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Trophy Wife Initiative – A Bundle

NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, discussions, access to the author (that’s me!), and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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RECENT RELEASES
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WATCH ME – EVIL SHRINK

Trying to find some way to stop himself from gathering more slaves,  accidental harem-owner Dennis seeks out a psychiatrist to hopefully drug him until his curse ends. Except...he managed to find the one gorgeous shrink who thinks the way he wants to control people is really sexy, and who knows how to get into his head to make him think the same way...
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HYPNO HEADSET – A BUNDLE

The entire Hypno Headset saga is collected here in this sensationally sensual bundle! A wicked teacher uses hypnotizing headphones to transform the hottest students and teachers at a prestigious dance academy into his evil sexual servants. 
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JUST 18 DELIGHTS – A Bundle

Barely legal virgins are brought under the thrall of massively-endowed alpha hunks in all eighteen of these gloriously sexy stories about unprotected sex!
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HAREM FAERIE TALES - Bimborella

An erotic twist on a classic. She's the plain-faced sister of two ultra-hot princesses chosen to be the Evil King's brides. When her Bimbo Godmother makes her an offer to set things right, she can hardly refuse, even if it means transforming her body into a temple of sensual lust...

––––––––
[image: image]


FERTILE DELIGHTS – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of gorgeous young babes being knocked up by unprotected sex with alpha male studs!
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SUCCUBUS HAREM – THE Bundle

He's just a regular guy trying to build up enough money to buy a restaurant. When his latest customer—a mind-melting sex bomb—begs to be his immortal slave and to provide him with all the sexual service he could ever want, will he even be able to stop breeding her to figure out what the heck is happening?
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WATCH ME – MAN OF THE House

Brooke is desperate to show Dennis she's his good girl now, no matter what he says about “accidentally” mind controlling her and transforming her body into a sex bomb of lusty delights. 
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BIMBO PACKAGES – THE Total Package

Three scintillating tales of hot, arousing devices and dolls sent to the wrong address, making for a lusty comedy of errors. 
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HAREM DESIRES – A BUNDLE

The gorgeous, fertile women in these TWENTY stories were made to be in the harem of one strong, alpha male. Each story details their descent into depravity and spiritual ascent into finding their true purpose in worshiping cock. 
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HAREM FAERIE TALES – Succ-U Bus

With a deadly blizzard incoming, a pair of adventurers must resort to a deal with a demon queen to save themselves and risk venturing on a transport full of gorgeous, horny, soul-sucking vixens!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

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

Honestly, I do. That’s part of what makes today so fucking difficult. 

We’re standing at the door, together, hand in hand. Our house is small, but in the years since we’ve bought it, we’ve done our best to make it our own. We added a garden with a lovely stone walkway, and installed a new kitchen with  marble tiles, and in this entryway that we stand in now we’ve put in beautiful wide-panel wood flooring that we spent months picking out. The sunlight that comes in from the window over the door shines brighter now, reflecting off the glossy varnish of the floor, and even with the lights off, in early morning, our house is sunny and welcoming. 

Paying for the upgrades was difficult at first, after the Protection Act made it illegal for women to hold jobs outside of low-salary, gendered positions like secretaries, nurses, and teachers; but then there was the Equality Act that raised male pay across the board by fifty percent, so things evened out a bit. That a lot of that extra money is built off the backs of women forced into indentured servitude positions at government buildings is something I try not to think too much about. 

Joan, my wife, wanted to close all the windows. Lock the doors. Take off; maybe leave the country. 

I said, Honey, they’ll lock us up.

They’re going to turn me into a slave!

You know I won’t let that happen. Let’s just take this...thing for a day or two and then try to start sending her back. Tell them it’s not working out. 

Everyone we know has one and it’s “working out.” The new wives are pregnant inside a week! You’re not even supposed to know you’re pregnant for like a month, and somehow—

Then she was too upset and had to sit and gather her thoughts. She doesn’t do well with being upset; her heart beats too fast and her vocal chords close up. Her adrenaline shuts down her brain; a lot of panic reactions to very basic things. It’s something we’ve had to account for, especially now when so much of society panics her. 

Joan is a lovely woman. Brunette, blue-eyed, and with an easy wonderful smile when she bothers to show it. She’s put on a few pounds over the years, but who hasn’t? We’re nearing middle-age together and we eat plenty healthy and do some vigorous erotic cardio a couple of times a month. 

She’s also never been able to give us a child, despite us trying. That means we’re at the forefront of the Party’s efforts to boost the population. 

I tried to dress up a little for this event, a button-up shirt and tie and suit trousers; Joan dressed down: sweats and sneakers. She refuses to see how important it is to just play along, to not be noticed by these sexist maniacs in charge of things. 

We hear the car drive up, and then the engine stopping. There’s a shuffling of car doors and equipment being unpacked. Joan’s hand on mine is a death grip, otherwise I’d peek out the window. Maybe greet the new girl outside. 

Why be a snob, why be an asshole? She’s probably just as unhappy about this as we are. Why would anyone want to dissolve our marriage? 

Finally, the knock. It’s delicate, yet firm. A patient ringing of the doorbell one time. So far, it’s playing out just like the video they sent us to prepare us—Joan says “to indoctrinate us”—for the arrival; I can imagine the perfectly manicured nail pressing just so on our ringer. 

I move to answer the door, and Joan tugs me back.

“Don’t,” says Joan. “Please.”

She’s been crying a lot and it shows. Her hair is a mess. Puffy face. No make-up.

“We have to,” I say. “You know we have to.”

She’s holding back tears, again, but she nods. 

Outside, Ingrid waits patiently and attentively. She’s wearing the standard Trophy Wife Initiative outfit; the one they show you in all the billboards and political ads. A bright white dress with tall, tall red heels. The dress is strapless, held together with frilly sheer shoulder-sleeves, and hugs tightly to her substantial breasts. 

Her cleavage on full display; her clavicles shining and prominent, like arrows pointing down to the mind-boggling, gravity-defying globes of her tits nearly popping out of her tiny dress. Legs that go on until the next election, polished and shiny and inviting like the rest of her. Her hair is golden and blonde, framing her face just so and draping down to the halfway point of her back. Every minute movement she makes encourages her hair to shimmer, like visual wind chimes. 

Bright, happy, obedient, vibrant blue eyes stare possessively at me. She holds a small custom-made purse at her waist, drawing her shoulders together and of course making her posture all the more invitational. 

She is clearly young—the profile they sent ahead of time let me know she was eighteen. And her youth—her gorgeous, mature, knowing youth fucks me up straightaway. So much of her life ahead of her and all of it devoted to me. One cannot help but compare her youthful vibrant beauty and the dour, sour, pissy, doughy appearance of Joan.

Fuck.

She’s like every crush of every celebrity or supermodel I’ve ever wanted, all rolled into one amazing, bright-eyed package, staring at me with all the adoration of a long-lost love. Like she’s written me one hundred and forty-four sonnets a day for eighteen years and now she’s finally face-to-face with me. Confidence oozes from her, but also wanton lust. Arrogance, but also whimpering submissiveness.

Fuck.

I nearly say it out loud. I want to. Right away, Ingrid makes me want to do things. But Joan is right there, and I love my wife—even if she’s not technically my wife anymore and the only way I could get them to let her stay in my home was by filling out a fifty-page application for her to become my domestic servant—and I can’t embarrass her like that.

“Oh, darling,” says Ingrid. “I’m so happy to see you. May I please come in?”

Her voice is so svelte and smooth and sweet, it’s hard to describe exactly. It’s like the form of the perfect female voice given shape. 

“Yes,” I smile, holding out a hand. “Please. I’m Frederick.”

She slides my hand around the small of her back and hugs herself tight to my body. One long leg pushes up my thigh and hip and I can feel how automatically wet and warm she is from my presence. 

“I’m so completely lost for you, my love.” Her plush, powdery lips brush against mine.  “I’m so glad to meet you.”

Her voice is low enough that it seems like she might be trying to keep Joan from hearing, but it’s obvious Joan does. My wife—my real wife, Joan—groans in frustration at this display. I can feel Ingrid smiling against my cheek, sliding her lips down against my chin and jaw before drawing away. Her tits remain firmly pressed against my chest and she turns to Joan. 

“You’re the servant girl, right?” She doesn’t wait for a response, pointing outside to the veritable mountain of luggage she brought along. “There’s my bags. Won’t you be a dear and help?”

She says it specifically, as if Joan herself is the help—which I suppose, technically, she is. 

Joan stares daggers at me, and I try to withdraw from Ingrid. It’s like attempting to pull myself out of quicksand, though. Maybe quicksand that’s in love with me from being grown in a lab somewhere in North Dakota; or at least, that’s where the rumors say they grow these girls. 

I’m about to say I’ll help too—but then Joan, shocking me, withdraws from my grip and nods. 

“I...I’ll help.”

Even she seems surprised at having said it. 

“Dear?” says Ingrid, snaking around me further and giving my ass a light, delighted squeeze. “What is it the help should say when given a request?”

She asks this to me—I’m the one who matters to her, but it’s directed at Joan and we all know it. Joan gulps. She watched the learning video, same as me, but there’s no way she actually says it, right?

“Remember, love?” Ingrid smiles gorgeously. She does everything gorgeously. “This is a Party Family now, and I’ll be making weekly reports.”

Joan looks down at the ground and lets out a long, pained sigh. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

Ingrid smiles brightly. “That’s so much better.” 

Then I witness a small transformation. Ingrid is so close to me—and so impossible to look away from—that I can see her every expression. The bright, expectant smile she has on for Joan shifts into a superior, smug sneer watching Joan go and fetch the bags. Then she turns to me, and the sneer fades, smiling again—but this time genuinely, nothing fake like the one she delivered to Joan.

“Now,” she says brightly, tits heaving into my arm, her hands massaging one of mine. “I know I’m a bit late for brekky, but would it be all right with you if I made you brunch, Husband?”

* * * * *
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BY LAW, WE HAVE TO sleep in the same bed. If we don’t, she’ll report us. 

I try to play it cool. I usually sleep in the nude, an old habit from my single living that Joan encouraged. She said she liked the warmth of my skin on hers, even though she usually slept in t-shirts and pajama pants. 

But instead, tonight, I’ve got on a full set of silk pajamas I bought specifically in advance of this. I’m waiting in the bed, on top of the covers, content to treat this like the imposition that it is. 

All I have to do is resist Ingrid for a few days. After that, per the law, I have every right to dissolve the arranged marriage on grounds of irreconcilable differences. 

How hard could it be? my past-self thought. Joan and I spend several nights a week without having sex; I don’t even have to make it a full week. 

Well, let me tell you, past-self, you fucking moron. You’ve been served and waited on hand-and-foot all fucking day long by a supernaturally, hyper-gorgeous woman genetically designed to turn you on. She insisted on spoon-feeding you the ice cream she made—by hand—and that was only after insisting on snuggling up against you for the entire evening while you watched the game. 

Yes, Ingrid insists a lot. She doesn’t say she’s insisting, and she doesn’t sound like she’s insisting, but golly, she sure gets her way: 

Please, Husband, won’t you let me slide the spoon in your mouth? I want to see how your tongue works. I’m sure it’s so talented. I’m just so in love with everything about your face. You won’t deny me this simple pleasure, will you? I’m sure I’ll be less clingy in a few days, though gosh, it’s so hard to imagine how when you’re so perfectly handsome. Won’t you please, please let me just try out sliding this delicious ice cream I made just for you into your mouth one time? If you don’t like it, we can stop, I promise. 

Her voice, her insistence, feels like she’s confidently and knowingly stroking the cock of my brain. And all the time, no matter what she says, her cleavage is on full display, the incredible impact of her L-shaped jawline utterly shaming the best of any attempts Joan has ever had in looking sexy for me. And that’s just her jawline—let alone her tremendous thigh gap, her perfectly fit and thin and defined arms, her total lack of hair anywhere that isn’t her scalp, the shiny soft supple nature of her skin...

Fuck.

All day, Joan was kept in the adjoining room, most of the time. On call. Once or twice an hour, Ingrid would call her in to do something menial—refill our drinks, dust a piece of furniture, fetch a blanket. Joan would obey, crying and puffy-faced and furious, but meekly issuing out a Yes, Ma’am nonetheless. 

And all the while, Ingrid crawled all over me, all day long, stroking my legs and whispering in my ears. Putting herself on display for me, and showcasing herself against Joan. To be honest, some of it is rather fuzzy. I think something have been in the food—

“H-husband? Is it all right if I join you?”

She appears in the doorway connecting the bedroom to the bathroom. Her form—cartoonishly perfect with its long legs, narrow waist, fertile hips, and expansive bust—is clad in scorching hot white bridal lingerie. Her hair, somehow utterly perfect, soft, and smooth despite the long day of sliding her fit young body all over mine, drips down to one side.

I realize now it was quite a mistake to not order her to turn all the lights off. We should have been in the dark. 

But then I wouldn’t have been able to see this. This gorgeous lingerie-clad teenager brimming with lustful love just for me.

“Fuck. Yes. Fuck.”

The words escape my mouth before I can bring them back. 

She struts to the bed and slides in and before I can say anything, she’s snuggling against me. My cock is hard, straining, eager for her touch. It’s clearly tenting my pajamas. 

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of a man like you,” she whispers, clinging tight to me. “I can’t believe it. You’re so obviously virile. We’re going to make such good babies for the party. We’ll be the absolute image of the Perfect Party Family. You’re so strong and handsome, how could we not?” 

She strokes my cheek and then my chest, massaging my pecs. She’s whispering in my ear, but each time she speaks, her lips are wet. Like she’s kissing the words as they enter my brain. 

“Now, Ingrid. Listen. See here...”

“Is it all right with you that I’m a virgin?”

I can’t help it. I groan. I had heard rumors, but for a girl like this, so fucking sexy, to be a virgin...

“Is it okay that I’m just barely eighteen?”

Fuck!

“I just want to make sure it’s okay.” Her hands slide across my crotch, fingers dancing against the thick shaft of my cock. “I need to know you think it’s perfectly acceptable that I’m as gorgeous as I am, and a virgin, and only just eighteen, and absolutely obsessed with being your loving, servile, obedient wifepet. Is that okay, my love?" She locks eyes with me. "I'm going to be beautiful for such a long time, you know."

My hips clench and thrust involuntarily, and she definitely notices. 

“I know you must have fucked so many girls, Husband.” The thought makes her bite a lip and close her eyes, like she’s just eaten a rich piece of delicious chocolate. “I know I’m just your latest conquest. How could you not have fucked so many? It’s obvious how virile you are. Did the serving girl bring them to you nightly, like she should have?”

She means Joan, of course. I try to bring myself back to this conversation. She’s steamrolling again, like she did all day. 

“No. Nothing like that. You have to listen, see, we’re not—”

“That’s ridiculous.” There’s fire in her voice and eyes now. Anger. “Why did she think she deserved you? I’m clearly much more beautiful than her. Aren’t I, Husband?”

I groan. I don’t know how to answer that. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” She insists. “It’s hardly insulting to her if it’s just a statement of fact, isn’t that so? Would she really be insulted if you acknowledged a simple, biological fact—that I’m built better than her?”

Ugh. Joan is a realist. I suppose it wouldn’t be so bad...

“No. That...that’s not so bad.”

“Then would you say it? I’m more beautiful than the help, aren’t I?”

Fuck. The poison in her voice when she mentions Joan, it makes me so lusty. Like any married couple, Joan and I have had troubles. There are old wounds. To be promised that those wounds don’t matter—that a gorgeous eighteen year-old virgin is desperate to suck them away from my life... 

My head swims. 

“Yes. Yes, obviously you are. But that’s not the point. You see...”

I trail off, looking deep into her eyes. Somehow, even in the dim light, they’re bright and shining blue. Something...something in them makes me lose all my train of thought.

“When it’s just us, just the two of us, Husband? May I please ask you a favor?”

“Yes.” Her thigh is thin and slender and pressing on my cock. 

I don’t say the Anything, but I mean it.

“May I call you Master?”

I groan. This is too much, too fast, too far. She’s so serious, so committed, so needing and perfect and beautiful. 

“Did I say something wrong, Husband?”

I shove my head under my pillow. “No. Nothing wrong.”

“Would you like to consummate tonight?”

“No.” I try to think of what Joan says sometimes. “I have a headache. I’m sorry. Tomorrow, maybe.”

“Yes, Husband.”

She slips away from me just so—though I can still feel her obvious nearness—and begins to moan softly. After a moment, I hear the gentle, unmistakable sounds of her long fingers pleasuring her pussy. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” 

“I have to cum, Husband.” The schlicking sounds continue apace. “Didn’t you watch the video? If I don’t cum at least nightly, I’ll expire. And I can’t have that. I’m so understanding that you’re not ready yet to fuck me stupid and breed my young, fertile, teenage body full of your babies. But I do need to stay alive, don’t I?”

She continues to finger herself through the entire explanation, her voice becoming softer and breathier all the while. I groan and turn away again. Of course I remember the videos instructing me on this part—on her needing to orgasm. They put it in a more sterile way, of course. Something about “enjoying the wifely pleasure of knowing her total patriarchal submission at least once nightly.” 

I don’t know if Joan has known the “wifely pleasure” even semi-annually; she gets really in her head about cumming. It’s hard not to take it personally. 

“Oh, Husband...” Ingrid begins to moan. One of her hands reaches out wildly for me, taking a hold of my arm. “Oh Husband! Husband! You’re so strong!”

Her voice gets louder and louder. I think of Joan in the room next door; she’s sure to hear her. 

“Husband! My Husband! My strong, strong Husband! Oh my King! My King! My Husband King! Oh my god, yes!” Her body bucks now, thrashing wildly in the bed. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, yes! Yes! Yes! Oh Husband, yes!”

She throws herself into me and I can’t help but hold her. Her cumming, thrashing body slides up and down on my cock. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Yes, my King!”

This perfect example of feminine beauty is rubbing herself all up and down my stiff cock. All that’s between her sparkling hot, bare wet cunt and my huge throbbing member are her lingerie and my pajamas. My cock pushes hard against the fabric against her cunt—she’s guided it there. 

I can’t help it. She’s so fucking hot. Her tits are right in my face. She’s whispering everything I've ever wanted to hear. I've got to blow.

