovely, exotic voice from the other end of the store.

He  turned  to  see  a  shape  of  a  woman  behind  a  curtain;  she  was  putting  something  up  on  a shelf.

“Oh, hi,” he said, clearing his throat. “Hi. Yes, I’d love your help. Yes, please.”

Objects shuffled around as she continued to stack behind the curtain.

“Just a moment,” she said. “Anything in particular you are looking for?”

“I don’t know. It’s a gift for a girl.” He struggled with the wording. “It’s a thing for her and me. An anniversary, I mean. The gift, what I’m getting, what it’s for. I’m not sure what to get, though.”

He  didn’t  know  why  he  was  having  so  much  trouble  putting  words  together.  There  was something about the woman that put him off.

“This girl, she is your girlfriend?”

David shrugged, embarrassed now. “Sort of.”

The  woman  stepped  out  from  behind  the  curtain.  She  was  mesmerizingly  gorgeous.  David couldn’t tear his eyes away.

She wore a tight green gown that left her shoulders bare, a wide v-shape of perfect porcelain skin on open display for him to admire. And she clearly, obviously, wanted him to admire her. There was no doubt in his mind. Her hair was thick, long, and dark, floating down her body like some  blanket  woven  from  shiny  black  diamonds,  somehow  sparkling  in  the  dim  light  of  the store.  Her  face  was  elegant—regal,  almost,  as  if  she  was  some  empress  in  hiding,  her  eyes enormous and green, her lips thick and incredibly kissable. She was like the premiere example of femininity. Everything about her seemed so lusciously...fertile.

Insanely,  he  wanted  to  grab  her.  He  wanted  to  press  her  against  the  wall  and  have  his  way with her, right then and there. It was a thought that previously only Amy had inspired. Of course, he would never give in to such thoughts—he was a gentleman, after all.

The  only  woman  he  had  ever  seen  nearly  as  gorgeous  as  this  woman  was  Catalina  Rubia, former cheerleading captain at his old high school and the bane of his entire existence. Catalina and Amy traded off places in his jack-off fantasies—Amy when he wanted someone to adore and hold, but Catalina when he wanted someone to fuck and dominate.

Sometimes, he thought about them teaming up to seduce him. Apologizing for all the wrongs they  had  done  them—and  there  were plenty—and  sometimes  he  thought  about  Amy  bringing Catalina  over,  putting  her  down  on  her  knees  in  front  of  David,  and  then  commanding  her  to worship...

The gorgeous woman’s gaze, eating him up, seemed only to encourage that kind of thinking. Like she thrived off of it, somehow. Her green eyes were brimming with understanding, as if she knew exactly the sort of thinking she encouraged, and about whom.

She tsked softly, seeming to float toward him, her walk was so graceful.

“Sort  of  girlfriend?  What  is  this  ‘sort  of?’  A  handsome  boy  like  you,  I  think  to  myself, ‘Yasmin, he must have so many girlfriends. It is no use trying to be flirty with him. He has so many,  he  is  fighting  girls  off  with  sticks.’  Myself,  I  do  not  like  being  hit  with  sticks.  So  don’t worry  about  me.”  She  placed  a  dainty  finger  inside  of  the  deep,  luscious  line  of  her  cleavage. “Now, who is this insane woman who is not sure if she is yours or not?”

Every word from this beautiful woman’s mouth—this Yasmin—swelled David’s pride more and more. She was talking about...about not just one girl, but lots of girls vying for him. That he would have to be in a position where women would come to him. If only!

He was sure it was a sales tactic, but still, even that effort made him feel more appreciated than  he  thought  he  ever  had  from  regular  interaction  with  other  women.  With  most  women, especially  beautiful  women,  he  was  awkward.  It  was  hard  to  form  words  when  women  were always these lovely collections of everything that was hot and sexy and right in the world.

But with this beauty, this Yasmin...it was easy to relax. Her smile so warm and inviting. He stared  openly  at  her  cleavage,  and  she  repositioned  her  chest,  making  it  even  easier  for  him  to look.

Go ahead, she seemed to say. They’re decorated up just for you.

“Her name is Amy. She’s...we worked together. And went to school together, a while back.”

She only noticed him when they started working together and she needed a ride, of course. Six months ago, she had kissed him on the lips when he dropped her off. Since then, he had been in love—and nothing had been able to dissuade him from pursuing her.

“Ah. And she had some enormous crush on you that you are only just now noticing, so she is shy?”

He shook his head. “It’s more the other way around, actually.”

Yasmin’s eyebrows raised up. “Impossible! I cannot believe it! You are handsome! Young! What is the word...a stud! That is what you are!”

She  slid  on  arm  on  his  back,  maneuvering  him  through  the  store.  One  big,  delectable  tit landed  on  his  arm.  He  could  feel  the  pressure  in  his  pants  starting  to  build.  Soon,  he’d  have  a hard-on. But somehow, with Yasmin so near, that did not seem like such an issue. Previously, it would have made him die with embarrassment.

But again, with her, this feeling of wrongness that he had trained himself with was somehow morphing to rightness. She was a beautiful woman. Of course he should have a hard-on. He was a man, after all, and fucking gorgeous women was what men did.

Wow, what a feeling.

She took him to a shelf arranged with many closed boxes.

“This is my exclusive shelf,” she said softly. Each breath coated in her exotic foreign accent. “I promise myself when I open this store, I say, ‘Yasmin, do not let anyone buy anything from this  shelf.  It  is  all  too  precious.  Save  it  only  for  those  customers  who  come  back  again  and again.’  But  then,  this  handsome  man,  this  stud,  he  comes  inside  my  shop,  and  my  will disappears.”

She opened a box. Inside were a collection of ornate, violet ropes, coiled up playfully.

“Will is such a troublesome thing. I am so happy for it to be gone in front of you. Your girl, this girl you love, she will be happy it is gone as well.”

David  shook  his  head.  The  thick  fog  of  arousal  this  Yasmin  produced  was  making  it  very hard to think. She was pushing so many buttons, all at once. Talking about her will being gone in front of him. Talking about Amy’s will being gone. But this gift, these...

“Ropes?”

“Of course. Feel them.” She guided his hand down to their soft surface. “So lovely, so right they feel. She will not be able to do anything but what you say when she is wrapped in them. She will love you, then, exactly how you deserve for being such a beautiful stud. Is that not what you would like?”

She pressed hard into his arm, enveloping his bicep with her large titflesh. She stared into his eyes, her own deep green irises seeming to absorb everything he was.

“Oh god,” he breathed. “Yeah...yeahhhh...”

That would be incredibly hot. Slim, busty Amy just doing only what he said. Amy wrapped completely in ropes, her big eyes looking up at him, expectant. Needing him to tell her to exist. Begging for him to own her more and more. Needing him to fill her until she was absolutely full of his seed. His cum. His babybatter. In his darkest dreams, his most emphatic fantasies, that was the image most prominent in his mind. Gorgeous blond Amy, so tiny and supplicating, her big tits wrapped down with constraints of his choosing.

Fuck.

“You deserve to have your girlfriend do what you say, don’t you? That is what these ropes will do. They have power, David, just as you have power.”

Had he told her his name? She was so close, so soft...he didn’t care.

Power,  she  was  promising  him.  Power  over  Amy.  Her  hand  slid  along  his  bulge.  His  mind barely  noticed  it,  though  of  course  his  body  did.  He  was  just  staring  at  those  ropes,  imagining Amy in them. Helpless to do anything except obey his will. Needing his say-so to be let out, to be free.

Constraining Amy. Containing her. Making her his and his alone. She would never be able to say no to him again. She would never say anything to him except “Please” and “Thank you” and an  endless  string  of  happy,  angelically-crafted  compliments.  The  thoughts  ran  over  his  mind without even beckoning them—it was like they belonged on his mind, like he deserved that kind of thinking.

Fuck fuck oh fuck.

“You  deserve  whatever  you  want  for  working  so  very  hard,”  Yasmin  purred.  “Won’t  you take them? Take the ropes? Please?”

Her  tits  were  so  heavy  and  full  against  his  chest.  Her  hands  nimbly  unzipped  his  pants, freeing his cock from the futile restraints they posed. There was nothing that could get in the way of this woman’s desires, he knew suddenly. She would have her way. And she would give him incredible  pleasure  as  she  did  so.  Darkness  gathered  up  around  the  two  of  them.  It  was impossible to see anything except for the shelf and her.

Her  lips  brushed  against  his  ear,  breathing  warmly.  Everything  about  her  was  so  warm— almost  otherworldly  so,  as  if  she  was  from  a  completely  different  dimension.  A  dimension, perhaps,  based  entirely  on  sex,  loving,  fucking,  and  hot  bondage  games  where  everyone belonged to someone else.

Sprouting forward, his cock slipped inside her open hand.

“Oh yes,” her voice so soft and breathy. “Yes, that’s right. Pay me for my goods.”

“P-pay?” he asked softly, her hand so incredibly smooth.

Struggling  to  mend  his  reality  with  his  completely  shattered  expectations,  he  remembered suddenly how his wallet was in his car.

“I...my money. Outside.”

“Don’t be silly. Money from a stud like you? No. I need only one payment.” She pressed her lips to his ear. “Give it to me, stud. Give me your gift. Pay me. Please?”

Her other hand waved through the air. Little blue light trails followed her fingers. Suddenly, on  the  top  of  the  shelf  with  all  the  boxes  was  a  tall  mirror.  He  could  watch  her  as  much  as  he wanted—see how completely hot she was.

“Look  into  the  mirror.  Watch  my  face,  my  breasts.  Watch  my  excitement.  This  is  what  a woman should be for you.”

Shadows began to merge and meld in the darkness of the mirror. Behind Yasmin’s gorgeous reflection, the shelves of the store distended and morphed into a picture of Amy. The ropes from the box wrapped around her hands, and then framed around her tits.

He  could  see  her  clearly,  her  styled  blond  hair  looking  deliciously  sexy  around  her  young, happy face. She was mouthing his name, moaning it, needing him. He could very nearly make out her voice.

Yasmin’s  voice  was  soft  and  pressing  as  she  stroked  his  hot,  hard  cock.  Her  tits  bouncing against his arm. Everything about her was so warm and good.

“This is what you deserve, for being what you so clearly are. For being a hunk, a stud, an ace. You need women like this, serving you like this, at all times. This is your reward for gifting us with your existence. Cum, my sweet stud. Cum for me and let me give you my perfect ropes!”

Staring  at  Yasmin’s  bouncing  tits  in  the  mirror,  at  Amy  silently  calling  out  for  him,  David could not help but cum. He sprayed some directly into her hand, all the cum somehow landing there. She licked it all up right as he watched, treating it like it was holy ambrosia. Her eyes— beautiful emerald eyes—seemed to get only greener as he watched her.

He closed his eyes.

When he opened them, the lights of the store were no longer quite as dimmed, and the mirror on the shelf was gone. He could not even say for certain that it had ever really been there.

“Thank you, Sir,” she purred, closing the box and sliding it in his hands. “Get used to hearing that, holding  those  ropes. ‘Thank  you,  Sir.’ She  will  not  be able  to  stop herself  from  saying  it. She should say it. You deserve to hear it”

Still speechless, David stumbled out of the store, nodding and waving at the gorgeous store owner, not even remembering to zip his pants back up until he was outside.

* * * * *

Sitting alone in the coffee shop, Amy sighed, getting off the phone with Hank, the boy she was seeing later that night for a free dinner and hopefully some good old fashioned making out.

She didn’t like Hank that much, but he was super cute and a jock at the local university and it was a lot of fun to rope guys into giving her whatever she wanted when she needed it.

She  was  an  incredibly  cute  babe,  and  she  knew  it.  It  was  okay  that  she  was  a  little  shorter than  most  other  girls—she  made  up  for  it  with  a  startlingly  pretty  face  with  big  blue  eyes  and soft, precious lips and a dynamite body carved from years of working on cardio machines. Her tits were her pride and joy—they had netted her more jobs, more free clothes, and more admirers than she could even really handle.

She tried to get more and more anyway, of course. Where was the fun in being a pretty girl if you weren’t going to milk every idiot you came across for all he was worth? If they wanted to give her things for something she was born with, she was more than fine with it.

A barista came by, asking her if she needed anything, practically panting on her. For the third time, she said no.

Amy had tried to dress a little conservatively for the meeting. She had on a denim miniskirt and  fun  pink  platform  sandals,  a  plain  white  short-sleeved  sweater  doing  little  to  hide  the substantial curve of her cloth-stretching cleavage. Fun hoop earrings dangled from her ears. With her body, there wasn’t a whole lot she could do to dress stylish and conservatively at the same time.

Where was David? Already, he was five minutes late. She was going to give it another two before storming out. Nobody stood her up.

This  coffee  meet-up  had  been  giving  her  anxious  pits  in  her  stomach  ever  since  David  had asked for it, and double that ever since she had accepted.

David  was  just  some  skinny  goof  who  she  had  worked  with  for  two  weeks  at  the  laser  tag center in the county before she had quit the job, having used up all the fun from working in such a place. Somehow, he had gotten her number, and texted her incessantly. He was nice enough, she supposed, but she knew he was hopelessly in love with her.

She knew this largely because of the text he sent her a week or so before at 3 AM, reading: “Fuck, Amy, I am so helplessly in love with you.”

She believed him, of course.

Of  course  he  was  in  love  her—lots  of  guys  were.  She  knew  her  beauty,  while  not phenomenal,  was  of  the  exact  kind  that  drove  guys  nuts  because  she  was  hot  enough  to  be desired,  but  not  so  hot  that  she  was  intimidating.  She  had  that  kind  of  “girlfriend”  level  of hotness  that  made  some  actresses  so  appealing  to  the  male  demographic.  A  gift  and  a curse...though obviously, Amy felt it was more of a gift. She loved her body—loved the way her jaw was clearly defined, loved the way her tits were so naturally bouncy and firm (and probably always would be, judging from her mother), loved the lovely turn of her legs. Beauty was power in this world, and she had it.

She knew that, and her BFF Catalina knew it too. Catalina was getting married in a month or so  to  someone  purely  for  power  and  cash—Amy  was,  of  course,  the  maid  of  honor.  She  and Catalina saw eye-to-eye on everything—how their beauty made them privileged and better than other  people,  how  guys  were  just  suckers  who  deserved  to  have  their  stuff  taken  away  from them, and of course, on David.

Poor, sad, lovably loserish David.

So  she  had  agreed  to  this  meeting  only  on  the  terms  that  this  would  be  their  very  last meeting, ever. That after this, she had complete power to shut him down and push him out of her life. She already had a speech planned. It ran in her head, over and over, as she waited out the clock:

“David, I think you’re a nice guy and everything, I guess? But really, you are just completely not my type. In this town? I’m practically a goddess. I deserve a guy who is rich, devastatingly handsome,  and  able  to  give  me everything my  heart  desires.  And  you  just  aren’t,  well,  any  of those things.”

It would be cruel, but she had to be cruel. He wouldn’t get the message if she was nice. Or at least, he hadn’t so far gotten the message when she had been nice in the past. The coffee shop door dinged, and in came David’s shambly dressed form. He wore a thin red hoodie, his rail-like frame barely supporting the skinny jeans hanging loosely around his waist.

Oh god.

He had a present with him.

It was wrapped in a purple box with a red bow. It was about the size of a jewelry box, maybe a little larger. She hoped to god it wasn’t jewelry. She would take it, of course, and wear it if it were pretty, but some part of her would always feel a little naughty, knowing she had gotten it through breaking a boy’s heart. But odds were, with the way David dressed himself, that it would be as ugly as sin. She could just resell it on eBay or something, or have some guy do it for her. It was a game she knew pretty well, after years of having terrible jewelry gifted to her. Why was the taste of men so awful all the time?

He  sat  down,  smiling  broadly.  He  looked  distracted,  like  coming  to  see  her  was  almost  an afterthought. Not a great start.

“Hi Amy!” he said happily. “I’m so glad you decided to come.”

She twisted her mouth a bit. “Yeah. It’s um...neat.”

He sat down, putting the box on the table, looking expectantly at her, like he wanted her to ask about it. She refused to indulge him. His hands tapped on the box arhythmically.

“This is six months to the day since we first met. Did you know that?”

Oh, yikes. Who remembered stuff like that?

She shook her head.

“I hadn’t thought of that, nope. But it’s um...real swell that you remembered.”

“Yeah!  I  even  got  you  a  present.  I  just  picked  it  up.  ”  He  patted  the  box  in  front  of  him. “That’s what this is.”

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Duh, David.

“Why don’t you open it? I know you’re going to love it, Amy.”

His  foot  moved  forward  under  the  table.  She  could  feel  him  slithering  around  under  there, trying to find her leg.

Oh, gross.

Her  feet  shuffled  into  the  corner  as  she  leaned  forward  and  opened  up  the  box,  sighing  a little. No matter what it was, she had resolved to be rather unimpressed.

Inside was...rope?

“What’s this?”

“It’s my gift,” he said. “For you. It’s a good gift.” He got a faraway look in his eyes. “A good gift for a young woman who wants to experiment with her sexuality.”

“Uh,” said Amy, “what?”

Did David—nerd extraordinaire and big skinny loser—honestly give her fetish ropes as a gift for some weird made-up anniversary that only he knew about?

Oh  god.  She  covered  her  mouth,  trying  to  hide  the  overwhelming  disgust  and  humor  she found in the situation.

What a hopeless creep!

And experiment with her sexuality? What kind of slut did he think she was, anyway? Amy wasn’t a virgin, but she wasn’t exactly experienced enough to start experimenting. She got plenty of what she wanted without having much cock in her at all. Having an orgasm because of a cock inside of her would be an experiment.

“David...did you really think these were a good idea?”

She  pointed  down  at  the  ropes,  her  fingertip  touching  them.  A  little  bit  of  electricity  ran through her body. Static shock, maybe.

“Well sure I did. I thought any guy would be giving you flowers or jewelry or whatever...I wanted to be more direct.”

“And you...directly want to tie me up, David?”

He  put  a  hand  around  his  neck,  rubbing  there.  Some  embarrassment  finally  seemed  to  find him.

“Come on! These ropes, they’re antique. I thought you would find it...you know. Cute. And sexy.”

“David...”

“What? It’s something fun. A good fit for a girlfriend’s gift.”

The words sounded repeated, orchestrated somehow. Like they were being channeled into his mind.  It  should  have  creeped  her  out  a  lot  more  than  it  did.  In  fact,  this  whole  conversation should have been done already...but for some reason she stayed, her fingers stroking the violet ropes. They were...warm. It felt like stroking a nice day. No reason to stop now.

Still, though, she had to be firm with David.

“David, I am not your girlfriend. I don’t want to be your girlfriend. And I am not going to use these, or let someone use them on me.”

He looked lost.

