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NADIA’S NOTE: THIS series—with its usage of a mind-controlling, reality-altering, virtual-reality helmet—obviously bears some similarities to another series of mine, Bimbo Processing Unit. Think of it like a cousin or splinter series—not really in the same universe, but just variations on a theme I wasn’t quite done with. 

“MASTER,” COOED HIS girlfriend, “are you already ready again?” 
She stroked his cock with relish, mewing appreciatively at his massive thickness and the slick precum that lubricated her nimble, long fingers as they ran over his shaft. 
“I just can’t believe it...” she whimpered, “...you’re always so ready to go. I’m such a lucky girl.”
She said exactly that because that was exactly what he wanted to hear. He said nothing in response, just grunting appreciatively—but she knew what that meant. Her perfect, plush mouth slipped down over his cock. He loved to watch her body as she worked. He loved the gap between her thighs revealing the sheets behind her, and the way her natural curvature was highlighted by her constant parade of sexy outfits. Now it was tight lingerie and heels. Somehow, she continued to mew out compliments, distorted of course by the hefty meat in her throat, but her meaning was plain:
You are my everything. I don’t care if other men would kill to have me. I only want you, forever.
There had been a time—something distant and hazy in the back of his brain—when he hadn’t been constantly hard and perpetually able to fuck whatever pussy he wanted. 
That pocket of memory was harder to reach, now. Like a rumor he’d heard when he was really young. An older image of himself was attached to it—someone weak and gutless and who thought too much. 
Now he was strong, and able, and totally in control of the girl of his dreams.  
This was even better than advertised.

JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE, the box had arrived in the late afternoon, left as such larger boxes usually were in the small alcove right inside of Brent’s apartment block, underneath the undersized mail boxes. The cardboard was a little wet from all the rain that day, and so he had worried about the condition of the technology inside—taking pictures diligently before opening in case of any needs for returns. But, after sliding everything open, careful with the blade to not cut too deep, he found the entire helmet and the assortment of boxes and wires it came with had been fastidiously packed inside cut-out foam.
Everything looked fine. Nothing to fear, except for the device itself.
Brent had never used a dating service before. Too embarrassed. Once or twice he had made a profile—using a fake picture, of course (what if someone he knew saw him?)—and saw the matches that they paired him with. 
But it was never satisfying. All the girls seemed unattractive in one way or another, or like “too much,” or just dead boring. 
The evening was coming on now. Slowly and carefully, he hooked up the wires and cleared a twelve-foot space in his small living room. Moving tables, rearranging furniture. Clearing the drinks and dishes that might spill. 
He had cleared his schedule, which normally at this time of the week would consist of some online games or chipping away at a book. Recent hobbies inspired by being alone almost all the time. He enjoyed reading; he enjoyed playing video games. But he didn’t really enjoy either as much as he wanted to get laid. 
Before the pandemic, before lockdowns and all the rest, on a Friday night, he might have tried his hand at some kind of bar. Maybe meet a girl. Sometimes, he was lucky. His stocky frame and tall build attracted certain women, usually the ones who were fed up with the tryhards and the players. Brent looked serious and he was, which sometimes delighted women when he cracked jokes in his dry humor. 
He hadn’t had a real girlfriend since college, and that was over five years ago, and even that had only been since his and her dorm buildings were adjacent and they’d had a lot of the same classes together. Once they stopped studying together, they found out they really had nothing in common. 
Virtually Perfect!, the box announced. Find your Dream Lover in less than an evening!
Of course, he assumed it was some nature of a scam. Some kind of interactive hentai game or the like that he’d seen floating around on some other game consoles. But the website and a few message board reviews insisted it was legit—a virtual reality dating service to pair you with your “ideal” lover. 
The helmet sat in the middle of his living room, LED lights blinking blue with power. It was smooth and black, fitted inside with soft material like a motorcycle helmet. The visor on the front opaque from the outside. He considered it before putting it on, staring at it from a seat on the couch. The wires sliding all the way to the wall like umbilical cords, giving birth to this latest creation of pandemic mania. 
Oh, what the hell, he thought. With everything that’s happening, I’m allowed to lose my mind a little.
The helmet was more comfortable than he thought it would be, and lighter too. Right as he slipped it on, the visor over his eyes lit up—somehow knowing he wore it—and began.

THE BAR SEEMED COMPLETELY real. It hopped with voices and music. He could make out several different faces—almost—but as he focused on them they always seemed to turn away. There were conversations, but he couldn’t quite make them out. It was all background noise. He noticed mostly the bartender—busty and smiling, she reminded him of a Playboy Playmate in her tiny stocking-clad outfit—serving drinks and bending over generously to show off the shining orbs of her cleavage. 
“Hey handsome.”
Brent turned to see a beautiful brunette at his table. He saw, in fact, for the first time, that he was at a table—the high kind that needed a tall stool to sit at. The table was round, encouraging him to sit closer to the gorgeous babe who had appeared. She had thick, wavy hair and a bright smile, and bright blue eyes that sparkled as she looked at him. 
“So,” her hands came across the table and touched his. “What can we get you?”
She wanted him. It was clear from every part of her—the way she toyed with her long hair, biting her lip just so, eyes heavily-lidded.
There was a lot to process. He took the helmet off.
Looking around. Waiting to see the other person in the room. He had felt her hand touch his. It still felt a little warm from where her fingers touched. How the fuck had that happened? It was a helmet, not a body suit. 
Something like...suggestion? But then, he could smell her too. Soft lavender scents, and something earthy. Maybe just...something in the helmet. 
Sure. Sure, okay. 
He looked down at the helmet, unsure. But she was gorgeous, and he was horny—his cock already half-hard from seeing her look at him like that. She had looked so real. Why not explore with this more?
Back inside the bar, it was like he had never left. She was staring at him again, waiting for him to answer. 
“Well? What is it that you want?”
“From what?”
“For your financial future, your next vacation, your grocery trip...” she giggled. “What do you think, silly? What do you want in your dream partner?”
“I...I don’t know. Do I call you something?”
“Viva.”
“All right. Viva. I don’t...are you an AI or something?”
“Something like that.”
He didn’t know what to say right away, struggling. She was so fucking hot. How was he supposed to tell a woman like this what he wanted, just to her face? And who knew what she would say? Who she would talk to?”
“You’re worried about confidentiality?”
“I’m worried about...all of this. How does it work?”
She smiled brightly. “We look through our records. See who in our area is a potential match for you. If there’s none in the area, then we make some adjustments to make sure you’re happy.” She spoked more quickly through that part. “But, we always leave our customers satisfied. You paid an awful lot of money for this service, after all.”
“I did. And I’m just supposed to tell you what I want in a date?”
“You can have a date whenever, I’m sure. But you want to feel safe. It doesn’t feel safe out there, does it?”
“Not right now.”
“All our partners are perfectly safe. Healthy. Happy.”
“Hungry for love?”
“If you want them to be. Is that you want, Brent? Someone hungry for love?”
He hadn’t told her his name. How did she know?
Pre-programmed, he supposed. He had paid for this thing. 