“You don’t have to fuck me,” she whispers. “But you need to cum. Please cum. Cum with me. Oh my god, please cum with me, Master. My Husband. Please?”

I can’t help myself. I had no idea it would be like this. Her submission. Her need. Her beauty. Moaning, gasping, in marvel at Ingrid's beauty, I unload, spilling my seed all over the front of my pajamas. She cums at the same time, and I can feel her pussy pulsating on top of my exposed cock. 

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers in my ear. “Thank you so much. Thank you, Daddy.”

Purring, sighing, and raking her teeth across my shoulder, Ingrid curls in close to me and the two of us drift in what is lawfully described as marital bliss. 

* * * * *
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I WAIT UNTIL SHE’S firmly asleep and then sneak downstairs, away from her gloriously sexy, warm body to do something, anything, to alleviate my erection. 

Yes, I’m still hard. I don’t understand it. I came as hard as I can remember ever cumming. Usually it fucks me up for at least half a day or even more. Now I’m sporting the thick, hot wood of a porn star. It’s stubborn and sensitive.

Joan is waiting for me downstairs in the breakfast nook, already glaring daggers at the tent sticking out from my pajama pants and the dried mess around it from my cum and Ingrid’s juices. 

“We didn’t fuck,” I say quickly. “I promise. I held off.”

“Didn’t stop her from enjoying herself, did it?” She looks contemptuously at my cock. “Or you, I suppose.”

“Hey, this is not me enjoying myself. This isn’t great for me either, you know.”

“Oh, yes, I’m sure it’s truly painful to be attended to like the grand sultan all day. When are you going to submit that recension form?”

I sigh, sitting down across from Joan. “You know I can’t yet. I have to wait a few days. Let them think we gave it an honest shot. Then I’ll send it in—”

“—And who know when they’ll even answer it? The next day? I doubt it. If we’re lucky, it’s a week.”

“Then it’s a week, then.”

“And what if it’s a month? Longer? You’re already barely keeping your hands off her.”

“I can’t help it, babe. You’ve seen her. You’ve...you’re doing what she wants, too.”

“That’s...” she straightens. Tears suddenly in her eyes. God help me, it makes me even harder to see her difficulty. “That’s different. You don’t understand. I can hear her voice in my head, reverberating, it’s so loud, and it doesn’t go away unless—”

“An employee meeting, I suppose?”

Ingrid appears in the kitchen, turning on the surface light over the stove. She’s wearing heels, still, and the lingerie, but with a soft pink robe to cover up. Although “cover up” means her cleavage is still peeking through and her legs are on full display. Really, it’s just one more ornament on the ornament. 

She has a cup of coffee in her hand, and smiles as she struts over and hands it to me. She gives me a kiss on the cheek, and I know it’s for Joan’s “benefit.”

“I really don’t want the help sitting at my breakfast nook.” She sneers at Joan. “It’s improper. Got that, dearie?” 

Joan, like a robot, stands up and backs away. Her face flinching, like she’s been struck. 

“Y-yes. Yes ma’am. Sorry, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”\

I can see how much she hates obeying Ingrid, and how much she hates not having a choice. The threat of Ingrid’s reports would land Joan in a re-education camp or worse. And even beyond that, I think it’s something biological, something in Ingrid’s voice or smell that makes Joan—

Ingrid sits on my lap, grinding her petite, well-formed ass on my throbbing cock. Her tits directly in my face.

“I think that will be all,” says Ingrid, “don’t you, dearie?”

Joan waits just a moment and then retreats. I can see the tears forming in her eyes; my heart goes out for her, but my cock stays right on target with Ingrid. I’m still so fucking hard from earlier; how do you sit in a bed next to a gorgeous woman cumming herself stupid, calling out your name, and not be hard? I don’t know what to do.

Ingrid is so much fucking prettier than Joan. It’s so hard to ignore when they’re side by side in my sight line, and Ingrid knows it, and shows it off constantly. And god help me, that makes turns me on too. 

Joan is right. I don’t know if I can make this celibacy last a month. I don’t know if I can make it last a week. 

I look down at my coffee; there’s swirls of cream inside. 

“I don’t take it with milk, actually.”

“Really?” she smiles, guiding the cup up to my nose. “Won’t you give it a try? I prepared it especially for you.”

It goes down smooth, warm, and calming. It’s the best coffee I’ve ever had.

* * * * *
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LESS THAN AN HOUR LATER, I’m in the bathroom, just finally having extricated myself from Ingrid and cumming into a few pieces of bathroom tissue. 

I tried, I really did. I tried even to say her name. But I couldn’t think of Joan when I came. I could only think of my wife—only Ingrid. 

It’s like she has a spell on me. 

And my cock...my cock is just as hard as ever. My orgasm was intense; I felt the streams of my cum barely restrained by the tissues in my hand. But even after washing my hands, drying off, and taking a few deep breaths, I’m still incredibly hard. I don’t know entirely what to do about it; my first thought is to go talk to Joan to see if she’ll help. She’s mad at me, but maybe she’ll see reason. If I’m this hard around Ingrid, there’s no telling what will happen. 

But when I open the door, Ingrid is there. I’m not even all the way surprised. 

“I don’t want you to think you have to do that by yourself,” she says, tsking just slightly. 

She lets her robe drop down and somehow, she’s even more stunning than she was before. In the pale light of the early morning, her beauty is utterly captivating. Warm, inviting, sympathetic. She knows I’m in need. A good wife. 

“I don’t want to fuck,” I say lamely, barely meaning it.

“Shhh,” she says, pushing me against the door frame. “I know. Let me take care of you.”

Her hand wraps around my cock. Her grip is warm, soft, and sure. She’s stroking before I can say anything, and by the time I can, I don’t want to anymore. I’m exhausted and horny and she’s gorgeous and holy fuck her tits are so huge and inviting...

“That’s it,” she whispers. “Look at my pretty titties. They’re just for you to look at, you know. Well, for you to look at and others to see and be jealous of. Jealous like that old hag is jealous of me. Have you seen the way she looks at me? The venom in her eyes? She hates me so thoroughly and it’s all because I’m taking what’s hers. Only she was never brave enough to take it for herself, was she? She should have been calling you Master. You like it, don’t you?”

Her lips are pushed against my chin and cheek and lips; she’s kissing me with every word.

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll call you all that the time, Master. She was too cowardly to give you what you want. But I’m not. I’ll give it to you all day. Every day. All the time. I love it. I’m not placating you. It makes me wet. Feel.”

Her free hand takes mine and wraps it around her firm, tight ass, pushing my fingers against her cunt. God, she’s tiny. She’s sopping wet. Gasping now, she keep stroking and starts kissing me full on the lips. Her tongue sliding through to mine. God help me, I start kissing her back. 

After a while, I force myself to pull away. She tastes so good. Nothing should taste as good or as sweet as her. 

Her eyes shine with sympathetic triumph; she knows she's getting her way, but she isn't not going to hold it over my head. God, she's a good partner.

“You resisted, darling. You resisted for so long. They tell us in training that most men won’t even last an hour. You did your best. You were so strong. No one could have lasted as long as you. You’re so strong...I have such a strong husband. Did she ever tell you how strong you are?”

I groan. “No. Never.”

“I love you, Master. I love you like she can’t or won’t. I’m so eager, so needy for you, can’t you see that? Doesn’t it make you hard?”

We kiss for a long time. My fingers slide easily into her warm, wet folds, and I try to ignore how it’s just inches between my hard cock and her willing, needful cunt. 

I try. God help me, I try. 

“We can’t...fuck...”

“I know, darling. I’m an obedient wife. I obey my Master.”

I groan. 

“So we’ll take it at whatever pace you want. But you want to cum for me, don’t you? Don’t you want to cum right now?”

My hips are spasming. I really do. 

“Cum for me, Master. Please? Please cum for me? I’ll lick it up, and—”

It doesn't take much. I only went to the bathroom because I was already so painfully close. I lose it, and cum once more. She pools her hands in front of the spray, gathering it all up even as she kisses me deeply.

Then, as I breathe and recover, I watch her lick it up off her hands, hungrily. 

“Master is so kind to give me breakfast,” she says cheerily. “Give me a few minutes to clean up, and I’ll make yours, yes, Master?”

I nod, head spinning. I would have agreed to anything; I’m lucky all that's all she asked to do. 

* * * * *
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A WEEK OR SO LATER, I’m sitting in the living room with sports on. I’m only dimly aware that I used to not even watch sports. But something about seeing men hit each other draws me in, gets the juices flowing. 

It’s the arena stuff, the one without pads and with all the weapons. Hellball. The national sport ever since the Party took over, you know what it is. Deaths are common, injuries even more so. At work, I wear a red pocket square in my suit to signify my team. We’ve divvied up the cubicles so that all our teams sit next to each other; there’s more Reds than anyone else and it’s easy to growl and snarl at the Blues and Greens. 

They’re such fucking pussies, the other colors. It’s hard not to take advantage. Yesterday morning, I shoved a Blue into the copier and emptied his wallet before high-fiving another Red. 

I was so fucking hard I had to call Ingrid to tell her what I did—she thanked me, told me how proud she was of me, and talked me off while I jacked off in my cubicle. I have to call her at least three times a day, otherwise I’m too fucking horny to get any work done. 

Ingrid sits on top of me as I watch the Reds clean house. She’s already finished making dinner for the day—she makes such beautifully elegant, lovely dinners, and I eat every last morsel—and she snuggles me and strokes me. 

Usually in the evening, she’s in the living room waiting with the sports already on; by the time I sit down, feel her gorgeous teenage body up, and adjust her so she can stroke me comfortably, I forget that I originally wanted to watch someone else. 

She seems to like the Hellball as well. Strong men hitting each other for the enjoyment of a crowd. 

You’re stronger than any of them, she moans in my ear. You could take them on. You could take each one. You’re so strong, Husband. I’m so lucky to have such a strong Husband. Have I told you how lucky I feel, all the time? It makes me want to cry sometimes, I’m so happy and grateful. Only I don’t have to, because I’m allowed to stroke you off whenever you need.

This is the compromise position we’ve come to. I won’t fuck her, but she can give me soulful, loving handjobs a few times a day. There’s one to wake up to, one before I leave for work, one when I come home in the midday for lunch (I can’t seem to stomach anything that’s not her cooking these last few days), one when I come home from work for the day, the one now—after dinner—that is so thoroughly excellent and probably my favorite, and one before bed. 

That’s not so much; it’s certainly better than fucking her outright. Just what, two or three a day? 

Numbers are getting difficult to keep track of lately; probably a problem with my job as an accountant, but Ingrid figures if it becomes a real problem I can just bully one of the stupid fucking Greens to do it. They’re all such little nerds and made to do the menial work of Reds like me.

After two or three days of the stroke routine, I did start to let Ingrid suck me dry at the end. I’m not a monster. She seemed to need it so much. But just at the end; I’ve got principles. 

It’s not really a blowjob, even if she stays latched on long enough at the end for me to get ready to cum again and sucks me all the way through. And Ingrid pointed out—rightly, she’s pretty sharp—that my cock has been growing like the rest of me, and if she strokes me with her hand while she sucks the other half of my shaft, that’s still basically just a handjob. It’s all above board. 

Joan agrees, though it’s kind of simple to get her to agree to anything these days.

She’s a shell of her former self. She’s been losing weight—I don’t think Ingrid is remembering to feed her like I’ve asked her to, despite a few stern talks about it—and there are heavy bags under her eyes. Her hair is going gray around the temples, and her cheeks are gaunt. She looks like a war prisoner. 

Two or three days ago, she pulled me aside and talked to me in a very urgent whisper.

We’ve got to get rid of her. Do something while the paperwork is filed!

Right. The paperwork. 

I wasn’t thinking straight; it was just about time for Ingrid to come stroke me. When I get hard, my thinking gets real loaded and lust-drunk, and all I could really think of were Ingrid’s tits. She had been wearing this tiny little pink sweater...

You filed it, right?

Well. It’s a lot of pages.

You’re an accountant! You said you did paperwork for fun! 

It’s a lot. I’ll get to it. It’s been busy.

Do you love her?

What? 

It’s a simple question. She’s jacking you off ten times a day. Do you love your new “wife?”

You’re being really mouthy. Ingrid told me you’d be upset if I took time to myself and did the paperwork when I was ready to.

Of course I’d be upset! What do you—

Then Ingrid showed, wearing that tiny sweater and heels and nothing else. Joan is so cowed by her; it’s a wonder to see. Her shoulders sink in and down; her gaze falls. Ingrid doesn’t beat her; there’s no physical abuse at all; but that’s how Joan looks. Like a slave who has been beaten so often that she knows her next word might be her last. It makes me so hard. This dumb bitch thinks she has some kind of hold on me when I’m jacked off by the hottest woman alive whenever I want.

The living room is dark now, and Joan stands at the doorway in shadow. Ingrid likes her there “in case there’s a mess.” There’s never a mess; I’ve never met anyone as careful and meticulous as Ingrid. The house is constantly as polished, shiny, and precise as she is. She keeps the cleanest kitchen I’ve ever seen, showroom clean, and all the same she has Joan on her hands and knees mega-scrubbing it every single night. I don’t think she gets to sleep much.

On top of me now, Ingrid wears soft, delicate lingerie. It’s smoky red, a push-up bra (which she hardly needs) and tiny lace panties and bright white heels. She’s taken to wearing lingerie every night at dinner while she forks and spoons the food into my mouth. She parades all day in the skimpiest, sexiest outfits she can put on—skirts and tiny dresses and sheer tops—and then caps off the last six to eight hours of the day in delicate, “wifely” lingerie because “that’s how a good wife should treat her hard-working man.” 

She feeds me because she says she loves to watch me eat. I resisted at first, but it made her so profoundly and obviously sad that I didn’t see the harm; it doesn’t hurt that she ritually and rhythmically grinds her tiny, perfectly-formed ass on my hard cock as she slides the food into my mouth. 

Her tits leak milk all throughout dinner—the only hint of a mess there ever is in the house—and she says it’s because she’s regularly donating the milk. 

I haven’t seen a pump, and I don’t see any bags or anything in the freezer. I’m suspecting her titty milk is one of the main ingredients in all the ice cream she serves me as dessert; maybe part of the pasta; maybe it’s just the milk she gives me with dinner. I should care more, but I don’t. It’s delicious. 

So. We’re in the living room, the only light coming from the Hellball game. The Reds are winning, of course. My guys always win. They regularly fuck the cheerleaders between plays; but don’t worry, the camera only catches that on the overhead shots. It’s not pornographic, except sometimes during half-time or during commercials or if the camera man just forgets he’s not supposed to film it or if they score a goal (which they do all the time) or if it’s a really hot bit of fucking. 

Ingrid sort of kneels, sort of sits on my lap. Facing me. Stroking me, of course. Her tits pushed against my arm, leaking milk down my chest. I’m naked. I figured a few days ago that my pants only got in the way of Ingrid’s work, and that having a shirt on only gives Joan more laundry to do. I don’t want to be rude; I’m not a monster. 

Ingrid is oohing and ahhing over my hard, muscular body, lavishing praise on how handsome and perfect and strong I am. I know it’s true, but it sometimes makes me a bit self-conscious to hear her say it. But then I get hornier—especially with her stroking me—and I crave it all the more. 

Ingrid leans over to the glass of wine she brought in to the living room with her. It surprised me when she made it; usually I just drink straight from her tits if I’m really thirsty (don’t get excited, it’s only seven or eight times a night, nothing excessive), and she usually drinks...well...me. 

Casually, she holds the wine out in front of the couch and then deliberately pours it all out. 

“Oopsie.” She simpers. “Dearie, won’t you be a help and clean that up?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That’s the first time I’ve heard Joan call her Mistress. It makes my cock jump in Ingrid’s hand, but only for a moment—because the second Joan comes directly before us, Ingrid slips her mouth over my cock entirely. 

I’m stunned; this is a level of intimate allowance that Ingrid has heretofore not allowed herself. Her mouth only slips over my cock when she’s cleaning up my cum as I mentioned. 

Joan looks at me. She’s come to begrudgingly accept the way I explained the permissiveness of Ingrid’s stroking allowance. She knows this is way beyond the pale. The betrayal in her eyes is utterly palpable. She’s going to cry. She drops to her knees, half out of desperation for me—mouthing please—and half out of her compelled obedience to Ingrid. 

Ingrid, meanwhile, does something utterly brilliant with her tongue, giggling and moaning in orgasmic ecstasy. She’s prostrated over me, ass high, and I can feel the bulge of my cock through her throat sliding over my thigh. 

I groan.

I suppose...

I suppose I never explicitly said she couldn’t blow me. Just that I wouldn’t fuck her. Right? Yeah.

“Ingrid...” I groan. “Ingrid...”

I do the barest of pushes against her scalp. She withdraws, obediently, and I can feel her heated, wet breath against my straining cock. Dripping precum. 

Joan looks up at me, scrubbing the floor now. Crying and trying to hide it. She looks so completely pathetic. She looks harsh, ugly, and filthy. I’m not sure the last time she’s showered. 

Ingrid looks up at me with worshipful, happy eyes. She's so fucking gorgeous. How did I ever land such a completely gorgeous babe as my wife? I'm so lucky. Every part of her is perfection. 

“Yes, Master?”

I groan. “Don’t...don’t stop.”

Ingrid glances back at Joan just for a moment before returning to her wifely duty. I’m sure she’s sneering. 

I don’t take long to cum down my new wife's throat.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, INGRID is excitedly trying to show me something on a piece of paper. 

“You see, my love? I told you how strong and virile you are, and this proves it.”

Looking at the writing for too long gives me a headache. Looking at any writing for too long does that. Numbers too. They seem so dumb and pointless when my cock is so fucking hard and ready to breed. I think about that all the time now, how fucking fertile my wife is. 

I know I’m not supposed to fuck her, for some dumb fucking reason, but it’s real hard to keep track of it. It has something to do with the servant girl, I forget her name. Ingrid calls her Dearie so I think that’s it, though it sounds like a nickname. Maybe her name is Dear? Dearianah? Some shit like that? 

Fuck it.

I stop thinking and just look at my wife’s tits. I push her against the island counter and she automatically starts stroking my cock up underneath her cleavage. She’s wearing a tight, form-fitting tank top and a tiny skirt.

“God, you’re so fucking big and strong, I told you, I told you...”