“You...you kissed me, though!”

She sighed. She was afraid he was going to bring that up.

“Look,  I  was  really  drunk,  okay?  And  it  was  barely  on  your  lips.  I  was  aiming  for  your cheek. You were nice to drive me home that night, but that’s all. I don’t want to be your...your ropeslut, or whatever.”

Ropeslut? How had that word entered her vocabulary all of a sudden?

It was a pretty cool word.

Maybe  she  didn’t  want  to  be his ropeslut,  but  that  didn’t  mean  she  didn’t  want  to  be a ropeslut.

Ropeslut ropeslut ropeslut.

Yes...she  liked  that  word  a  whole  lot.  It  was  exciting  just  imagining  getting  tied  up  and fucked really hard...

“Aw, babe. It’s not like that. I just thought this would be fun. Come on.”

Under  the  table,  his  feet  found  hers.  Without  thinking,  she  slid  her  leg  across  his.  It  was beyond a flirtatious gesture—it was openly sexual. Her whole body felt warm.

Fun, yeah. Ropes could be fun. Her whole hand was inside of the box now, the ropes tangling around her wrists and fingers.

“I just know you’d love it, Amy. We could make it really fun if you wanted.”

She wasn’t looking at him at all anymore, just the hot, perfect tangles of the rope wrapping around her skin.

“I would love it,” she said softly. “It’d be so fun if I wanted.”

She could hear David’s breathing increase. Her big, bright blue eyes turned up to look at him. She had no idea why she was so aroused, but she really, really liked it. Soft droplets slid through the folds of her pussy. Her leg slid up his a little bit more.

“That’s good,” he said. “Saying what I say is good. You can believe anything I say, Amy.”

She nodded, her mind adrift. The ropes felt so nice.

“Saying what you say is good. I can believe anything you say, David.”

His hand went around her foot, sliding it toward his crotch.

“Rub there a little,” he instructed.

Smiling, biting her lip a little, she obliged him. She could feel his bulge thickening beneath her platform heels. She had to do as he said. It was impossible not to.

“You like doing what I say, Amy.”

“I like doing what you say, David.”

An unexpected thrill ran through her body, wrapping around her pussy, moistening her cunt even more. It felt good to do as he said. She felt like she was made for that.

“Oh...” she said softly. “Okay. Yes. Tell me to do other things, please?”

He stood up then and took her hand. The ropes were still intertwined around her fingers, but she simply was not going to let them go back in that box. They felt too terrific for that.

“Come home with me.”

She nodded excitedly.

“Totally,” she breathed. “I’m totally going home with you.”

Very soon, they were walking down the street. He tugged her along with the ropes. Passers-by could see. She cared a little, and almost protested, but knew that it was either being led along by the ropes or having the ropes not touch her skin anymore. And she certainly could not have the latter.

In front of the door to his small building, he turned to her.

“Here we are,” he said. “Home sweet home.”

It was sort of a dump. The roofing looked caved in at certain places, and there were bars over all the windows.

“David...I...what if we went to my place?”

If  they  were  there,  surely  she  could  figure  out  some  way  to  extricate  herself  from  him  and keep the ropes, too. She liked doing what he said, but she thought what she really, really liked was the ropes.

“No. My place is better.”

She nodded sagely. “Yes. Your place is better, okay.”

It was a really great place. That roof caving was so modern art. Or art deco. Or something. It was neat, anybody could see that.

Erotic  excitement  flashed  over  David’s  face.  He  reached  over  and  grabbed  her  tit.  Anyone could see.

She was going to protest, but then he said, “You like this.”

She did. She moaned, her pussy completely moist. His hands were so fucking good and right! Who knew that geeky David had such wonderful tit-grabbing hands?

“I like that,” she breathed.

Her eyes were so big, her mouth open just slightly. She was practically panting. Between his legs, she could see his bulge jumping forward.

Very quickly they were in his small studio apartment just down the street. It had one large living  space  where  his  bed  and  television  were,  a  small  kitchen  area,  and  an  even  tinier bathroom.

He didn’t say anything for a long time, instead he just kept looking at her, devouring her with his eyes. The ropes had started to fall from her fingers a bit.

“Your place is sort of gross, huh?” she said.

Frowning,  he  took  the  ropes.  She  protested  wordlessly,  making  sounds  and  walking  after them.  He  grabbed  one  wrist,  though,  and  then  the  other,  binding  her  arms  behind  her  back. Thoughts of protest, of squealing out, scattered from her mind. All she could think of was that more of the ropes were covering her body. That was so fucking good.

Soon, her wrists and hands were completely immobile, locked on top of her ass, covered in the  soft,  tensile  rope.  He  made  it  tighter  than  before,  much  tighter  than  when  she  had  just basically been holding them.

“That’s...so tight.”

“Do you like that?”

“I...I don’t know. It feels good, but...”

“Then you like it.”

Amy breathed hard. Her nipples were fully erect now.

“Say it, Amy. Say you like it.”

“I like it.”

He  grabbed  her  at  the  waist,  pushing  her  bound  hands  into  his  cock.  Her  fingers  stroked along his thick bulge there playfully.

“You like being tied up.”

“I like being tied up.”

She  really,  really  did.  Why  had  she  resisted  so  much?  Sure,  David  wasn’t  her  boyfriend  or anything,  but  he  was  really  super  cool  to  tie  her  up  like  this.  After  all,  she  really, really liked being tied up.

“You love this,” he said firmly. “You love it that I’m controlling you like this.”

“I  love  that,”  she  moaned.  She  really,  really  did.  Having  ropes  around  her  body  was  her natural  state  of  existence.  She  loved  everything  about  being  bound,  being  constrained  and controlled. It was so very hot and nice.

“And you love it here, too. It’s really nice here. This is your real home. And you’ll make sure it always looks great.”

“It’s really nice here,” she said happily, each wrap of the rope around her wrist feeling like it was wrapping around her mind, binding her to his will. Brightly, she examined all the cool stains on the wall and the lovely mold crawling along the edge of the ceiling. “I love being here. It’s pretty much my real home, and so I’ll make sure it looks great.”

“Good girl,” he said, leaning forward and whispering in her ear. “You love it when I call you that. When I call you my good girl.”

“I love that.” Her voice was a soft little mew.

He leaned forward, grabbing her chin. “There’s no better compliment in the world. It makes your pussy squirm to be my good girl. Isn’t that right, good girl?”

Her pussy squirmed obediently. Hot juice started running down her lovely bare thighs.

“Yes Sir.”

She was completely wrapped. No matter which way she moved, her hands would stay behind her back. She could hear his breathing get harder and harder.

He walked in front of her. “Kneel.”

Obediently, she got down to her knees, looking up at him with big, expectant, obedient eyes. He dropped his pants. His cock sprang forth from his boxers immediately, and he dropped those two.

“David,” she said, a bit surprised. “That’s your cock!”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s huge. You love it.”

She was going to say that anyway, wasn’t she? She loved it. It was huge.

“It’s totally wonderful,” she said sexily, positioning her chest upward. Maybe he would fuck her with it if she was a really good girl?

His breathing got harder. “Good girl.”

She gasped, pleasure coursing through her body, emanating from her vibrating hot pussy.

“You want my cock.”

She nodded hopelessly. “I want your cock, David.”

“Maybe you’ll get it,” he squeezed her cheeks roughly. “But first, we’re going to get some things straight.”

That was good. Straighten things out. Yes.

“You think I’m really cool,” he told her.

“I think you’re really cool.”

Of course she did. Why was he bringing that up?

“I’m the hottest guy you’ve ever seen, Amy.”

“You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.”

Um, like, duh? Why else would she let him tie her up? It was so brilliantly awesome that she had convinced him to do this. He was the hottest guy she had ever seen. Everything about him was so incredibly jawdropping.

“You’re in total and absolute love with me, Amy.”

Yes. That was the word. Love. She loved him completely. He was her white knight. Her long lost dream hunk man, finally deciding she could spare his space.

She was so overwhelmed with her everlasting love that she barely heard what he was saying anymore, even though she knew it was shaking her to her core. Each new phrase that spilled out of her was completely true—she just barely had time to examine them before they popped out of her.

“I’m your slave.”

That only made sense.

“I obey only you.”

Well, that’s what slaves did, wasn’t it?

“I need only you.”

Who on earth else would she need?

“I want you to have lots of slaves.”

Of course she did. He deserved that. He was such a hot guy.

One  command  and  repetition  after  another,  David  brainwashing  her  completely.  He  owned her body, he owned her soul, he owned her mind, and she wanted so fucking bad for him to own even more of her and even more sluts to serve him like he deserved. That was what kings like him deserved. He was her fucking Master. She adored him in every way. She would die for him, steal for him, kill for him. Anything he asked, she’d do it, and cum while she did, just from him giving her an order.

He stroked her face, and she stared at her Master with complete happiness and worship.

“Cum.”

She  obeyed,  her  body  spasming  as  she  stared  up  at  him,  her  mouth  struggling  to  form  the proper words for her gratitude.

“Thankkk youuuu Masterrrr,” she moaned out, so very happy to be obeying orders.

On  his  face,  there  was  nothing  but  naked,  hot  arousal.  Precum  dripped  down  from  his  big, lovely cock. She wanted to lick it up so bad, to make him feel as good as he made her fee;. She bit  her  lip  as  her  post-orgasm  thrills  worked  through  her  body,  moaning  at  his  obvious perfection. He was masculinity, personified.

“Bend over, cunt.”

She could sense some anger in her Master. That was so good! It was a perfect opportunity to show how she was made to calm him and love him how he deserved.

Bending over as he commanded, she stared back up at him worshipfully, lifting her ass in the air.

“I can’t wait for your love inside of me, Master.” Her voice so breathy and happy. “It will be so magnificent.”

Strong  hands  gripped  her  bound  wrists.  Without  warning,  he  slipped  his  bare  cock  right inside of her moist pussy. She was so tight down there, so gleefully hot, that she knew she was gripping his wonderful meat just how he wanted.

“Fuck,” he moaned, sinking himself into her. “You’re so good.”

That was so wonderful! He was filling her just how she needed, and she was so good!

She moaned, “Oh yes!” as a hot, sweet orgasm rolled through her body. Her Master’s praise was  so  incredible  and  important  to  her.  She  knew  instinctively  that  every  time  that  he  praised her, she should cum.

“You should have been my girlfriend, slave,” he grunted.

“I should have been your girlfriendslave!”

That was so very true. Master deserved Amy as a girlfriendslave. He deserved any girl at all that he wanted. She came again, just from the thought.

“You should have told me that you loved me from the moment you saw me.”

“I should have told you that I loved you from the moment I saw you.”

Oh god yes! If only!

But  then,  would  he  be  fucking  her  so  hard,  unleashing  his  hot,  vicious  thrusts  that  were filling her with so much fucking pleasure? Because that’s what he was doing now, fucking her like  he  was  punishing  her  pussy  with  his  cock,  each  and  every  stroke  harder  than  the  last.  His cock was moving all the way out and then jamming inside of her in fluid, vicious motions. His hands on the rope on her wrists meant he could slide her forward and back in perfect rhythm with his harder and harder fucking. He was fucking the shit out of her, able to move faster and faster because of his complete control over her body. It felt phenomenal.

“You’re my little fuckbitch!”

“Your little fuckbitch! Yes I am!”

Oh god, she totally was.

“I’m  gonna  cum,”  he  grunted.  “I’m  gonna  cum  right  in  your  fuckbitch  pussy,  and  you’re gonna cum with me.”

“Oh fuck, please Master! Please do that!”

His orgasm shot through his body, and his load fired inside of her pussy, thick and powerful. Spurt after spurt of his sweet, hot cum sprayed inside of her, filling her more than she every new possible. Even if she wasn’t totally controlled by his will, his hands on her bound wrists would have kept her in place, jamming her back with every new squirt. She came with him, as ordered, every ounce of pleasure that emanated from her pussy feeling like it was doubled from the ropes around her wrists.

Her Master was so very fucking good to her to treat her like such a hot ropeslut.

After a few heavy breath-filled moments, he pushed her off his big cock. Amy moaned with the exit, wishing that he was hard and inside of her forever. He turned her around, slapping her face a little with his cum-stained semi-hard cock.

“You’re  not  really  good  enough  for  me  now,  are  you?”  he  asked  with  a  smirk.  “I  mean, you’re cute. You’re really pretty. Basically a princess in this town, like I’m sure you know. But I deserve better than a princess for my girlfriend. I mean, I know you really, really want to marry me now.”

She nodded, sliding her lips over his cock and cleaning it just right for him. God, marrying spending  all  her  time  with  Master?  That  would  just  be  something  out  of  a  fairy  tale.  She wondered how she would cook him all his meals when she was tied up in such sexy knots all the time. He shoved his cock into her mouth, stroking her hair. Her hands remained behind her back, resting  on  her  ass.  His  cock  bulged  against  her  throat  as  she  swallowed  him  eagerly.  His  cum was so thick and warm in her mouth, and in her pussy.

“But, at the end of the day, you just don’t deserve someone holding as much power as I do, do you slut?”

Amy  sucked  his  cock  happily,  her  eyes  big  and  wide.  She  didn’t  know  how  to  answer. Instead she kept sucking, waiting patiently for his will to come down.

“You don’t. You get to be...I don’t know. A good little maid, or something. A cheerleader as I fuck better women than you. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

Amy nodded, moaning out a happy “Mmmmhmmm!”

Amy really, really needed David to have someone better than her as a girlfriend.

It just wasn’t fair to him to be stuck with just her his whole life. Of course, she was cute. She was really hot, actually.

But she wasn’t jaw-droppingly gorgeous hot like her Master really deserved.

And she knew just the girl to find for him.

* * * * *

Catalina rang Amy’s doorbell, sighing a bit.

She had not even talked to Amy in over two weeks—all that Amy had said was something mysterious  about  having  David  Holt  as  her  boyfriend.  Catalina,  at  the  time,  thought  she  had simply misheard her. Certainly Amy wasn’t in straits so dire as to require a boyfriend like David.

Catalina loved Amy dearly—they both understood that boys were simply a means to an end. What each of them wanted was power and wealth, and Amy was the only girl that Catalina felt comfortable  with  fantasizing  about  the  kinds  of  men  they  could  seduce  to  get  whatever  they wanted.

Of  course,  Catalina  wasn’t  at  all  threatened  by  Amy’s  obvious  beauty—Catalina’s  own beauty  was  much  more  dynamic.  Amy  was  the  ideal  All-American  blonde,  but  Catalina  was  a world class goddess, exotic and perfect in every respect. Be it her dark long hair, her sensational legs,  her  outstandingly  firm,  big  breasts,  or  her  completely  divine  face  that  needed  hardly  any make-up  at  all,  with  such  lusciously  arranged  lips  and  elegant  bone  structure,  Catalina  had  no trouble believing there were few women who had ever lived who could live up to the beauty she presented.

She was born in Colombia, her father moving her to this town more than five years ago for business.

Now she was twenty years-old. Between then and now, she had owned every social function, every school period, every room—hell, every minute that she had lived through. How could she not? Her perfection was too outstanding for anyone to think about anything else while they were in the room with her.

Today would be no exception. Skintight black boots wrapped around her awe-inspiring legs, leading up to a tight blue dress that made love to her sensational curves. A tight, gaudy jeweled belt wrapped around her tiny waist, sitting on her wide hips, and her lacy black bra was easy to see through the long v-neck of her dress, as were her stupendously bouncy breasts. Her hair was teased out to perfection—and she had worked so very little to get it that way, just spreading it out a bit when she got up in the morning. Maybe fifteen minutes of work, in all.

It was completely unfair to other women, she knew. And she loved it, loved being so much fucking better than everyone she came across, and loved that no one, ever, would ever be able to change that.

She  rang  the  doorbell  again,  impatient  now.  Where  was  Amy?  They  had  so  much  to  talk about. Was David secretly great in the sack, or something?

She doubted it, though anything was possible.

Two  years  before,  Catalina  had  publicly  humiliated  David  in  the  high  school  hallway.  She told her jock boyfriend, Dave, to punch him in the stomach and then pull down his pants in front of the entire cheerleading squad.

“Look at that!” she squealed, as David was bent over and trying to retrieve his breath. “Look at David’s baby dick!”

Red-faced,  looking  close  to  tears,  he  scampered  on  to  a  bathroom,  trying  to  nab  some privacy. The little coward didn’t even have the guts to tell on Dave. His dick wasn’t really that small or anywhere close—Catalina had just enjoyed humiliating him.

That had killed any chances of getting laid in this town, ever. Or so Catalina thought.

Now, she was engaged to Dave. Their wedding was in just two weeks. Amy was her maid of honor, which was just lovely.

Or  at  least,  it  had  been.  Then  Amy  had  moved  in  with  this  David  chump  into  a  new  fancy apartment after less than three days of dating him.

“We just need more space,” Amy told her. “David is an expert negotiator, so we got a great deal. And we’re going to need lots and lots of space.”

Catalina  was  having  second  thoughts  about  letting  Amy  be  her  maid  of  honor  if  she  was willing to bring down her social status to such a low level in town, dating David for goodness’s sake. Living with him! It was unthinkable.

Finally, she heard thumps behind the door. It opened up to reveal...David.

Oh.

He was shirtless, wearing sweatpants. Had he gained some mass recently? She remembered him being incredibly scrawny, but now he was more...wiry. Ripped, really.

“Hey, good lookin’,” he said with a smile. “You look ravishing.”

She  rolled  her  eyes.  Maybe  he  couldn’t  see  it  behind  her  designer  sunglasses,  or  maybe  he could, she didn’t care. Of course she looked ravishing. She was Catalina. Could there ever be any doubt?

“Um,  yeah,  whatever.”  Catalina  was  confused.  “Where’s  Amy?  I  thought  she  and  I  were going out shopping for shoes?”

“Oh, she’s up here,” said David. “Just follow me.”

Before going into the apartment proper, they had to go up a narrow stairway. She followed him up the stairs. His back was layered with thick muscles, like he had been spending the past couple of weeks lifting and constantly staying in motion.

At the top of the stairs, there was a flash of movement, and she felt something tight and soft slip over her arms, binding them to her torso. She looked down. Was that...rope? She squirmed, thinking it was some joke, but the ropes only got tighter and tighter. She couldn’t move her arms at all.

“What...what’s this?” Her voice had just an edge of panic.

“Hey  babes,”  came  Amy’s  voice.  The  delectable  blond  slid  her  face  forward,  resting  it  on Catalina’s shoulder. “I’m like, so glad you decided to come over.”

“Wha...what is this?” Catalina straightened up, trying to power out. “If this is a joke, I am not laughing. Seriously. I do not like this.”

Except...some  part  of  her  did.  The  ropes  felt...good.  They  felt  like  they  were  sliding  over more than just her skin. Her brain, maybe. Hot little warm thoughts slid over her skin and into her mind.