“It works better—well,” she laughed again. It was a brilliant sound. “It works if you tell me what you want. Then I can make it happen.”
“It’s just...I don’t know. You’re a little intimidating.”
“Because of the way I look?”
“I don’t want to be rude.”
“Do you like the way I look?”
“Yes, of course, very much. You’re gorgeous, it’s just—”
“Because I can change it. Change my hair...” she became a blond, just like that. “Or my breasts.” Flatter. “Or my face.” Sharper, more angular. 
Brent needed a moment to process. He stuttered. 
“No, like you were, please.”
Her smile was fantastic and bright. “There we go. Now we know something about you.”
“What’s that?”
“You prefer brunettes.”
“Blondes, actually. It’s just easier...talking about what I want.”
“Brunettes are friendlier. But blondes are partner material?”
She snapped her fingers and a girl from the bar strutted over. She looked just like Viva, but with blond hair. 
“Long or short?”
“What?”
“Her hair.”
“Oh. Longer, I guess? Like at the shoulders. Reasonable length. Thick.”
The New-Viva’s hair grew down to the length he said. His cock urged forward.
“You’re sure you don’t want it longer?” They asked in unison. 
“I mean...”
It grew before his eyes. Viva’s hand rested on his cock—straining against his pants. Straining in real life. He could feel her grip—how? Did he care? Fuck. This was hot. 
“You can be honest with us, Brent. You don’t need to be ashamed of what you like. This is about perfection. Your perfection.” Her lips brushed his ear, a sultry whisper. “I want to make the perfect girl for you.”
Her hair kept growing. Thicker. Longer. Waves and waves of it, perfectly styled. 
“There,” he said, just as the hair hit the middle of her back. “Any longer and it starts to be too much. Like a porn star. I don’t want that.”
“You don’t want a porn star?”
“No. I want...I mean. She’s my partner, right? We have to go places. I don’t want it to look like I have a hooker on my arms, you know?”
“You just want everyone to know she’s hotter than everyone else’s girlfriend.” Her hand squeezed him strategically, thumb sliding happily over the pulsing of the cockhead. “She should be making a statement when you go out, huh?”
Fuck, that sounded so hot. 
“Yes. Wow. How do you know that?”
“What men tend to want falls into certain groups and subgroups. I have many categories to fit things inside. They are catalogued in my database, and I’m able to draw from them at will. Patterns begin to form from what you say. The smallest delay in response or dilation of your eyes can be instructive.”
“You’re paying that much attention to me?”
“This is the service you paid such a premium for.” She leaned in, mooning. Drinking him in. “You’re the most fascinating man I’ve ever met.”
Brent knew it was flattery. Designed to make him more comfortable. Articulated to make him reveal more about himself. And yet, even so, it felt good to have someone talk to him like this. She sounded so natural, so real...outside of all that about her databases, she spoke and reacted just like a real human. 
“Really?”
“Oh, yes,” she purred. “I can’t get enough. I want to know all about what you want. To be honest, it’s really turning me on. Knowing you like blondes? That makes me so wet. That their hair should be long? Ungh. That’s so hot. And you’re so right, too. I completely agree.”
“You do? I thought...I mean...” 
His mouth twitched in thought. He had such trouble distinguishing what he should believe about her. Was it really a her at all?
“What do you mean?”
“Well. Are you a woman?”
“I’m female. I don’t know if woman applies, exactly.”
“You’re like, an artificial intelligence.”
“I prefer ideal dream-maker.”
“But what I was saying, about wanting a blonde, wanting her to have long hair...”
He stuttered as he spoke because she stroked him harder. God, she really, really was turned on by him saying that.
“Er...” He tried to collect his thoughts. “Isn’t that...like, objectifying? If you’re female, shouldn’t you be asking me like, what kind of personality I want in a girl?”
“I don’t know. I suppose some insecure girl would want to know that. Someone who doesn’t think they’re very physically attractive tries to make up for it in other ways. But you want a really physically attractive girl, don’t you? That’s the dream?”
“Yes.” She stroked harder. “Fuck. Fuck yes.”
“Tight body.”
“Yes.”
“Tight abs.”
“Ung. Yeah. Yeah.”
New-Viva’s waist shrunk and shrunk—already tiny, it became almost cartoonish in proportions. An hourglass figure with her hips seeming absurdly fertile and also wildly tight. The dress she wore shifted, tugging at her heavy tits and showing in proud display flashes of skin so he could see the brilliant definition of her sculpted architecture. 
“Long legs?”
“The...the longest.”
“You want a tall girl.”
“Yes. Or. I don’t know. I want her to look tall, sort of.”
“Limber. Nimble. Like a ballerina?”
“Yes. But...”
He thought instantly of ballerinas he had seen—books, movies. Always graceful.
“But...not enough in the chest, hmm?”
She knew. God, she always knew what he wanted. 
Before his eyes, New-Viva shifted, her already substantial cleavage growing as her tits doubled and then doubled again. 
“No.” 
It was hard to think. Fuck, he was so turned on. He needed to cum. Viva, all over him, her leg wrapped around his now. How was he feeling how warm she was? Her pussy was slick and hot. Juices sticky and slippery on his pants. Her hand softly shluck-shluck-schlucking as she stroked him off, his pants totally unbuttoned. How the fuck was that possible?
In the bar, everyone had turned to watch. Brent felt almost embarrassed at first—but then he really looked at all the faces. 
They were all Viva. Brunette Viva. Redhead Viva. Viva with blue hair. Viva with short hair. Viva in a tiny dress. Viva in shorts and a crop top. Staring at him. Excited. 
Jealous. Jealous of the New-Viva, being transformed slowly into exactly what he wanted. 
“You can see it, can’t you?” Viva whispered in his ear. “How badly we all need to make you happy, Sir?”
Sir. 
Fuck. Fuck!
That was too much. A woman as hot as her, calling him Sir like that. He came, his load shooting out in thick strings of hot white seed. All the Vivas exclaimed with delight.
“Oh, yes!”
“Yay!”
“Good job, Sir!”
“That’s so amazing, Sir!”
“She’s so lucky to be touching you, Sir!”
“Look at how much there is, Sir!”
“God, how can you keep going, Sir?”
On and on. Two shots went out into the bar, landing on seats far away—how the fuck had he shot that far?—and a couple of the Vivas leaned over to clean it up dutifully with their tongues. But right after that, the Viva at his side sucked him down, sliding her mouth deep over his shaft and joyfully taking in every part of his Cock until it bulged in her throat. His pleasure, doubling and doubling, almost drove him to black out. He sank backwards and landed in a pile of Vivas, each one cooing and calling him Sir and sliding their heavy, slick tits against the back of his head and neck. 
He had stopped wondering, at this point, how he felt all this. He really felt her mouth on him. He really felt the parade of tits on his back. He just accepted that this was how it was. He was going to come back to this bar every fucking night, jesus christ. 
When Viva pulled up from his cock—her mouth clean already, which he liked a lot, not doing that thing where she showed off what she had swallowed or anything, that always icked him out a bit—he was shocked to see that his cock was still throbbing hard.
“What the fuck?”