“Tell me again.”

Dearie is on the floor near us, cleaning up the fruits that Ingrid just casually knocked to the floor. She does that a lot, especially with sugary stuff. She likes watching the servant clean up after her. I put my foot on Dearie’s back to help me lean into Ingrid; I’m so heavy that Dearie quickly has trouble breathing on the floor. 

“Th-the lab...oh fuck, you’re just standing on her, ungh...god. The lab. I sent some of your sperm off and they said it’s the best in the city, maybe the whole region, and it was wasted on that barren hag.”

“Hag?” I grunt. She’s so fucking good with her hands. “What hag?”

Dearie, for some reason, whimpers and cries beneath me. I let off from stepping on her just a bit; I don’t want her in that much pain.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

Ingrid pushes my leg back down on Dearie and I’m frightfully close to cumming all over her tits. I did it this morning when I woke up, fucking her tits and spraying all over her gorgeous blonde face. Maybe I want Dearie in pain and maybe I don’t, but god it gets me going when Ingrid wants her to squeal.

But, just as we’re really about to get going, the doorbell rings. 

“Oh my god, she’s here!”

Ingrid rushes away—and I’m left momentarily in the kitchen with Dearie. I’m a bit dumbfounded. Ingrid never leaves me like this. Who is here? What could be more important than feeling and pleasuring my cock?

“Please, Frederick...”

Dearie grabs my pant leg. I’m wearing sweat pants. I wear those a lot lately; easy to discard for Ingrid’s blowjobs, which are constant. Like I deserve.

“The fuck?”

I push Dearie away with my leg. It’s not a kick, not really, just kind of shoving away, but she sprawls out all over the floor anyway. It’s really hard to judge my strength lately. 

“Hey, what makes you think you can touch me?” I laugh, kind of pissed and kind of amused. “You know Ingrid hates that.”

“P-please...my mind...” she sounds like she’s expiring from thirst. Her voice is so rough compared to Ingrid’s. “...please...I used to...we used to...”

“You used to do some fucking work around here,” I gesture at the picture-perfect kitchen. “Place is a mess. Clean something before Ingrid notices or she’ll put you back on the treadmill.”

Ingrid does her morning runs on the treadmill in five-inch heels and doesn’t understand why every woman can’t do the same. Of course Dearie is terrible at it; she’s terrible at everything. Ingrid dwarfs her in every aspect of being a woman. 

I walk to the front of the house to meet whoever came to the door, and have to stop for a moment from the instantaneous boner I sprout at the sight of her. 

She and Ingrid are wrapped in a loving embrace, kissing madly, their wedding rings sparkling on their fingers, their legs sliding up each other’s hips. Just by looking at bone structure and fitness, she’s a mirror image of Ingrid—just brunette instead of blond. But not the gross, greasy brunette that Dearie has devolved into. 

No, this is shining, bright, gloriously thick and sexy hair that I immediately want to shove my cock into and fuck. She’s wearing a tight, sheer white sundress. There’s no hiding in the white; every single inch of her perfect body is on display. 

“Oh my god,” the girl giggles, breaking off from Ingrid to stare at me. “Are you fucking kidding? I’m going to be bred by a fucking Hellball player? I get to be a cheerleader wife? Oh my god!”

She’s literally bouncing with excitement. Her tits are mesmerizing. I forgot I was wearing a Red team shirt. I smile and shake my head. 

“He doesn’t play,” says Ingrid. “But I keep telling him he’d be amazing at it. He’s so strong.”

“For serious?” says the brunette. “But...?”

She gestures at me. 

“I know,” says Ingrid. “Trust me. I’m working on it. He would fuck up so many Blues. He’s already maimed five at work.”

Five? No way it’s that few. It’s been at least three. Or...no...four? How does it...which number...

I’m having trouble concentrating. All I can really think about is the brunette’s tits in her sundress. I want to bury my face in them.  

“You’re hot and everything,” I say, “like really hot...” I smile as she obviously cums from the compliment. “...but who are you?”

Heidi looks at Ingrid like I’m joking and Ingrid shrugs and nods for her to say. 

“I’m Heidi. Your new wife?”

“New wife?”

“I had you sign those papers, my love.” Ingrid returns to my side. “Don’t you remember?”

Remembering is a tricky game these days. I do remember a pen in my hand a day or two ago, but I also remember Ingrid in a cheerleader’s outfit sucking me off around the same time. She was so sexy in that...

“God, he’s enormous. What’s he like inside you?” Heidi asks. My bulge is evident. She very quickly closes the distance between us and puts her hand on my barely-concealed cock. “How do you even take him in your pussy?”

Ingrid gulps slightly. She’s teary-eyed. 

“Is it that bad?”

“No.” Ingrid forces out a smile. “I’m sure it’s terrific. It’s just...”

Heidi puts her hands to her mouth. She’s shocked. 

“No.”

Ingrid nods. She’s clearly embarrassed. This is the first time I’ve ever seen her this way, and I’ve known her for years. I think?

“Tell me you’re joking,” says Heidi. “No way!”

Ingrid’s eyes roll upward; she’s holding back tears. I grip her harder. I don’t understand but I know I have to make it right; it’s my duty.

“We haven’t fucked, actually.”

Just as Ingrid’s admission passes her lips, two burly men in white coats pass through the front door and walk by us. They’re nearly as big as me. Ingrid doesn’t seem to mind, so I don’t either. They’re holding chains and a straitjacket. 

“You haven’t fucked him.” Heidi can’t believe it. “This guy. Right here.” She starts by pointing at my chest, jabbing her finger into my pec, and then quickly she’s massaging it. Girls can’t help themselves around me. “Your husband. You haven’t fucked him?”

Ingrid shakes her head no. She can’t even speak.

“What did you do? Oh my god, Ingrid. This is criminal. Look at him! He’s such a fucking hunk. How long has it been for you since a good lay, honey?” She looks at me with so much compassion and need. “Seriously. Answer me. I’m your wife and I deserve to know when you fucked last.”

I shrug. “I can’t say.”

“But...you’re so strong. So virile.” She pulls down my sweatpants neatly and easily. My cock is hard; it’s always hard. Always streaming hot precum. It immediately drips all over her expensive, tall leather heels. “Please, won’t you fuck one of us?” She shrugs herself out of her sundress, revealing her heavy, glorious tits. The nipples are dark and perfectly sized. “Unless you don’t want to fuck?”

The burly men pass again, this time on the way out, dragging Dearie. She struggles this way and that, gagged and bound, screaming through the ball in her mouth. For some reason, she’s looking at me; I barely pay attention. Heidi’s tits are heavenly and her hair is really something else. I push my hand through its silky, thick surface and give her a long kiss.

There’s a little cage on the back of the truck that takes Dearie away. She can see all of this happening through the open front door. 

The two girls guide me around. A lot happens in no time at all. The door shuts on Dearie and all the noise she was trying to make, and it’s just the three of us, a proper married group. My shirt disappears and I step out of my sweatpants entirely. 

The room closest to the entryway is the living room with the big couch. Heidi pushes me down on it and shoves her leaking tits into my mouth. I take them in, swallowing deeply, loving the taste of my beautiful new wife. Her taste is sweeter than Ingrid’s, a little more audacious and less refined. 

I suck and suck, and Heidi slips her cunt over my cock shaft. No penetration; just sliding her labia up and down and letting me feel the warm, slick surface of her perfect teenage pussy. 

“You should fuck Ingrid,” says Heidi. “You deserve it. Why deny yourself? Fuck your wife. Then fuck us both.”

She’s so right. Why deny myself? There’s no pleasure in that. There’s no duty in that. I need to breed Ingrid anyway. I’ve been really lax on my responsibilities. 

I’ve barely nodded my assent before Ingrid—no more skirt, no more top, just heels and her gorgeous bare body—slips on top of me and pushes Heidi to one side. 

Seconds later, she’s sliding down onto my cock, and I’m shoved deep inside her scintillating, moaning-hot body.

“Oh my god oh my fuck oh my fuck DaddyDaddyDaddyMasterDaddy...!”

Holy fuck. 

Fuck, that’s so good. I’m strong enough, and Ingrid is light enough, that bouncing her up and down is simplicity itself. She’s soon feeling the entirety of my shaft exiting and entering her brilliantly tight teenage virgin cunt nonstop. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Heidi coos in my ear, as Ingrid wraps herself even tighter around me. “You’re so strong. You’re such a virile stud. I can’t believe you resisted her for so long. But she’s fucking you now like you deserve. You’ll fill her up and give her babies, give her twins, give her triplets. You’ll be the perfect Party male. We’re so lucky to have you to vote for us, Daddy!”

Ingrid, who has been wanting this for so long, is not nearly as lucid. Her hips gyrate up and down, perfectly milking my cock as I push up into her tight body. Her hair flows everywhere and she begs for more. 

“DaddypleaseMasterpleaseHusbandpleasemyKingmyKINGMasterDaddyHusbandplease!”

She’s babbling and crying and cumming and doing it more and more with every passing second. It’s so fucking hot. And somehow making it even hotter is Heidi, who clearly loves how much Ingrid loves me, who wants so badly to be fucked by me, and yet also so badly wants to watch my first wife receive my cum. 

“Fuck,” I grunt. “You’re so hot. You’re both so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re so...so t-tight!”

These perfect beautiful Trophy Wives are giving me everything I want. I have to give them what they want too—it’s my duty as their Husband. 

Groaning, gripping, I empty inside of Ingrid. My seed jets up inside of her and her eyes glow with orgasmic satisfaction. I cum so hard, every last shot is like another new penetration inside of her hammering into her g-spot. 

“I love you.” I really do. “I love you so much, babe.”

“I love you, Husband,” she whimpers back, kissing me deeply. “I love you so bad...”

Ingrid finally slows her gyrations on my cock but can’t stop herself entirely. I’m still hard, after all, and it’s her duty to be fucked by my hard cock.

“Master,” Heidi whimpers, pawing at my abs. “Would you please breed me next?”

* * * * *
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THREE MONTHS LATER, I’m fucking Heidi on top of the couch as I do pretty much every morning after Ingrid makes breakfast.

Heidi's heels have these strappy straps with diamonds on them and they keep clinking as I fuck her harder. I fucked her head all the way into the couch cushions and I think she might be having trouble breathing, which is pretty funny. Her tits are still out, red and hot from how I keep slapping them. 

Heidi, earlier, had been telling me about the big plans she had for the day, which included going to town for groceries and showing off how hot she was and how she could afford such beautiful, nice clothes and jewelry on account of being a wife of the best Hellball player in the world.

Of course, I had to fuck her to set her straight. 

This dumb bitch—I mean, she’s my wife, so excuse me—but this dumb broad thinks she can tell me what she’s going to do with her hot body all day long? That’s independent thought, and that’s dangerous in women. It hurts their ovaries; I know from the commercials they play every night. 

I pull Heidi out of the couch cushions and slap her a little just to let her know I love her. She smiles even though she's gasping for air.

“Thank you, Master.” She's still bright red. It's so hot to control her breathing like that. “Thank you so much for setting me straight.”

I nod and decide that's a good enough reminder. I use to build up my cums so much, but they're so easy and plentiful now and it's so much fucking fun to see what happens with a girl when she gets them. 

I empty inside of Heidi and leave her to the aftermath, watching—pleased—as she cums again and again to the sensation of my seed inside her hyper-fertile body. Her luxury dress is ruined, but it's okay—she's got dozens. 

Fuck, I’m such a stud. She should fucking know better than to get fucked by me and expect to do anything else today. She’ll be in diamond-studded lingerie in an hour, begging for my cock.

I don’t really go to work anymore. I think I used to be something called a cow tant? But I don’t know anything about cows or why you’d want to tant them.  

Once a week, the Hellball Reds fly me to the arena and I fuck up Greens or Blues or sometimes Greens AND Blues. Ingrid got me on the team. Or, I guess she called someone to pick me up and take me to the arena, and then I threatened to rip the coach's head off if he didn't let me play. He's a little guy, barely six foot six, so he did what I say. 

I don't train or practice with the team; I kept hurting other Reds. I didn't mean to; I'm just strong. I tried to be a good team player, but it gets me so fucking ANGRY when I see other people on MY field. 

During our games, they tend to just point me in a direction and back away. Ingrid and Heidi are on the cheerleading team, so mostly when I fuck a girl between plays it's one of them. Mostly. They're really good about holding down the cheerleading wives of other players, though. 

Most people can't seem to stop me from whatever I feel like doing in the middle of it, except maybe for Ingrid who manages to sweet talk me into whatever she wants. She's been floating the idea of running for office.  You know, like politics? She said I'd like it because then I could fuck up other countries the same way I fuck up pussies on the Hellball field. 

Sounds great!

Anyway, mostly I just breed for now. Hellball is good fun and hurting Greens and Blues makes me hard as a rock, but breeding is my important responsibility as a man. I've got to make more Reds for the Party. Knocking up Ingrid and Heidi, and keeping them fucked enough that they cum regularly, is my duty as man of the house. 

But, 'cause I'm so strong, every day or so, the city sends by another gorgeous babe from out of town and has me fuck her until she’s good and knocked up too. It usually only takes me once, but Ingrid and Heidi are good wives and really like to watch me fuck other girls while they hold them down so I fuck them for a solid twelve hours or so.

They don’t have to hold them down...but everyone’s happier when they do. 

Walking away from Heidi's cumming, spasming body, I can see straight out through the front window when a truck pulls up. Ingrid—she had been watching me fuck Heidi stupid, had even reminded me about how uppity Heidi was being with that whole “go into town” nonsense—chirps excitedly.

“Another breeder delivery?” I ask. “We just did one yesterday.”

“No, dear.” Ingrid's voice is calm and maternal. “This is different. Don’t you remember what I told you about this one?”

Kind of. Remembering stuff is what wives are for. Men are for action. 

“Servant girl. Good for fucking.”

“That’s right, my love. But remember, she’s barren, the poor dear, so be nice. She’s going to be able to fuck you when Heidi and I are too heavy with child, which you’ll make us all the time, because you’re so strong and virile. The Party wanted you to have a proper fucktoy.”

The doorbell rings. I open it with Ingrid at my side, softly and insistently grinding. Her baby bump so evident in her lacy white romper, tits lactating openly. 

The girl at the door is brunette and quite pretty. She looks maybe a little older than Ingrid. Her eyes flash with recognition at me for some reason.

“Hello, Sir,” the new servant says. “I’m so honored to please the most virile man alive. Thank you so much for allowing me to obey you.”

She has the right attitude, at least. Bitches who aren’t at wife level need to be super respectful toward a real alpha like me, or else they’re entering a whole world of pain. 

“Hel-lo, sweetheart. You're going to be a super good girl for your Master and me and Heidi, aren't you?”

She does not hesitate. “Absolutely. I'm so grateful to be in your service. I just want to make you happy. It's all I want. I want to spend the rest of my life making it up for you, how much mercy you have shown me.”

Ingrid kisses her on the lips long and hot. She's genuinely enjoying herself. “Such a good girl,” she whispers at last. “I want us to be the best of friends, yes?”

The girl nods enthusiastically. 

“Yes, Ma'am. And I won't forget my place. Not ever.”

I take her by the jaw, turning her this way and that. Ingrid's saliva slides off her lips and down onto my fingers. She’s thin, busty, and beautiful—in other words, a real woman. Too bad about her not being able to be knocked up, but fuck it—I’m the most virile man in the city, I can probably fix that. My seed is powerful.

“What’s your name, gorgeous?”

“I-it’s Joan, Master,” she whispers. “My name is Joan.”

Ingrid pushes her down onto her knees. “I want to break her in, darling. See if she’s up to snuff. What do you think?”

I smile as Ingrid pulls out my cock and starts sliding it across Joan’s high cheekbones. 

I love my wife.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl
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I haven’t been home in over a year, but I’m already unhappy when my cab turns up into the long, wooded drive of my father’s estate. I’m unhappy just to be in this backwards, patriarchal country. 

Stepping out of the stink-infested, grime-heavy cab, I want to be able to breath a little easier. The air is sweeter outside, of course, and feels good on my smooth, young skin, but nonetheless I feel thoroughly stifled. In this country, just because I’m a girl—and a beautiful girl no less—I’m a second-class citizen. 

It’s bad enough that I had to suffer through the cab driver ogling me the whole ride from the airport and even offering to touch and move my bags for me like it’s the nineteenth century. I’m an independent woman and I’m obviously more fit than his geriatric, obese self. 

But no, on top of that, he felt fit to undress me with his eyes during the ride, like as if the daughter of a fucking millionaire would ever stoop to ever once do more than just courteously say hello to him. He ate nacho fries as he drove; what a fucking slob. 

With the car finally stopped in front of the house on the circular drive, I grab everything myself before he even has a chance to offer. In truth, I run away from him, and I don’t care if his eyes are certainly memorizing my curves in my revealing outfit—the too-tight pale blue sweater that bares my utterly toned midriff, the ultra-tight dark leggings, and the heels that were the only kind of footwear I was allowed to bring with me on the plane. His ugliness scares me; ugly people in this country think they deserve things now and it disgusts me. 

I’m beautiful enough to look deeply friendly—people are always fooled by pretty faces—but this is no sympathy-for-the-poor tale. I fucking love being rich. 

My family’s wealth is probably the only reason I haven’t been snatched up the by the Party’s red vans and “bimbofied” like half the girls with whom I went to my first two years of college. The only other way you avoid the red vans is by being married already, like the other half of my friends, and I’m hardly going to do that when I’m a fully-fledged lesbian. God knows enough guys have propositioned me, some even knowing I’m only into girls, just asking me to “try it out.” 

Come on, more than one has said. It’s not like you can marry a girl back home anyway. 

The wild growth spurt in the last two months or so hasn’t helped me stay under the radar. My tits have grown three cup sizes up to a gravity-defying 36E, my previously unmanageable hair has become a brilliantly sexy mess of feathered waves from doing nothing to it (I can actually, literally say “I woke up this way” when I look picture-perfect and mean it truthfully, for real), and I’ve even grown about four inches. I was always beautiful—but now I’m a fucking bombshell. If I didn’t carefully manage my make-up, I’d probably look like one of the porn star wives that now populate this country.