“This isn’t a joke at all, babes,” Amy chirped. “We’re going to enslave you!”

The achingly hot blonde giggled, pushing Catalina into the living room. There was a thick, puffy, comfy looking blue couch and a dense brown rug underneath a tall lamp with three bulbs. Nothing  else,  not  even  a  television.  Like  the  only  entertainment  the  two  needed  was  blissfully humping every single day away.

David walked in front of her, going slow, taking his time, examining her. Not a care in the world.

Amy hmmed a bit. “Or, I guess, Master is going to enslave you, really. Isn’t that great?”

In front of Catalina, David smiled, reaching forward and stroking the beauty’s chin.

“Yeah Catalina. Isn’t that great?”

It...was sort of great. Wasn’t it? To...to enslave her?

No! She had to resist, whatever it was that was happening.

“I’ll be right back. I have some more ropes. Amy, warm her up, will you?”

“Yes, Master.”

As soon as David passed from view, Catalina recognized her one chance. She had to try to get someone to hear her.

“Help!” Catalina screamed. “Help me please! Someone!”

Amy  giggled,  kneeling  down  next  to  Catalina  and  putting  her  own  hands  behind  her  back. For the first time, Catalina got a good look at her old friend. She was dressed in an outlandishly sexy outfit—entirely decorated in bright red lingerie. Red stockings decorated her legs, and a red lace  corset  wrapped  around  her  beautiful  torso,  putting  her  huge,  hot  round  breasts  on  perfect display. A silver collar adorned her neck, reading “HIS” in bright platinum lettering. The collar had a little metal loop at the front end of it. Her red six-inch heels had silly fluff sprouting out from them.

“Help! Help!” Amy cried at the top of her lungs.

Her  face  took  on  such  a  frightened  look  that  for  a  moment,  Catalina  thought  she  had somehow broken David’s control.

Then the blond bent over laughing, standing back up in her precariously high heels. A deep pit of fear formed in Catalina’s stomach.

“No one’s coming, babes.” Amy stroked a finger under Catalina’s chin, kissing her bottom lip. “No one can hear you. You may as well let the idea sink in.”

Catalina  was  aghast.  She  had  no  idea  what  was  happening  with  Amy,  but  clearly,  she  was under the influence of drugs or something. Catalina started breathing hard, her big tits heaving in her  tiny  dress,  but  strangely,  her  panic  was  beginning  to  subside.  She  was  getting  the  distinct feeling that, not only was everything going to be okay, but that it already was okay. She should just...let that idea sink in. Yes...

N-nooo...

“You’re crazy.” Catalina shook her head. “That’s it. You’ve gone totally bonkers.”

“Mmmhmmm!” Amy nodded happily, kissing Catalina’s chin and neck softly. “Bonkers for my Master. I’m nuts about him. And you will be too, really soon. You’re going to be his just as much as I am.”

Amy  licked  her  lips  and  slid  her  nimble  fingers  under  Catalina’s  dress,  pressing  into  her moistened cunt. They slid inside easily.

“You’ll  probably  be  even  more  his  than  I  am,”  enthused  Amy.  “With  as  hot  as  you  are, you’re  sure  to  stay  in  Master’s  harem  a  long  time.  You  might  even  be  his  harem  slavequeen forever! Isn’t that super great?”

“Amy, that’s...that’s so wrong. This is...ohmygodthatfeelsgood...so...sooo wrong!”

“You’re  going  to  be  Master’s  REAL  girlfriend,”  Amy  cooed,  planting  even  more  wet  hot kisses on Catalina’s neck as the dark-haired beauty bucked and swayed in her bindings.

Catalina’s pussy was just getting wetter and wetter. Amy’s fingers were so, sooo very good and her words were so strangely hot...

“Wh-what?  You’re  not  making  sense.  Amy,  you  told  me  yesterday  on  the  ph-phone  you wanted to m-marry him!”

Amy’s face looked downcast for a moment, but then she brightened. “Oh, I know that I said that,  and  I  do want that,  but  I  don’t  really deserve that,  Catalina.  You  do,  though.  You’re  so pretty. So much prettier than I am. He’s gonna make you his special slavewife bitch. Isn’t that totally  hot?    He'll  probably  get  you  full  of  like,  triplets  at  least.  He's  just  desperate  to  see  us pregnant together.”

David  stepped  back  into  the  room,  totally  naked  now.  As  promised,  he  had  another  pair  of ropes in his hands. Amy got down on hands and knees and crawled toward him, her hips swaying sexily. She slid up his leg, licking his naked thigh.

“She’s warmed up, Sir. Just for you. So ready to obey like a good girl.”

Catalina,  gasping  and  sweating,  her  body  flushed,  noticed  with  a  certain  kind  of  pride  that David barely noticed the blonde beauty’s subservience. After all, Catalina was so much hotter. So much better. She would make him notice when she knelt.

N-no! Banish those thoughts, girl!

He kicked Amy off his leg, sending her sliding and giggling across the floor, and she gasped with pleasure, so happy to be ignored and tossed aside by him.

“So, Catalina. Here we are.”

She  just  stared  at  him  with  a  mixture  of  horror  and  hatred  and  complete  arousal.  She  had never been so repulsed in her entire life...and never so very turned on.

“I suppose Amy here has already laid out the game for you, huh? You’re going to be my little fuckdoll really soon. How do you feel about that?”

“Go to hell.”

“Hey now,” he said, grabbing a chair and sitting down in front of her. His cock was right in front  of  her,  already  semi-hard.  It  was  difficult  not  to  stare  right  at  it.  “That’s  not  a  feeling, sweetheart.”

He  had  all  this...confidence  now.  If  he  hadn’t  been  trying  to  completely  ruin  her  life,  she could almost see it as sexy.

“You know what,” he said. “I’m going to let you have some dignity. That’s swell of me, isn’t it Amyslave?”

Happy nods from Amy. “Yes, Master. Anything you say, Master.”

“You hear that? It’s pretty swell of me.” He slapped the ropes in one hand against the palm of  the  other.  “So  here’s  the  deal.  You  apologize  to  me,  for  exactly-you-know-what,  and I’ll...make this nice for you. Really nice.”

“You...you won’t let me go?”

He shook his head. “We’re not talking about that. Now, apologize.”

She swallowed her pride. It took her several tries—there was quite a lot of it to swallow.

“I am so, so sorry for what I did in high school. It was all my fault. It must have made you feel  terrible.  But  please,  please  let  me  go.  Don’t...don’t  do  to  me  whatever  you  did  to  Amy. Please. I won’t tell anyone about this. It’s between us, I swear.”

The words rang hollow to her, but not because she was lying about the apology. She felt she should apologize. She had been ordered to, after all. But did she really, truly, want to go? Or was she was just saying that now?

“It is between us,” he nodded.

Reaching out, he grabbed her hands, shifting them in front of her body underneath the ropes binding  her  arms  until  she  was  holding  them  in  front  of  her  pussy  with  her  wrists  up.  She  felt powerless to resist.

David  nodded  to  Amy,  who  began  untying  the  ropes  around  Catalina’s  arms.  Those  ropes were being replaced—a better knot, tied by David around her wrists. That was so cool. Catalina couldn’t  resist.  Not  in  the  slightest.  The  ropes  had  total  control  over  her  now.  David  had  total control. Bit by bit, the ropes David wrapped around her wrists were tighter and tighter.

“But  you’re  not  going  to  go  anywhere.  You’re  mine,  now,  Catalina.  Just  how  you  should have been a long time ago.”

The ropes got tighter and tighter. Should have been his a long time ago. Yes. A long...long time ago.

She shook her head. All these hot ropes pulling at her silly girl brain. It was so hard to think. So hard to think when she was just a slavequeen for her David.

N-noooo...why couldn’t she fight this?

He smiled, finishing his tying. He slid a hand up one perfect leg, admiring her tight muscles.

“In about two minutes, you’re going to fuck me.”

“I’m going to fuck you.”

She  may  as  well  get  used  to  the  idea.  That’s  what  guys  wanted  her  around  for  anyway.  Of course David did too.

“You’re only going to fuck me from now on.”

“Only...nnnh...” she resisted, still. “Getting...married...”

He tugged at her wrist-ropes. She felt her will evaporate even more.

“You don’t love him, though.”

“I don’t love him.”

That was easy to say. She really didn’t. She was just using him.

Amy had climbed up next to David, sinking her head into his lap and happily sucking him off as he gave Catalina more and more commands. She could see the rapture on Amy’s face as she worked...and she wanted it for herself.

David’s voice was catching, husky with lust, as he kept talking.

“You’re going to milk him for all he’s worth for me. All that money is mine.”

“All his money is yours.”

Yes. She wanted to take it from the dumb fool anyway. She could agree with all of this.

“And so you’re only going to fuck me, now. Because I deserve all that money you’re going to get me. Because I’m the only one who deserves you.”

“I’m only going to fuck you now, David. You deserve me, and all the money I’m going to get you.”

Her  voice  was  so  warm  and  sweet.  So  happy  and  supplicating.  She  deserved  him.  She deserved all the wealth he was going to give her.

“You’re superior to every bitch in this town.”

Oh yes. Catalina could easily agree with that.

“I’m superior to every bitch in this town,” she said, smiling.

She  tossed  her  hair  back.  Even  Amy,  so  lucky  to  be  David’s  slave  already,  was  inferior  to super hot Catalina.

“Nobody is as hot as you are.”

“Nobody is as hot as me.”

“Tell Amy you’re better than her. That you always have been.”

She looked over at Amy, still fingering her cunt, looking at Catalina with big, expectant eyes.

“I’m better than you, Amy,” she purred. “I always have been.”

“You’re Amy’s queen.”

Catalina nodded happily. “Yes, Sir. Amy’s queen.”

“My slavequeen. That’s what you are.”

“Yes,” Catalina breathed. “Your slavequeen.”

“You’ll  rule  all  my  slutslaves  for  me.  You’ll  gather  them  up  and  arrange  them  just  how  I deserve.”

“I will! Oh yes!”

Catalina’s  eyes  were  brimming  with  happy  tears—the  thought  was  so  beautiful!  So wonderful!

“Because I am your King, Catalina. Your Everything.”

He put his hands on her, pushing her back to the rug. She spread her legs out.

“You’re my King,” she whispered hotly, meaning every bit of it. “My everything. I need you, Sir! I need you inside of me, please! Give me your royal cock!”

She knew it would get her pregnant, most likely. So fucking virile and huge. She wanted that.

His  cock  slid  across  her  belly,  completely  hard  now.  Amy  was  holding  his  torso,  cooing softly in his ear.

The lovely blonde was whispering hot little bits: “She needs it, Master. She’s superior to me, Master. Fuck her slavequeen cunt, sir, please?”

“How big is my dick, Catalina? It’s almost too big for you, isn’t it?”

“It’s  huge!  It’s  massive!  Oh  my  god  it’s  so  fucking  big!  I  need  it,  sir!  I  just  hope  it’ll  fit inside my slavequeen pussy!”

He shoved his bare rod inside of her, then, ramming her cunt hard. He was so fucking big! Bigger than anything she ever could have imagined!

It filled up every part of her. Amy wrapped around Master, her hands sliding up and down his cock. She came hard, and then she came again. Whenever her orgasm subsided, he was still inside of her, plunging deeper and deeper, harder and harder, his cock owning her completely.

She thought it was the ropes who owned her. She was so wrong. It was his cock. His cock owned her. His cock ruled the ropes just like it ruled her.

Amy was cheering him on. “She needs it, Sire! Please fuck my queen harder! Harder! She’s your fucking queen, Sire! You own her so fucking hard!”

“Yes,  Sir!”  Catalina  panted.  “Fuck  me!  Fuck  me  like  a  King!  Your  slavequeen  needs  your big fucking cock!”

“No  one  else  deserves  her!”  Amy  cried  out.  “She’s  so  fucking  lucky  to  be  your  favorite slave! I’m so fucking jealous and I love it! I know she deserves it more than me, Master! Oh god, you’re fucking her so hard! She won’t be able to walk!”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me until my legs don’t work, Master!”

At last, he came. The torrent of his cum flooded her body. Next to him, Amy was cumming too,  screaming  out  her  bliss.  Catalina  of  course  came  with  him,  even  harder  than  all  the  times before put together. She was breathless with ecstasy. His cum seemed never ending, filling her up  with  load  after  wonderful  load  of  hot,  fuckhappy  cum.  It  leaked  down  out  of  her  pussy, completely piling up inside of her hot, tight pussy.

He put his hand on Amy’s throat, pushing her down next to the gorgeous Catalina.

“Kneel down and join your slavequeen,” he ordered Amy.

Amy  complied  with  a  happy  giggle.  He  stood  up  and  walked  away  for  a  moment,  and Catalina  was  intensely  disappointed.  When  he  came  back,  though,  he  had  a  gorgeous  golden collar in his hands, a little metal loop in the front of it.

It read, “FIRST.”

As he slipped it across her neck, she came again. Her pussy was a hot wet volcano, needing to erupt more and more. All of her felt full of hot, molten cum, swirling in her core and making her feel wonderfully whole.

Sitting  on  the  couch,  he  beckoned  each  girl  forward,  crooking  his  finger.  They  crawled forward sexily, and he positioned them around his cock, a girl on each side.

Working quickly, he took the rope he had taken off from Catalina’s arms earlier and wrapped it through the loop on Catalina’s collar and then Amy’s, so that each girl had only a millimeter of space between their noses. It was just enough space for them to share his cock. If he tugged on the rope, it just brought them closer together, forcing their lips to mix on his meat.

Their big tits rubbed hard up and down his massive cock, each girl taking turns slurping the head.  Precum  slipped  up  and  down  the  shiny,  slippery  hot  surfaces  of  their  big  breastflesh. Happily, they kissed each other as they adored his cock, their tongues sliding together on top of his cockmeat.

“Master deserves this,” Amy cooed.

“Oh yes,” agreed Catalina. “He deserves this, and so much more.”

“I’m so happy he’s enslaved you,” Amy purred between kisses. “I wasn’t good enough for him on my own.”

“Of  course  you  weren’t,”  said  Catalina,  licking  up  and  down  his  shaft.  “You’re  no slavequeen, you silly little slut. You need a superior fuckdoll like me to tell you what’s what.”

Seemingly unable to stop himself, their Master came again, hot white spray spurting across their faces. They licked it up eagerly, happily. Catalina got more than Amy, as was her privilege as the slavequeen, but Catalina was a generous ruler. She let Amy have two or three good squirts of the life-enhancing substance. The dense hotness of it was pure bliss running down their faces.

The Master looked down at his slavequeen then, considering. Thick gobs of cum ran down her gorgeous face.

“Don’t you have a hot roommate or something?”

Catalina nodded eagerly.

“Two of them, Sire. They would make perfect pets for you to dominate.”

“You’re going to fetch them for me, aren’t you?”

Of  course  she  would.  She  would  do  everything  in  her  power  to  build  her  Master  the enormous, hot-slave harem that he deserved. And she would be his hot slavequeen, ruling over the inferior slaves at his side, now and forever. Just like he deserved.

* * * * *

Currents of lust escalated in the night, floating on top of each other, intertwining and penetrating and looping into each other endlessly before finally exploding in hot miasma of desire.

Standing on the balcony of her small shop, her exquisite body naked except for the tiny red negligee she wore, Yasmin smiled. David had done very well for himself. That was wonderful. He was turning into an incredibly useful tool for her cause.

Her  hand  slipped  down  to  the  sweet,  slick  mound  between  her  legs.  Biting  her  lips,  she sucked  in  some  of  the  passing  lust,  indulging  herself  just  a  bit.  The  currents  of  these  humans were  so  strong—all  these  desires  so  repressed  and  passionate—that  it  was  impossible  not  to nibble on the waves of their passing a bit.

Her shop was doing very well indeed. If she kept selling items in this manner, her plan would continue to approach completion in a schedule even more timely than her Dark God had ordered. Just the thought of his good word, of his pleasure at the extent of her obedience, brought another cavalcade of thrills to Yasmin’s body.

With only a few more fantastically erotic fantasies fulfilled as David’s were, her plan would come  to  fruition,  and  finally,  at  long  last,  her  Dark  God  would  be  unleashed  on  this  fun  little realm,  his  will  free  to  use  all  these  inhabitants  as  his  playthings  as  he  had  earned.  And  then Yasmin  would  feel  his  perfect,  infernal  seed  in  her  belly,  filling  her  finally  with  the  child  He deserved...

# # #




Needing Him In Charge

 

Lillian set the table, laying out their very best plates—the blue ones with the flowery white trim. The  silverware  was  polished,  the  wineglasses  ready,  with  the  wine  carefully  positioned  in  a bucket full of ice close to Henry’s seat. In the oven, the dish she had prepared was staying warm.

A quick glance at the clock told her it was nearing seven o’clock. He would be home soon, then.

This dinner had to be totally perfect. She couldn’t have anything that would put him off, or let  him  know  exactly  what  she  was  up  to.  That  was  why  her  phone  was  down  in  her  car—no distractions tonight.

She  sighed  for  a  moment,  letting  her  head  rest  against  the  wall.  Was  she  doing  the  right thing?

Her conflict of morals stemmed mostly from the fact that Henry was just almost perfect  for Lillian.

Lillian  was  a  graduate  student,  studying  anthropology,  and  had  met  Henry  at  a  party  of  a mutual  friend.  They  had  hit  it  off  immediately,  and  were  whispering  hot  “I  love  you”s  to  each other  within  a  week  of  meeting.  It  was  a  wonderfully  romantic  tale,  one  that  Lillian  loved recounting, more than a little smugly, to her single friends.

Henry  was  kind,  always  bringing  her  little  gifts  like  flowers  or  cards  or  fun  t-shirts  or notebooks  for  her  to  write  in,  usually  on  the  monthly  anniversary  of  their  meeting.  He  was delightfully  caring,  always  listening  to  her  attentively  and  never  prescribing  advice  unless  she asked for it—he knew that when she had a problem, it was his job just to be supportive until she fixed  it  on  her  own.  And  on  top  of  all  that,  he  was  loaded,  and  had  a  wonderful,  stable engineering job with the aircraft firm in the city.

All told, he was an ideal match for a husband, and as often as she dared, she dropped little hints to him. Nothing major, just making note of beautiful proposals her friends had, or pointing out romantic little spots in the city, or asking if he thought she looked good in white.

Okay, perhaps they weren’t all that subtle, but he got the idea, and knew that she wanted it, and hadn’t seemed to freak out, and that was great too.

There  was  just  one  problem—Lillian  really,  really  wished  he  was  more  active  in  the bedroom.