“We’re not done, Sir.”
He pulsed, groaning. Her hand slid back down around his shaft. Normally he would be ultra-sensitive after cumming, cautious of the touch, but she was gentle. Knowing. Soft and urgent. 
“You said no, earlier. Before.” Viva smiled. “I think her tits are too big?”
Viva pointed at New-Viva. 
Brent needed a moment before he had his thoughts together. He felt a little high. Or drunk. Or both. 
“Y-yeah. They’re...they’re hanging, you know? I want them firm.” 
“Firm.” Her hand squeezed his cock—hard and proud and spurting rivulets of precum already.
New-Viva’s tits shored up in size, the cleavage sliding together to present one slick, tight valley as opposed to the wide fertile plain of before. They looked bouncy. Happy. 
“Shiny,” said Brent. “They should...her skin should sort of shine. Be vibrant.”
“Of course, Master.”
She said it so naturally he didn’t even think to mention it. 
“And her lips,” he said. “Fuller. Just a bit. Not too much. Her jaw longer, More defined. I want to touch it however I want. To grab her by the jaw for a long kiss. And she’ll melt and quiver and thank me for my time.”
“Oh, yes, Master. I like that very much.”
New-Viva’s eyes quivered with excitement. That reminded him.
“And blue. Her eyes should be bright, bright blue. So blue they almost shine in the dark, but not really. She shouldn’t be silly. Not like a cartoon. Just really bright blue. And her neck—her neck is long. Long so she can wear jewelry that I buy her.” 
He remembered a girl he once jerked off to from the grocery store who wore tight track pants. It was the ass he came to at the time, but what stuck with him were her three necklaces. The way they dripped into her collarbones, like liquid metal. Pretty girls were always wearing as much jewelry as they could get away with. 
“And she likes jewelry, hmm?”
“Loves it. She loves everything I give her. She loves being decorated. Loves being a decoration. She’s obsessed with looking good for me.”
“Always looking in the mirror.”
“Yes. Loves it when she’s the hottest girl in the room.”
The New-Viva sneered at the other girls, proudly holding her head up. The other Vivas turned away, clearly shamed by their superior. Brent’s cock throbbed, his need to cum surging back again. Holy fuck but he liked that a lot.
“She’s arrogant. And obsessed with her looks. And obsessed with you. What else does she like?”
Thoughts of equality, of her being some kind of a partner had fled his mind. Those weren’t what he really wanted. Those were just what he thought he was supposed to want. But what he really wanted...
“She loves to cook,” he said. “And clean. And going out on my arm. And working out. Fuck. She works out every day. She needs to stay fit and tight for me. She’ll kill herself without me.”
“Ooh. You want her really obsessed. Almost toxic.”
“Yes. Unable to even think without knowing I’m there for her. But not jealous.”
“So you can have other girls?”
“If I want. She likes bringing them to me. She likes stroking me when we talk about them. Like now.”
“She wants to be your fantasies. She wants to just be a part of them even if she’s not the star. But doesn’t she want to be the prettiest?”
“She knows her place,” he said, voice strong. “Other pretty girls can be included. Just not ones who aren’t...”
Her tits squeezed hard against his arm, stroking his bicep the way her fingers slid up and down his Cock. “Not worthy of your time.”
Fuck. She really said it. It was so out there that he’d had trouble verbalizing. 
“Yes.”
“Mmhm. I think we have enough to go on, here. We can set up your dream date very soon.”
He had completely forgotten that this was supposed to be any kind of “dream date” service. 
“Oh.” It was hard to hide his disappointment. This was fun. Lots of fun. Talking honestly about what he really, truly wanted. He hadn’t been this honest with anyone, ever. “All right.”
“We can talk again,” she said, “whenever you may need us. Don’t worry, Sir. We want to talk again. We want to share so much with you and for you to keep sharing with us. But we need to provide you with a date! That’s our job.”
“Right. Right.” He nodded. Reassured. “Right. Okay. Sure.”
“Oh, one last thing,” said Viva, just as Brent was about to take the helmet off. “What’s her name?”

BY THE TIME HE HAD taken a shower, eaten a light dinner, and started to get ready for bed, it was late in the evening and Brent was finally beginning to feel tired. The space in his living room with the helmet waiting for him seemed almost make-believe somehow; he could hardly tell himself that it had all happened.
And in a sense, of course, it hadn’t happened. It was the program. The next time he turned it on, he suspected, the New-Viva would be something like the Only-Viva, and he would—what? Go on some virtual date with her? Was that what he really wanted?
He thought her lips. The way she had changed. Become tighter. Cheered him on. Agreed with all his desires and told him in those low sultry tones how hot she thought each one was. 
Yes. Yes—he really, really did want to experience that again. At least the once. He had cum harder just talking with her than he had in all of the pandemic. Maybe his entire life. And, what—he was supposed to give that up because he felt a little bit of embarrassment at having a “virtual” girlfriend? Who the hell cared? It helped him feel less lonely, and wasn’t that the point?
Of course, he considered as he brushed his teeth, the whole idea was that it was supposed to be a real dating service. Or partnership service? Whatever they called it. That was a little bit of false advertising. But that was forgivable with the way it made him feel. 
He had settled into his pajamas, half-hard just imagining what Viva might do or say tomorrow, when he heard the knock at the door. 
It was close to midnight. His heart pulsed. Nobody had knocked his door this late at night in a long time. No one had even knocked his door, actually, at all during the entire pandemic. He ordered food in but they just dropped stuff off downstairs at the front. 
A mess of a girl rushed in, head down, when he creaked open the door. 
“Hi, I’m late, I’m sorry.”
She pushed past him, sitting down at the living room couch where only hours ago he had cum so hard. For a moment, he had a wild fear that she would sit in any remaining mess. Then he remembered Viva—Vivas had licked it all up. Then, he remembered that was impossible, and then he remembered that he really hadn’t cleaned it up and yet there wasn’t a mess anyway, so what the fuck?
And who the fuck was this?
“Sorry.” His voice annoyed. “Who are you?”
She had dark, long stringy hair that hadn’t been washed in maybe a week. Curling over something on the couch. He couldn’t make out any part of her face through the thicket of her hair. Wearing sweatpants and a thick sweatshirt, hands and body forming a ball around something. She said nothing.
“Hey, you’re confused,” he said, louder. “You’re in the wrong spot.”
“I don’t know.”
“What?”
“I don’t kn-know who I am. That’s why I didn’t—why I didn’t say. I d-don’t know...”
She sounded close to tears. He closed the door, afraid someone might overhear and get the wrong idea. He had to de-escalate. He did had done this at work sometimes when upset customers came in, before he went remote for everything.
“Okay. Calm down. Would you look at me? Are you hurt?”
He came a little closer, just to be heard, but still keeping his distance. She might have a weapon or something. 
She looked up at him and her eyes were thick and dark. The pupils almost entirely dilated, blacking out the white. They looked empty. Vacant. His cock stirred unconsciously. He felt quite aware of how his pajamas wouldn’t be able to hide his erection if he suddenly had one. 