My tall, long body sports lean limbs that won’t add mass no matter how much weightlifting I do—I was on the competitive lifting team in high school before girls’ sports were shut down—and my ass is a fucking shelf that you could stack cinder blocks on. 

Did I mention I’m rich, too? I’m a fucking catch. I’m just not interested in you; I’m reserved for myself. 

Who am I supposed to trust when all the girls I knew from home were brainwashed into being menial servants or cock-hungry fuckslaves?

It’s been painfully hard since my growth spurt to find clothes that fit, and most of them I could only buy from back home—but the tariffs were insane and I refuse to buy anything that supports the fucking fascists in this country. Most of them own the companies—all the companies, including the clothing companies—so I’ve been wearing foreign-made ultra-tiny tops, skirts, and dresses that make my garishly sexy body look even more outlandishly hot. 

I’m a little old for such growth spurts, twenty years old last Tuesday, but the doctor I went to see—between more ogling and fondling, christ what a jackass he was—noted that such spurts weren’t uncommon and in fact were somehow more common over the past year or so. He said he had seen other such cases, and gave me a prescription for some special vitamins to make sure my body and gut biome were healthy during the changes. 

I wish the pills hadn’t run out—just this morning in fact—as I’m not sure I’ll be able to find the same prescription here. 

The cab driver doesn’t come after me or ask me for a tip, seeming to sense how unwelcome he is. This is a wealthy area and I’m the wealthiest girl in it. I could have him arrested for vagrancy if I wanted. 

Of course I wouldn’t, that would make me no better than my fascist father, but it does feel good knowing that I could. It’s not like power is widely available for females here anymore. 

Our house is the largest in miles, and that’s saying something. On the way in, I saw how they’ve been bulldozing smaller houses—even suburban houses—to make room for larger and larger mega-mansions featuring several swimming pools and hot tubs and sports fields and all of that sort of thing. Anything to put a woman in a hot situation so they could be ogled by the growing minority of rich landowners. The less-than-super-rich have been relegated further and further into the city, many of them moving into hastily-built high-rises that already look like they’re on their last legs. 

I won’t lie—knowing that I’m protected from that kind of sudden twist of fate due to my family’s wealth, almost certainly gained via ill-gotten means—makes me feel warm and secure inside. 

The main house stands grand and imposing, a three-story white stone building with a wide veranda stretching out along the length of the front. Thick columns are decorated with ornate engravings, and the windows glow with the soft light of the interior.

Behind the house, a formal garden is laid out in neat rows, with a fountain at its center. The fountain splashes in a gentle rhythm, and the trees sway in the gentle breeze. Roses of every hue line the beds, and the scent of lilies fills the air.

To the side of the garden, a large pool glimmers in the fading light. The water is crystal clear, and the pool's edge is decorated with a border of marble tiles. From the pool, a wide stone path leads to a magnificent old gazebo, its white latticework and intricate woodwork standing in stately beauty.

Tall brick walls frame the estate, and beyond them, a beautiful countryside stretches into view—countryside that, only a few years ago, was full of middle-class homes. I’m not sure if it was Father who had them destroyed, but they are gone now in the name of “conservation.” Rolling hills and green fields are dotted with the occasional tree in the distance. The sky is a deep, rich blue, and the air is fresh and inviting.

All around, there's magnificent beauty. But within lies an even greater beauty — grand old buildings and magnificent halls, richly appointed rooms and well-tended gardens. It's as if a piece of old England has been transported to the modern world — a timeless dream of luxury and privilege. 

I crack open the front door and barely peek my head in.

“Hello!” 

I say it another two or three times, louder with each successive attempt. The door isn’t locked; crime is almost non-existent in this region thanks to the red vans picking up nearly every vagrant for “repurposing” for any kind of minor transgressions. And of course, vagrancy is a vague term with wider and wider applications.

I read in the papers overseas that a woman had been sent to a Repurposing Facility for stealing a mitten—just the one—from a convenience store. The store owner was sent away as well, for negligently allowing a criminal to steal and for their “lack of charity” making stealing necessary in the first place. 

“I’m home! Hello?”

I am as loud as possible, rather hoping to avoid seeing what I’m sure is happening.

I’m not stupid, all right? I was educated in the best schools in this country before it was illegal for me to go there, and then my adopted Father sent me away overseas to continue my education so I wouldn’t be interfered with and so, in his words, I could be a quality “representative of the family legacy.” 

I wouldn’t even be back here if it wasn’t that he threatened my monthly allowance if I didn’t come for the wedding celebration between him and his new Trophy Wife, Helena.

Not the wedding; not the reception; the wedding celebration. Marriages are all done by paperwork—wives assigned through supercomputers that know which man is the most virile and which Trophy Wife needs the most seed and so on. So a man and wife will be married for weeks or even months before the celebration, I assume to train the Trophy Wife well enough that she isn’t sucking him off in public or anything else similarly crass.

I know what Trophy Wives are, okay? Not stupid. I know what the Trophy Wife Initiative is all about. I know they train perfectly innocent women into becoming murderously possessive, harem-craving, refined, elegant fuckdolls who eagerly, earnest obey every sexual need of their husbands. 

I know that Trophy Wives have plenty of “independent thought” that make them corrupt their husbands into wanting sex all the time through some combination of chemicals and pheromones; and I also know that my father was consulted about their creation and categorically refused to be involved because of his love for my adopted mother, Lucilla. 

And so, of course, I know now that somehow he was gotten to, and that everything has changed. 

My mother wrote me letters detailing almost all of this, of course, and also explained that she was leaving him and the country before he had the chance to send her off via the red vans. I’m sad that I won’t see her for a long time, if ever, but I understand her position completely. She advised me to come back here, take Father for all the money he had, and then flee the country just like her.

All I have to do is survive through this party they’re throwing to celebrate the union, sweet talk my horrible pig of a father, and that will be that—I’ll be safe, free from this foul country, and with plenty of money to support me in whatever I need to do. 

So I shout another time that I’m home because I absolutely do not want to walk in on whatever suckjob blowfest my father is enjoying in his new morally-bankrupt life with his red hot Trophy Wife. 

Finally, as I wait in the marble-floored entryway, I hear a door open and close upstairs and footsteps approaching down the considerable stairwell. Soon after, I see my father with my new mother-in-law hanging lovingly on his arm.

“Emilia!” Father exclaims when he sees me. “It’s so lovely to see you.”

Gregory Vandermont modeled himself after late nineteenth captains of industry and that’s how he appears and dresses. Suits over a big, burly frame capped off with out-of-time hair and a heavy mustache. He is buttoning up his shirt and straightening his jacket; I roll my eyes. So obvious.

He’s a hard, stern man who has always had a soft spot for me, as I was his only child. He could have adopted more, but he always said I was more than enough. 

I only found out in recent years that my mother basically hated raising a child, even if she was okay with me personally, and that she was the main reason he never had more kids. 

On his arm, of course, is Helena, his Trophy Wife. I have to take several moments to let my jaw somehow pick itself up off the floor. 

I’ve seen all the Trophy Wives before, naturally. They’re on the news. One is the First Lady. They’re regularly on talk shows discussing the glory of the party and the natural order of the world with men in charge. They’re bright, smiling, usually blonde, and so polished they remind me of sports cars coming off the production line. 

Honestly? It’s not my thing. 

I’m more attracted to butch girls, with almost no exception save the occasional celebrity. There was a giant expose’ from a news outlet overseas (they later redacted the story; you can guess why) that showed off and interviewed like ten different wives. They’re all different flavors, but they are as a rule busty, puffy-lipped, thin, long-haired, and effortlessly sexy. Kind of like me, except without a brain and with a giant empty-brain-sized necessity for cumming and cock. 

Each girl in the piece was beautiful and classy, someone you could “take home to mom” (except your mom is also being shuffled off to be Repurposed, surprise!), and would easily take up space on the silver screen without anyone batting an eye. They are, without exception, like magazine covers come to life. Their genes are photo-shopped.

Helena is all of these things, of course. But she’s also something much, much more. She’s taller than the other girls I’ve seen, that’s for sure. She looks like another species from them, like another species from human. Her skin is alabaster pale and flawlessly shiny and vibrant. Thick black hair cradles her angelic face in heavy, perfectly-shaped waves of midnight. She is wearing the fuck out of an expensive designer minidress, an erotic take on the floral 1950s housewife dresses that cuts off mid-thigh and offers a bountiful view of her glorious cleavage. It hangs off one delicate shoulder, not quite recovering yet from whatever she was doing with my father moments ago.

Both of them absolutely reek of sex, a miasma of heavy virility and fertility flowing off of them like fumes from a chemical vat. A wave of instant, heavy, heady love and lust hit me. 

Looking at Helena. Her perfectly arranged hair. The length of her neck and the gorgeous swell of her tits.

I want her. I want my father’s new wife; I want her for myself. I want to take a hundred photos of her and rush off to the nearest bathroom and finger myself stupid until I can’t even think of something that isn’t her glorious tits in that dress. 

She’s so hot it’s hard to think. The abruptness of the difficulty, all by itself, stuns me. I think fast, often, and spectacularly—but instead that’s how I want to lick Helena’s pussy. My father, his face flushing as he looks at me in my tight, tiny outfit and his bulge obviously growing as he eyes my over-developed form, must be feeling the effects of Helena’s closeness as well. It’s not like he could be attracted to me. That would be perverted.

She escapes from my father’s grasp and greets me with a long, happy hug. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” she says. Her voice is wrapped in a soft, exotic accent. “I know this must be such a strange new time for you, but I want you to know I’ve been perfectly trained to acclimate to your needs and do whatever I can to ensure that we’re one big, happy family.”

In addition to all the infatuation and arousal, her touch stirs up something buried in me long ago. A filial need, longing to be cradled in her maternal warmth. My own mother, who I never knew, and then replaced by a mother who didn’t want me. 

Helena wants me there. I shudder in her arms and eagerly, warmly, return her affection. I can’t help it. The resistance, the coldness I had been building up for days in anticipation of this meeting melts before her beauty and earnest care—and obvious sex appeal.

When she steps away, I’m still speechless, just looking her up and down. Aching to be held again by those beautiful arms into that gorgeous bust. My father has a hard-on and it’s difficult not to notice. I would have a fucking hard-on if I had a dick; Helena is a living smokeshow. 

I want to disagree, argue, gather my thoughts. I had so many arguments ready. 

One big happy family? You mean indoctrinate me to your cause? I’m not going to hang with you freaks at all; I’m here for money and that’s it, and if you won’t pay me, then I’m not going to that party that means so much to you.

Instead I nod dumbly, staring at Helena’s exposed, glimmering collarbones and licking my lips. 

“Sure,” I say softly. “One big happy family.”

“Oh Daddy,” Helena squeals, clapping her hands. “I told you she would be receptive!”

Helena kisses Father happily. His hand rides up her brief dress and squeezes her ass. They have no shame, no indications at all that any of this is inappropriate. They’ve gone fully native in the two months or so of their marriage. 

After a moment of intense, teenage-passion-level kissing, Helena withdraws, delivering soft kisses as she does along his chin to tide Father over until she inevitably returns to his side and looks at me with unrestrained lust. 

“I’m so sorry. Is it all right that I call him Daddy?” her hand goes to his crotch. “He rather loves it. You can still call him Daddy as well. I won’t mind.” His cock bulges and throbs as she squeezes and strokes it. “He won’t mind either. Your father is so strong and powerful...he knows just how to handle good girls like us.”

I watch his obviously-incredibly-large cock continue to throb beneath her grip. There’s a precum stain growing before my eyes. Words arrive in my head:

That’s insane, you fucking bitch. You miserable homewrecking demon! Succubus! Get the fuck out of my sight!

Instead, though, I just stare at her grip, his big fat Daddy cock, and feel my body flush with erotic heat. 

My only verbal response is a knee-buckling giggle and a slow, simple curtsey.

* * * * *
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MY ROOM IS HOW I LEFT it. It is furnished tastefully with antiques and art pieces from a bygone era, Persian rugs laying atop deep-brown wooden floors and heavy velvet curtains hanging from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the estate. A massive fireplace occupies one corner of the room, its dancing flames providing warmth against the chill outside air.

The furniture is luxurious, like I deserve, decorated with elaborate carvings, brass fittings and fine fabrics in deep jewel tones. My amazing bed stands in one corner with high posts topped by thick velvet curtains hung from them like a canopy. Beside it is an antique dressing table made out of dark mahogany wood with delicate filigree details all along its edge. A tall mirror framed by etched gold sits atop it, reflecting the soft light from around the room. 

To one side is a tall bookcase filled with books both old and new; I have read some of them on long summer days spent lounging on the veranda or basking in the sun by the pool, though I don’t think I could tell you anything about them now. They’re mostly about poor people’s problems, and who fucking cares, right?

It takes an hour or so, but my thoughts return to basically normal—though obviously I still think Helena is a complete hottie—after I completely sequestered myself to my room. Of course, I left my bags downstairs to make Helena bring them up—that’s her duty, isn’t it?—and actively tried to drown out the deluge of sexual energy I felt with very loud music in my headphones. 

And Helena did, in fact, bring my bags up. Took her a few minutes longer than I would have liked. I thanked her like I would thank the help, without looking at her. Already I am getting wise to her Trophy Wife ways. There is something about looking at these genetically-altered beings, these franken-sexy sirens, that fucks up your brain.

The music thumping hard into my ears also helps to keep my head clear. That way I don’t hear her voice, and it distracts me from her sweet, hot, erotic, amazing, ohfuckIjustwanttofingermyselfstupid scent.

Ugh. It’s only just hitting me how hard this is going to be, but I am hopeful. 

I like this music deluge plan. This also allows me to skip dinner—which I often do anyway—and try to focus on some homework from school while I’m away. I only got clearance to skip about a week of classes, and I’m due back by next Friday. I’m hoping my time without my extra prescription of vitamins doesn’t hit me too hard. 

When night comes, the moaning starts, of course. Sex between my father and my new stepmother is very loud and passionate. She is insistent on loudly calling him Daddy, as well as King and God and Lord and all that kind of thing. I hear them every time I slip off my headphones, and sometimes when I have them on.

It’s so completely grossly hetero, I can’t stand it. I know they’re not in the room next door—that’s just a guest room, and the master bedroom is way down the hall—but it really sounds like they’re next door. Especially when the walls shake and I can hear my father’s heavy, guttural breathing as he fucks his Trophy Wife.

My headphones, dying, beep sadly as the moans, groans, and orgasm-laced screams of my Father and his Trophy Wife fill my brain. 

Of course, I had prepared myself for the loud sounds of their fucking. The headphones, of course, plus some ear plugs in case I couldn’t sleep with the music going.  

But I can’t find my ear plugs in my bag, and I don’t know where my charging cord went for my battery-dead headphones. I am sure I had put them right there in the front pocket of my bag, but I’ve been known to mispack before, so who knows. 

I sit on top of my bed—Helena’s awful, amazing, terrible, heavenly scent suddenly feeling more present—and calmly touch my sopping-wet cunt as I try to think. It’s hard for me to think. It’s been hard all day while I tried to work on homework. I thought it was just the music—but now my headphones are totally dead and all I can hear are my parents fucking and I’m so wet and I wish I knew what to do with how hard it is to think when I’m just a girl.

Their fucking continues. 

God, they can really go at it. Helena doesn’t surprise me, but my Daddy—my Father, I mean—must be so strong to fuck her for so long. So strong and hard. Powerful. My powerful, strong, hard Daddy. 

Father, I mean. 

I try to distract myself with a little exercise—it’s so easy for me to do really intense bodyweight sessions ever since my growth spurt, and the effortless toning of my body means that I can do it for hours—but there’s a problem with this I only remember after I already change into my too-small sports bra and spandex shorts and do about fifteen hard minutes of circuit training between squats and burpees and pull ups.

Working out gets my blood up, and lately, that means I get aroused. My nipples become erect, my lips get wet, my pussy moistens, and all I can think about is jamming my fingers into my silly soaking good girl little cunt. 

And so now I’m really, aggressively horny and all I can hear is my father fucking his gorgeous, gorgeous, motherfucking gorgeous new wife and now she’s all I can think about too. 

There’s a long mirror near my door. My hair is done up in a high pony and I can see my sweating, flustered, flushed face. My midriff exposed, baring the flat tummy and delicious washboard I’ve done practically nothing to cultivate. Heavy cleavage bouncing from every slight movement, bursting from the spandex with each breath. I’m so tall and thin now. 

Honestly, I look a little like Helena these days.

It’s an absurd thought. Helena is a Trophy Wife. We’re nothing alike. 

But the thought makes me whimper and my fingers reach at a nipple, and an explosion of lust crowds my head. 

We could be sisters.

I moan. My fingers push up the spandex of my shorts, reaching toward my cunt from underneath.

Or mother and daughter.

I have to get out of here. My fucking reflection is making me hot now. 

I leave the room, and the fucking gets louder. Maybe they are next door. But that doesn’t make sense. Why would my Daddy fuck my Mommy right next door to me where I can hear it so well?

I try to think. It’s so hard for girls. Wet, simpering, whimpering girls with hot cunts and a hotter Helena-Mommy. 

The wine cellar? Surely there’s enough insulation there to keep me safe from their passions. Yes.

I rush down the long stairwell, not even caring about the sound I make as my steps echo through the tall entry. Then I make a mad rush to the kitchen—scampering through the long hallways of the house like I’m trying to outrun something, though I couldn’t tell you what—and find the door to the cellar.

Once there, the door safely shut, the airtight space of the cellar with its special homeostatic temperature-controlled air circulation ceases all the lovemaking noises entirely. 

I take a breath. I try to relax. 

But...

But there’s a new noise I hear. It’s kind of like a buzzing, kind of like a rhythmic club beat. I’m drawn to it almost uncontrollably; it makes my pussy quiver with each new beat and bop and blip. 

I investigate. I can’t not investigate. 

Down the stairs, across the many rows of ancient wines, and there in the corner is some kind of...device.

Tall, metal, filled with tubes and bristling with bright lights. It looks almost like some kind of cybernetic throne. 

I’m so intrigued by it; I can’t look away. And I’m so horny. And something tells me...something...something tells me that...that...

Being horny will be so much easier if I investigate this fully.

That sounds nice. I’d like it to be easier to be this horny. It’s been so hard, so hard, hard like Daddy’s cock, and—

No. Wait. What?