She wanted him to ask to tie her down, or to hold her down and fuck her silly, or to just force himself  on  her—to demand that  they  fuck  right  away,  not  taking  no  for  an  answer.  From  a stranger, of course, that sort of behavior would be intolerable, to say the absolute least, but from her boyfriend? Her cute, wiry-framed boyfriend, always with something funny to say and happy to please? It would be an enormously sexy change of pace.

The problem was basically that Henry was really terrific at making love. But that only went as far as it went. Lovemaking was a terrific thing to have—after a traumatic day, or after it had been a while, or after a fight.

But Lillian? Most days, she needed to be fucked. She needed to be fucked, really, really hard. She  wanted  to  have  a  headache  the  next  day  from  her  brain  knocking  around  so  much  on  her pillows.  She  wanted  to  not  be  able  to  walk  for  days  after  being  manhandled  completely.  And Henry just wasn’t quite...extreme enough for that.

Yet.

But she had a plan.

The  first  step  was  just  how  she  was  dressed.  She  had  made  it  a  point  to  put  on  her  very sexiest  lingerie—sultry  smoky  stockings  and  tall  platform  six-inch  “fuck  me”  heels,  matching the  lacy  black  pantie  set  embroidered  with  red  roses  trailing  over  the  hot  globes  of  her  ass. Lillian worked out constantly, mostly yoga and pilates, strengthening her core and keeping her stamina up for the furious fucking that she had longed for since she had become sexually active at eighteen, over five years before.

Her  skimpy  bra  matched  her  panties,  the  red  lace  roses  intermixing  with  sexual  black stitching,  her  ample  C-cup  tits  on  perfect  display  for  her  man  once  he  walked  in  through  the door.

Having no idea when he was going to arrive, she had taken it upon herself to make the entire meal for his special dinner in her lingerie.

Often,  she  would  finger  her  sweet,  hot  pussy  when  she  needed  a  little  release,  imagining Henry texting her and demanding that he do just that.

Maybe he would after tonight.

Earlier in the day, Lillian had randomly walked into the new antiques store in the middle of town, Possessions.

It was a fun little place, filled with glass cabinets, old wooden furniture that was well out of her  price  range,  marble  and  glass  statues  of  animals,  and  some  tin  signs  featuring  pin-up  girls from the fifties. Lillian had every intention of leaving without buying a thing, but then she ran into the store owner.

Tall,  pale,  busty,  and  devastatingly  gorgeous,  the  store  owner  oozed  sexuality  in  her practically  see-through  clingy  black  dress.  She  smiled  at  Lillian  with  a  knowing  glance,  her green eyes blazing with barely-repressed lust.

“I see you, young woman,” she said to Lillian. “You are looking for something for your man, yes? You want something to let him know you are his, and his alone?”

Lillian was a bit stunned. She had not even said hello, and this woman had practically read her mind.

“Y-yes,” stammered Lillian. “I mean, well, I mean that’s private.”

The owner tsked, waving her hand. “Private? ‘Private,’ she says to Yasmin. I say to myself, I say,  ‘Yasmin,  this  beautiful  girl,  she  will  know  Yasmin  is  beautiful  too,  and  so  she  will  know there is no shame to be had between these walls. Beautiful women, we may talk to each other as we please.’ But I see now, I was wrong. You are not one to speak openly.”

Yasmin turned then, heading back into the office deep in the back of the store. Her shapely ass swayed in the sheer dark fabric of her dress.

“No!” Lillian exclaimed. “I mean, I am wanting something like that. What you described. My man...”  she  didn’t  know  how  she  had  picked  up  the  beautiful  woman’s  terminology,  but  it  fit. “He’s not as...aggressive as I might like. In the bedroom. And so...”

“And so you are in love with him, but not with the way he takes you.” Yasmin tsked again. “This is too bad. A product of too much weakness in these times. Men, where I am from, they take a woman without questions. They have their way upon her. And any man with a wife knows his wife is for beautiful, exhausting, weeks-long periods of hard, passionate fucking for as long as he would like. This is what you would like, yes? For your man to act as such? To act like a real man, hard and terrible and powerful?”

Lillian was getting hot just listening to Yasmin. Each word she said was like it was weaved from the fabric of sex itself.

“Oh yes,” she said quietly. “I would like that very much.”

Yasmin crooked her finger at her then, and showed her to her special stock near the back.

Lillian  didn’t  even  remember  paying,  was  the  odd  part.  She  didn’t  remember  much  of  the meeting beyond leaving with the bottle of wine—which was large, dark, and without a label, and the promise that Henry would become, “the hunk he was born to be.”

That sounded perfect to Lillian.

Now, though, as she stood in her lingerie, waiting for Henry to come home, doubts began to creep into her mind. Wasn’t she basically poisoning the love of her life? What would this wine even do? Make him more amorous? Increase his longevity in the bedroom? Wouldn’t it be better, perhaps, to just have an open and honest conversation about what she wanted in the bedroom? Why  hadn’t  she  asked  Yasmin  more  questions?  Why  couldn’t  she  remember  much  of  the meeting?  And  why  was  her  mind  so  spacey  when  she  left,  as  if  she  had  cum,  multiple  times, before leaving the shop?

But then the door opened, dashing all these thoughts away. Her man was home.

Henry walked inside, wearing his dark black suit and tie, head fixated on his cell phone.

“Hey babe, how come you haven’t been answering my texts? I’ve sent you like...oh. Hello.”

He let out a low whistle. Lillian had arranged herself on the door frame, one hand trailing up over her body, her long brown hair tossed to one side so it hung down all the way to her waist. One gorgeous, long leg slid in front of the other, her preposterously high heels making the sexy pose that much more over-the-top.

“Hello darling,” she said softly. “I’m so glad you’re home.”

She bit one lip, purring softly, and then strutted toward him. When she got close enough, she trailed her fingers up his suit and grabbed his tie, using its red surface to pull herself closer.

“You look...amazing,” he breathed.

She giggled and kissed him softly on the lips. “I’ve got dinner waiting for you,” she purred. “It’s all ready for my man. All for you.”

“Oh,” he said. “Did you...did you want to change so we can eat, or...”

Little flutters of panic attacked her. “You don’t like what I’m wearing?”

“I love it! I just thought that, you know, since we’d be eating...”

She  giggled  again,  a  little  forced  this  time.  He  just  wasn’t  getting  it.  “I  was  thinking  that, since maybe you’ve been working so hard, I’d just entertain you while you ate.”

“Entertain? You mean like dance or like—” her hand had found his crotch. “Oh. Like that. Oh. Okay. It’s just...

She looked down, somewhat dejected. “What? What is it?”

“No, don’t be like that. I just wanted to talk, that’s all. I’ve been wanting to talk to you.”

“Can’t we talk later? After you fuck my hot little girlfriend mouth?”

She could see his face conflicted. There was, surely, some part of him that wanted that, but he had had trouble in the past having any sexual activity when he had something to say. At the same time, he really wanted to make her happy and do this with her.

“Here,” she said, strutting back over to the table in the adjacent room. “Why don’t I pour you a glass of wine and grab your dinner,” she bent over at the waist to pick up the bottle and a glass, pouring quickly. “And then you can think about what you would like to have happen to your big, delicious cock.”

She  handed  him  the  full  glass  of  wine.  She  remembered,  vaguely,  Yasmin  mentioning something  about  amounts—permanent  versus  temporary  effects.  But  it  was  hard  to  remember. All she could really think about was Yasmin’s lovely green gaze filling her mind, and more than that, her man’s cock filling up her mouth.

Henry thought a moment before taking the wine, frowning just a bit. But then, seemingly just to appease her, he took a sip.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh wow. That’s good.”

Lillian smiled and nodded. “The first of many good things. Go have a seat, love. I’ll take care of everything tonight.”

He  did  as  instructed—hopefully  the  last  time  tonight  for  that—and  she  strutted  over  to  the kitchen, picking up the spicy beef casserole she had made for him. On several occasions, he had told her how it was his favorite.

When  she  had  strutted  over,  he  had  already  drank  the  full  glass  of  wine.  A  contented, naughty  grin  had  arrived  on  his  face  as  he  devoured  her  lingerie-decorated  form.  Smiling happily, she set down the casserole and refilled his glass.

Half the bottle was gone now. It must have been very good wine indeed.

When she bent over to serve him, he slapped her in the ass. Squealing, she hopped up a bit.

“Henry!”

“What?” he said. “Your ass looks good. Don’t parade it around in front of me if you don’t want it to get slapped.”

Lillian  cheered  inside.  Yes!  This  was  exactly  how  she  wanted  to  be  treated.  She  turned around and nodded solemnly.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll remember that, Sir.”

He  slapped  her  ass  again,  and  again  she  squealed  delightedly.  The  wine  was  working!  She turned back to the serving dish, taking out a big portion for him to eat. She wanted his meal to last such a long time as she sucked him off.

But  when  she  turned  back  around,  his  portions  finally  totally  ready,  she  saw  the  bottle  of wine  in  his  hands—totally  empty.  Little  purple  stains  ran  down  his  shirt.  His  head  was  back, lolling, his eyes closed.

“H-Henry?” she asked.

He wasn’t moving, wasn’t responding.

Oh god, oh god, oh god.

Why wasn’t he moving? Oh god.

She had to call the ambulance! The police! Somebody!

She could not find his phone—it wasn’t in his pants or in his jacket.

The only thing to do was rush downstairs to get hers. Thinking quickly, she rushed back to the entryway, put on her long brown raincoat near the door and opened the door.

Then  she  heard  a  terrible  groaning  sound  from  the  dining  room.  Looking  back,  she  saw Henry standing up, an almost-enraged look on his face. Beneath his clothes, there was nothing but movement—his muscles bulging and flexing and growing rapidly.

With one enormous throb of his shoulders, his shirt ripped, and then when he turned to look at the damage, the shirt ripped away all around his torso. He slid the cloth tatters off, his body now  enormous,  Herculean  in  scope.  He  was  easily  seven  foot  tall,  his  legs  shredding  through their pants. Hard, chiseled muscles continued to sprout all over, dense bricks of flesh on top of other bricks, and soon, nothing of his clothes remained, not even over his crotch.

Lillian would have had to struggle to imagine about what kind of clothes would even work to cover  such  a  mammoth  instrument  as  the  cock  between  his  legs  had  become.  His  meat  was enormous, half-hard, hanging down between his monstrous thighs.

He  was  still  obviously  human—but  also  obviously  something more.  His  thick  scent  rushed over Lillian, and her naturally submissive nature redoubled. She wanted to coo and adore every single part of him. Each and every tiny motion, each little sound he made in his confusion at his new body was worthy of thousands of years of worship.

She wanted to be his. She needed it.

She fell to her knees in front of the door, breathing hard. Her coat slipped off her shoulders. Some part of her knew she should be worried—that Henry had changed so much—but a much larger part of her wanted only to be turned on by what she was watching. There was nothing she could do except feel her hot pussy get even hotter, to feel the wetness pooling around her thighs and calves grow and grow as her cunt juices dripped.

“Oh my god,” she moaned loudly. “Henry! My Henry! You’re...you’re...you’re a hunk!”

Big, dark eyes that only slightly resembled the kind eyes that Henry once boasted turned over toward  her.  She  heard  a  deep  rumble  practically  shaking  the  furniture  around—and  shuddered with lust when she realized it was a growl emanating from his lungs. He strode toward her, easily closing the distance with his long legs.

“Come to me, Henry. Make me yours. Make me—”

“Shut your mouth.”

He slapped Lillian’s face with his big cock, and pinned her back against the front door with one enormous hand on her shoulder.

Stunned,  Lillian  did  not  know  quite  how  to  respond.  Certainly,  when  she  imagined  him dominant,  it  was  in  a  fun  way.  They  would  still  have  a  dialogue  about  who  wanted  what,  and how. She didn’t expect to be simply abused.

“What...what in the hell do you think—”

He slapped her face again with the heavy, cum-thick surface of his meaty cock.

“Shut up. You’re talking too much.” His voice was so deep. It was like hearing the universe sounding out. “You don’t need to say anything. Good little cockbitches don’t say nothing except please and thank you.”

Again, he slapped the massive surface of his cock across her cheek.

None of these slaps hurt, really, just as the hand pinning her against the door didn’t hurt. It pinched a little, and stung maybe more than she would have liked, but there would be no lasting damage. It was all just hopelessly degrading.

“You’re going to take my cock, now.”

With  a  little  fear,  she  looked  at  the  massive  length  he  had  hanging  from  his  body.  It  was enormous.

“My m-mouth,” she stuttered, almost regretful that she had to explain, “I d-don’t think it’ll fit...”

Another cock slap.

“Please and thank you, remember.”

“T-thank you, Sir. For the reminder.”

She  found  herself  meaning  every  word.  How  had  that  happened?  Fuck,  he  was  so  fucking chiseled and enormous and godly and oh god she would do whatever he wanted if she could just taste him.  His  cock  was dripping precum  and  oh  fuck  her  tongue  was  wagging  out,  so  very close...

She should...she should obey him. Yes. She needed that so bad. Fuck, his musk was so manly and overwhelming.

The precum on her face didn’t feel like it was drying—rather, it felt like she was absorbing it. And getting even hornier.

As if seeing this absorption, Henry tilted his head. His cock became hard immediately—total control of his member, just like that!—and then he spurted a bit of cum into his hand. Lillian was in awe. The cum looked like just a small amount in Henry’s massive hand, but in reality it was more than Henry ever produced before by a factor of ten. He took the cum and ran it into two fingers and shoved them into Lillian’s mouth.

Each finger was bigger than Henry’s cock had ever been. She struggled to work her mouth around them.

She protested, just a little, at first. Then she tasted it. His cum was magnificent. It was like sucking down the sun, full of energy and power and warmth.

Inside  her  body,  millions  of  changes  manifested  to  make  her  Henry’s  perfect  mate.  Gifted with his first spurt of cum in his new form, she would be perfectly matched to fuck him just as she truly believed he deserved. Her musculature tightened and restructured to give her endurance for fuck sessions that lasted for weeks.

Her  gorgeous  pussy  became  able  to  host  thousands  of  orgasms,  one  right  after  another,  for months on end. Her tits ballooned out, becoming even larger and rounder, but completely firm and buoyant. Her dark hair grew and grew, puddling around her on the ground.

This all happened within seconds, just from one tiny spurt of cum from her new God.

“Now,” he said, hovering his enormous cock in front of her face. “What do you say?”

“Please, Sir! Please fuck my mouth with your godrod!”

He  smiled  and  shoved  his  enormous  meat  into  her  newly-improved  mouth,  now  designed ideally to take in the gargantuan meat of his cock.

Entering her roughly, his meat pushed past her mouth and into her throat easily. She could feel  her  entire  body  reforming  now—completely  made  ready  to  take  such  enormous  size perfectly. Her throat was like a hot, velvet fuckglove, and he could fuck it like a cunt.

He did exactly that. Again and again, he rammed the full length of his meat into her body, his big balls resting on her enormous tits, his crotch shoving against her face. His forest of pubic hair was musky and manly, like motor oil and campfires.

She would surely have received several concussions, her head being banged so rapidly and so hard  by  the  force  of  his  shoves,  if  her  enormous  mass  of  hair  was  not  acting  as  the  perfect padding  for  her  skull.  As  it  was,  she  only  felt  manhandled  and  completely  controlled—clearly under his force, but without the slightest bit of pain. Somehow, she knew that he knew that, that he wanted that.

Lillian knew, without any hesitation or dispute, that she was being fucked by her God. She stared up at him with grateful, worshiping eyes, silently promising to serve him until the end of time.

He  came  inside  of  her  then,  unleashing  his  gigantic  load—enormous  enough  to  be proportional  with  the  size  of  his  gigantic  fuckmeat.  It  seemed  to  be  endless,  load  after  load spasming into her mouth, and Lillian could only swallow and pray for more on top of cumming herself. Her pussy had no choice but to orgasm again, again, again as more cum layered into her body.

None of her had any choice in the matter whatsoever. She was his perfect fuckslut now and forever, and she would cum on command.

When she finally had to disengage, the cum building up too much, he sprayed her down with his cum, spilling it on her thick. Her body absorbed more and more, becoming ever more perfect for him. Her tits and hair expanding, her body becoming taller and tighter and sexier.

He was her Master. Lillian was his slave. This was how life was supposed to be.

* * * * *

Waiting  in  the  elevator,  Lillian  had  to  struggle  not  to  finger  her  cunt  needfully.  Other  guests might walk in, and she needed to convince someone to come back to the apartment with her.

Find more cunts for me to fuck, or I will tear down every wall to find one.

This was the order that Henry had left her with after she awoke from her cumbath. Spilling his  seed  unto  her  as  he  had  had  sated  him  only  for  a  small  while,  and  now  her  Master  needed more.

Lillian  was  thoroughly  happy  to  comply.  She  looked  gorgeous,  barely  fitting  inside  of  the once-far-too-enormous  raincoat.  It  fit  her  now  more  like  a  tiny  dress,  her  beautiful  long  legs reaching  out  with  ease.  With  her  enormous  high  heels  on,  she  was  easily  over  six  foot  five, looking like some disastrously gorgeous Amazon waiting to destroy any man who looked at her wrong.

And she was ready to do that—she belonged only to her Master Henry. All others were not worth her time.

In front of Master, even with her new growth, she barely came up to his massive, amazing shoulders.

Fuck, she loved him so much. His bulk, his size, his endless endurance.

It was almost unbelievable that only an hour ago, he had been regular old skinny Henry, and that she had been eight inches shorter with tits that actually fit inside some of the bras she had. Hell—it was hard to believe that she had wanted or needed a bra at all.

The elevator dinged open. In the lobby, she saw a lovely, tiny blond girl, fresh out of college, trying to open her mailbox near the front door. Over the last several months, she and Lillian had shared  conversations  doing  laundry  in  the  basement.  Katie,  that  was  her  name.  Short,  busty, beautiful, wearing a delightful blue cleavage-baring dress with a big funky white belt. Katie with the gorgeous cheekbones and cute blond bob framing her lovely face and plump lips.

Master would love her.

Without a single thought besides that, Lillian rapidly approached Katie, wrapping her hands around hers.

“Wh-Lillian?” Katie was caught off-guard. “You look—Lillian?”

“Yes! It’s me. I need you to come with me.”

“You look...how did you get so tall? And you smell like...and you feel...”

Her voice became very thick, like Lillian’s very touch was some kind of arousing soporific.

“...feel really...good.”

Katie bit a lip, staring at Katie’s tits, so openly exposed in her little jacket. Lillian, sensing the opening, pushed her tits forward onto Katie’s arm, holding there firmly.

“Just...just come back to my apartment with me, okay? Please?”

Katie did not look as though she could decide whether to concentrate on Lillian’s words or her new enormous tits. “W-Why?”