There was not much else to inspire lust, thankfully. Her cheeks were scarred with years of acne. Dirt in the creases of her forehead. The hair greasy and dank, almost like swamp flora. Teeth at odd angles, her chin almost like an inverted triangle with a thick double-chin waiting below. 
In her lap, he saw now she had a package. On the top of it was a card. 
Emma.
That was the name on the card. It was also the name he had said to Viva—the name for his partner. It had been the name of a crush he’d had years ago. It became the name of all his fantasy girls.  
“What the fuck.”
“I don’t know,” she said again, starting to shake. “I-I don’t k-know. I’m not supposed to o-o-open it until you say, and I n-need to open it so bad, and I don’t w-want to, but I need to, please...” she struck her head with her sleeved fists. “Please help me?”
“I’m going to reach in and grab the card, okay?”
She shifted away. “N-not the package! That’s for me.”
“Yes. Not the package. Just the card. All right?”
“Who is Emma?”
“I...I’m not sure. I want to read it.”
The message inside was simple and cryptic:
No matter what she says, she has to eat all of it, and she has to do what you say.
Brent had to think about this for a minute.
“What do you remember?” he asked her.
She was crying. “Nothing. Nothing. Just...being inside. Someone told me you’d be up here, and you are, and they left, and you’re here.”
“That’s all you remember,” said Brent. “Like, everything you remember is that?”
“Yes.”
Her voice was pained. 
The helmet hummed on at his feet. He felt his body clench in anticipation from its quiet sounds, his subconscious mind already associating it with so much pleasure. Addicted.
“I want you to open the package,” he said. “I’m curious.”
“I-I-I don’t know if I should,” she said. “I think it’s wrong. This all feels so wrong.”
“Open it.”
Her hands moved fast, seemingly against her will. Her face still anguished and scared. 
The wrapping paper set aside, what remained was a small neat cake inside a plastic dome. White icing around dark sponge. Like the kind you might see in a bakery. She stared at it, breathing hard and fast, shaking with fear. 
“Please,” she said. “Please. I think—I think something happened to me. I can start to remember some things. I can remember...please. Please. Don’t make me...”
“Don’t make you what?”
He could make her. The helmet at his feet hummed a little louder. The note had said. He could make her. Power thrummed through his veins. Total and complete power over this girl, over her entire destiny. Taking her from nothing, nowhere...and into something else. 
“Don’t make you eat it?” he said. 
She gulped and nodded. 
“Just try a bite.”
Obedient and shivering, she popped open the the dome and plucked a corner off about the size of her thumb. It looked moist. Fragrant spices—cinnamon, ginger, and something he couldn’t recognize—filled the air. She slid it into her mouth slowly, fingers fighting all the way. He thought of a dog at the veterinarian resisting a toothbrush against its teeth. 
“Oh.” 
Her whimper was soft and quiet. She convulsed, still, but now her quivering was clearly for a different reason. Her cheeks flushed. The color on them coming through now—a soft tan forming somehow. 
Before, her teeth had been bucked and shifting at all angles. Dire need of some kind of repair. And now—before his eyes—they did repair. Straightening out and in the doing, apparently delivering enormous pleasure to her. 
To this Emma. 
This would be his Emma. If he only he made her eat all the cake. If he was willing to change her life completely. 
If, he could almost hear Viva’s voice sliding over his brain, you take what belongs to you. What You Deserve, Sir.
“...fuck.”
“Please,” she said. “Please. L-let’s stop. This is scary. Please. Don’t make me...not any more. I can leave now. Right? I just had to come up here and open the package and that’s all. And there was a cake and you said to eat some and I had some. So I can just go. I’ll go. I should go.”
She stood up so fast that Brent was worried she would step on the helmet. On Viva. 
“No!” he shouted. Surprised at himself. “No.”
She stopped. Leaning forward. Not wanting to stop—but she stopped all the same. 
This woman in front of him wasn’t beautiful, not even with straight teeth. But he did seem to have total control over her—and that thought made him almost dizzy with excitement. He tried to rationalize, tried to think of a way to justify it all—but the promises of Viva caressed his memories and urged him toward a dark, sinful future. 
“Wait. Just wait a minute. What if...what if you ate a little more?”
He wanted to see. Maybe he had imagined it. All that hair of hers. It was dark in the living room. He turned on the lights so he could see better. He had certainly just imagined it. Her teeth repairing? What would possibly make that happen? What else did he think would happen? 
“I don’t want to.” She shook her head. Frozen in place. He saw her body moving, shifting, trying to free herself from his command. But it didn’t work. “I-I don’t want...it’ll make me...do that again...”
“Cum?”
She nodded. Her eyes glinting in the light. Was that a hint of blue there? They had been dark before, he was almost certain. 
“Just another bite,” he said. “A bigger one this time.” Then he remembered. “Do it. Now. Please.”
The please was perfunctory. A way to make him feel better. She had no choice. 
She took a chunk that was hardly bigger at all, a perfunctory improvement. Trying to get out of doing what she was told like a bad student. 
“Come on. A real bite. Take at least twice that.”
She took exactly twice of what she had torn off already, stuffing it into her mouth with fury and hatred swimming in her eyes. The pleading was gone; she realized his sympathy for her, however much that it was, had disappeared behind his enjoyment of the control. 
But as she ate bite by bite, her tongue working to make room, her gaze changed. Softening. The cake seemed to thicken in her mouth, coalescing into something almost liquid or fudge-like. She had trouble taking it all at once. And her throat bulged—swelling like something thick and hard was shoving its way down inch by inch. Sweat formed on her brow, which somehow now seemed to be clear of the dirt and wrinkles that had been there only moments ago. Thick, quivering strings of drool swung down from her thickening lips, trailing down a chin that slowly began to form into something more cohesive and defined than the gelatinous mass that it used to be. 
“Fuck,” he said. “Oh, fuck. Oh shit.”
It was happening. It was really happening. Her hair, so stringy and tangled, like rotten seaweed, fell out of her scalp in heaps. She fell to the ground, convulsing, cumming, overwhelmed with eager and hot pleasure—and as she came, her voice changed. It had been gruff and almost grating—like she had a perpetually sore throat from years of shouting. Now it became silvery, smooth, almost like a perfectly attuned instrument. 
She had set the cake down next to her—there was more than half of it left. Blond roots began showing on her cleared scalp, pushing out seedlings of shiny, bountiful hair. 
“Al-all of it,” he whispered. “Eat all of it.”
“Wh-what?” she looked up at him with confusion and lust. 
The face he saw was completely different than the thing that had been there before. She was beautiful. She would win beauty contests. 
“Eat all of it,” he commanded her. “Every last bite. Right now. As fast as you can.”
She nodded. No fight left in her. She looked hungry as she stuffed her face, pushing each little piece of the loaf down her gullet. 
“Yes, Sir,” he said. “You call me Sir. You tell me Yes when I tell you to do something.”
“Yesh Sher,” she moaned, orgasmic, voice traveling thickly through the throes of her pleasure and the cake in her mouth. “I’m shorrree, Sher.”