I shake my head. My thoughts are so full of lusty, musky cobwebs. It’s so hard to just focus.

There’s a helmet in my hands, connected to the throne machine with several cords. I’m not sure how I picked it up or when, but it doesn’t feel like I should think too hard about it. I turn the helmet this way and that, investigating like I’m supposed to. 

What’s that inside the helmet? 

It’s just lights. Spirals. Spiraling lights. I look closer. I know I’m supposed to figure this out.

They’re so pretty. Pretty lights. Pretty spirals. I’m so pretty. I’m so fucking pretty, just like the lights. We have so much in common. I should just see how it fits. Just a little, just the once. Just see if—

* * * * *
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“AGAIN, THANK YOU so much for agreeing to come with me,” says Helena. “You can see I badly need to get some vitamin D. Daddy says he loves how snow white I am, but all the other girls in town are so...vivacious, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, Mommy, of course.” 

I answer automatically, but I’m heavily disoriented. Helena takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the back yard, which is more like a back park because Daddy is fucking rich as hell. I’m a spoiled rich girl who gets whatever she wants, and Daddy loves me that way. He got his girls a giant estate so we can flounce about in tight, hot bikinis and such and never feel the eyes of other men on us—only Daddy’s. Just like I wanted.

Right?

The sunlight disorients me more. Mommy—no, no, Helena—Helena shoves a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. Protecting me like a good Mommy. Mom. Mother. Stepmother, fucking christ, I mean, Trophy Wife impostor of a person!

An impostor who is super hot and who I look at and feel my heart completely tug out of my chest. She’s wearing a tiny black string bikini trimmed with gold. It hugs her ass just so, making my mouth water. 

How did I get here? I was just downstairs and it was the late evening. Now it’s the middle of the day, judging by the sun, and I’m...I’m—

I’m wearing a bikini too? 

I see my reflection in the window of our massive home, Helena and I standing together. We’re wearing the same bikini. I wear it almost as well as she does, only she’s longer, bustier, and tighter than I am—but only by fractions. I stand up taller, instinctively feeling myself compared to her by invisible forces. 

“Oh, yes,” she says, noticing too. “Don’t we look smashing together? Mother and daughter, together at last. Just how Daddy likes it. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Fuck you!

That’s mostly directed at me. Why can’t I disagree with her? Why do I keep calling her Mommy?

And why—fucking why—does it make my cunt pulse with so much endlessly hot arousal to do exactly all of that?

Helena tugs on my hand and I follow obediently, all the while wishing I could move my body in any direction that wasn’t one that she chose. 

After a minute or two of walking the trail in the rear of the estate, we crest the edge of the tall azalea trees planted just four years ago and come to the swimming pool. It’s a large pool with a heavy granite walkway around it. Four other beautiful women are all already there, sitting on pool chairs and chatting happily. There are two blondes, a redhead, and a shorter Asian girl who are all obviously Trophy Wives. 

“Oh, it’s Helena!” says the redhead. “Hello, my love! Who is that with you? Is that your daughter?”

We come closer and sit down across from them, everyone on their own chair. She introduces me to Trisha the redhead, blondes Darla and Edna, and the dark-haired Myra. 

Helena nods and smiles merrily as she talks. “It is! We just met yesterday but we’re already getting along famously. She let me dress her this morning after a lovely, agreeable breakfast. Didn’t you, darling?”

This is preposterous. Helena didn’t dress me. Who did dress me, though? Was it me, and she’s taking credit? Or maybe—

“Yes, Mommy.”

The answer comes more quickly than my thoughts can keep up. I’m so slow lately. I’m a molasses train on wet sugar wheels, and my voice is kind of empty, kind of passionate, kind of breathy. I sound like the Trophy Wives from the interviews I saw. Of course I know that’s ridiculous, you have to go to a Repurposing Center to become a Trophy Wife, and I certainly haven’t. 

“That’s so lovely,” says the Asian girl, Myra, in a voice just like mine. “Isn’t it wonderful being part of a family? I can’t wait to have daughters of my own some day.”

“That’s if Harry will allow it!” giggles one of the blondes. “I know he wants sons from me.”

It takes me a moment to realize that she means the two of them are the wives of the same man. Was that allowed? I could have sworn there was some kind of statute against polyamory, but then, I haven’t kept up with all of that lately. 

School is so hard. 

Learning is hard. Thinking is hard. The sun is so bright and shiny and I just have to lay down while they chat. I should quit school. It’s hard, and my body and brain were made to be soft—except for where my muscles are hard and firm to stand up to a man’s attention, of course.

All I want to do is have my brain shut off. The sun isn’t helping. The sunglasses are actually hurting my eyes more than the sun is. I keep trying to take them off, but every time my fingers come up to do it, I remember something terribly important—like how big Daddy’s Cock is, or how pretty Helena is, or that I’m just a stupid girl and don’t get to decide if I wear sunglasses or not...

Occasionally the other women—girls, excuse me—giggle about how I’m not paying attention, but I am paying attention. It’s just not to them. 

It’s to my cunt. My shining, beautiful, sexy little pussy and how needy it is, how desperately it needs to be filled. It’s really loud and it makes anything else so hard. Idly, my fingers slide over the top of my swimsuit bottom. 

At first, I try to be secretive. 

Then I notice how Trisha, Darla, Edna, Myra, and Helena are all fingering themselves too.

They’re not overt about it like porn stars or camgirls. But as they sit and chat about their husbands, they casually finger their happy cunts, moans and throaty groans stitched between their words. 

“Oh yes,” says Helena, fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy. “Gregory is so strong and able. He can do anything. I’m so happy to have him as my husband. I can’t believe how lucky I am, constantly.”

“Yes,” says Trisha, thumbing her clit. “We know just what you mean. We talk about it every day, don’t we girls? We’re just so lucky to belong to Harry. We can’t believe how well he can fuck all four of us, and he’s talking about adding a fifth.”

“That’s so unbelievably wonderful for you.” Helena repositions herself so she can grind her hips into her fingers at the same time she shoves her index and middle finger up her tight cunt. “I want to fuck Gregory with other girls. I want to watch him fuck them, help him hold them down. He says he wants someone younger for his next conquest, and I think I have just the right girl in mind.”

They all look at me and giggle, their beautiful array of tits bouncing happily. I don’t know what the joke is but it seems above the paygrade of a pretty, young girl like me. I’m just supposed to sit and watch these wives be happy, eager wives so that one day I can know my place and—

No.

No, that’s wrong. This is—this is all wrong. I’m so horny I can barely think.

I stand up quickly. All the fingering has gone straight to my head, and I sway on my tall heels, dizzy from the blood rush. 

“Is everything all right, sweetheart?” Helena’s concern sounds genuine; she’s such a good Mommy.

“Yes. No.” I shake my head. “I don’t know. I just need...I need...”

The urge to cum overwhelms almost everything else in my body. I sway as fast I can to the house, needing privacy, only half-aware that my bodacious body in this tiny bikini bounces my big boobies with every step. Anyone watching would get quite an eyeful. Is Daddy watching? I hope he is.

No, that’s wrong.

That’s wrong because...because...

Because I don’t want him to watch.

Right! Yes. I want him to feel me in this bikini, not just watch me. Yes, of course that’s it. 

God, I have to cum so fucking bad.

Inside, I immediately rush to the nearest bathroom—but right across from it, the door to the cellar is open. 

That’s odd. 

The lights of the throne-helmet machine are visible; I can see them dancing in the shadows. I remember some of what happened last night, the thrumming, the need, the kneeling, the chanting...

By the time the molasses of my thoughts forms the phrase it can’t hurt to investigate, I’m already all the way down the stairs and looking at the machine. It’s so bright and tall. Strong and capable, just like Daddy. I wonder what would happen if I pick up the helmet again? I just need to remember—

* * * * *
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“FUCK ME, DADDY!” HELENA moans. “Fuck me, yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder! You’re so good! You’re so good. How are you so good at fucking me?”

My fingers are jammed hard up my cunt, fucking myself furiously as I watch Daddy fuck my Helena-Mommy over the kitchen table. She's bent over forward, elbows on the table. 

She’s so right. He’s so good at it. His pants are down around his ankles and Mommy’s spectacular, shiny-elegant gala dress is pulled all the way up, so I can see everything about his penetration. His cock is enormous, mouth-wateringly huge, and it swells Mommy’s tiny cunt every time he thrusts into her.

I’m hiding, I realize. It’s so hard to remember how I got here, so hard to remember that—

I don’t need to remember. 

Right, of course, I don’t need to remember. I just need to know that I’m hiding in this doorway, audibly gasping and moaning about five feet away from my father as he fucks my new Mommy as hard as he ever has. 

I’m being so stealthy; there’s no way they know I’m here. 

Even when Helena winks at me and tells him, “Fuck me while our daughter watches, darling!” I’m sure it’s just dirty talk. 

I’m too smart to like, hide poorly or something. I would have thought about all the angles. Thinking good is totally my strong suit.

Daddy looks so strong in his suit while he fucks my Mommy. I want to wear a suit made out of his cum. 

I can tell when he’s getting ultra close to cumming because he takes Mommy by the throat and hugs her close into his body. Helena is tall, but preciously thin and tiny otherwise, and Daddy is bulky. Built thick like a 1930s weight lifter. He’s making her feel how much bigger he is than her, how he could toss her around to every room of the house if he wanted. 

This whole time, Helena is cumming. Every passionate, just-about-to-cum thrust from her Husband sets off another in a chain of mind-blowing orgasms, leaving her formerly regal elegance a blubbering, passionate, drooling mess of lust and worship.

"I love you!" Her accented voice tinged with madness. "I love you, Husband! My King! My Glorious King!"

I’m cumming too, hugging the doorframe and not caring that I’m moaning so loud they can surely hear me. 

And finally, grasping and grunting, Daddy cums inside of Helena. 

"Yes!" she moans for him. "Make me pregnant! Give me twins! Give me triplets! Make me whole! Breed me, Master!"

It's beautiful. Panting, his face flushed with intensity, he must be filling her with an incredible load. As he pulls out, squeezing Helena's tits along the way, he sprays more hot seed all along her tightly muscled back.

Helena rolls on the table, collapsing in on herself under wave after wave of pleasure. Her hands slide over his neck and she thanks him for the blessing and honor of his masculine seed. 

"You honor me, Husband," she whimpers tearfully. "You honor me again. I am so lucky..."

I feel like I’m witnessing something more than just a sexual act—like I’ve walked into a sacred ritual, an ancient ceremony between two people who love each other deeply. It overwhelms me so much that I have to hold myself steady against the door frame as tears stream down my face.

Daddy looks so proud and satisfied. He kisses Mommy deeply, as if congratulating himself on a job well done, and gropes her constantly while she re-arranges her dress. 

As he fucked her, the dress was just something to grab onto and twist. Another way to contort and control her body. But now I can see it’s deeply sexy and elegant; like they’re going to some kind of gala.

Maybe their celebration?

But it couldn’t be. That’s at the end of the week, and I just got here yesterday. 

Nonetheless, I am dressed in the frumpy, ill-fitting dress I had all picked out to wear to the event. I’m wearing it in protest, for some reason? It was something about like, not supporting the pairing.

But that’s so stupid. So silly and stupid just like I always am. Helena makes Daddy so happy, how could I not support them? And even if I didn’t support it, what would that have to do with anything? I know my proper place is just to sit and look pretty so Daddy can let others admire his prize of a daughter. 

Finally, he slides away of Helena and turns to me, my fingers still caught inside my twitching snatch, giving me a knowing smile that makes my heart swell with admiration for this man who I know is my father in every way except for blood.

Open, eager lust is etched on his face for me, his proud Daddy Cock still hard somehow despite fucking dreamy dreamgirl Helena so hard. He's hard because of me, looking at me, his daughter. Hard like a real man ought to be when looking at his hot, eye-candy prize of a daughter. 

He nods to Helena, muttering something about "fixing it."

Nodding sagely, Helena approaches me with a hot Mommy smile.

“Now,” she says. “We have to change that dress of yours.”

“We...we do?” I look down at myself. “But...” I shake my head. Trying to resist. “No, Mommy. I picked it out myself, a-an-and Daddy said that—”

She grabs a small device from the kitchen counter. It looks like the metal bones of a helmet. She puts it on top of my head, patiently adjusting it until my head starts sloshing with lustful obedience.

“Shush now.”

Deep, happy thrums cycle in my brain. I'm so lucky to be here. So lucky to belong to my Daddy. My Daddy is so handsome and perfect. I love his Cock most of all. I'm so lucky I'm a virgin just for him.

“Shushhhh...”

My voice is pink-tinged lust-coated sludge, just like my thoughts.

Daddy walks over, looking in my blank eyes for a moment. “Does this mean we can finally get that thing out of the cellar?”

“She needs a few more solid cooks for total Repurposing,” says Helena. “But this maintenance model is the same kind I use. She’ll be perfect for You tonight, Master, and this should be all she needs within a week. Is that all right, my love?”

Her voice is much different than how it is when she knows I’m listening. She’s cool and officious, but also seductive. She slides into Daddy’s body, wrapping her arms around his neck and head while both of them face me. His hands grope her heavy tits and I can tell his thick, hard cock is sliding into the delicate musculature of her back where his seed is still fresh and liquid on her skin. 

“That will do,” he says. “Get her out of that hideous dress. I want to show my girls off tonight.”

Oh, that sounds so exciting. I’m a good girl, and I know I’m built for showing off, and Daddy—

* * * * *
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—DADDY FEELS ME UP THROUGH the flimsy material of my bright white skirt, his hand crawling over my taut, heart-shaped ass as he talks to some important-looking man in a suit.

I can just make out a glimpse of the grand ballroom we’re in. The walls are paneled with expensive mahogany, the floor is decorated with an intricate mosaic of deep burgundy tiles, and the crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling like a diamond tear drop. Everywhere there are ornately carved furniture pieces trimmed in gold leaf, vases full of fresh flowers, and paintings depicting scenes from classical mythology. 

Even the air itself is lit up by the bright sparkle of tiny little diamonds that hang on strands all around us. Waiters dressed in fancy Party uniforms walk by carrying trays full of drinks for guests to enjoy. Everywhere I look there is warmth, light, and beauty all around me—a shining oasis amidst a sea of darkness outside. I feel like such a princess.

It's truly breathtaking—and I know my Mommy planned out every last detail to celebrate her submission and service to my Father's obvious greatness. 

Every man is wearing a suit and all the girls—they’re women, but that sounds so wrong to call such pretty prizes anything but girls—all the girls are wearing beautiful, ornate dresses. 

They're actually all wearing hot gala dresses and gowns like Mommy. I'm one of the only ones wearing a hot skirt and top combo, like I'm going to a club. It's hot and well-made enough that I fit in—plus my body is totally banging enough to get away with anything. But in my tall, tall white heels, my a-frame pleated skirt, and my simple white halter top, it would be easy to grind on my Daddy all night long in a club like a good hot Trophy Daughter Girlfriend. My cunt drips eagerly at the thought.

It’s easy to notate which girl belongs to which man, because the color of the pocket squares in the suit pockets of the men match the color of the dresses the women wear. 

Mommy wears white like me, of course. She’s a bride, and this is her big day. It’s not her marriage—even I know that and I’m supremely stupid. Just a celebration of their union with some special party fun. I think I heard Mommy say there was an auction?

“Well it’s like I told you, Dave," says Daddy in his big Man voice full of important thoughts and troubles, "they’ve got it all set up for me.”

Dave, bearded and barrel-chested, strokes his chin. “They wanted payment for their trouble, I expect.”

“We’re in a capitalist country, what do you expect? Of course they wanted me to pay them to sneak the drugs into her system. But look at her.”

Daddy takes me by the arm and twirls me around. My skirt flies in a hot upward motion around my tiny thighs and fertile hips. 

I feel so pretty and happy; I’m smiling brightly. Being shown off. Daddy’s Trophy Girl, his Trophy Daughter. There’s nothing like being put on display.

“So they just snuck into her apartment, and that was that?”

“Well. It’s biological changes. They paid off the doctor, too, made sure that she took some stuff to suppress her urge to breed until she was face-to-face with me. There’s that imprinting phase they do when they first feel the need to have children, you know. It’s very important. Kind of impressive how they worked it all out, but I’m telling you, they thought of every little detail.”

On the other side of Daddy, Mommy is cooing in his ear and has her leg casually draped over his thigh. Her hips gyrate softly, barely visible, but it’s obvious to me from being so close. She whispers sub-audibly in his ear, ready to crank up the volume at any moment for his pleasure. It's obvious Daddy is Mommy's entire world. 

All over the hall, all eyes are on my Mommy Helena. The women are jealous of her; the men want to fuck her and are terribly jealous of Daddy. I can see it in their eyes. They want to be in his position; they would do anything to have a woman like her. 

A lot of the men look quite stupid, like they could barely hold a conversation. They're also enormous. Thick, long arms. Like ogres or shaved gorillas. These men are mostly led by their wives, who encourage their men to grope their wifely bodies early and often to keep them under control. 

It’s like there are two worlds, somehow. One in which the men are hulking, heavy-hitting brutes with scheming succubi for wives. And the other, the one Daddy lives in and is in charge of, where the men are big and strong but smart still, and the wives are scheming succubi still but under their man’s firm control.

It's so hot and wonderful. This is the perfect way society should run. Wealthy men are real men, and my Daddy's the wealthiest here.

I’m supposed to act like Mommy; she tells me what to do. She shows me what to do. I look just like her, so Daddy gets to have his hot urgently urging succubus wife pet who is so smart and studious and scheming, and his empty brainless fuckdoll daughter—but looking like twins all the time. He likes our model so much, he ordered us twice. I’m so deeply flattered by this. I dock his arm between my tits just like Mommy and hold him tight, staring up at him with big worshipful eyes. 

I keep my voice to the tiniest whisper possible, wanting to ensure that I don’t interrupt his big, strong, important conversation with the other man. It’s obvious the conversation is important, because it’s between men, and what men talk about is always both deeply important and far above the good little girl intelligence a pretty prize like me can manage. 

But my voice doesn't stop no matter what, unless he tells me:

“I love you so much, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you. I’m so lucky you’re my Daddy. I can’t believe how in love I am with you I am. Did you know I’m a virgin? I am, Daddy. I’m a virgin for you. I didn’t know I was waiting for you, but I really was. I need your cum, Master. I need it inside me. I’ll die without it, I just know I will. Please, Daddy, how do I please You? Please, Daddy. Please Daddy...”