“Mast...er...Henry.  He  needs  us.  For  something.  For...”  Lillian  tried  to  improvise.  “...for heavy lifting. Right away. Please.”

As  if  she  was  drunk,  Katie  followed,  stumbling  every  third  step.  Lillian  made  sure  to continue  to  press  her  big,  heavy  tits  against  Katie’s  frame  for  the  entire  walk,  and  when  they made it into the elevator. Even so, by that time, it seemed that Katie had been able to clear her thoughts just a little.

“Lillian, you look...sort of scared.”

Katie was looking the gorgeous, Amazonian brunette up and down, licking her lips.

“I am,” said Lillian. “I can’t disappoint him. We can’t. I’m so terrified of that, Katie.”

Lillian was perfectly serious. She hugged the pretty blonde then, holding her tight, stroking her short hair and staring soulfully into her eyes.

Katie’s mouth worked silently for a moment, just enjoying the feel of Lillian.

“It’s just...um, you know, if he’s...if he’s doing abuse...I mean, there are shelters...”

Lillian held back a laugh. As if there was any shelter that could hold back her Master from what he wanted. As if she even wanted such a thing. Before either of them could say a word, the elevator doors opened and they rushed down the hall, Lillian practically kicking down the door. Her Master’s pleasure was so close now!

But  as  they  walked  back  inside,  there  were  sounds  of  hard,  furious,  ecstasy-filled  fucking filling up the whole room already.

“Yes!  Yes!  Yes!  Oh  my  god  you’re  so  fucking  good!  You’re  so  much  better  than  my boyfriend! Oh my god!”

The two beauties moved through the apartment and saw that on top of the dining room table, Lillian’s Master Henry was fucking a gorgeous Asian girl, her face contorted with bliss. Her long dark hair was spilled out all over the dining room table. Her legs were bunched up underneath his enormous abs, her face already slathered with his shiny white cum.

On the other side of the dining room, there was an enormous hole in the wall. An enormous, Master-sized  hole.  He  had  actually  torn  the  walls  down.  Lillian  supposed  he  could  smell  the Asian’s hot cunt, needing to be filled up with his godly cum.

That was so fucking cool.

Lillian, eager, licking her lips, stepped forward with Katie into the dining room proper to get a closer look at what her Master was doing.

Was he...was that Jennifer from next door who he was fucking? Of course it was. She was barely  eighteen!  Lillian  had  a  conversation  with  her  yesterday  about  how  she  was  due  to  get married in a couple of weeks!

God,  Master  just  couldn’t  be  denied  at  all.  That  was  so  delightfully  hot  and  sexy  and wonderful, for Lillian to be owned by such a massive stud.

At her side, Lillian could sense Katie’s growing panic. Whatever control her own body had over the pretty blond thing was waning.

Master seemed to sense it too, because he unceremoniously dumped Jennifer on the floor— who landed with a delighted giggle and a thump before starting to finger her dripping wet pussy as  she  examined  Master’s  heavenly  back  muscles—and  approached  Katie.  His  cock  was massive, over a foot long, and completely covered with shiny wet pussy juice and precum.

Behind  him,  Jennifer’s  tits  seemed  to  expand  with  every  little  finger  stroke  of  her  clit,  and she was stroking quite quickly. She was also, of course, licking up all the cum she could that had been  sprayed  on  her  face—though  much  of  it  seemed  to  have  been  absorbed  already,  perhaps even before Lillian and Katie walked in.

Master towered over both of them, his enormous cock almost level with Katie’s face. Staring at it with big green eyes, Katie was teetering, her knees literally knocking together in her short blue dress.

“I  um...I  should  really,  I  mean,  I  should  go,  because  this  is  like,  not  really  my  thing,  and  I should go I think, and—”

Master came in his hand, just like he did for Lillian, and slathered Katie’s pretty face with his cum.  His  enormous  palm  could  fit  her  entire  head,  and  when  he  drew  it  away,  her  whole  face was covered over with his precious white goo.

“Quiet,” he growled.

Her face was stunned, but also unmistakably aroused. Tentatively, her tongue slipped out and licked up what it could find...and her face went completely slack.

“Please and thank you. That’s all you get to say.”

Lillian nodded firmly. “Thank you for taking her, Master.”

Just  a  hint  of  a  smile  crossed  his  face.  Lillian’s  cunt  heated  up  even  more  with  the  gentle flash of his approval. It was so wonderfully good to be admired by her Master. But just as soon as it had crossed his face, it was gone, and his face was stony again, duty-bound, walking back to Jennifer. Each step shook the walls.

Jennifer was barely returning to her feet when Master picked her up again, sitting her tits first on the dining room table. Jennifer, short and compact and perfectly muscled, suddenly had quite a  lot  of  tits  for  that  sort  of  maneuver.  If  she  was  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  then  easily twenty of that was hot, perfect Asian breastflesh.

Lillian  put  her  hand  into  Katie’s  swelteringly  hot  cunt—a  maneuver  that  got  easier  by  the second,  as  Katie  kept  growing  taller  and  more  lithe.  Katie,  catching  on,  slid  her  hand  over  to Lillian’s cunt. Each moaned appreciatively, their fingers automatically knowing what to do.

Together,  they  watched  their  Master  fuck  Jennifer  into  oblivion,  her  tits  growing  and growing,  becoming  larger  than  her  own  head.  Her  legs  grew  too—and  though  she  was  still shorter than Lillian, she had been made considerably taller than Katie, now the shortest hottie in the room even as she grew. Katie’s tits—already quite large—bubbled outward to rival Lillian’s beauties,  both  transformed  beauties  covered  in  a  myriad  of  juices  from  fingering  each  other’s pussies  and  being  washed  over  with  the  thorough  heat  pouring  off  of  Master  and  Jennifer’s coupling.

Katie, though, still seemed to want to resist, even with Lillian’s fingers diving within her hot cunt and with the taste of Master’s cum.

“Lillian, I don’t know about this,” she moaned, starting to draw away. “I don’t know. This is t-too much. This is too w-weird.”

Master  heard  her,  though.  In  between  deep  thrusts  into  Jennifer,  he  snapped  his  fingers, pointing at her. “Shut up.”

Katie drew up as if she had been shot, her eyes wide.

“Shut her up,” Master directed Lillian, “and keep her arms from moving. She’s next.”

Happily,  Lillian  forced  Katie  down  to  her  knees  and  chicken-winged  her  arms  behind  her. Katie, whimpering, struggled even as her pussy dripped down juices to the floor below.

Meanwhile, Master kept plowing into Jennifer, who seemed to be having the time of her life, calling out promises for him.

“I’m  gonna  break  my  boyfriend’s  heart!”  the  Asian  beauty  sang  happily.  “The  wedding  is totally canceled! I can’t wait to dump him for you, Master! I’ll throw the ring in his face!”

That  seemed  to  please  Master  greatly.  Groaning  loud  enough  to  vibrate  the  chairs  in  the dining  room,  he  came  in  Jennifer.  The  hot  Asian  screamed  with  intense  pleasure,  her  own multitude of orgasms making the rounds through her hot tight body.

Even  as  he  continued  spurting,  he  withdrew  from  Jennifer,  and  aimed  his  sperm-spewing fountain at Katie, walking closer and closer.

Quickly,  the  lovely  blonde  was  coated  with  Master’s  gift,  filling  her  mouth  over.  His  cum bubbled  out  of  her  mouth,  running  down  her  big  tits.  Instantly,  the  still-cumming  Jennifer  was there to lap it up, her enormous breasts resting on Katie’s rapidly lengthening legs.

Lillian  squirmed  with  jealously,  holding  Katie’s  now-limp  arms.  Lillian  looked  down  and saw that Katie’s eyes had rolled completely backward into her head, her pussy convulsing with a seemingly endless amount of orgasms.

Sensing  Katie’s  change,  their  Master  shoved  his  enormous  cock  inside  of  her  mouth, pumping wave after wave of cum into her fertile body. It seeped out the slim edges of her mouth where his cock was not completely filling her hole. Katie’s moans were loud and robotic—she moaned because Master willed her to moan. She came because Master willed her to cum.

Lillian  was—though  completely  assured  of  her  Master’s  virility—somewhat  scared  she would be left out of his cum shower. Didn’t he love her? Wasn’t she his first, special slave?

“P-pleaaase,” Lillian moaned, her cunt filled with the lava of overwhelming lust. “Pleeease, Master...”

Master’s  enormous  head  tilted,  looking  down  at  Lillian’s  perfection.  He  reached  over  and grabbed Lillian’s tits, pulling her closer.

“What, girl? Did you think you would no longer be my favorite, just because I’m stuffing her face?”

Lillian had trouble answering that with just please or thank you. She tried anyway, nodding, and then whispering “Please, Master.”

He ran a hand through her thick mass of hair, twitching a bit as he came even more pints of cum  down  Katie’s  throat.  Katie  was  eager  now,  sucking  happily,  totally  transformed  into  a proper cockslut.

“Of  course  you’re  my  favorite,  doll.  Don’t  ever  think  otherwise.  But  these  other  bitches needed to learn their place.”

Jennifer moaned in affirmation, so happy that she had already been taught.

“But, you have been very good. So...”

Ignoring  Katie’s  sudden  rush  of  moanful  protests,  Master  pulled  out  of  the  rapidly beautifying blonde and picked up Lillian with one hand around her torso. He was so wonderfully strong!

Holding her in place with one enormous hand wrapped around her teensy, tiny waist, he bent Lillian over and shoved his massively slick cock inside of her sopping wet pussy. Then he let go —his cock holding her in the air entirely. It was amazing!

Her entire inner body had been reformed completely to hold his cock—her organs arranged perfectly to contain his massiveness. Hot, orgasmic waves of bliss rushed over and over through Lillian, and her orgasms only intensified as Master shoved her face into the wall, once again her hair acting as padding.

Katie  and  Jennifer,  slathered  in  his  still  wet  cum  as  it  absorbed  into  their  bodies,  grabbed Lillian’s hands and held them behind her back, tugging at her massive wealth of shiny dark hair. Master grabbed both new slavecunts and shoved their heads next to Lillian’s face, encouraging them to join their endless praise.

“He’s fucking you so hard because you’re his best girl,” Jennifer moaned.

“I’m so fucking jealous of you, love,” cried Katie. “He’s going to just destroy your cunt. You won’t be able to walk for days. He could get you fucking pregnant.”

Lillian bucked and screamed, her face sliding harder into the wall.

“Fucking own her, Master,” Jennifer and Katie cried together. “Ruin her please!”

“Please!” Lillian called out. She could only say please in front of Him.

Gasping and bucking, Master unleashed in her at last. His cum inside her seemed even more virulent  than  the  constant  fountain  that  he  had  been  spewing  for  over  an  hour  now,  one  final gushing hot molten outpouring of pure bliss filling up Lillian’s pussy completely. Lillian’s brain blinked on and off, flooded with bliss, feeling like thousands of orgasms were hitting her all at once.

And finally, the raging Henry seemed to power down, still shoved inside of Lillian, holding all three women inside his enormous grasp, and slept.

* * * * *

Henry woke up sometime the next morning, looking at the girls around him.

“Not a dream,” he said, half-aroused and half-horrified.

He  saw  Jennifer,  her  long  hair  tangled  around  her  body,  and  Katie,  a  serene  smile  on  her lovely sleeping face, each girl holding him possessively. But, where was Lillian?

Standing up, he felt off-balance immediately. The world was larger again. Stepping in front of the mirror in the bedroom, he was only half-surprised to see himself as his normal self again. No more behemoth size, no more massive cum fountain for a cock.

He  walked  out  the  room  naked,  groggy,  feeling  hungover,  and  saw  Lillian  hanging  up  the phone, saying goodbye to someone named Yasmin. She wore a white silk robe—the one he had got her last year on their anniversary. She didn’t have alarmingly gigantic tits, and wasn’t over six feet tall, and didn’t have an oversexualized face that could make a normal man cum just from a glance.

It was just Lillian. His real, actual beautiful Lillian.

A series of feelings rushed over him, not the least of which were competing forces of relief and disappointment.

“How is this...” he shook his head. “What happened, baby? What did we do?”

She smiled, coming close to him and kissing him lovingly. Her tongue pressed into his mouth hotly, licking at his lips when she drew away.

“You  were  just  amazing,”  she  said.  “I  never  would  have  thought  watching  you  dominate other women would be so fucking hot, but it really is.”

She pushed him down on the cushions of the overturned couch, and began stroking his cock.

“Lillian...baby...don’t...”

Stroking him harder, Lillian bent down and started licking his shaft gently. His protests ran out. In many ways, he felt like he deserved a good handjob, a good blowjob. He had fucked his girlfriend hard. He had fucked lots of other women.

That was what real men did.

She just stared at him in open submission, open adoration, licking his cock again and again..

“Did  you  really  want  me  like  that,  Lillian?  Some  hunk  beast,  raging  and  cumming everywhere?”

She nodded intently, moving her mouth off of him for a moment but still stroking his cock. “Yes, Sir. I really did. I really do. It’s so hot, Sir. I love it when you take charge.”

Her strokes increased as she talked about it, staring at his cock intently.

“F-fuck. Okay. Okay. Maybe we need to get some more of that wine. A lot more.”

“Thank you, Sir. I will.”

Behind  him,  in  the  bedroom,  he  could  hear  the  other  girls  waking  up,  calling  his  name, adoration tinting their voices. He could definitely get used to this.

* * * * *

Yasmin hung up the phone, smiling prettily. She could hardly smile otherwise.

The  girl  Lillian  seemed  to  be  quite  happy  to  receive  a  complimentary  box  of  her  ancient wine. She also didn’t seem to mind that as her boyfriend took more and more of the wine, the effects would gain more and more permanence on her boyfriend and on whoever he fucked.

Perhaps Lillian would tell her boyfriend this. Yasmin doubted it. Nice boys always had such strange protests to being placed on the pedestal they deserved to be worshiped upon.

Yasmin, of course, didn’t bother to tell her that hundreds of other couples in town had been sent the same sort of wine. Probably, Yasmin supposed, Lillian would find out on her own. She didn’t seem to be a dullard, and it would be hard to miss the legion of hunks that were about to move through the streets, claiming cunts

Breathing  in  the  sweet  current  of  lust  that  was  traveling  through  the  morning  air,  Yasmin stepped downstairs into the basement.

There was a hot, musky, burning smell down there, like someone had taken the very essence of hot lust and made it molten, running it through the core of the Earth.

Opposite  the  marble  stairs,  there  was  an  ornate  metal  altar,  complete  with  dozens  of intricately cast figures caught in repose in lovemaking positions. If she watched it long enough, she  would  see  the  figures  melting  and  moving,  fucking  each  other  in  more  and  more  sinfully perfect ways.

In  front  of  the  altar,  there  was  a  gigantic  dense  shadow  of  an  enormous  man-like  being, almost  given  complete  form.  He  was  chained  to  posts  arranged  in  front  of  the  altar,  struggling and snarling.

Yasmin  crawled  before  him,  and  when  she  was  close  enough,  began  fingering  her  pussy, eager to succumb to orgasmic delight to strengthen the figure in chains.

Soon, Yasmin would have built up enough power in the town to break the chains. And soon, her Dark Lord would be free to own this world as he wished—as he deserved.

# # #


Possessed

 

“You have to be very careful,” said Gerald, driving through the town. “From all accounts, this woman,  if  that’s  what  she  is,  is  highly  seductive.  Knowledgeable.  You  might  even  find  her friendly, easy to laugh with or agree with. Do none of these things. If she says the sky is blue, affirm  that  it  is  red.  Any  agreement  she  makes  with  you,  she  will  use  to  build  another,  and another, until you are very far along on the ladder to damnation. Do you understand, girl?”

“Yes sir,” said Olivia, looking at him solemnly.

“I know you don’t believe me all the way. That’s fine. But you have to trust that I know what I’m doing a little bit.”

“I do trust you,” she said. “And I believe you, too.”

He didn’t seem to believe her, though. He never did. That hurt more than anything, that she put so much of her trust and life and effort into this man who repaid so little of it.

Gerald was a demon hunter by trade, tall and bearded with dark eyes the same charcoal color as his hair. Olivia had been working with him for a little over a month now, helping to prepare his tinctures and sharpen his stakes, that sort of thing. It was not well-paying work, but Gerald seemed to always have money when he needed it and he was not shy about sharing when it came to necessities.

There were worse situations, Olivia knew, than traveling from town to town on the road with a completely handsome bearded hunk.

They  drove  into  the  parking  lot  of  the  antiques  shop  known  as  Possessions.  Inside,  Gerald assured  her  there  was  an  evil  greater  than  any  he  or  anyone  else  had  ever  encountered  or experienced.

Olivia  had  met  him  hitchhiking  on  her  way  out  of  her  hometown  of  Little  Hill,  which  was neither little nor had a hill. She hated the town, everyone in it, and everything it did, and wanted no part of the life it offered. Everyone was either a miner or the wife of a miner, and she saw no future for herself there.

Olivia wasn’t quite sure what she wanted her life to be about yet. Much like the denizens of her  hometown,  she  was  hardworking  and  practical,  but  her  practical  streak  went  beyond  just seeing the opportunity for work right in front of her.

Practically,  she  knew  that  a  career  in  modeling  wasn’t  out  of  the  question—certainly  she didn’t imagine being a lingerie model walking on runways on network television or gracing the covers of big fashion magazines (although the thought of that did send thrills down her spine)— but  she  was  certainly  beautiful  enough  between  her  lovely  face  and  delightfully  sexy  figure  to get a little glamour work done on the side to pay bills while she was figuring herself out.

That’s  all  she  really  wanted—some  time  to  figure  herself  out.  And  then,  she  had  found herself alone with a self-professed demon hunter.

It  had  been  dangerous,  hitchhiking  out  of  her  town  as  a  beautiful  nineteen  year-old  girl. Olivia knew this. She knew that with her beautiful auburn hair and short, slender body, her big breasts so firm and bouncy on her tight frame, that she was a particularly vulnerable target.

Her  face  got  her  in  the  most  trouble—big  brown  eyes  that  held  a  beguiling  spark,  always making  guys  think  she  was  flirting  with  them  when  she  was  just  angry  or  annoyed,  in combination with the soft tilted pads of her lips and the lovely turn of her nose, sent most men into slathering beasts around her.

Most  men,  of  course,  except  for  Gerald.  For  whatever  reason,  he  seemed  immune  to  her charms of happenstance, and when she tried actively to flirt with him, he was non-responsive.

When he had picked her up, all he said was, “I’m going this way. Are you?”

It wasn’t long before he told her what he was and what he did, and it wasn’t long after that before she volunteered her services, hoping to gain his favor.

Of  course,  Olivia  would  think  often, the  one  guy  who  doesn’t  want  me  is  the  one  I’m  so unstoppably turned on by.