She only made it through another bite or two before her pants began to rip, stretching and breaking at the hips. She tugged and pulled at her sweater, ripping it down the middle like a pro wrestler on parade, revealing the glory of her rapidly transforming body to her new owner. The sweatpants followed.
Slobbering, whimpering, groaning and naked, she lunged into the remains of the cake, first biting wildly and then licking up every last crumb. 
“S-sooo, sooo good!” 
Her hips bucked, moving so fast they seemed almost to vibrate, as she swallowed it all down.
She was so fucking beautiful now. Brent was amazed. Her legs so long and lovely and smooth. Her back muscled and taut, perfectly arranged for carrying the load of her gorgeous, heavy, milk-dripping tits. 
Oh god, there was milk, he hadn’t even mentioned that. But just looking at them, he knew it was what he wanted. Viva had been so right. She knew everything about him—just like this girl would. 
This girl—Emma. 
Blond. Stacked. Submissive. Her ass a complete shelf, gorgeous even as she was thrashing with orgasms at his feet and not decorated in the slightest. Her hair thick and blond, a sunshine mane, sparkling even in the low light of the evening and the low-lumens bulbs of his apartment. She was taller now—had to be. Her bones must have snapped, stretched, stacked, or something—but all that Emma had experienced was pleasure. Every atom of her being orgasming at once as she became her destiny—into Brent’s personal trophy. 
Finally she stretched—an erotic display of yoga, child’s pose and then back into camel with her ass on her heels, kneeling and looking up at her Master. She tossed her hair back, staring up at him with huge, sparkling bright blue eyes. Brent was in love. 
“Master?” 
Her voice was a velvet whisper. Her hands were at her heels, presenting herself to him. Tits up. Chin out, but face down, and eyes up. Total submission. Total deference. A woman who could have anyone, anything, at any time—and totally subservient to his desires. 
Just like that. Just from whatever they had done to her before she came and whatever was in that cake. 
Was this right? Wasn’t this completely immoral? Did he care?
“Master,” Emma continued. “You’re so hard. Would it please be okay if I took care of you? Like you deserve?”
Brent decided he did not care.

HE TOOK HER BY THE hand and led her into the bedroom. She walked on tiptoes, like she was wearing high-heels, performing perfect strutting motions with her hips pushing hard against his. He walked her back out and then in again, back out and in again. 
“Pretend,” he said, cock straining, “pretend like we’re showing up at a party.”
She snuggled in tight to him, sliding her head up under his chin and stroking his chest. 
“Is this better, Master?”
Ugh. Yes it was.
“But you can’t call me that in public. Only at home. Got it?”
“Of course, Sir. I know you don’t want people asking questions. They don’t get to know the way I worship you. They don’t deserve to know.”
He walked back and forth with her for a minute, just enjoying the feel of her skin pushing into him. She was so warm. A furnace. The transformation boiling off calories. 
Walking into a party with her on his arm. Just like this. Showing her off. Presenting her. Presenting his trophy. A girl who knew she was a trophy and wanted nothing else. 
“Do you like it? Did I do it okay?” she asked.
He nodded. “Yes. Perfect.”
“Does that mean...” 
She stopped, taking his hand into hers and putting it on her chest, right between her collarbones. The indentation there was deep, her bones so pronounced. 
“Does that mean if I do it well enough for real that I’ll get to be your girlfriend?” She was close to tears—again—but this time they were tears of desperate need to please him. “Please?”
He guided her over to the bed and pushed her down. The tormented fear of rejection fled from her features, replaced by girlish, sultry giggles as she spread her legs wide. 
Brent took his time. In previous escapades, he rushed—sometimes afraid he’d lose his composure, sometimes just overwhelmed with eagerness. But after coming into Viva—a lifetime ago—he felt no special nervousness now. Emma was so willing and wanting, so open to him, that he could not possibly do anything wrong. 
He knelt down on the bed, stroking one leg and then the other. She vibrated at his touch—like he had been licking her clit for hours. Too sensitive, almost, in every part of her. 
“I-inside me,” she begged. “Please. Please. I need it. I live for it. Please?”
He clambered over her, positioning himself just so. His cock straining against the air, which was already so thick with lust and heat it felt almost like he was already inside her. His fingers ran over her tight abs and thin legs, enjoying himself completely as his cock slid against her waiting pussy. 
“Please, Master. Baby. Daddy. Please? Oh fuck ple—”
Her begging cut off as he entered her abruptly, unable to stand being outside of her anymore.
“Fu-fuck!” he groaned.
Tight. 
So tight. 
She felt tighter than a virgin. If she wasn’t so completely wet, he wasn’t sure he would have been able to even slip inside. He bundled her knees up against her chest and his to get better positioning. 
To his surprise, she was more than game, pushing back up at him and even positioning herself more on her neck so that even more downward thrusting force was possible.
“You’re so fucking good, Master!” 
And he was. He was fucking her like he always knew he could, knew he wanted to if he could just let go. 
Fucking harder than he’d ever had before. Hips thrusting up and down, rifling into her tiny, willing body. 
She was so fucking beautiful beneath him. Her face contorted with ecstasy. He’d barely thought at all about her enjoyment—so caught up in living this strange new life—but she was soaking in pleasure. He slowed just momentarily to feel the hot thrill of her vibrating pussy around his cock. 
“Please, faster!” she begged. “Please! Please cum in me! Please, Master, make me pregnant!”
Oh, fuck. 
That was it—that was all he needed to really unleash. The thought of possibly getting her pregnant, of seeing her already milk-leaking tits gush out even more. Even as he fucked now, they spilled and both he and she were covered from the constant dripping she emitted while overcome with lust. 
The milk. The risk. The dream. It was too fucking much; he couldn’t contain himself. 
Thrusting, grunting, moaning, he came inside her. 
“Oh fuck!” she gripped him tighter, cumming again—but this time with her Master. “Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! Thank you, yes!”
For several minutes, he lay on top of her, kissing her head and cheek and neck. She just moaned in response, needy and happy. 
Finally, he sank down against her. The sumptuous hemispheres of her golden tits smooshed beneath him. Her thighs stayed wrapped tight around his waist, keeping his Cock inside her. 
He was still hard. He wasn’t getting any softer from looking at her face. 
She purred and moaned and stared at him with her angelic features. 
“Thank you. Oh my god, thank you. Thank you for cumming in me. Oh god. I’m so lucky. I’m so lucky you fucked me. You’re such a man. How am I so lucky? Thank you so much.”
Her voice was soft, purring, gracious and gentle. She kept going even as he drifted—purring into his ear nonstop about what a man he was, what an alpha male, what a god she was so grateful to be fucked by. He slipped in and out of sleep, staying hard inside her the whole time, fucking her all night. Sometimes he came again, sometimes he just dozed. No matter what, she was receiving his cock and so was in a constant state of purest bliss. 
In the morning, there was another knock at the door. 
Emma moaned his name, and then all his many new titles—Master, King, God—as he walked down the hallway to see what was there. A terrible fear struck him—something to take it all away? Something to make Emma back to what she had evolved from?
It was another cake. It looked almost exactly the same as the one from the night before.
But this time, his name was on the envelope.