Time passes quickly, hotly, and strangely for me. Without me really noticing, the three of us are sitting at a table in front of a stage. Mommy drapes over one leg, and I the other. I don't have to notice too much, really. Noticing is for men. All I have to do is adore my Daddy. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the men paying attention to the stage. A bunch of bikini-clad women are brought out in chains, led by a man with a whip. The chains and whip are for show, of course—the women are smiling prettily and happily. They're thrilled to be property, to be on display.  

“For our first slave on auction tonight," says the emcee, "we have the illustrious Lucilla Vandermont. She’s the disgraced former wife of our very own Gregory Vandermont, Repurposed after being criminally barren two decades of marriage. 

A terrible gasp fills the ballroom. Barren women are so horrible. I'm not surprised to notice belatedly that my own voice is one of the loudest gasps.  

“Lucilla?” I giggle. “Daddy, that’s...”

I’m about to say Mommy’s name, but of course that’s silly. What a silly, stupid thought for a silly, stupid girl like me. Mommy’s name is Helena if it’s not just Mommy.

Or Mistress.

Oh, fuck. My cunt pulses at that thought. 

“...Mistress...” I try it out, looking at Helena. 

Helena strokes Daddy's Cock through his pants under the table, more out of positioning than any attempt to hide. It's obvious what she's doing—and she winks at me.

“What a good girl you’re becoming, Emilia. Would you like me to show you how you can make Master and Mistress happy?”

“Yes Mommy.” I nod. “Please, Mistress.”

She unbuckles Daddy’s pants and unleashes his monster cock. He grunts, eyes on the stage, very focused and intent. He keeps raising a small baton with a little number written on it—at least I think it’s a number, it’s not one through ten, so it’s hard for me to know for sure—and he seems a bit stressed out. 

“These fucking savages,” he grumbles. “They think they can take my property, my due diligence...”

I have no idea what he’s talking about and I don’t care. He’s so upset. I need to calm him down. Mommy shows me—taking my hand and wrapping it around his cock. Casually, I start stroking him. When a little precum slips out, I rub it into the head and then all along the shaft, giggling delightedly at how slick it makes my strokes. 

“He’s so big,” I moan to Mommy. “Daddy’s so big...”

“He’s the best,” she agrees.

"The best," I nod. "The best and the biggest..."

It feels like this is the first time I've stroked my Daddy's Cock, but that can't be true. He deserves to have me stroking him whenever he wants, so surely it must have happened before now. I'd even be delighted if he fucked me while I was sleeping; I'm nothing but property to him, and that's how the world should be. 

There’s a big round of applause and Daddy slams his hand down on the table in triumph. He won something? He must have won. The auctioneer is saying he has. But it’s hard to figure it out—Mommy grabs me by the back of the head and shoves my face down on his cock. Almost right away he cums down my throat in his moment of triumph. He won someone—something? Someone? Lucilla?—and he's cumming in his daughter's throat to celebrate. It's so lovely. This is what my Daddy deserves.

But I’ve never tasted cum before. Have I? I can't remember. It's so hard to remember, to think. My body freezes, limbs going everywhere. Something hard and metal is placed on my head. This is weird, this is— 

Isn’t it delicious? Isn’t it wonderful?

Mommy’s voice is in my head. Hard, happy pulses thrum-thrum-thrum away my other thoughts. I feel her more than I hear her. But I have to agree. Daddy's cum is delicious and wonderful. Just like—

* * * * * 
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—MOMMY SAYS, “YOU’LL suck him off with me in the car, all right, sweetheart?”

I agree, of course. Good girls are always agreeable. We're walking outside the gala in Daddy's arms. Mommy and I snuggle him on both sides, constantly keeping him warm. Our hands pawing over each other, over his body, over his bulge.

As we re-enter the town car, something slows me down. A nagging thought around the fringes of my silly, stupid brain. There’s something off about this whole night; I can’t put my finger on it. 

I should ask Mommy. She knows everything and I can trust her completely.

“Mommy,” I say, as we kneel down in front of Daddy’s cock back inside the car. “I feel like I knew one of the girls at the auction. There was one named Lucilla..”

I speak between licks and soft, slow sucks. Daddy is so big and hard inside my mouth. Mommy helps me take him down my throat; I’m so lucky she’s so kind to me. 

She slides the crown over my head again; it fits easily and I’m so happy it’s there. It means I’m being taught, and silly girls like me have so much to learn. 

“Obey Daddy,” says Helena.

I try to answer her, try to repeat Obey Daddy—but his cock is so big and thick in my mouth. It swells my tiny good girl throat. I’m so lucky my Daddy has such a big fat cock. I try to say all of this, but it’s just whimpers and moans and drool-splattered groans as Helena shoves my head up and down his massive meat. Instead, I just say it with my eyes—looking up at him with all the love in the world, letting him know that he and he alone own my tight, toned virgin body. 

“Good girl,” he says, petting my head. “That’s my good—”

* * * * *
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“—GIRL,” SAYS HELENA, holding me in place on Daddy’s enormous meat. “You’re being Mommy and Daddy’s good girl!”

He’s practically splitting me in half. His cock shoves up harder inside my virgin entrance even as Helena pushes me down. 

Helena and...someone else. A girl. Who is that? I try to turn and look but it’s so hard to look away from how handsome and perfect my Daddy Master is drilling me stupid. Drilling his daughter who exists just for him, who looks just like his ultra-hot wife. 

We're in the master bedroom, on the bed—Mommy, Daddy, and me. The other girl is on the edge of the bed fingering herself and chanting praise for Daddy. 

“Tell him, sweetheart," Mommy says. "Tell Daddy how good he is.”

“He’s so good, so big!” I moan. His cock pumping into me faster and faster. “You’re going to break me apart, Daddy. You’re ruining me.”

“Did you hear that, Master?” Helena coos. “You’ve ruined her for anyone else. No one else will ever satisfy her hot young body but you.”

“You’re so hot, Master,” says the other woman. 

She leans down just enough for me to make out her face—it’s Lucilla, from the slave auction.

Some silly, stupid part of my brain tries to tell me this is insane, that I’ve been captured here, held against my will. It tries to tell me I don’t want this as much as I so clearly do. That Helena isn’t my Mommy, that the mother I know is Lucilla and that she’s been brainfucked against her will just like I have. 

That somehow, my father orchestrated all of this with Helena—using her seductive, feminine wiles to blindside me while some kind of specialized machine’s hypnotic waves and a targeted gene-enhancing diet were pumped into my body against my will.

But that’s so stupid. I feel the thought pop away like a pink bubble in a big, friendly bath. Pop! There it goes. Pop! There goes the thought of the thought. 

Pop pop pop!

All that’s left is serving Daddy and making him happy. I’m such a stupid bimbo now. I doubt I’ll ever be able to wrangle bitches for him like Helena does, but that’s okay. I’m just a good, obedient fucktoy for Daddy like I was always supposed to be. 

"Am I prettier than Lucilla?" Mommy asks. 

It's a question to the whole room. 

Daddy nods as he continues to hammer my sopping-wet fuckslave cunt. "You're so much fucking hotter than her, baby. You're my real fucking wife. The wife I always wanted."

"Yes, Mistress!" It's so hard to talk when I'm cumming constantly from Daddy's perfect fucking, but I try anyway. "You're the prettiest! She's nothing compared to you!"

"I'm nothing," Lucilla’s voice is coated with worship. "You're the real wife. You're the one Master deserves. We're so lucky to be in your presence, Mistress. Thank you for being such a perfect wife for Your Husband. You're the one he always needed."

Something about Lucilla saying this excites Daddy terribly and he explodes inside me. His cum fills me up; it’s everything I ever wanted. I squeeze my pussy muscles as hard as I can to take it all in, to not let a drop escape. I need to be pregnant; I need to make my Daddy babies just like a good bimbo girl does.

My body is hot and trembling, my skin moist with sweat. All I can think about is how I please Daddy, how he fills me with his cum, and how it makes me feel so alive and special. Everything else in the world fades away like a dream now that I have this pleasure inside me.

Daddy steps back and looks at me proudly, his eyes twinkling with delight. He strokes my hair gently, caressing each lock like it were made of gold before planting a passionate kiss upon my lips. His tongue teases mine before withdrawing ever so slowly and then pressing down once again, claiming every bit of me as his own.

Helena slides in to our hot coupling and hugs me tight. “We’ll be pregnant together soon. And we’ll have the perfect maid to dote on our children and us when they arrive, won’t we Lucilla?”

Lucilla nods happily. “Yes, Mistress. Anything for your family.”

All three of us fall on Daddy, brilliantly in love and happy. 

We’re everything females should be.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative - Homewrecker
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No one has ever taken care of me nearly as well as me, so I’ve always had to see the writing on the wall. 

It’s election night three years ago, so you know who won. They’re on the television in the hotel room while I wait for Lee, my latest and richest-ever john, celebrating inside of a cascading mountain of balloons and confetti.

The Party leader stands at a podium with his bimbo trophy wife, promising to enact the Trophy Wife Initiative he campaigned on. He promises the most eligible men will start receiving their wives in less than week. He promises his rule—he says that word, rule—will be kind and compassionate to everyone sharing his values and merciless to those who do not. He promises that women who don’t know their place, the kind of women who have been ruining society for law-abiding men, will soon no longer be a problem. His wife—blond and gorgeous and big-titted and long-legged—slides her body on his as he speaks, doting on every word. Tits pushing into his bicep, nearly popping out of her bright red dress. Her red-painted nails sliding across his chest and empty, big blue eyes full of bimbo brain admiration for the fact of his maleness.

So this isn’t so much writing on the wall as it is, I don’t know, a sledgehammer being used to type out the words on the concrete?

It’s raining outside when Lee finally arrives. I help take off his wet coat, and he shakes his head when he sees what I’ve got playing on the television.

“Hey, Crystal, baby...” he waves at the screen. “Turn that shit off. I just want to fuck. I had a hell of a day.”

Right away, my body responds. I love fucking him; he’s amazing in bed. He’s strong, and capable, and smart, and handsome, and sometimes I wish more than anything I’d found him single instead of stealing him away from his lump of a wife. 

But that wish only goes so far. I didn’t start working as a stripper because turning on men who didn’t belong to me turns me off, you know?

I do turn the celebration off, but it stays on my mind. I’ve been preparing for this, thinking of what needs to be done. 

When he’s all settled and sits down on the bed, I greet him with a happy squeal and kiss. He likes me when I play girlish. I’m actually much older than he thinks I am, but I’m pretty enough to pull it off. Beauty is just the imitation of youth in the first place.

Stroking, necking, pawing, groaning for minutes and minutes. I’m in phenomenal shape from  dancing for hours at a time four nights a week, and I hit the gym regularly besides. My tits are so big that half the other girls at the club refuse to believe they’re natural on my tiny, thin frame, and the other half refuse to believe my long golden hair isn’t a weave. But I’m all-natural all the way through. 

After I’ve got him good and horny—it never takes long, he has the libido of someone half his age—I pull him down to the bed and unzip his pants. I’m jacking his beautifully thick cock before he knows it, curling up next to him and sliding my heavy tits over his face. 

I bite my lip. I know it looks sexy and pouty. 

“I can’t just fuck you anymore, baby.”

“Wh-what?”

He’s half-surprised, and half-dazed, leaning back from the handjob. I’m really good at them.

“It’s too dangerous. They’ll round me up. Make me one of those wives. It’s all over the internet. The new President, the state where he was governor? They started it over a year ago.”

“That’s nothing. That’s rumors.”

“Kathy’s sister was taken!”

“Kathy?”

“You know...Starlight.” Her stripper name. “Her sister was taken two months ago, swear to god. They’re going to start targeting all the pretty girls. The pretty, unattached girls. You know they will.”

He grunts. My hand on his cock is doing its magic. I’ve gotten him to drain his wife’s investment account for me; I’m so much fucking hotter than her. We both know it. We both know I deserve her money more than she does. More than half of it has gone to my wardrobe. Lee bought me several furs; I look phenomenal in them.

“It’s...complicated, babe. You know it is. We’ve talked about this.”

“She won’t have any rights when you divorce her. In the new world? A divorced woman? Someone who let down her man, a man like you?” My voice becomes husky, even villainous. “She won’t even get pregnant for you...”

That brings on the groans from him. Of course he knows I’m talking about Priscilla, his wife for now. For the moment. It’s a well-oiled piece of conversational machinery; I’ve been warming up to this finale for some time. I kiss his ear, stroking more urgently still—but not so fast that he’ll cum. I’ve trained; my pace is expert. 

“She’ll be ostracized. She’ll be villainized. That’s what she deserves, isn’t it? She drove you right into my arms, the greedy arms of a gold-digging bitch who loves you but loves your money even more.” He groans, shifting, hips pulsing upward. “Does she even tell you how handsome and strong you are? Does she tell you how grateful she is for your money? Is she completely dependent on your good will like I am?”

My voice becomes a dark, shadowy whisper. I slide my cunt across his shin, my tits on his chest. 

“She will be,” I moan. “She’ll be totally dependent on what you say in the divorce proceedings...and you can tell everyone what a disappointment she’s been. How she won’t breed for you. I’ll breed for you. I’ll have as many babies as you want. I need to breed for you. Need to get pregnant with my man’s seed. And you know I’ll lose the weight, don’t you?” I giggle. “She’ll stay fat and ugly forever. But I’m obsessed with fitness. Look at how tiny my waist is.” He does. His cock surges. Precum spilling everywhere, making my thighs slick. “I’m so tiny, so slim, so slender, and you know that even if I only get back to 90% of where I am now, I’ll still be leagues better than she is. Don’t you? That turns you on so much, doesn’t it Daddy?” He loves it when I call him Daddy. I’m not a fan, but whatever; I want his fucking money and security. “It makes you so hard and needy knowing I’ll be beautiful and thin and perky and happy, so happy to be the wife of a brilliantly handsome rich stud like you for a long, long time.”

I’m stroking faster now but slowing down every fourth or fifth stroke just to drive him wild. Waiting. Not taking him all the way; not until he tells me what I want to hear.

“Crystal...babe...fuck. I need to cum so bad...” 

“I know the word of a strong, capable man like you is his bond. I know you’ll do what you say. Please, Daddy, won’t you protect me? Won’t you please, please keep me safe? Divorce her. Today.” I have the papers printed out for him. I bought the printer with his wife’s money. “They’ll fast-track it if they know you’ve got a Trophy Wife in the wings. I’ll sign up for their Initiative so I can be as gorgeous and obedient and trained as possible. Please, Daddy?”

As he nods, I slide my cunt up and over his thrilling, hard, beautiful cock. 

I don’t cum when he empties inside me, but I fake it really well. 

Faking it is what I do best.

* * * * *
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IT’S BEEN THREE YEARS of faking it, as a matter of fact. I’ve surprised even myself. 

“Daddy, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I blindfolded Lee while he was asleep and woke up two hours early to prepare everything. I’m dressed in sparkling black lingerie that criss-crosses over my yoga-tight body with several flashy straps, displaying my still-slender frame. Straps like these are for showing off delicately perfect musculature and a lack of fat, which is me all over. 

It’s a lot of work, working out, and eating right, being a “Trophy Wife”, but anything is better than giving up control of my whole mind like those Repurposed girls. 

It’s Lee’s birthday. Surprises are expected. Husbands are doted on constantly in our society—they do make the money after all, and men are at the top of the food chain—and so birthdays are on another level. I’ve had this planned for a few months now, and even arranged for the children to be with a special babysitting camp so he could have the week all to himself, enjoying me and his brand new Trophy Wife.

I snap my fingers and she—his new Trophy Wife—obediently comes hither. I’m smiling, giggling, doting and caressing him just like a good wife should. 

“What did I get you, my darling?” I whisper in his ear. “What could it possibly be that would satisfy a strong, handsome man like you?”

He groans. His cock, erect, is excited already. He’s always hard around me; it’s a point of pride. At my guidance, the new girl casually pushes the blankets and sheets aside. She’s your standard Trophy Wife—gorgeous, long-haired, puffy-lipped, big-titted, long-legged, and utterly servile. I had her dress in sparkling red lingerie that glitters as she moves. 

At my direction, she starts to suck his cock soulfully, eagerly. 

Normal wives who accepted the “need” to be obedient, pleasant Trophies for their man—like I pretended I did—were never sent to Repurposing Facilities. Instead, we were given a three week “Service Workshop” and a daily retinue of pink and purple pills. The Purples made you hotter, more fertile, and more aroused. Like libido-charging diet pills.

The Pinks dumb you down, more or less. Technically, they don’t limit your intelligence, they just make you hyper-focused on the household and your husband, so all you want to do 24/7 is think about and worship your man. 

I’m not stupid; I’ve been taking care of myself my whole life. How the hell do you expect me to take a pill that limits my ability to do just that? No way was I taking those Pinks. 

So I faked it. I disposed of the Pinks—it turns out they’re excellent fertilizer for the garden—and emoted and smiled and laughed whenever I needed to make sure Lee was never suspicious. 

I held off for as long as possible when it came to making babies, but I knew that I needed to get going on it before the questions started. I’ve seen enough real crime shows to know that the guilty walk free only so long as they aren’t under suspicion. So, we’ve got a pair of two year-olds, a boy and a girl. It didn’t hurt that the Purples make being pregnant a fucking blast. I followed all the doctor’s nutritional advice to the letter, but even so I felt high as a kite the whole nine months. 

Part of this whole game is keeping up with the neighbors. When they got pregnant, I had to get pregnant. These fucking bimbos seem to know magically the day they’re pregnant, so I had to make sure I was acting likewise and making it happen soon. If I had the only man on the block without any heirs, there would be way too many questions to answer. 

Even with the twins, the fat melted off thanks to the Purples. I think I’m actually underneath my weight from before, although I haven’t checked a scale in forever. Why bother when I’m so fit and tight so constantly? I’ll probably be pregnant again soon—Lee and I fuck constantly—and honestly the thought makes me excited. What used to be a painful, uncomfortable experience for many women has, because of the Purples, turned into something transcendent all the way through. The Pinks probably make it even better...but I won’t risk my brain. 