She  wasn’t  sure  what  it  was  about  him.  He  was  awfully  gruff  with  her,  barely  saying  two words at a time while he drove.

Perhaps it was his beard, so thick and unattended and wild, as black as his eyes. Or maybe it was  those  eyes,  dark  and  always  burning  with  a  zealous  fire  that  she  was  just  completely desperate to see attuned to her body.

Maybe it was the vast inventory of weapons and totems and fetishes he had collected over his many  years  of  hunting.  In  the  back  of  his  modified  SUV,  he  had  four  types  of  crossbows,  a stockade of silver bullets, plenty of silver stakes, loads of silver rods and iron rods, a chest full of crosses, three gold-plated nets, and a plethora of vials, each containing its own special serum or herb that he assured her would take care of whatever assailants came his way.

He was on the hunt for one demon in particular, he told her. An ancient evil force, one of the oldest—so  old  that  its  name  had  never  been  recorded.  And  he  had  been  hearing  many  strange tales about an antiques shop in this particular town that matched up with tales in the past.

Every several hundred years, this big evil would try to gain ground in our reality, he told her, to unleash its own hell on earth. And someone like him would drive it back.

Just driving into the town, they had seen quite the display of odd behavior already. Gigantic naked  musclebound  studs  fucked  gorgeous  teenage  girls  on  the  sidewalk,  cars  askew  in  the street, as if the chiseled hunks had stopped driving purely to start fucking some hot babes they saw walking about.

On the other side of the street, a man came out of a shoe shop—advertising half-off all heels over five inches tall and doing booming business—with a trail of amazing beauties dressed in hot evening gowns and minidresses led along with a long rope attached to their bound wrists. Vapid, happy smiles seemed permanently affixed to their faces. Each of them, of course, wore very high platform heels in a matching shade of green.

Olivia  found  all  of  this  eerie  and  disconcerting.  It  was  more  than  enough  proof  that something fantastical and horrifying was happening in the town. She was somewhat concerned that she would stick out, that her comparatively nondescript appearance would draw attention to herself. She wore tight jeans, a loose blue t-shirt with her old high school wolverine logo on it, and stocky black boots that thudded as she stepped out of the SUV and toward the antique shop.

Gerald,  tall  and  imposing,  had  utility  belts  criss-crossing  over  the  plain  white  shirt  on  his torso,  black  jeans  on  his  legs.  He  carried  a  small  mechanical  crossbow  openly,  apparently  not caring if any police officers happened to see.

They entered the shop. A little bell rang. At the other end of the store stood a tall, pale, big-breasted woman dressed in a black, almost sheer gown, the straps lacy, her hips and legs totally exposed along with an enormous, narrow v running down the middle of her torso. The massive, hot flesh of her gorgeous tits so easy to see. Beautiful black locks of hair that ran down to the curve of her amazing ass. Her gorgeous face made Olivia instantly and irrationally jealous.

The  pale  beauty  was  attending  a  younger  woman—a  redhead  who  looked  an  awful  lot  like Olivia—and  leaning  over,  one  of  her  large  heavy  breasts  resting  on  the  redhead’s  shoulders. They were both looking into a mirror together.

“You  see,”  Gerald  whispered.  “That’s  her.  Yasmin,  the  demon’s  familiar.  This  is  what  I’m talking about. That’s a spell she’s casting, right now, at this very instant! That redhead has been completely entranced by her.”

Olivia considered. The redhead’s gaze did seem to be rather vacant. And her hands...oh wow.

The redhead’s hands were slipped all the way down her tiny, tight jean shorts as she stared emptily into the mirror, frantically pulsing in her pussy.

Oh,  gosh.  Oh, wow.  It  was  like  the  redhead  was  seeing  the  object  of  her  every  desire  and could not help but finger herself in response.

Olivia could not explain the instant heat she felt at the sight. She knew it should have caused her revulsion or fear, but instead all she felt was a distinct hot flash running up through her body.

There was real, distinct power here. Power over the wants and needs of the flesh. And that was thoroughly, absolutely arousing.

“Let her be, witch,” Gerald called out, bringing up his crossbow with one arm.

The  shop  owner  turned,  but  not  before  planting  a  small  kiss  on  the  redhead’s  cheek.  She smiled  seductively  at  Gerald,  and  then  doubly  so  at  Olivia.  Olivia  did  not  know  why,  but  she suspected  that  Yasmin  could  sense  her  arousal.  The  redhead  stayed  in  front  of  the  mirror, moaning and cooing vacantly as she continued to attend her shining wet pussy.

“Ah,”  Yasmin  said.  “I  thought  it  may  be  a  customer,  and  so  this  vocabulary  used,  this ‘witch,’ it was so very confusing.”

Her accent was rich and exotic, coating every word she said and making it even sexier. Olivia felt it sliding against the corners of her brain, licking and massaging dormant acres of lust there.

“Stay where you are!”

Gerald  held  up  the  crossbow  with  one  hand,  another  grasped  firm  on  a  vial  of  holy  water pulled from his utility belt..

Yasmin kept approaching through, her walk sexy, deliberate, and slow. Every foot in front of the other, her hips swaying enticingly.

“But no, I see it is some evil-fighter. How good this is! I am no fan of evil myself. Evil is always  so  much  trouble.  Cutting,  hurting,  slicing,  breaking.”  She  tsked,  shaking  her  head.  Her lovely dark locks slid around her shoulders, her back, like blanketed midnight. “I am much more a fan of delight. Are you not fans of delight then, that you would come into my shop to threaten me?”

“I am not threatening you, witch. I am ending you.”

And  with  that,  Gerald  threw  the  vial  of  holy  water  at  her.  Yasmin  snatched  it  effortlessly before it could shatter, grinning, and then stared at it for a moment. Then she flipped the top off and  swallowed  it  down.  As  Gerald  watched,  his  eyes  growing  wide,  Yasmin  licked  the  vial clean, sliding her tongue around the long tube like it was a phallus. Her green eyes sparkled.

“Thank you, darling. It is so nice of you to give me a nice little drink like that. You are very kind  for  someone  who  wants  to  hurt  me,  yes?  I  think  I  shall  suck  you  off  for  quite  some  time after  I  remove  all  these  silly  ideas  about  hurting  me.”  She  smiled  at  Olivia.  “Or  perhaps  I  will encourage your little helper there to do it for me. Clearly, she wants to see what you taste like. Isn’t that right, little dearie?”

“Wh-what?”

“Don’t answer that, Olivia.”

“Don’t...don’t answer?” Yasmin laughed. “Oh, my dear man. You are just caught in a flood of  denial,  are  you  not?  Can  you  not  see  how  she  wants  you?  How  she  would  do  anything  for you?”

Gerald  fired  his  crossbow.  Yasmin,  a  slight  flicker  of  annoyance  flashing  on  her  face, instantly  blew  on  the  incoming  bolt,  like  some  hair  had  slipped  down  over  her  eyes.  The  bolt disappeared into smoke.

Then she continued to speak, not paying any attention to the shock on Gerald’s face. “You ought to let her please you. Even if you do not want to do it my way, the eternal way, where she sucks you off for centuries to come, you still ought to at least let her taste your seed. That would only be nice of you. She wants it so very badly, after all. Don’t you, little darling?”

Olivia was stunned. “I...I...I...”

Yasmin smiled, snapping her fingers at the redhead at the back of the store. She could have passed for Olivia’s sister, and Olivia was beginning to think that was no mistake.

The  redhead  approached  Yasmin  at  her  command  and  knelt  down  in  front  of  her.  Yasmin smiled  and,  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  dismissed  the  lower  part  of  her  gorgeous  gown  as  it  had been  some  kind  of  illusion.  The  redhead  obediently  moved  forward  and  began  licking  away  at Yasmin’s delicious pussy, her face soon covered sprinkled with hot juices.

“Come,” said Yasmin, breathing hard, a magnificent flush creeping up her pale breasts “Join us. It is so very wonderful here. You both will be wrapped in pleasure, always. It will be so very perfect for you. Please?”

“We have to get out of here,” said Gerald, grabbing Olivia’s hand.

Within ten seconds, they were completely out of the store. And Olivia could not help but feel a  strong,  palpable  sense  of  disappointment—as  well  as  a  thoroughly  hot  sense  of  arousal  from Gerald grabbing her and bossing her around.

* * * * *

“Thank you for opening up a room,” said Olivia. “You don’t know how hard it is in this town to find a hotel that isn’t just a thinly disguised brothel.”

The proprietor of the hotel smiled and waved a hand. She was middle-aged and lovely, with gorgeous  blond  hair,  her  body  kept  in  terrific  shape.  This  hotel  was  on  the  other  end  of  town from  the  antique  shop,  outside  what  Gerald  hoped  was  Yasmin’s  area  of  effect.  All  they  had available  was  a  single-bed  room...for  which  Olivia  had  many  hopes.  Gerald  had  her  handle things  like  this—finance  activities,  like  arranging  rooms  and  buying  groceries.  She  used  his credit card.

“Oh yes, I know all about that.” She handed Olivia the receipt. “Why hire other girls when you can just do all that work yourself?”

“I’m sorry?”

“No need to be sorry, dear. Now, what time would you like me to swing by and eat you out?” Her smile was seductive, her tits practically popping out of her tiny suit.

Olivia stepped back toward the door of the small office. “Oh, there’s no...no need for that. I mean. I’m with my man, I mean, a man, so, it’s...”

“I  see,”  the  proprietor  smiled.  “You’d  rather  us  both  please  him  together.  I’m  sure  he deserves  it.  He  is  a  man,  after  all,  and  the  needs  of  men  are  far  more  important  than  our  own, aren’t they?”

“Y-yes?”

The proprietor had a clipboard in her hand, clicking at a pen. “Okay, let me see here...” she traced  her  finger  down  the  clipboard.  “How  about  if  I  came  over  in  an  hour,  so  you  can  have made him cum already, and I suck him off until he fucks your mouth and treats you like the dirty cockslut you are? Does that work for you?”

“No, I think...I think we’re fine by ourselves.”

The proprietor tilted her head, as if she had just heard an oven barking. “Oh. Really?”

“Yes. We just got here, you see, and so we’re very tired.”

“Ah. You were slipping him handies all day in the car, I bet. I understand. Shall I pen you in for a morning fingering?”

“No. No, nothing like that. I think...I think we would prefer our privacy.”

The woman’s nose wilted a bit. Clearly, she was offended.

“Well,”  she  said,  an  exasperated  lilt  to  her  voice.  “The  phone  is  in  your  room  should  you need me.”

Olivia rushed out of the office, crossing the parking lot to her room. What was wrong here? What was happening? From what Gerald had told her of enchantments, they could only have a small  range  of  effects  at  one  time.  Unless  Yasmin  was  somehow  pumping  the  town  full  of multiple enchantments...

Of course.

She  opened  the  door,  smiling  at  having  figured  it  out.  The  room  was  small—a  bathroom directly on the right, a queen-sized bed with a television set a little bit further in. In one corner was a short pale blue barrel chair. Gerald rushed to her, probably the most excited she had ever seen him.

“I figured it out,” said Gerald. “The antique shop. She’s been selling evil artifacts to whole town. Those roped women we saw? The Bindings of Aramac. Those big muscled guys, turning those women into amazons? I’d bet my life that was from Proteus’s Tincture. She’s been selling and reselling all these things for...for months now!”

Trying  to  hide  her  disappointment  that  she  hadn’t  finally  been  useful,  Olivia  nodded enthusiastically.

“That’s good! That’s really clever of you, Gerald. But what’s it leading up to?”

“There’s  a  ritual,”  he  explained.  “A  ritual  that  requires  massive  amounts  of  lust  and decadence to be present in order to for the atmosphere to be just right for it to work. Usually, it never gets this far. But she’s been playing this very safe. Very smart. We need to be on guard. We are in enormous danger, Olivia. That’s why I want you to have this.”

He  handed  her  a  small,  gilded  box,  the  kind  that  jewelry  was  kept  in.  Instantly,  Olivia understood.

They were in so much danger that he wanted to show her how much he cared. He had been keeping it a secret because he was scared one of them would die and would be hurt. But now, with so much on the line, he just couldn’t be silent anymore!

“Oh, Gerald,”  she  said,  sitting  down  on  the  bed,  opening  it.  “I  never  suspected...I  never thought you would...I never...”

She opened the box all the way. Inside was a clunky vial of something that looked like salt. It was attached to an ugly, lead-colored chain.

“It’s essence of fairie. It’ll protect your dreams,” he said.

“Oh.” Her head drooped.

“This place, there’s so much magic...you can’t be too careful.”

“No, right. You’re right. That’s right.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing. I’m just...I’m tired. I’d like to go to bed now.”

“I was going to stay up for a while and work on some modifications. I think by combining spectre-wart and cauliflower, some really potent stuff could be enabled. I could put in the holy water, and bam! I’d like to see her swallow that, huh?”

The last thing she wanted right now as to be around him. If he started working in front of her instead  of  joining  her  in  the  bed,  inside  of  which  were  contained  all  her  hopes  and  dreams  of snuggling next to him and stroking that enormous cock of his, she was going to scream.

“Could you do it in the car? I’m tired, Gerald. I’d like to get to bed. If you want to sleep, do bedroom activities, you know, then you can come in the bed too.”

“I’m wired.” His eyes were full of spark. “I’ll be outside, then.”

He left shortly. God, didn’t he see how disappointed she was? How much she wanted him?

Ugh, men. They were totally fine until you gave them a problem to solve.

She supposed she shouldn’t be trying to shack up with a professional problem-solver, then. Maybe she should just leave town. Why would she risk her life when he didn’t even seem to care about her very much?

Her  before-bed  routine  was  short—changing  into  a  just-sexy-enough  nighty  that  she  hoped he would notice and enjoy, brushing her teeth and washing her face.

Twenty minutes later, Olivia at last laid down to sleep, not bothering to put on the amulet. She did not expect for sleep to happen well, or soon, or truthfully at all. But all the same, within minutes of putting her head down, she was dreaming.

Her dream then was very strange indeed.

She was in her bed, still. The proprietor of the shop came into the room and slid her tits along Olivia’s lips, letting her suckle at her big, bountiful bosom. The nipples were the size of and even tasted like strawberries. It was lovely. She felt blessed, really, to be sucking on such big, lovely, beautiful breasts at all.

“Soon,” said the proprietor, “you’ll be able to suck these all day long. You’ll do anything you want.  You’re  so important,  Olivia.  We’ve  been waiting for  you.  Won’t  you  come  back  to  the shop? Won’t you make all our dreams come true?”

The  proprietor  was  pressing  harder,  harder,  harder  onto  Olivia’s  mouth.  She  could  hardly breath. Squirming, she stood up—and realized she had been dreaming.

She  was  sweating,  but  her  body  was  covered  with  hot,  sweet-smelling  juices.  Each  sniff pushed the proprietor’s sweet perfume into her nose. It was a dream, but...but it seemed so very much like it had really happened! She teetered up off the bed and stepped outside, to go confront the older woman and discuss the situation with her like a rational human being.

And yet, when she stepped through the door, it rang in a friendly fashion...and she was back inside the antique shop.

What?

The  hard,  audible  clicks  of  Yasmin’s  tall  gorgeous  ankle-strap  heels  on  the  wooden  floor came  ever  closer.  Every  little  click  was  like  someone  licking  Olivia’s  pussy.  She  only  became more and more aroused.

Yasmin  arrived,  looking  somewhat  sleepy,  holding  a  candelabra  that  emitted  hot,  blue flames. Yasmin’s gown was blue as well, and sheer, her nipples completely visible...as well as her  hot,  delicious  pussy.  Yasmin’s  hand  slid  down  her  body  to  one  perfect  breast,  squeezing  it invitingly.

“I see this girl come into my shop, so late at night, and I say to myself, I say, ‘Yasmin, this beautiful  girl.  She  is  here  with  clandestine  nature,  coming  here  in  the  darkness.  Surely  this  is either for one of two reasons. She is very dark in her intentions, wanting perhaps to hurt me or my beautiful shop, or she is very ashamed, wanting to ask for something that she does not feel can bear the light of the day.’ So which is it, my lovely little thing? Do you wish me harm? Do you wish to thrust some stake between my heart?”

Olivia  gulped,  closely  examining  the  exquisite  curves  of  Yasmin’s  tits.  She  didn’t  feel capable  of  ever  touching  such  perfection,  let  alone  hurting  it.  God,  her  pussy  was  on fire. Something about Yasmin just made her so fucking turned on. Why couldn’t she turn it off?

Why did she even want to? It felt amazing. She felt like she was going to float away on her own cloud of arousal.

“Or  do  you  wish  to  ask  me  for  something?  Something  perhaps  that  your  master  would disapprove of?”

Olivia shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts.

“He is not my master. He’s just my...my boss.”

“And you wish him to be more, yes?”

Olivia didn’t know what to say to that. But she could nod.

“I think this, I know this. My own heart is the heart of a girl, yes? I know the hearts of girls, pretty  girls  like  you.  We  want  the  men  in  our  lives  to  want  us  as  we  want  them.  With unrestrained lust! With passion that lasts for months at a time, with a need to be filled for weeks on end and to forget the rest of the world entirely! I know your heart, lovely girl. Do not doubt this.”

Olivia  stepped  closer,  biting  her  lower  lip.  “What  are  you?  How  do  you  know  all  these things? Are you...a succubus? A demoness?”

Her  knowledge  of  demonology  was  limited.  She  struggled  to  remember  more  from  what Gerald had told her, but there was so very much...and Yasmin’s green gaze was so very lovely and enticing. It was hard to break her thoughts away from the gorgeous green eyes of the beauty.

Yasmin’s laugh was rich and lilted. If her laugh was ever put onto a stone, the stone would have to be marble, and it would have to be gilded with gold.

“No, my dear. Of course not. Such ridiculous things you say. I know both of those sorts of creatures. If they were here now, you would be quite dead, or well on your way. No, I am simply a woman, quite long-lived and well-versed in many subjects.”

Yasmin  came  close  to  Olivia,  pursing  Olivia’s  arm  between  her  big,  wonderful  breasts. Olivia, caught in Yasmin’s green gaze, barely noticed.

“But you’re...you’re so beautiful.”

“What is the purpose of being long-lived if you cannot remain beautiful? This was the deal I struck. Beauty and power for the pleasure of service. I begged my lord for the latter, and for my show of subservience to his will, he granted me the former.”

“You...you asked to be a servant?”

“Of course!” Yasmin nodded, her dark long locks stroking Olivia’s lovely face. “What could be better than knowing what you are supposed to do at all times? To have someone else decide that for you, to take away all pesky thoughts of anxiety and indecision?”

“But your will...your choice...”

Olivia’s  lips  were  so  very  close  to  Yasmin’s  now.  It  would  be  so  easy  to  close  that distance...so fun...