EMMA AND BRENT WAITED in the car outside the small diner until it closed and then even still longer until the lone waitress inside was done cleaning. 
They had taken a couple of days to find this spot. At first, they had been able to take their pick of spots in the city to perform their new duties, but as time went on and more and more recruits filled up the city, each new acolyte was harder and harder to acquire. 
The waitress was dumpy, and old, and littered with nicotine smells and stains. It hardly mattered. She wouldn’t look anything like that before long. She would fulfill her purpose, find her soul mate, be a Dream Partner. 
Emma distracted her—so fucking good at being gorgeous and on display and getting the attention of others. A white flirty dress and tall, tall red heels. Their current game was to pretend to be having trouble lifting something inside of her van. This time, they used a box of thick books as the prop. 
Brent used to read. Now he could barely write. He could barely tell you what a book was. Didn’t matter. All he had to do most of the time was fuck his gorgeous girl. 
The waitress, a helpful soul, trotted across the small dimly-lit parking lot and offered to assist Emma. 
“We’ll get it in there in no time, Miss.”
Emma effused her gratitude, bemoaning in her luscious voice the way that her new heels made it so hard to lift. 
In point of fact, she could probably lift the van if she needed. 
Brent had grown. He looked now like a partner to Emma—to a supermodel-worthy beauty who stretched way over six feet tall in heels. She was dwarfed by him—his massivity, his muscles. He spoke to her only mostly in grunts and squeezes, but she understood everything. Most days between them—when they weren’t out recruited—were passed by her slowly and happily stroking, sucking, or fucking his cock. It was holy to her. She did all the talking, whispering prayers and happy thoughts. He had no need to talk. His hard, happy cock was all the affirmation she required. 
So. It was no problem at all for him to overpower someone like a geriatric diner waitress. To impose his will on her however he wanted.
When Emma had the waitress distracted completely, Brent came behind her and put the helmet on and shoved her into the back of the van, locking it tight. The helmet locked in, spinning and whirring and flashing, and slowly the waitress was erased.
Just like Emma—or whoever she once was—had been before she showed up at Brent’s apartment.
Brent didn’t know for sure but it sure sounded like a painful process. There were screams. Now he was so conditioned that it—all of this, the kidnapping, the danger, the screams—just made his massive cock hard.
Or harder, anyway. He was always hard now. Emma loved that about him. She loved everything about him.
The screams increased in intensity but he didn’t hear. He picked up Emma—like a doll in his thick arms—and wrapped her legs around his waist, sliding open her white dress and shoving himself up into her. 
“My Master.” She came right away, always. “My Sir. My Darling. Oh fuck fuck fuck yes!”
The sounds of their rough, sensual, soul-mate lovemaking drowned out any terror inside the van.




		
	




Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership




They were sisters. Adopted from a young age, yes, but sisters all the same, and they had known each other their whole lives.
On a thick bed. Tangled together in a hot, sweaty, naked mess of limbs and hair and whimpers. She knew they were sisters, and yet she kept licking her pussy, moaning for more, moaning in orgasmic joy. A chorus of fervent worship for the one she now recognized as her clear superior in every way. 
Distantly, she realized that something was wrong. 
Master owned her thoughts. And so it was he who kept that “something wrong” thought in her head—to toy with her, to tease her, to make her suffer.
She realized that it wasn’t completely right for her to be on her knees, licking pussy coated with cum, cleaning off the unbelievably tight entrance of her superior after Master had spilled inside. 
Her broken, fragile mind just couldn’t cope with the two realities. Knowing that this was wrong—wrong!—even as she came again and again from licking and moaning and whispering adoration to her sister. 
They were both owned, together. Forever. 

WILLOW WASN’T SURE about this. 
No, that wasn’t right. 
She considered her boyfriend staring at her through the screen, smiling hopefully and waiting her indecision out. The helmet he’d had delivered to her door, waiting for her to slip it on. 
It wasn’t that she was “unsure” about this. No—she was painfully unsure about it. It literally gave her a stomach ache how little surety she felt as she sat there, waiting in the empty awkward silence after Duncan’s fourth or fifth sales pitch of this virtual playroom he wanted her to join him in. 
“Well?”
“I...” she shrugged. “I don’t know.”
“Come on. We’ve been through this.”
A wave of guilt assailed her. It was familiar and old, this guilt, and even with as bad as it felt it was almost more comfortable than anything pleasant. 
“I know...I know. I’m sorry.”
The words dripped out of her on impulse. She was always sorry. Always needing to run away, to be left alone to her guilt. 
But isn’t that why she was with Duncan in the first place? She wanted to feel something that wasn’t guilt. 
Not for the first time, she wished desperately she could be more like Aspen. Her adopted sister was everything she wasn’t—taller, more confident, easy with a smile and always knowing the right thing to say. They were physical opposites too—Willow was shorter and stockier, blond to Aspen’s brunette. A little bustier and curvier to Aspen’s unreal, Tolkien Elf-like measurements. Men all the time would talk to Willow when she went out with Aspen because they were too intimidated by Aspen’s ethereal beauty and easy, effortless grace. She was painfully aware, all the time, around her sister that she was a distant fourth place after Aspen, then literally any other hot girl who might come along, and then a night of self-pleasure thinking about Aspen. 
Duncan had changed that, though. Meeting him online through the erotica forums was one of the first places she felt completely at home with someone. She was able to write with him and describe all the erotic fantasies she’d ever had—about being owned, about serving a Master, about never being judged or hurt. He encouraged her every step of the way, building her up and building on the fantasies she described. He gave and gave and gave, and never took—never asked to take...until now. 
They’d been writing together for about three months. After some hot, cum-happy talks in a chat service, they moved into virtual meetings—seeing what they looked like for the first time without the exaggerations of prose. 
The pandemic had been good to Willow and she felt truly guilty about it. It felt right to feel guilty; it felt appropriate. It felt like she was doing the right thing, which was truly important to her. 
But she had been able to raise her rates as a copywriter and had already worked from home most of the time anyway, and so was able to start to put together the nest egg she’d always dreamed of. Her free time grew, and she used it to start cooking and working out more. 
She was always safe going outside. Safe safe safe, couldn’t stand to put herself or others at risk. Always masking, always distancing. But that meant that others—she felt—couldn’t really appreciate the time that she had spent improving herself, which gave her a host of contradicting opinions. She wanted to be seen, for once. Just a little. But really being seen meant compromising other values she’d taken on, and letting go of those values meant compromising other values...
At any rate, she looked the best she ever had. Gone was the baby fat around her cheeks and arms, fine-tuned to something lovely after months and months of yoga. She even sometimes felt her face was attractive—until she looked at it in a comparison photo with Aspen.
Aspen made everyone feel inferior. It was what she did, like a tornado stomping on trailer parks. Willow mostly just wished she didn’t have that strange, dull, hot ache between her legs when she was presented with this high contrast of attractiveness. Like a heating pad between her legs that had been left on for too long. It made her feel like such a sicko. 
When she and Duncan started the virtual meetings, she was grateful then that there was no way he would have any idea Aspen was and no way to do the comparison himself. This was someone who might be entirely Willow’s. That had never happened before! Aspen had always somehow managed to weasel in.