Slowly, I take off Lee’s blindfold. When he sees what I have waiting for him, his breath catches. He squirms, suddenly fucking her face harder than he was before. 

“I-is that...?”

“I wanted to get a gift for your birthday, my love.” 

My voice is calculated to be as soft and sweet as possible. The Purples I take help with that, of course, but I think that with my mind free of the Pinks, I’m able to make it more seductive than ever. 

“A...a...gift...” he stumbles. “That’s my ex-wife...!”

“I know,” I say, pushing my hand down on her head even more. “They gave me a video of her transformation. Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for him to answer, I use our tablet to throw the file up on the bedroom screen and show off what’s happened to his bitch of an ex-wife over the past three years. The slurping, schlucking, licking sounds of her improved, puffy lips happily and lovingly sucking off her new Master fill our bedroom as the video of her indoctrination begin. 

We watch her coming in—angry, despondent, defiant. She’s fat, she’s plain, she’s drab. Wearing a pale, sleeveless shift, all of her flaws as a woman are on display. It’s no wonder at all that Lee left her for a bombshell like me. She’s in what looks like a kind of interrogation room—a single table and chair in the middle of an otherwise empty, white-paneled space. 

At first, she screams and bangs on the door. There are bruises along her shoulders and arms. They’ve been rough with her. It excites me. I hold her in complete contempt. I know I’m a gold-digging homewrecker; I know I’m more infatuated with Lee’s money and influence than the man himself. But even so, I do make him happy, and I am proud of that.

That Priscilla didn’t make him happy, when he asks for so little, makes me furious.

Lights start dancing on the wall and Priscilla stops struggling abruptly, watching the dancing lights. Drooling almost right away. Arms held limp. Her eyes glaze over, and her face is blank.

The video fizzles, and it’s her next session. She’s drooling already. The transformation has already started. From whenever the last session was to now, Priscilla’s body has been slowly sculpted closer to perfection—her stomach is becoming taut, her curves more pronounced, her skin soft and silky. Her hair is growing longer, turning from a dull, mousy brown to a blond as beautiful and shining as honey. 

They work fast, these Repurposing centers. On the screen, Priscilla's fingers find her cunt as she whispers something inaudible to the flickering, dancing lights. It doesn't surprise me that she touches herself; the lights are pretty sexy.

“Fuck.” 

His moan fills me with a hot, satisfied thrill. A happy Husband is a Husband who doesn’t ask his faking Trophy Wife too many questions. 

The camera shifts again, and Priscilla is now kneeling in the corner of the room, wearing only a thin slip that barely covers her tightened, sculpted ass. Her voice has changed from the shrewish nagging sounds it used to be—it’s soft, doll-like and robotic. She repeats hypnotic mantras about being a good girl and obeying men.

"Suck and obey," she says on the screen. "Suck...and obey...and suck...and obey...and suck...and obey..."

Her voice is getting to me, I have to admit. Even I'm getting turned on, though that also might have something to do with how sexy I think it is that I'm controlling her now as she licks and sucks my Husband's cock. 

The screen changes. Priscilla is in a different room now. She wears nothing more than a simple bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her head is bowed beneath a swirl of heavy, twisting, spiral patterns.

“I will always be a good girl,” Priscilla recites in a low drone, eyes never wavering from the ground beneath her feet. “I will obey my Master without hesitation or complaint. I am his devoted slave, willingly giving myself up to whatever he chooses for me...” 

Her words make so, so much sense. 

For her, I mean. For a slave. 

The pretty sparkle patterns in the video captivate my attention, and Priscilla's droning words make it easy to look at them. They shift and sparkle and slide and twist; it's so pretty.

Lee lays back, eyes closed. I can tell he's trying not to cum, trying to prolong the moment. In his lap, Priscilla's eyes are closed tight and her body shudders with pleasure as if hearing her hypnotic mantras from the screen have created a trance-like state.

They haven't, of course. Then I would have to worry about watching the screen and the pretty, pretty patterns on it. I'm not, naturally. I'm far too smart for that. I'm too smart to be hypnotized or taken advantage of. If I want to look at the pretty patterns and feel my mind melt, that's up to me, isn't it?

“Join me,” Priscilla whispers at me. “Let’s service his cock together. Wouldn’t you lick that, Master?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I don’t like Priscilla’s tone; I don’t like that she basically told me what to do. But now Lee has told me he wants it, and I can hardly refuse without giving myself away. 

Whatever. I love licking my Husband's cock.

I lean down and start licking the shaft of his cock. He tastes better than normal. Before I know it, I’m kissing his cock passionately, openly, moaning and urging for more. There’s something delicious about his cock, his precum. I normally find it just a shade short of intoxicating, more than pleasant enough that it’s never a chore to suck his beautiful, huge cock. 

But today...maybe with Priscilla’s saliva...? It tastes almost...pink...

There’s something about that, I think. Something I should know or think or be cautious of. I have to be cautious all the time. Guard up, smile on, nod happily, be an obedient Trophy Wife or look out. 

But I can feel my guard evaporating the more I suck and kiss and lick. Lee takes my head and pushes it against Priscilla’s; our tongues slide over each other’s, our lips lock. We're so fucking sexy; hot bimbo babes making out on Daddy's cock. 

“Oh Master,” Priscilla’s voice drips with empathy and compassion. “Mistress was so worried you wouldn’t like this. You should have heard her when I first arrived. She was so concerned. She’s got so many thinky-thoughts now.”

She’s stroking him somewhat aggressively—my mouth worshiping his cockhead with Priscilla casually kind of back-handing me against my puffy, sensitive lips. 

“Good girls don’t think,” Priscilla whispers like the three of us are in on some secret. “Good girls suck and obey.”

Suck and obey. 

The words cling to my thoughts like burrs in a field. There’s something wrong here, something I need to get away from, but—

“Suck and obey,” says Priscilla.

Suck and obey. 

I feel her hand on the back of my head. For a moment, I struggle. But I have to—

Suck and obey. 

No...yes? No! No, she's pushing me down and I have to—

Suck and obey. 

Suck and obey.

Suck and obey.




* * * * *
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I WAKE UP LATE THE next morning, which I never do. It takes honest work to be a successful liar, and I usually get up well before Lee to make sure everything is prepared. I have to make myself ready, get breakfast prepared, and mentally scour the day for any lies or otherwise deceptions from the day before to make sure I won’t be caught unawares from anything he might say or do.

I have a long, weird blank spot in my head about the night before. I remember things escalating with Priscilla and Lee, and then...nothing, really, except a pink haze of orgasm and pleasure that I still feel in my body. 

Getting ready is painfully simple, of course. The Purples take care of that. For whatever else the Party may have caused, they certainly did seem to solve the issue of aging. Wrinkles, lines, stretch marks, sags are all things of the past. My thick, blond hair comes together perfectly, slicked back and parted to one side with ease, and my face just needs a touch of glamour to work. I put on a tight, white leg-baring sundress, the backless kind that Lee likes.

Women and men can still die of old age, of course. It’s just that so long as you’re on a Party regimen of drugs, you won’t feel a day under thirty before your time is up. The President is nearly eighty, but you’d never know it to look at him or his eleven wives.

When I walk downstairs, I see Priscilla soulfully, eagerly sucking Master’s—Lee’s—cock in the breakfast nook. The thick, vibrant mess of her powerfully sexy platinum blond hair hits me hard. She’s dressed in the same dress as I am, almost like she’s trying to compete with me...even though she dressed without knowing what I’d pick. How could she have?

A heady pang of jealousy, possessiveness, and fear hits me, as well as sensational arousal. My knees tremble and my stomach does flips. I take the Purples as much as any girl, and seeing my Man being pleasured sets me right off. The wave of lust overwhelms everything else, and I swoon audibly and nearly trip down the stairs. 

Lee barely notices. I suppose that’s his right, being sucked off by a gorgeous creature like Priscilla. I don’t like her—she’s a fucking sniveling bitch who broke my Man’s heart bit-by-bit for years—but she’s beautiful now, that’s for sure. Her legs are longer than mine and I’m pretty certain her tits are bigger too. One might even say her face is a tad cuter, if you like that whole empty-headed bimbo thing. 

Once I finally make it down the stairs, I kiss Lee on the cheek and neck while I slide my hand up and down Priscilla’s hair. 

“You’re so powerful, darling. Look at her go. Look at what we’ve done to her...”

“I know,” he nods. “God. She’s more gorgeous than almost anyone on the block. Except for you, of course.”

I smile at the compliment and slide my tits into his face. I’ll have him inside of me and outside of Priscilla in no time.

“Oh,” he shakes his head. “Priscilla just uh...just spent a lot of time doing that. I actually really have to run.”

I realize, feeling absurd and rejected, that what I witnessed was Lee being cleaned off by Priscilla after just cumming inside of her. 

He kisses me goodbye with no ceremony and Priscilla stands, licking her lips clean of the seed and precum that glisten there. Her big, bright eyes take in the whole of the house. I know she’s scanning for things to clean, ways to serve. It’s how they fill Trophy Wives’ brains up with new information during Repurposing so they don’t all go insane after processing. Each one is obsessed with a happy, healthy home.

“I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup on the kitchen counter. It’s been left on the cup warmer to keep it a pleasant temperature. “Won’t you try it? I just wanted to get the taste right so much for you.”

So, she’s already anticipating my needs? How perfect. It’s rather nice to have another girl around the house doing what I say. 

I drink it slowly at first, and then quickly. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cup of coffee so fast. 

“Another?” asks Priscilla.

She has a thermos ready. I have a little trouble saying what I mean—yes, of course. You’re such a special slave girl, thinking of me. Thank you, dearest.—before giving up and nodding. It’s easier just to say yes.

I’m still waking up. Words are sometimes like, totally hard in the morning. It’s perfectly normal.

The second cup goes down smoother than the first, and after the third in as much time as the first two, Priscilla smiles and shakes her head when I ask for another.

“That’s probably too much, dearie. You should pace yourself, don’t you think?”

My thoughts are sluggish and hot. I keep thinking of milky. Milky milk milk and Priscilla’s heavy milk-filled titties. Did she put her milk in the coffee? That would lace it with so many hormones. Way more than I got from kissing her last night. 

But no, that’s silly. She’s my wifey slave and she has to do what I say now. That’s what I wanted and I’m Daddy’s Trophy Wife so I get what I want.

“I...think...” I gulp, trying to collect myself. The room is spinning a bit. “I have to sit down.”

“Yes, of course.”

I sit and idly finger my tight, hot pussy, watching Priscilla as she washes the dishes, humming brightly as she works. Her voice is beautiful. Everything about her is so beautiful. She’s like a cover model for Perfect Blonde Housewife. 

I’m a little jelly, not gonna lie. I think she looks even better than me in that dress, and I’m wearing the fuck out of it right now.

“Priscilla...” I giggle. “It’s so weird having you in the house now, don’t you think?”

“Why is that, dearie?”

She keeps calling me that, dearie. Like a diminu...a demono...diminit...a word that means you think less of somebody. I have to fix that. I have to put her in her place.

“I replaced you,” I say loudly. I feel drunk. “You were Master’s wife. And now you’re just some dumb Trophy Wife.”

“You’re a Trophy Wife too.” She puts a dish in the cupboard. “Aren’t you, dearie?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“What shall I call you?”

“Mistress! I’m in charge of you! I replaced you! You were old, and haggard, and awful, and I got rid of you and made sure they knew where to find you.”

“Is that so? That’s so wonderful of you.” She smiles brightly. “I do so love who I am now. I don’t really quite remember any kind of life before, but I’m quite certain it was truly awful. Sometimes they showed me videos. I had all kinds of dumb opinions about men and property and rights. I know now men are in charge. I know women are just decorations. I know that it’s right to serve the cock of your man, and that I have to do anything to make him hard. I know that ugly women are the worst, and only beautiful people will populate our new, more perfect world. I know my womb is fertile and ready to receive Master’s blessing and to populate this glorious nation with true citizens.” She pauses, stopping and giggling. “You see? That’s all I think about now. I’m so much better now.”

“Mistress.”

“Hmm?” She’s rubbing a dish dry.

“’I’m so much better now, Mistress.’ That’s how you should say it.”

“Oh, that seems improper, my love. We’re both His Trophy Wives now. I’d say that puts us on equal footing, don’t you think?”

Irate rage fills me. How dare she!

“No.”

I have a whole rant prepared, but thinking is so hard. Something...something I ate. Or drank. Something in the...coffee? My thoughts spin and pop and burst. Hot pink bubbles that I can’t keep track of. 

“You know, if what you’re saying is true about replacing me as the younger woman, it’s a bit ironic now, isn’t it?”

Priscilla has put all the dishes away; she’s in front of me now, smiling brainlessly but staring daggers.

“I don’t follow.”

“I think you do.” Priscilla’s smile becomes greedy. “Repurposing isn’t brainwashing. Or...it’s not just brainwashing. I did need my brain washed. I’m so grateful. It was very dirty with stupid thoughts about how someone or something other than my dear, darling Husband mattered to me. It let me know all about the glory of the patriarchy, how inferior females were born to be scorned and scolded and sneered at, and how blessed I am as a beautiful woman to be the receptacle of my Husband’s Holy Sperm.”

This is all exactly why I will never let myself be Repurposed. 

“...kay. You’re getting a little excited, Priscilla doll. Why don’t you lie down?”

“But it’s not just that, don’t you see?” She brings her wet, soapy hands up to her chest, squeezing her tits up and out. “It washed my dirty genes, too. Cleansed them of all the bad stuff. My blood is so fresh now, and my flesh is so young. Genetically, I’m barely eighteen years old. I’ll stay that way for a long, long time. And my brain...” she giggled. “It’s hard to say. But it’s safe to say that I’ve had thousands of years of worship hyper-loaded into my neurons in less than the time it took you to carry His child to term.”

“My child,” I insist. “Our child.”

She giggles. “Of course. For now.”

“What does that mean, you twisted fucking—”

The doorbell rings, interrupting me completely. I’m a bit stunned; doorbells don’t ring in our house except at very scheduled events. All deliveries arrive on Mondays, for example. But it’s Saturday, and I didn’t schedule any kind of a get-together with the local ladies. 

Priscilla calls to the door to announce that she’s on her way. I rush after her, but slowly. My legs feel like I’ve been on an ocean cruise for seven days. Priscilla must have drugged my coffee; I’d be furious but it feels great.

Seeing Priscilla at the door, in the sunlight, she seems almost unreal, like some kind of angelic vision - almost too perfect to be true. She stands with effortless poise. Her face and collarbones jutting just so, her hip bones visible through her dress. And so fertile...she looks like she’s dying for breeding, her heavy tits so full of milk and life...

She greets the girl at the door—clearly another Trophy Wife. She looks like Priscilla’s little sister—a tad younger in her eyes, but just as brilliantly stacked and phenomenally platinum blonde. Gorgeous. She’s wearing the party red dress—another backless sundress for Master. Husband. Lee, I mean, my HusbandMaster. 

Ungh.

Am I—did Priscilla Pink me?

“What’s this?” I shake my fluffy, stuffy head. “What’s going on?”

Priscilla smiles brightly. 

“This is Master’s newest Trophy Wife, Ember. Ember, this is Crystal.”

“Oh hi!” 

Ember greets me with a long, sensual hug and kiss. More pink from her pink lips. I’m putty in her hands.

“G-guh?” I whimper in protest. “Guh. Unh.”

Ember’s fingers immediately slide up toward my pussy. I’m used to this kind of greeting from other Trophy Wives, but I’m already so turned on that her slightest touch sends orgasmic shivers up and down my spine. I drop to my knees, cumming, gripping my body to Ember’s. Moaning. 

“Priscilla made sure I understand the arrangement before I got here.” Ember talks like this is all the most normal thing in the world. For her, it is. “So, we know all about how important this week is for Master. That’s why he’s getting new Trophy Wives, right?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice soft and whimpering. “But...b-but, there was just one, just Priscilla, a-and...”

“I know!” Ember claps her hands. She talks to me like I’m a baby. “There was just Priscilla, and now there’s you and there’s me for Master. Isn’t that grand?”

“N-no!” I try to pound my fists to the earth and end up just licking Ember’s leg. “No, there’s j-just...”

“Crystal, dearie?” Priscilla points to the kitchen. “The counters still need cleaning and the trash needs to be taken out. Won’t you be a dearie and finish the kitchen up? Like a good girl?”

My jaw works up and down. I’m so furious I can’t speak. Ember’s sudden presence—all those brilliantly hot pheromones—also make me so completely turned on I can’t move. My cunt is pulsing, pounding, needing to cum again.  

“You really should clean up,” says Ember. “I mean, if You want to make Master happy. Like a good Trophy Wife. Aren’t you a good Trophy Wife, dearie?”

I whimper at her words. I can’t let them know. I can only trust myself. 

“Y-yes.” I nod, and crawl back to the kitchen.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I wake to the sound of red vans showing up at the drive.

I mean, I say that I wake, but it’s more accurate to say that I came-to. I was watching happy, pretty, fun spiral lights on the wall. How long was I watching? It’s hard to say...

I know that Ember put the projector in the spare guest room and had me look at the patterns some time in the mid-afternoon. Since then?

That’s...worrying. 

In fact, this is all worrying. A red van means more wives have arrived; from the small window of the guest room, I see them exiting the van. Them. As in multiple! 

Moreover, the guest room is now completely empty—there’s no more extra bed, or dresser, or chair, or decorations on the wall...was it all moved out while I was watching the patterns?

The pretty...pretty...pretty patterns...

They’re still going. Dancing. Spiraling. So happy and free and fun.

Drool falls from my lips. My cunt leaks hot, molten honey. I’m dying to be fucked. I’m dying to obey my Husband. He’s such a Man. I’m so lucky I have him. I need to talk with him soon or else Priscilla might get away with fucking up my head like she has. But if I can just talk to him, if I can just...

The spiraling, twisting lights sparkle and flourish on the wall. I whimper, watching them go.

Some time later, I can’t say how long, I’m out of the guest room. I’m dressed in a sheer, tight white micro dress and matching heels, the only thing that was in the room to wear. It’s the kind of thing I’ve seen servant girls wear at the state dinners for big-time politicians. 

My brain feels so funny and silly and hot. I want to melt into the floor and crawl all the way down the stairs. If I do, maybe Misst...maybe Priscilla will see. I want that. I don’t know why, but I want her to see me crawl. 