“Pesky, as I said. Unnecessary. My Master’s will is much more amiable to my mind. He is...” she stroked a lovely hand up the bountiful lands of her body, Olivia watching jealously. “...quite accustomed to being serviced. That way, when he tells me I do well, I know it must have been very well indeed. What possible better compliment could there be than to be praised by one who is  constantly  surrounded  by  the  darkest,  most  sinful  pleasures  that  this  dimension  or  any  other has to offer? I aim high for service...and the creativity I employ to serve is mine and mine alone. That is my choice. The vehicle of it, however, belongs entirely to him.”

“Are you...are you happy, serving?”

The  thought  bounced  across  Olivia’s  head  like  a  bowling  ball.  She  had  never  really considered  it  before,  serving  like  Yasmin  was  describing.  Her  idea  of  an  ideal  partner  was someone who listened to her, who took in her input and valued her for who she was, not for the station that she filled.

But all of a sudden, the concept of kneeling, of being on her knees, seemed so very utterly hot.  Yasmin  kissed  her  neck.  Olivia  felt  herself  melting  and  flying  away  at  the  same  time. Yasmin grabbed one of Olivia’s hands and slid it down to the lovely curve of her ass cheeks, so sparsely covered by the tiny hot gown the pale beauty wore. Olivia moaned.

“I  have  never  been  happier,”  Yasmin  purred.  “I  wake  up  each  day  with  fresh,  glorious purpose. I know what every beat of my heart is for.” Yasmin pressed Olivia’s body closer. She could feel each tender beat. “Can you feel it? Can you hear it? ‘Master. Master. Master. Master.’ That is the rhythm of my body.”

Olivia could hardly speak. Yasmin’s tits were so warm, so hot against her body! She felt like she was going to lose her mind forever in the deep, pleasant warmth of her amazing tits.

But then Yasmin pushed her away, smiling gently.

“N-nooo...” Olivia whimpered softly.

“No?  You  like  my  breasts?  My  body?  You  like  the  thrill  of  my  Master?  You  would  like  a thrill of your own?”

Anything to be back inside of Yasmin’s glowing warm touch. Olivia nodded.

Yasmin  held  up  a  hand,  drew  it  down,  and  then  drew  it  back  up  again.  A  long,  gorgeous mirror  had  appeared  where  her  arm  had  waved.  Olivia  almost  felt  surprised...but  not  really. Yasmin was so lovely, so powerful.

There was nothing Yasmin could not do, nothing Yasmin could not make her believe.

Oh god, why did she find that so fucking hot all of a sudden? That Yasmin could just...make her believe something...oh wow.

“N-no...” she tried to say. “W-wait. Stop...”

Yasmin wrapped her gorgeous body around Olivia’s, both of them facing the mirror. It was easy  to  see  Yasmin’s  firm,  perfect  tits  crushed  into  even  more  perfect  spheres  against  Olivia’s shoulder. Yasmin licked her neck, the action long and knowing, her tongue reaching up to flick Olivia’s earlobe. The entire time, Yasmin stared into the mirror, looking deep into Olivia’s eyes.

“Isn’t  this  lovely?”  asked  Yasmin.  “Aren’t  you  lovely?  A  lovely  little  treat,  you  are.  A beautiful girl for a beautiful world.”

“N-noo...so...so fast. It’s...you’re...I’m...stopp, pleeaseee...”

“You don’t want me to stop, silly girl. You want me to keep going until you don’t know what stop means anymore. Isn’t that right?”

Yasmin  slid  her  hand  up  inside  of  Olivia’s  thighs.  Immediately,  she  found  the  beautiful young woman’s pussy, already wet. Where were her panties? Didn’t she have some on?

“You did not come here by accident,” Yasmin said. “Neither of you did. You found him on purpose, because you are the one who can seduce him. I know this. I made it happen. And he is the one I need...the one I need for my Master’s ritual to be complete, for my Master to be whole in this world. You will help me, my darling girl,” Yasmin purred, softly pressing against Olivia’s cunt. “You will help me, and you will know how Gerald fucks you. Isn’t that what you want?”

There was a bright blue flash, blinding Olivia for a moment. When her vision returned, she saw herself in the mirror, Yasmin completely gone. Behind her instead now was Gerald. Gerald with  a  ferocious  look  on  his  face,  wrapping  one  hand  around  her  throat.  Oh  god,  that  was  so good. Being held, being controlled like that. Oh yes please grab her throat like that.

Gerald, driving into her from behind with sensational force. She could feel his cock, almost. She could feel him driving into her. She needed him so bad!

“Cum for him, Olivia,” purred Yasmin. “Cum for your Man. Say his name.”

“Oh  Gerald!”  she  cried.  “Gerald!  Gerald!  I’m  yours!  I’m  yours!  Fuck  me!  My  Man!  My Man! My Maaaannn!”

Sweet  waves  of  orgasm  blistered  through  her  sensational  young  body.  Her  toes  curled,  her body  twisted.  She  felt  like  she  was  screaming  pure  light.  It  was  the  most  powerful  sexual experience of her life.

She turned, and found herself on her bed in the hotel, the sheets twisted and her body covered in sweat. It had been a dream. Another dream. A dream to attack her with. She hadn’t been in Yasmin’s shop at all.

But  oh  god,  she  was  so  fucking  aroused!  Her  pussy  felt  molten.  If  just  one  little  finger dropped down there, then maybe she could find out just how aroused she had become...

Oh.  Oh  fuck.  Her  knees  went  weak,  her  arms  lost  all  ability  to  move  her  off  the  bed,  such immense thrills of pleasure cycling through her flesh. It felt like her pussy was the new center of her  nervous  system,  capable  of  controlling  every  single  movement,  it’s  only  motive  to  bring itself more pleasure.

She  had  to  resist.  It  would  be  so  wrong.  So  very  bad  to  give  in.  Yasmin  would  win  if  she gave in. Her Dark Master would rule the earth and then Olivia would have...Olivia would have Gerald...

No! No...no, she couldn’t finger herself. No...no, she couldn’t. If she did, Yasmin won.

Cum for him, Olivia. Cum for your Man. Say his name.

Ohhh oh god. Oh god how was she not supposed to cum when she needed to sooo bad? Her pussy  was  roiling  with  heat.  She  felt  like  her  entire  mind  was  disappearing,  replaced  by  a singular need to cum and shout her Man’s name.

Shifting  in  the  bed  only  made  the  desire  worse,  heightening  every  sense  and  making  her desperate to fuck, to be filled, to be her Gerald’s hot young teenage cumslut beauty.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh please...please...”

Cum for him, Olivia. Let him know you are his. Say his name.

Her  fingers  slid  down  to  her  clit  at  last.  Her  orgasm  arrived  almost  immediately,  and  then again,  and  then  again,  her  body  bucking  in  the  now-entirely  wettened  bed,  soaked  with  her pleasure.

“Gerald, yes! I’m yours! I’m yours! Gerald! Gerald!”

She thought of Gerald the entire time. But she thought of Yasmin, too, cheering her on as she fucked him.

That’s  a  good  hot  slut,  she  could  almost  hear  the  pale  beauty  cooing. You’re  fucking  your Man just how he deserves.

“Geerrraaaald!”

At that instant, the door to the room opened.

“Olivia? Are you okay? I heard you calling my name...”

She  had  to  take  in  several  deep  breaths,  her  body  still  pulsing  with  waves  of  pleasure.  She felt like some of the fog had been removed from her mind, though it was still hard to think.

“Nothing,”  she  said,  shaking  her  head.  “It  was  nothing.  Just  a...a  bad  dream,  that’s  all. Please...come to bed soon.”

* * * * *

Gerald was taking a shower. As he soaped his well-muscled body and rinsed his thick hair, he tried not to dwell on the idea that this very well could be his last shower ever.

The demon-hunter was troubled by this town. He had been through quite a lot, but still, he was  certain  that  whatever  it  was  that  was  here  was  much  more  powerful  than  he  had  initially thought or that he was prepared to fight.

Just last night, for instance, when he was in his SUV trying to prepare materials for the town exorcism he had planned.

One girl was running from another. The pursuer was tall, blonde, perfectly proportioned, and gorgeous. Her face was gorgeous, like some movie starlet’s. The girl she was chasing was short, busty,  and  blonde  also,  though—if  Gerald  had  to  be  chauvinistic  about  it—not  very  attractive. The tall girl cornered the shorter one against the wall and tapped her on the forehead with a long wand.

Right  then  and  there,  the  shorter  girl  transformed—her  legs  growing  longer,  her  hair becoming shinier, her tits becoming large and buoyant. She was, from all appearances, a perfect copy of the girl who had chased her down.

The new copy then slid the original into a loving embrace, kissing and holding, each of them sliding  their  fingers  down  to  the  other’s  pussy  to  adore  one  another  in  perfectly  matching rhythms. Another woman walked by in the darkened street...and the newly twinned girls rushed after her, wand in hand.

It was, all told, horrific and arousing. Gerald was ashamed of being turned on by it.

That kind of magic was far outside of his bounds. Mostly he dealt with aberrations—haunted houses  that  needed  clearing,  poltergeists  who  needed  mollifying.  The  thought  of  such  an incapably powerful force being so permanent in the town and so widespread was chilling.

Still, though, someone had to stop them, and he was the only person he knew that was willing to do it. Olivia had scared him, last night. When he saw that she had gone back to sleep, he made sure the amulet he gave her was around her neck.

It baffled him that she hadn’t put it on before. Didn’t she realize he cared about her? Hadn’t he said over and over again that dreams were full of dangers?

He had slept on the foot of the bed, making sure that nothing affected her like that anymore. She seemed upset about this, but he was adamant. He wanted to respect her space, but he had to keep her safe, after all.

Sighing,  he  shut  off  the  shower  and  grabbed  the  towel  to  dry  off.  After  some  morning bathroom rituals, he walked out of the bathroom, only the towel on.

Then he saw Olivia on the bed, her eyes lighting up at the sight of him. She wasn’t kneeling, really, sitting down with her legs curled up to one side, staring up at him with clear longing.

Her body—so tight and sexy and inviting—was covered with violet lingerie. Violet stockings on her long, delicious legs. Violet panties, sheer, right above that, and a lacy violet bra with sexy interlocking clasps above that. Her breasts on perfect display, in such amazing proportion to the rest  of  her  body  Her  heels—when  had  she  gotten  such  tall  heels?—were  violet  as  well.  And around her neck was a violet collar with a little gold ring danging around her throat.

“Welcome back, handsome,” she purred. Her voice sounded both young and much older than it normally did—husky, sultry, full of hidden meanings and desperate needs. “I’ve been needing you to come out here with me...to come out and play.”

She smiled, drawing little circles in the carpet.

“O-Olivia...Olivia,  I  think  you’ve  been  affected  by  something  in  this  room.”  He  began looking around for the culprit.

Still smiling, she shook her head, her beautiful auburn locks kissing her shoulders. “Oh no. It was a collar. Someone knocked and left it on the door.”

“And you just put it on? Just like that?”

He  couldn’t  believe  it.  After  all  that  he  had  warned  her  of!  This  girl!  This...this  beautiful, lovely, amazingly toned and big-titted girl.

Oh, man.

“After I picked it up, I wanted to taste it...” she giggled. “So I licked it. And after I licked it— it  tasted  like  grapes  by  the  way,  grapes  and  indigo—after  I  licked  it,  I  just  had  to  put  it  on. Because I want you to pluck me like a grape. I want you to crush me like indigo. I want you to fuck me until I don’t know how to think, Gerald. I’ve always wanted that.”

It was becoming very hard to put thoughts together. She had a way of drawing her shoulders together  so  that  her  cleavage  became  very  pronounced.  She  had  amazing  cleavage,  he  found. Why had he not noticed that before? It had been there, right in front of him, this whole time.

“Don’t you want me, Gerald?” asked Olivia. “I want you. I want you so bad. I want to suck your cock, Gerald. For starters. Then we can spend the whole day just dreaming up hot new ways for your cock to be inside me. Please?”

“O-Olivia. I...I had no idea. I...”

No. He couldn’t answer her like that. That was engaging her on the terms of the illusion, the seduction. She didn’t really want him. The  magic, whatever it  was, was making  her think  that. No,  what  she  wanted  was...what  she  wanted  was...he  didn’t  know.  If  he  thought  she  really wanted  him,  he  didn’t  know  how  he  would  resist.  He’d  been  unable  to  properly  voice  his attraction for ages.

No.  No.  That  was  wrong.  Maybe  she  did  like  him,  somehow,  some  way.  But  that  wasn’t important right now.

Olivia  seemed  to  sense  his  indecision.  She  lay  back  on  the  bed,  spreading  her  legs  and crooking a finger at him.

“I want to be your slave, Sir. You can do anything to me. Anything at all. Won’t you please come here? We don’t have to fuck. Just hold me. Don’t you want to hold me, Gerald?”

A strong wind blew into the room, somehow. Was there an open window? His towel fluttered and dropped out of his hands. It was perfectly possible for her to see his semi-hardening cock.

“I  know,”  she  said,  licking  her  lips,  her  lovely  eyes  glowing  at  the  sight  of  his  manhood. “What if I just gave you a nice, hot little handjob, sir? Would you like that? And once you’re all hard, you can decide what you want to fuck me or not.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

Leaning up and crawling toward him, Olivia’s tits easy to watch. The valley of her cleavage seemed deep and crafted from some holy place that Gerald had only dreamt of. Her lips began to land  around  his  thighs,  kissing  him  softly,  her  hand  wrapped  tight  around  his  big,  quickly hardening cock.

It  was  not  long  before  he  was  hard  all  the  way,  stroking  her  hair,  looking  deep  into  her gorgeous brown eyes. Fuck. She was so fucking beautiful!

“I need it,  Gerald,”  she  breathed,  staring  up  at  him.  “I need to  feel  your  cum  spray  on  my face, Sir.”

Her tits bounced rhythmically with every hot little tug of his cock. Precum was spurting out, making each stroke slicker and slicker.

“Cum for me, Sir, please? Cum all over my face. I need your cum in my face, Sir. Please? Please spray on me?”

He was going to do just that. That was a hell of an idea. He couldn’t stop himself now.

“Fuck  yeah,”  he  grunted,  tugging  at  her  hair.  “Fuck  yeah,  that’s  what  I’m  gonna  give  you, Olivia. I’m gonna cum right in your face.”

Releasing at last, he unleashed on her face. Hot wads of his white goo ran down her cheeks, her forehead, her lips. Instantly though—almost in the few moments before he came—the tide of hormones receded from his brain, and he realized what was happening.

She was under something’s control! She wasn’t acting of her will! And he had played right into Yasmin’s hands!

Spurting cum all over her face still, he grabbed his pants, skillfully disengaging himself from her grasp, and sprinted out to his SUV.

He had exactly the right artifact to fix all of this. He hoped.

* * * * *

As  the  sun  rose  up  toward  noon,  Yasmin  breathed  in  deep.  Lust.  Lust  everywhere.  Very,  very soon, all would be ready. She could even smell the lust of that poor, misguided demon-hunter. Good.  She  wanted  so  very  badly  for  him  to  feel  pleasure.  She  hoped  that  he  was  happy.  She hoped he was having a fun little orgasm to take his violent thoughts away for a while. It seemed like he was having far too many of those as of late.

Soon, Gerald would fall right into the trap she had laid for him. And then he would become part of something greater than he had ever imagined.

Yasmin descended down toward her cellar where her Dark Lord awaited, surrounded by tall dark  posts  and  flanked  by  an  enormous  metal  altar  sporting  dozens  of  erotica  figures.  His enormous shadowy form was corporeal now, though not made flesh. He needed a vessel for that —someone willing, or someone made willing.

She  could  hear  him  groan  audibly  as  she  approached.  That  was  the  only  speech  he  could form, so far. All around his gigantic frame were thick chains—the chains that had been carried with  him  for  thousands  of  years,  when  a  cult  of  fanatics  had  imprisoned  him.  Over  the  last several months, Yasmin had weakened those chains, bit by bit, enough to grant him and therefore herself (and therefore again, him) even more pleasure.

Dropping to her knees, she crawled toward him, overcome with her lust. This lust had grown more and more with the more power she had unlocked for him, and lately she had been coming down several times a day to attend to his needs.

“Please, my Lord,” she begged as she drew close, pressing her head to the stones of the floor. “Please let me give you the pleasure you deserve, oh please!”

Countless  others  in  this  town  she  had  transformed  or  manipulated,  altering  their  wills  and minds as simply as a cook prepared a meal.

But in front of her Lord, her thoughts were pure. She wanted only to serve him. Please him. Obey him. She became a desperate, hot, worshipful schoolgirl, endlessly in love with everything about the Male who dominated her existence.

Desperate and needy, she wanted to taste the hot darkness of his endless lust spilling inside of her mouth, her throat, her womb, in whichever place he wished.

If he were to cum endlessly for decades, she would be content to kneel in front of the stream the whole time, having her very soul soaked in his perfect hot seed.

His shadowed form tensed for several moments, and then from it, there formed a visible head and shaft of an enormous shadowy cock. Gleefully, she attended to it, taking his enormity into her  mouth.  She  knew  that  she  was  one  of  the  few  who  had  been  crafted  according  to  his specifications—one  of  the  few  who  could  take  him  without  being  injured  or  damaged  in  the slightest.

Her gorgeous, overexcited body was so sensitive to his presence that she came immediately upon tasting him, her pussy almost vibrating from the speed and intensity of the orgasms being delivered to her all at once. Her tits bounced and slapped against each other sexily as she bobbed her  head  forward  on  his  massive,  perfect  cock.  It  tasted  like  pure  sin,  wicked  and  delightful, giving  her  cum  after  cum,  and  Yasmin  felt  her  mind  turning  off,  and  on,  and  off  again  as  the orgasms kept hitting.

She welcomed the hot blinking feeling of her thoughts no longer existing again and again, all sense of self disappearing, ready to be filled with whatever her Master decided. She could sense his incumbent orgasm, the walls shaking as he began to bless her with his hot spunk.

He  unleashed  inside  of  her  body,  his  gloriously  hot  gift  filling  up  her  belly  with  shot  after shot  of  forceful,  endlessly  perfect  seed.  It  was  hot  and  gooey  running  into  her  body,  the  very same as any cum from a man, just more potent and tasting even more delicious. Over time, he sprayed less and less, pints turning to cups, and cups turning to tablespoons. She swallowed all the she could, obedient little cumslut that she was for him.

Any  that  landed  on  her  face  disappeared  almost  immediately,  absorbing  into  Yasmin’s  hot, perfectly  pale  skin.  They  would  have  made  her  more  gorgeous—though  of  course,  that  was hardly possible. She was as gorgeous as any woman could hope to be. Otherwise, she would not be so favored by her Lord.