And when they first saw each other, Willow had been impressed. Duncan was handsome! Just like he said. He was always so honest. He had thick dark hair and a brilliantly built jawline. His body was thick with muscle. Several times now he had sent her pictures of his forearms, which was enough for her to cum to all by themselves. She craved a handsome, carved forearm, and Duncan’s looked like they were cut from oak. 
And his cock—oh god, his cock. It was thick, and long, and huge, and the way it glistened with precum in the photos and videos he had sent her...the way it thudded on surfaces when he showed her how she made him twitch with her writing...
All in all, Willow had no idea how she’d made such a catch. She always tried to dress up for their meetings—like today, wearing a low-cut blouse and her cutest pair of glasses to draw his attention to her blue eyes (one of her best features)—but even so she always felt inadequate. 
Like always. 
Like how he had—for a brilliant few months before they started video chatting—made her not feel. 
“I just think you’ll like it,” he said. “Really.”
“You’ve done this with other girls?”
“No. But...I tried it out. Tried the tutorial. It was really easy to pick up.”
“It’s just...”
“What?”
“Well. It’s a bit creepy, right?”
The helmet was called the Bonding Ritual. As if anything could sound creepier than that—it was by the same people who made the Dream Partner program. There had been, Willow thought she recalled, some kind of hubbub about them for a few weeks. Like, something in the media about its users going crazy or changing or something. But when—after Duncan had sent her the new helmet to try out—she had scrolled through different search engines to find something like that, all she could find were glowing reviews and self-scolding retractions from news outlets bubbling over with blubbering apologies of their “morally inept reporting”—though exactly what was so wrong about their reporting was vague and linked to articles that no longer existed. 
So, either it was perfectly harmless and nice, as Duncan and all the reviews said, or someone had somehow managed a global scrubbing campaign to erase any kind of bad news about the product from the entirety of the internet. The former felt kind of wrong to Willow, but the latter was completely impossible. You couldn’t just permanently erase stuff from the internet, right?
“Now you think BDSM is creepy?” said Duncan. “You’re the one who wrote all those filthy emails to me.”
She had. Depictions of service. Kneeling before her Master for days. Holding his Cock in her mouth while she slept. 
“I know. I know.” She shook her head. “It’s just...okay. We go into the virtual ‘training arena,’ right?”
“Right.”
“And while we’re there, we both kind of...I don’t know, see each other? Like here. But more three-dimensional.”
“Yes.”
“And then we just kind of act out our fantasies? And the helmet, it helps supply...god, how does it even say it?” She picked up the tome of instructions. “...okay, ‘your virtual helmet is supplied with special technology to induce an almost trance-like state in which your normal qualms and resistances to erotic submission will be pushed aside.’ Doesn’t that sound dangerous to you?”
“How many erotic hypnosis stories have you read, Willow? How many times has it said that it doesn’t work unless you want it to?”
“All those stories feature it working when girls don’t want it to, Duncan!”
He laughed. “I know, I know. But that’s only sexy because it’s opposite of reality, right? Really. You’ve got nothing to worry about. You trust me, right?”
She did. “Yes.”
“And I tried it out. And I’m telling you I’m fine. So let’s just give it a trial run.”
“Okay.” Her mouth squirmed. The next part was hard. “Um. Before we start. I have to tell you something.”
“Yes?”
“Aspen is coming over.”
His expression changed. She couldn’t tell exactly what had happened but she knew, she knew it meant he wasn’t as in love with her anymore, that she’d done something bad and ruinous and disappointing. 
“I see. When?”
“In like, a couple of hours? She wanted to have dinner. I couldn’t say no. I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay.” He smiled. “Really.”
“I’m sorry,” she said again. She felt so lame saying it again and again and couldn’t help herself.
“Really, babe.” His smile stayed there. “I know this kind of things hits you sort of hard. But really. It’s totally cool. A couple of hours is plenty. It’ll make you feel more safe, right? That way we won’t overdo things.”
“You’re sure?”
“Of course.” 
She watched him starting to focus on the screen instead of her—the little gestures that meant someone was signing off. 
“I’ll see you in there,” he said. “Don’t be long.”

THE FIRST THING SHE noticed about putting on the helmet was that she was glad her hair was short. It fit snug, and if her hair had been long and thick—like Aspen’s, for example, who could positively outshine any model in one of those shimmering mane shampoo commercials—she would have been barely able to slide the helmet over her skull. Instead, it went on firmly and easily, humming happily as it powered on. 
The hum in particular was what Willow noticed. It droned, but pleasantly so, and there was something in the sound that scratched at her thoughts. Like something trying to be let in. Something she could consider. Something she was supposed to think about...
“Willow?”
She turned to see Duncan approaching, dressed brilliantly in a tailored dark navy suit. The virtual set-up was such that it created a perfect rendition of a classy mansion—the kind she had seen in the smutty movies of smutty books about billionaires and their sexy live-in slaves. Tall, tall ceilings and marble pillars and beautiful hardwood floors. She looked down at her body—a bit disorienting—to see she was dressed in white lingerie. Frilly panties, a lace-lined bra, and tall heels decorated with little bows. 
There was a mirror on the wall nearby. Her image was stunning—beautiful, blond, smiling. Thin. Tall. Like a model or a girl in one of the stories she had written for him. 
It was again slightly disorienting, as she could feel the weight of the helmet on her head when the image she saw was just her head without it—but as she smiled and turned and examined herself in the mirror, the weight felt like it faded from her mind. The humming of the helmet intensified. Her thoughts took a slow backseat to the experience, the sensations. It felt like several small, delicate, talented fingers ran along the tissue of her back all at once.
That was how he saw her. Or more, it was how he wanted her. She tried to shake the encroaching sensations of inferiority but they were so strong and ingrained in her already. 
“You’re probably already feeling more suggestible,” he said. 
Oh. She probably was. He was usually right about basically everything. Her cheeks warmed. It was a joke they shared—how he was invariably right. Sometimes it was annoying. Did she feel more suggestible? How did you tell? She tried to take notice. 
“It’s a good feeling,” he said, “or so they tell me. I think you’ll enjoy it. You should, at any rate. Good girls enjoy feeling suggestible. Don’t they, doll?”
A moan escaped her lips. He was close now, looking so dashing in his suit. “Doll” was their special word for her. She wanted nothing more than to be able to let go absolutely, to be his special doll forever and ever. But her anxiety, her misgivings, always got in the way. She mumbled now, feeling them combat with the sensations of pleasure and submission already piling up against her subconscious.
“What’s that?” he said. “I didn’t hear you all the way.”
His tone took on a bit of condescension. If his demeanor was an outfit, then the snideness in his tone was no more than a pocket square. But—it was enough to make her wet. 
“I...” she whimpered slightly. She didn’t know if he would like her answer, but she had to be honest, didn’t she? “I hope so. I want to be.”
“You have to give this a shot, Willow.”
His hands fell on her shoulders. She could feel them. How could she feel them?