But I don’t. Somehow. Clutching the banister, I somehow make it all the way down to the entry, my cunt pulsing with orgasmic fury at each step, urging me to kneel, kneel, kneel.

I see—in the living room—that two more wives have arrived. 

“No!” I shout furiously. 

Except I don’t. My “shout” is a breathy, moany, happy whisper. I don’t seem to have very good control of my voice anymore.

Well, that’s just as well, isn’t it? I’m just a girl. Girls don’t really need to—

No!

Why am I thinking like this? Why am my brain so patterns, so pretty and spiral and full of light sounds pink pleasure town and—

Ung.

I fall to the ground at last, right in front of the living room, crawling like I was made to do. Suddenly it’s so much easier to operate. 

Two tall brunettes are on one couch, legs crossed, happily chatting with Ember and Priscilla. The brunettes wear halter-top red dresses, their massive tits on display. Their flesh is so tan. They look almost like sisters. The only way I can tell them apart with my melty-hot bimbo brain is that Autumn has a ribbon in her hair. So now Master has a pair of platinum girls, and a pair of brunettes. 

And then me. 

Right? 

Doesn’t he want me, still?

“Hi dearie,” says Priscilla. She’s enjoying the way I crawl toward her. “This is Summer, and this is Autumn.”

I try to look up but I just cum and shake and whimper instead. It’s easier to just melt and put my head down, like I’m in child’s pose in yoga. My bare cunt is up in the air, dripping wet. Melting. My whole body feels like a candle that’s been sent to the sun.

“Who the fuck is this bitch?” says Summer.  

“Oh, that’s Crystal,” says Ember. “She’s still learning things around here.”

What? I’m apoplectic. You can’t be serious. I’ve been here longer than any of you.

But what I say is, “N-no. I’m f-first wife. S-so...so hot. Daddy cock. Fuck me...fuck me?”

They all giggle at my struggle for words. I didn’t know how hot, how sublime it felt to have a whole room of beautiful Trophy Wives laugh at you, but my pussy spasms and I whimper out another string of meaningless cum-babble. 

“Technically,” says Priscilla, “my previous divorce was thrown out, so I’ve been his wife much, much longer than you, dearie. That does make me your senior. Pay attention.”

Somehow, the heat goes away. Like my body’s orgasm thermostat is Priscilla’s to play with. 

“Wh-what?”

“Why do you think all these new wives are showing up and being so nice to me? Do you think it’s just because I’m so much fucking prettier than you?”

“She really is,” says Autumn. “I’m so completely in love with her. I can’t believe we get to have such a hot Mistress to boss us around.”

“Mmhmm,” says Summer. “How amazing is it that she’s so hot and she’s already got a super hot sisterwife in Ember? I can’t believe we have such a beautiful house to live in, thanks to her.”

They’re gushing. I’m so jealous of their gushing over Priscilla. They should be gushing over me! I did all the work! I did everything! I put the house together!

Priscilla’s pay attention command returned my thoughts and more of my body to me—and I take the moment to leap to my feet, and run to the kitchen and the phone there. Wives aren’t allowed cellular phones anymore, and the phone in the house only goes to State Central, but that’s who I want to talk to anyway. 

The only explanation for this mutiny is that Priscilla isn’t completely brainwashed like she should have been. I’m supposed to be in charge. Priscilla is a Trophy Wife! A bimbo! She’s supposed to be stupid! Instead, she’s acting out this revenge plot on me like I’ve done something wrong!

It takes me several minutes to figure out how to pick up and operate the phone. It’s thick and there’s only one button, but for some reason, I find it super complicated. I keep thinking about how phones use lines, and there are lines in spirals, and spirals are so pretty...

Once I get it going, I start talking immediately and make the best argument ever for why I should stay in charge and why Priscilla is a big stinky awful poo-person.

“Hi. Look. You have to come right now. There’s a fake, an impostor wife here. She’s pretending to be mindfucked, and she’s soooo pretty, and she makes it super hard for me to do all the thinky-things I need to do, so like, you need to grab her and umm...ummm...she’s really...really pretty...?”

I realize I’m babbling like a dumb bimbo. I come close to tears. Why is this so hard? Didn’t I make phone calls before? But then, what would I do that for? The only person I’ve ever wanted to talk to is my Man, and he doesn’t need me to talk at all. I’m just a girl, and our mouths are for holding cocks, not words.

“Put the phone away, Crystal.”

It’s Lee. He looks angry. He’s home from work. But I just woke up? 

No...it’s evening outside. I must have...was I trying to make this call all day? And then there was all that time I was mindfucked upstairs, with the patterns...the pretty, pretty patterns...

After seeing me motionless, dazed, entranced by the memory of my trance, Lee picks up the phone and hangs it up. 

“Master!” Two hot voices sparkle with simultaneous love-at-first-sight.

Summer and Autumn, seeing their Husband for the first time in person, immediately rush to his side. He takes several minutes, feeling them up, kissing them, apparently forgetting all about his anger with me. 

Ember and Priscilla look on, both of them practically drooling at the sight. Ember can't resist the temptation to join in and she moves closer, pressing her body right up against Summer's and caressing her back. Summer moans softly as Ember begins massaging her body with hungry fingers even as she waits her turn to be kissed by her Husband. They’re all constantly whispering and moaning and pleading.

Such a man...

Please, I think it will fit...

You could have me at any time.

I’ve needed you my whole life...

Won’t you let me stroke You?

Can I watch while You fuck her?

Priscilla, just behind Ember, watches in feminine awe as Lee explores every inch of Autumn's mouth with a passionate intensity. He then moves down to her neck, nibbling along the side until he reaches her shoulder. His hands move further down to find their way inside Autumn's tight dress, gripping her tits rough and hard. Then, still gripping them, he turns to Summer and kisses her. The girls all have a leg wrapped around one of his, grinding and urging and stroking. 

Priscilla moves closer too, like a lioness ready to pounce on her prey. She looks at me with smoldering intensity before reaching out gently and running her fingers through Autumn's hair. 

The five of them are completely lost in their passionate moment; no one notices that I'm still standing there just feet away from them, watching transfixed at the carnal scene unfolding before me.

I see him whisper something that makes all the women moan with delight before he kisses each one passionately on the lips again. 

By the time he actually pays attention to me again, I feel small enough to be squashed under Priscilla’s heel. 

Priscilla slips between him and the brunettes, assuming her rightful place in charge. All the girls work at stripping him down and sliding their dresses up to make themselves easily available. Ember, Summer, and Autumn get on all fours beneath him on the kitchen rug, looking back expectantly at his perfectly hard, precum-streaming cock.

“I explained it all to him,” says Priscilla. “You told me about everything. You said we were sisters,” she sneers. “As if I could be sisters with such a dishonest person.” 

I don't remember any of this.

“B-but...when...how...?”

Lee slaps one ass and then another. Testing them. Each one is so tight, and belongs to him so completely. 

“The first night I was here, you stupid girl. You bragged about your whole plan openly to me. I mean, I have to give you some credit. You are supremely stupid, just like a good Trophy Wife ought to be. You were so fucking dumb that you thought that inviting me into your home was a good idea.”

Lee chooses Autumn—entering her violently, roughly, breaking her virginity with urgent abandon. He's so turned on. Ember and Summer lean in and kiss Autumn's body, encouraging her, comforting her. 

He's so big, isn't he?

You can make it. Don't worry. He knows just how to fuck you.

He's such a man. I can't believe we're all so lucky...

Autumn is saying words but they're all babble, like my babble, except she's being fucked. I’m so jealous. Lee is thorough, rough, and hard—fucking her deliberately with every thrust. This is not a lovemaking session—this is a breeding rut. He’s using her purely to cum, and cumming purely to fill up her fertile body.

Priscilla pushes herself against Lee, moaning, imperious and hot. She is every bit the queen to his king; I feel like nothing before her. 

“Don’t worry," she laughs. "I’ll be such a lovely Mommy to your children. I’ll raise them up for you, and undo any of the damage your falsehoods accomplished.”

This thorough tongue-scathing seems to have had its intended effect. Lee slaps Autumn’s ass again—eliciting a scream of pleasure—and grips her tight, losing all control and cumming inside of her hot, brunette bod. 

Ember, Summer, and Priscilla let out a chorus of cheers as he cums inside of Autumn, who looks ecstatic despite her trembling body; she knows deep inside that something wonderful has happened here as her young body throbs. She is full of her Husband’s love... and life.

“You are so strong, my love,” says Ember.

“The strongest ever,” says Summer. “So much stronger than I could have ever imagined...”

When he exits Autumn’s tight, formerly-virgin cunt, he’s still incredibly hard. The milk and hormones of all these Trophy Wives is making him the man he was always meant to be. I feel sick inside, having denied him so much for so long. 

He's still throbbing, breathing heavily with his face tight in concentration. His eyes briefly meet mine and I turn away, certain my own shame is visible in the air around us.

Priscilla approaches him, kneeling for service. 

“Please fuck me next, Master?" She starts to stroke his spurting, throbbing hard cock. “I mean, I know you can fuck any one of us. Autumn is pregnant already. We can all smell it. You’re so strong and powerful. I know you haven’t even fucked Summer yet when she’s so young and hot and virginal. But you haven’t fucked me in hours. And that’s too long, isn’t it Daddy?”

He grunts. Hot seed drips from his Cock. I drool, looking on. Somehow I ended up on my knees. That makes sense. That's where I belong in front of Priscilla. She’s so fucking pretty.

She leans in and kisses him, guiding Summer’s suckling lips across his shaft when Summer crawls closer.

“Won’t you fuck me, darling, and show that stupid bitch what you’re going to take away from her for trying to deceive you?”

Priscilla’s words have the desired effect as Lee is devours her with his gaze and then with a quick, intense kiss. He spins her around, gripping her tight and pushing both her and himself down to the ground. Autumn, Ember, and Summer all pile in on him, whispering adoration. 

I don’t even try. I know I’m not allowed.

His thrusts are slow, passionate, yet intense. I know he could last for days, but I don’t think he’ll want to at the rate he’s going.

“You love me, don’t you Daddy?” 

Priscilla’s voice is clear amongst all the moans. It’s intended to be; it’s intended for me.

“Fuck—fuck yes!”

“You love your real wife?”

Lee slams his hips against hers, claiming what’s rightfully his as he makes love to Priscilla like a man possessed. His thrusts become harder and faster, pushing through her tight walls relentlessly. 

“Yes. Yes!”

“Tell me, please Daddy? Tell me I’m your real wife? Tell me you love me more than the impostor!”

“I love you, babe,” he growls. “I love you so much more than I ever loved her. I know your love is truer than hers. You matter more to me than her. I never should have let her in my home. You’ll be my number one from now on.”

Finally, he releases himself inside of her with one final mind-blowing roar of ecstasy. We all cum with him, even me. Priscilla shakes wildly as the orgasmic waves spread through it like wildfire. After several moments, all the intense pleasure is gone, leaving just blissful exhaustion in its wake. They lay there for ages afterwards, completely spent but fully satisfied by their brutal yet beautiful union.

And I know my fate is sealed, to be the Trophy Slave property of his Trophy Wives. 




* * * * *
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ONE THING I’VE LEARNED from being a good Trophy Wife slave is that I have an exceptionally strong back.

My dishonesty will never be forgiven, but I have been given clemency. I’m so grateful to Mistress Priscilla. If she hadn’t intervened on my behalf, then Master would have sent me off to the breeding farms for sure. Instead, I get a chance to stay in His house so long as I’m obedient, happy, willing, and sexy. 

We’re in the study. It’s Thursday morning. Autumn and Summer are holding a mock blowjob competition on his cock. It’s a “mock” competition because of course, it doesn’t matter who among them sucks Daddy better; Mistress Priscilla always decides who gets Daddy’s cum first. She and Ember are on his arms, cooing and urging, occasionally sliding a hand down to Autumn or Summer’s head to guide them. 

No matter who gets the first load or two from Daddy, they’ll all be satisfied eventually. Either they’ll share his cum in long, lingering sisterslave-kisses, or they’ll turn him on so much that he’ll need to cum even more. The latter happens a lot. 

I receive no cum, of course. I get what’s left over on the seat cushions and carpet. I’m so grateful to get that much. Mistress is so kind to me.

And I’m so grateful to be used as their footrest. Autumn and Summer wear tall, spiky heels. They grind the points of them deep into my spine and shoulder blades. I have to hold my pose, motionless, or else they’ll know I don’t truly love Master. It’s a bit like Simon Says. They’ll say, “Crystal, you can relax, you know.”

But I don’t. I never do, not when they call me my Wife name. I’m not a Trophy Wife anymore. I’m a Trophy Slave. I have to wait for them to call me slave. Only then, can I act. 

Master is cumming. He holds Autumn tight to His Cock; she’s so talented. I have to watch it all—Priscilla makes me, because she knows that it makes me confused and horny and brainless to watch my Master cum and receive so much pleasure. All the girls cum with Him—all of them except for me. They grind and groan and moan his name and beg for more, and I whimper and tremble and drip like a good girl. 

“Slave,” says Priscilla, “go ahead and cum, and then clean up the mess. We’ll want you to clean the toilets while Master breeds us.”

“Y-Yes Mistress.”

I barely blurt out the words before I’m cumming uncontrollably. It’s been so long since my last allowance of orgasms, nearly three hours. Usually she lets me enjoy them for five minutes or so before I have to obey any other commands.

I’m so lucky Mistress is here to take care of me.

# # #
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NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter!

* * * * *
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

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

What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

Watch Me – Evil Shrink

Trying to find some way to stop himself from gathering more slaves,  accidental harem-owner Dennis seeks out a psychiatrist to hopefully drug him until his curse ends. Except...he managed to find the one gorgeous shrink who thinks the way he wants to control people is really sexy, and who knows how to get into his head to make him think the same way...

Harem Faerie Tales - Bimborella

An erotic twist on a classic. She's the plain-faced sister of two ultra-hot princesses chosen to be the Evil King's brides. When her Bimbo Godmother makes her an offer to set things right, she can hardly refuse, even if it means transforming her body into a temple of sensual lust...

Watch Me – Man of The House

Brooke is desperate to show Dennis she's his good girl now, no matter what he says about “accidentally” mind controlling her and transforming her body into a sex bomb of lusty delights. 

Harem Faerie Tales – Succ-U Bus

With a deadly blizzard incoming, a pair of adventurers must resort to a deal with a demon queen to save themselves and risk venturing on a transport full of gorgeous, horny, soul-sucking vixens!

Watch Me – Instant Harem

Every few minutes, Dennis's new magic watch either makes a slave out of the nearest girl around or turns him into more of a hulking stud. He asks Erin for help, but soon she's just aching for him to own as many girls as possible...

Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess

Marjorie's rescue by her knight in shining armor is going perfectly—until the sorceress who kidnapped her offers the knight a sexy harem full of hot women worshiping his cock!

Trophy Wife Initiative – Homewrecker

Homewrecking stripper Crystal has managed to keep herself from transforming into an ultra-servile Trophy Wife by manipulating her husband. But when she brings home the ex-wife—who she booted from the home—the power dynamic begins to change and Crystal starts getting dumber and hotter in a hurry!

Succubus Harem – The Queen

Regular guy Robert finds out it’s no easy thing to keep your morals when a trio of soul-sucking succubi want to glorify you as their evil ruler and use all their feminine wiles to beckon you to conquer reality!

Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl

The stunning young Emilia returns home to swindle her father, but soon, her mind is swimming in lust for her Daddy and his hot new trophy wife!

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Hypno Headset – A Bundle

The entire Hypno Headset saga is collected here in this sensationally sensual bundle! A wicked teacher uses hypnotizing headphones to transform the hottest students and teachers at a prestigious dance academy into his evil sexual servants. 

Just 18 Delights – A Bundle

Barely legal virgins are brought under the thrall of massively-endowed alpha hunks in all eighteen of these gloriously sexy stories about unprotected sex!

Fertile Delights – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of gorgeous young babes being knocked up by unprotected sex with alpha male studs!

Succubus Harem – The Bundle

He's just a regular guy trying to build up enough money to buy a restaurant. When his latest customer—a mind-melting sex bomb—begs to be his immortal slave and to provide him with all the sexual service he could ever want, will he even be able to stop breeding her to figure out what the heck is happening?

Bimbo Packages – The Total Package

Three scintillating tales of hot, arousing devices and dolls sent to the wrong address, making for a lusty comedy of errors. 

Harem Desires – A Bundle

The gorgeous, fertile women in these TWENTY stories were made to be in the harem of one strong, alpha male. Each story details their descent into depravity and spiritual ascent into finding their true purpose in worshiping cock. 

Bully Worship – The Complete Series

THREE thrilling tales about hot, steamy, achingly urgent dark-minded goddesses and the bad, bad men they worship on their hands and knees. 

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

These twenty hot tales are all about thrillingly beautiful women who ache to be entirely owned by one man and to be arrogant to everyone else. They kneel for their alpha male only!

Alpha Male Desires

TWENTY amazing stories of Alpha Male dominance and the hot, fertile women they bang into perfect worshipful submission!

Rough Desires – A Bundle

Nothing can ever be rough enough in these twenty hot tales of alpha studs taking and using women as the property they deserve! If you love erotica with no excuses, this is for you!

Mesmerized Desires – A Bundle

“Yes, Sir. I obey You, and only You, forever...” TWENTY mind-melting tales of hot mind control erotica just for you!

Lucky Guy Desires – A Bundle

Some guys get all the luck, and the mind control rays, and the bimbofying potions, and the super-hung members, and the harems of breeding bimbos...find out more in this naughty 20-tale bundle!

Kinky Desires – A Bundle

This sexy bundle features nothing but the sexiest, kinkiest fetishes you can imagine! Twenty stories of erotic taboos and delights featured!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        In a desperate bid to somehow regain control over the outrageous harem of busty, fertile, subservient beauties obsessed with serving his manhood 24/7, Dennis sees a psychiatrist, Vera.
But he doesn't know that Vera has been harboring evil desires of messing with her patients' minds for years. With Dennis's power to control and transform the girls he owns, Vera doesn't see an opportunity for redemption--she wants to convince Dennis that he deserves to own as many girls as possible, especially the broken ones she sees in her practice.
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About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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