And almost just as soon as his blessing had ended, her Dark Lord dissipated. Yasmin felt a strong  pang  of  disappointment,  but  overcame  it.  Disappointment  was  a  distraction  to  her Master’s purpose.

Someone  was  approaching,  of  course.  Only  Yasmin  was  attuned  to  be  in  her  Dark  Lord's presence. A security measure. If any human other than her tried to see him when he was not fully ready  to  complete  the  ritual,  then  he  would  be  entirely  invisible  from  all  eyes,  even  Yasmin’s, just  as  he  had  become  now.  That  way,  she  could  not  give  away  his  location  or  behavior  on accident.

She heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Olivia, dressed in sexy hot violet lingerie, her face shiny with dried cum.

“Gerald is coming, Mistress” she said softly. “We should prepare, so that we may serve.”

Yasmin couldn’t agree more.

* * * * *

Olivia was waiting on a thick, fur rug for Gerald to come down the stairs. This time, he would fuck her. This time, she would win. Yasmin waited with her, Olivia in her lap, kissing the pale beauty happily. Yasmin wore crimson red lingerie, the sexy material contrasting hotly with her pale skin. It was a similar outfit to Olivia’s—lacy bra and panties, tight stockings, a sexy collar with  a  little  gold  loop  in  the  throat—just  of  a  different  color.  It  was  fun  dressing  so  much  like another girl just to serve a man.

She could have sworn that Yasmin had some other motive...that she wanted to serve someone or  something  else.  But  of  course,  that  didn’t  make  any  sense.  How  could  anyone  want  anyone else when Gerald was around?

Above them, they could hear the store bell ringing, and then the door slamming. His stomps were audible. He seemed angry, swearing and calling out.

“I hope he is not so upset,” cooed Olivia. “I want him to be so happy.”

Yasmin stroked her hair, delivering accented coos. “He will be, darling. I guarantee it.”

“Olivia!” Gerald called down the cellar.

“Here, my love!” Olivia called upward.

He stomped down the marble stairs, clearly ready for anything.

“Olivia, I’m here to...here to...oh, wow...”

Yasmin had started kissing Olivia, and Olivia was happy to reciprocate. Yasmin was so very beautiful.  She  was  such  an  amazingly  generous  woman,  giving  Olivia  this  hot  violet  collar  to make her such a good, obedient loveslave. Olivia couldn’t wait for them both to fuck Gerald, as he so clearly deserved. Olivia’s hot ass slid against Yasmin’s lap, so happy to serve and be hers and hers alone.

Pulling away, Yasmin laughed delightedly. Her enormous breasts jiggled enticingly against Olivia’s.

“Do  you  like  us,  Sir?  We  knew  you  liked  Olivia.  You  must  surely  like  the  both  of  us  all dolled up, just for you.”

“N-no...no! I won’t let you do this!”

He pulled out a large flask and tossed it at the ground right in front of them. A thick cloud of smoke exploded upward, covering the both of them in sweet-smelling vapor.

When it cleared, they saw Gerald’s look of smug satisfaction turn to horror.

“I  don’t...I  don’t  understand,”  he  said,  coming  closer,  examining  the  cloud.  “That...that’s supposed to destroy any evil it ever encounters. It was supposed to just...wipe it right out. I paid dearly for it. I gave up five years of my life to study how to make that!”

“Oh,  darling,”  Yasmin  laughed.  “Didn’t  you  hear  me?  I’m  not  evil.  I’m  just  sexy.  Now, won’t you please come here and fuck us both like you so clearly deserve?”

“You deserve it,” Olivia nodded, sliding up off of Yasmin and stroking her hot young teen body as she got on her knees. “You’re so brave and strong, Gerald. Come fuck me with your big, brave cock. Please?”

Gerald wasn’t moving, still stunned that his tactics hadn’t worked. Yasmin smiled and stood up,  strutting  over  toward  him  in  her  tight  red  lingerie.  She  slid  up  against  him,  enveloping  his muscled arm in her tits. She blew in his ear, licking it softly. He was stiff all over.

“Please,  Gerald?”  Yasmin  whispered.  “Please?  Won’t  you  fuck  her  pussy?  Won’t  you complete our hot little ritual? We’re just hot, sexy babes who don’t know what to think or how to be without your cock inside of us. If you fuck us hard...we’ll know what to think forever. Please? You’ll like it so much.”

“N-noo,” he gasped, as Yasmin began to tug at his cock. “No. It’s evil.”

“I thought we went over this, darling.” Yasmin stroked his hair. “It’s not evil. It’s fun!” Her green  eyes  glimmered.  “You’ll  get  to  have  all  the  fun  you  ever  wanted.  All  the  hotties  you’ve ever dreamt of, worshipping your hot cock. Won’t that be a delight?”

He  pushed  Yasmin  away,  and  for  a  moment,  Olivia  was  disheartened...but  then  he  came straight  toward  her.  He  pushed  her  back  on  the  fur,  and  Olivia  spread  her  legs  right  away.  He ripped away her panties like they were nothing. Then her bra, exposing her hot, young teenage tits. His pants quickly came down, his big, meaty length revealed once more.

“Can’t take anymore,” he grunted. “You’re so fucking hot, Olivia. I’ve needed this.”

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “I’ve needed this too! Please, Sir! Hurry!”

“Oh...god,” his thick, long cock slid at last inside of Olivia. “You’re sooo tight.”

“That’s because you’re my first, Gerald,” she cooed. “I wanted you for sooo long.”

That only seemed to encourage him to fuck her harder, not gentler. Oh, good. It was so good. As Gerald fucked her, he seemed to get more intense, more...dare she say it? More demonic. His fingernails clawed into her back, he bit her shoulder and left a deep red mark.

But her hot young beauty seemed to be too much for him. His thrusts were so hard, so fast. He was going to cum soon. She could feel him bucking.

If  Olivia  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  notice,  she  would  have  seen  Yasmin  chanting  as  he rocketed inside of her.

His  cum  spilled  inside  her,  and  all  the  darkness  in  the  room  rushed  toward  inside  of  his mouth. There was a long, earthy, primeval moan that emanated from his body. Olivia had never felt anything so hot, so powerful, flooding in her all at once. It overwhelmed her completely. She felt her body lifted up with bliss.

She had passed out. She didn’t realize it until she woke up, seeing Gerald on his knees beside her, starting to stand up.

Except...it wasn’t Gerald, of course. It was...someone else. Something else?

“Olivia,” not-Gerald uttered.

This new being had Gerald’s shape, that was all. The kindness of his voice, the spark in his eyes  was  gone.  Gerald's  eyes,  in  fact,  were  gone  entirely,  replaced  by  two  burning  brimstones. He was larger than Gerald too—every muscle bigger, every bit of him more defined. His cock larger by half again the length and girth that it was before. Deep, primal waves of wild attraction pulled Olivia toward him.

“G...Gerald? Sir?”

Olivia  didn't  know  what  to  think,  really.  She  was  desperate  to  be  told,  though.  Yasmin nodded  happily,  sliding  up  against  Olivia.  Her  big  pale  tits  so  heavy  and  warm.  Her  eyes  so vibrant, so green, glowing in the dark of the cellar.

“Oh yes. It is your Sir, darling, but it’s not really Gerald. Gerald is...gone now. And only our Dark Lord remains. Isn’t that wonderful? He's going to fill me, darling”

Yasmin’s  gaze  was  so  very  beautiful.  And  not-Gerald  had  turned  into  something  so  utterly masculine, so impossibly arousing that Olivia was willing to believe anything at all that she was being told.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes vacant, her mind entirely gone. “Won-der-ful.”

Gerald’s flesh seemed almost like it was burning, breaking away, like the skin could barely contain  him.  Little  cracks  formed,  blackness  searing  out  from  it.  Still  though,  his  body  was phenomenally  muscular,  his  features  made  only  more  masculine  and  handsome  with  the transformation. His brow was ridged and thick, his jaw dense.

Olivia’s cunt pulsed with constant orgasm. She needed this Dark Lord. She needed him to fill her up, for all eternity.

His muscular body turned toward Yasmin, mere feet away from his enormity. She melted in front of him, not quite kneeling but barely standing, her knees knocking, her entire body shaking with desire. It struck Olivia as somewhat odd and besides that thoroughly arousing that someone who had exerted so much control over an entire town was buckling with helpless, unrestrained delight at the sight of her Master, needing to serve him the way a newlywed bride needs to serve her groom.

“P-pl-please may I kneel?” Yasmin stuttered. “Please, my Master? Please, command me? I've done all you asked. I've prepared...I've made myself so fertile for you, so ready for your seed...”

Her  tits  were  heaving  before  him.  He  lifted  up  one  big  hand,  stroking  her  breasts,  softly  at first. Then he gripped them more firmly, rubbing his palm over one nipple and wrapping the tips of his fingers around her other enormous tit. Yasmin screamed with pleasure.

“For your service,” he said, his voice an avalanche of rocky maleness. “The first taste.”

Pushing her down to her knees, he pulled his enormous cock up. It was massive, veiny, the width  of  Olivia’s  fist.  She  had  no  idea  a  cock  that  big  could  look  so  suckable,  so  amazing,  so very much the definition of everything she had ever wanted to have.

A thick dollop of hot white cum slid out of his cock. He ran it across her lips, and she sucked it down eagerly. The foundation of the cellar cracked open, so much lust was building up in the small space.

Pushing Yasmin down, their Master got on top of Yasmin and started fucking her big, sexy, plump  tits.  His  precum  was  more  than  enough  lubrication,  each  hot  slide  between  the  perfect valley of her tits creating a hot schlucking noise that was music to Olivia’s ears. There was so very  much  of  his  bare  cock,  though,  that  Yasmin  could  take  it  into  her  mouth!  And  so  he  was fucking her tits and her mouth at the same time.

“Come,” he said to Olivia. “You will please me also.”

She came just hearing the command, automatically. There was nothing any female could ever do except cum helplessly, hearing such an amazingly dominant voice give orders.

She realized, looking at this Lord, that she had never really loved Gerald—the way he treated her, or more accurately, the way he dismissed her. She wanted him physically, though. And she was so, so, so perfectly in love with this new Master who knew how to abuse her and use her the way that a slaveslut like her really needed.

She  came  close  and  he  took  her  by  the  throat  and  forced  her  down  onto  Yasmin’s  tits,  ass first. So as he fucked Yasmin’s mouth and enormous breasts, Olivia’s clit also rode hard on his enormous shaft. His hand on her throat meant she had no choice but to guide her rhythm to the jerks  of  his  arm—though  of  course,  she  was  happy  knowing  that  she  was  acting  exactly  as  he liked.

She  and  Yasmin  began  orgasming  in  time,  their  bodies  so  completely  under  the  lustful control  of  their  Master.  They  could  not  do  anything  other  than  obey  and  cum,  obey  and  cum. Existing before him was obedience, and obedience was pleasure.

She  could  tell  he  was  going  to  cum  when  he  began  increasing  the  speed  of  his  strokes, tightening  his  grip  on  her  throat—though  of  course  she  knew  she  was  perfectly  safe,  having obeyed him in every way. The demon manhandled her entirely, fucking Yasmin’s big tits harder and harder and harder.

His  cumming  was  akin  to  a  volcanic  eruption.  The  ceiling  of  the  cellar  cracked  open, revealing  sunlight  from  the  cracked  roof  of  the  shop  above.  If  it  was  possible  for  the  two gorgeous babes to hear anything other than their own orgasmic cries, they would hear the chorus of orgasms exploding all at once from every person in town. The Master’s lust was unstoppable and insatiable.

His eruption of cum layered them in his steaming hot white goo, from head to toe he sprayed them  down  until  they  wore  suits  of  his  amazing  hot  seed.  He  tossed  Olivia  away  and,  still spurting wildly, filled up Yasmin with hot desperate strokes. She screamed wildly, loving it. He was doing it, finally. He was giving her the unholy child she had wanted for so long.

Olivia’s mind couldn’t handle it. It checked out entirely.

There  was  nothing  left  in  her  brain  except  an  enormous  pleasure  and  obedience  center.  All cognitive ability, all critical thinking, had been completely crushed by the onslaught of pleasure. Master  stroked  her  body  and  then  Yasmin’s  for  a  moment,  taking  in  deep  breaths  after  his overwhelming orgasm.

Covered  in  his  thick  cum  from  head  to  toe,  Yasmin  and  Olivia  began  kissing  hotly,  their mouths filling up with the extra sperm that had accumulated on their faces. Yasmin seemed more active than Olivia, more able to comprehend and create hot new creative thoughts for her Master, but it was so hard to notice such things when Yasmin was such a wonderful kisser. Yasmin even took some of the extra seed and shoved it up into Olivia's fertile cunt.

“You can bear his will too, love.”

Olivia, pregnant with a demon's heir? The thought was incredibly fucking appealing, and she couldn't explain why. She didn't care.

Lost  in  their  bliss  with  each  other,  they  failed  to  notice  their  Dark  Lord  making  his  way upstairs. There was a whole town out there, and soon a whole world, waiting to be bathed in his bliss just as they had been. It would be so very perfect, very soon.

# # #

The Shifter's Mate

 

This 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.”

* * * * *

Ten 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.

* * * * *

Bryce  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.

* * * * *

Somehow  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.”

* * * * *

In 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? He's going to mark her. Don’t you feel so lucky?”

“Lucky...” Maryse repeated. “...Master...”

Lauren’s  moans  increased  in  intensity  as  the  beast  shoved  his  huge  bare  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  inside  Lauren's  unprotected,  fertile  womb. After  several  jerking  spurts,  he  pulled  out  and  sprayed  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.

* * * * *

Lauren 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.

# # #




Innocent Before The Shifter

 

 

It 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.

* * * * *

Walking 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.”

* * * * *

Once 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.”

* * * * *

Alone 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.

* * * * *

It 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.”

* * * * *

Lauren 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 with his bare cock. 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 bare 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.

God,  no  one  was  using  any  protection.  They  could  all...they  could  all  just  get  so  fucking pregnant and somehow that made everything so much hotter.

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 fertile belly; Caleb unleashed inside of Lauren's sweet, hot cunt, filling her with his magically virile 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?

# # #




House Of The Shifter

 

 

It 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, fertile 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 bare 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.

* * * * *

There 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.

* * * * *

Felicia, 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.

* * * * *

Outside  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.

* * * * *

Caleb 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!  Get  her fucking pregnant, baby, please!”

“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.”

* * * * *

“Are 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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Her Mind, His Control – Stephanie's Public Bang

Stephanie knows for a fact that her beauty leaves everyone too stunned to ever say no to her. But then her boss shows her his new hypnotic device...and suddenly she just HAS to say yes to everything HE says, including sex in public!

 

Risky Threesomes – 2 Women, 1 Man, 0 Rules

The beautiful, pregnant Anne is dead-set on keeping her alpha hunk husband happy in her home...even if it means she has to seduce her best friend Tatiana into a threesome! But Tatiana doesn't want a fling...she wants to be owned, permanently!

 

Maid Made Bare 4: Serving The Biker Gang

Rugged, hard-as-nails biker stud Pace discovers the only way to bring his fractured gang together is by having them all gangbang a gorgeously fertile lactating bimbo maid!

 

Maid Made Bare 6: Scoring With The Football Team

A deadly serious businesswoman is transformed into a sex-loving bimbo and served up to the very football team that she owns!

 

Paid & Laid – The Interview

Voluptuous beauty Shannon earns a new job by seducing, sucking, and screwing everyone in an office!

 

In Her Bag

A business-minded young woman arrives at her hotel with the wrong bag of clothes. Soon, she finds out that the clothes are very special, and transform her into a cock-loving, giggling bimbo babe.

Her Alpha, Unleashed

The secretly submissive Elly and dormantly dominant William meet and feel instant heat―little do they know, they both possess enormous hidden powers that make them completely perfect for one another! But where did all this power come from?

 

Dark Passions of the Billionaire

This erotica is novel-length! Lost in lust for her rich, studly boss, Sophia begins a twisted, erotic game of seduction—even seducing her best friend into a threesome to win her boss's heart!

 

Fertile Fantasies – Teaching Teresa

Two billionaire college hunks hit the jackpot when they hire a live-in maid who is desperate to show them how well she can be their fertile sex slave!

 

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

 

Bare Bodies – A Bundle Without Protection

Risky sex, breeding, impregnation, and NINE stories in all!

The Step Secret Bundle

A hot virgin cheerleader loses her cherry to her man of the house...and loves it so much that she wants all her hot friends to bang her stud too!

The Steps To Control Series

A hypnotic pendant swings its way through a family unit, leaving sex slaves and deflowered virgin beauties in its wake.

The Taboo Confessions Series

The prettiest girl in town only wants TWO alpha males to dominate her completely and get her pregnant...her Men of the House.

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2014

This bundle contains FIVE of Nadia Nightside's hottest, dirtiest stories from the year of 2014, featuring hot gang bangs, giggly bimbos, innocent virgin babes, hot taboo situations, and hot alpha studs.

The Maid For Pleasure Bundle

Mr. Castle has a way with women, and that way is to make them giggly, happy, servile sex-crazy bimbos who are desperate to serve and make babies!

The Maid For Pleasure Bundle 2

THREE hot bimbofied tales of servile women serving their new owners any way they can, including gang bangs and get their fertile bodies pregnant!

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

 

Subscribe  to  the  Nadia  Nightside  New  Release  Newsletter  for  a  private  link  to  THREE completely  free  stories  available  ONLY  for  subscribers!  Not  only  that,  but  you'll  receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!

 

Hope to hear from you soon!

Did you love Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories? Then you should read Paid & Laid:

A Taboo Heir by Nadia Nightside!

[image: ]

 

Absolutely  rich,  absolutely  beautiful,  and  absolutely  snobbish,  the  brand  new  adult  Audray has  always  gotten  her  way,  and  she’s  never  once  had  to  doing  anything  sexual  to  get  it.  When Kimberly, the sexy and mature woman Audray has known her whole life, comes home with the hunky dominating billionaire Jefferson, Audray thinks this new stud will do whatever she wants. After  all,  Audray  is  so  beautiful  that  most  men  fall  all  over  themselves  to  please  her.  But Jefferson isn’t most men.

First, Jefferson humiliates and kicks out the old man of the house, with Kimberly cheering him on. Then, Jefferson tells Audray he’ll pay her one million dollars if she will perform hot, erotic, sexual favors for him…including carrying his heir. Jefferson wants Audray to recognize him as her new Man of the House…and he’s willing to use Audray’s deep-seated, taboo attraction for Kimberly  to  get  whatever  he  wants.  Before  long,  it  becomes  quite  clear  that  the  only  way  this erotic situation can be resolved is with a forbidden three-way explosion of lust.

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.




[image: ]


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:

http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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