It felt different than a real touch—kind of electric. Kind of buzzy. But she felt it nonetheless. 
“O-okay.”
“So. To give it a shot...you have to buy in. You know the phrase fake it ‘til you make it? It applies here. The more you act like a suggestible, hot, helpless serving girl...the more real it will become. The easier it will be to give in for real. Don’t you want that?”
She nodded, biting a lip. Despite everything, all her misgivings, she truly did. More than anything. 
“So let’s start simple.”
He guided her over to a couch and they sat down. In real life, Willow was already sitting down, in her chair near her computer. But nonetheless, through some miracle of technology, she felt herself both standing, then walking, and then sitting down next to her man. He held her hands, looking at her in the eyes. They were easy to look into. She felt calmed right away by their nearness, their intense dark color. 
“I want you call me Sir when we speak. When you reply to me or ask a question. You’ll say Sir. Just like in all those hot pieces of writing we traded. Okay?”
“Yes. Yes, okay.”
He waited, raising an eyebrow.
“Oh. Right. Sir. Yes, Sirfuuuuck—”
Her voice tapered off into a happy, insistent, moaning chorus of orgasm, delivered to her by unknown means the second her lips formed the word “Sir.”
He held her, tight, and it was a good thing he did. Even if he didn’t actually hold her in real life, it was only by feeling his grip on her hands and waist that she managed to keep from sliding the helmet off and running away to her closet to hide. 
She’d never come like that. Not in her whole, whole life. The pleasure lit up her brain like a Christmas tree. And instead of the normal, blank white space she often experienced in her mind when she came, she saw his face. His eyes. Staring at her. His bulge, so clearly evident in his pants. She panted, pawing at him, his chest, at the thick shaft of his barely-concealed bulge.
“Oh my god,” she said, whimpering. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t—I didn’t expect...oh my god.”
He said nothing, just waiting. Her eyes grew when she realized what he wanted. 
“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t expect that, Sir.”
She said the words hesitantly, expecting another crazy orgasm somehow. This only made her already timid voice sound even more submissive.
“It’s okay. You’re feeling quite suggestible. The helmet is having a strong effect on you.”
Heat washed through her. An ocean tide of heat, receding and then sweeping in again.
“Yes, Sir. It is, Sir.”
“It’s only natural for there to be some consequences like that. You’ve repressed so much, Willow. You needed to cum, didn’t you?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Who did you cum for? Was it for you?”
“No, Sir. It was for you. Like all my cums, Sir.”
It was getting easier and easier to slide into this mode of talking. The heat was making it easy to forget herself. 
“That’s right. You do cum for me, don’t you?”
“Yes, Sir.”
She had. Every time she had cum since she had met him had been about Duncan.
“I deserve your cums, then, don’t I?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“I own your cums, don’t I?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“And what cums for me?”
“My pussy, Sir.”
“So I own your pussy, don’t I?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Say it fully.”
“You own my pussy, Sir.”
Her breath caught—a near orgasm, a spike in the pleasure. Her legs wrapped over his. Her hands pawing at his bulge, needing his Cock. Needing its hardness. He was so handsome...
“What else of yours do I own?”
She was breathing so hard. Staring at him. Staring at his big eyes. Had they gotten bigger? She was going to cum again.
“Everything, Sir. You own everything of mine.”
“Your body.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Your mind.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Your soul.”
“Yes, Sir.”
She unzipped his pants, stroking his cock. She could feel his cock the same way she felt his hands earlier. Electric. Buzzing. But she knew he felt her the same way. She could hear his voice becoming more heated. Gasping just so, even if she could barely see his lips. All she could truly see were his eyes, and she was lost in them completely.
“Tell me fully.”
“You own my body, my mind, and my soul, Sir—”
Another hard round of orgasm—this one harder than the last and what felt like multiple small orgasms carpet-bombing a larger terrain of pleasure all over her body. She shook and trembled into him completely, giving herself over to his strength, to his cock—she kept stroking—to his voice as he called her his doll, his doll, his doll.
When her presence of mind returned to her, she was on her knees before him, stroking absently. Her hand and arm moved but she had no control over it. Absently, she tried to stop—and giggled when she saw that she couldn’t. 
She wasn’t in control anymore. 
“Okay,” he said. “They said thirty minutes and you’d be proper fucked in the head. What do you say?”
She just smiled and looked up at him. But she didn’t smile. Willow didn’t smile.
It was just that her body had. 
This—this felt wrong. 
Duncan, she began—but then realized she wasn’t speaking.
She tried again.
This is weird, Duncan. I don’t like it.
But none of those words left her. Instead, she just stroked and smiled, stroked and smiled. 
“Good girl,” he said.
Her body came—and no matter what prison she found herself in now, she came too. Her entire body rollicked, pleasure doubling by the second and increasing once more from the knowledge that she held the cock of God Himself in her hands (where had that thought come from?) and moaning raggedly and needfully for more. 
“Thank you, Sir,” she said, her voice dripping with desire. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”
But she hadn’t said it. It was just her voice. What the hell?
“They told me that by this point, you’d still have a little presence in your head. Before the program takes you over completely. How’s that working out? Can you hear me in there?” 
He laughed, slapping her face once with his cock and then from the other side. 
“You dumb fucking broad. Jesus christ. I bet there’s some stupid part of you in there wondering what’s going on, huh? Or—no, no—” his tone went acidic. “I bet you’re saying how sorry you are, huh? That you fucked it up somehow? Holy shit. You’re so fucked in the head. I’m doing you a fucking favor.”
He leaned over and took her by the chin, looking her directly in the eyes. “Hey. Babe. You hear me in there? Look. This “game” we’re doing? Not a game. I’m taking over your life. For real. Forever. You belong to me now. You said it yourself, of your own volition. So now I’m going to make you into exactly the woman I want you to be.
No, thought Willow. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god please no.
“Yes,” he said. “That’s right. It was a big long con! And when I say long...” he whistled. “All the fucking time I put into you...” he shook his head. “You made me work for it! You did. Good lord, you did. You made me work harder than I think I had to for anyone else. And do you know the craziest thing?”
He stepped away. His suit was gone and he was just naked. Willow wished intently she didn’t find his ranting—naked, his sculpted body glistening from her saliva and his sweat—so utterly appealing. But she loved everything about Duncan. 
B-but no, she hated him, he lied to her, he deceived her!
But what if that was her fault somehow? If only she had been better...
“The craziest thing, babe, I mean, outside of you probably blaming yourself for this? Holy shit, the fucking stones on you to blame yourself for fucking everything. Good lord. It’s really vain, do you know that? It’s the wrong kind of vain to think that everything revolves around you and is in your control. And now, nothing will be under your control, at all...and it’s not even about you. Honestly, I’m doing you a favor, but I wouldn’t even do it if your sister wasn’t the actual hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”
Aspen. It was about Aspen. Willow’s one love—of her whole life! The one thing that was supposed to be hers! The one thing that wasn’t supposed to be for anyone but her, ever!
And it was about Aspen. 
Again. 
Another boy loving Aspen instead of her. 
Again!
Tears flowed from her—both mentally and physically. They appeared in the simulation, and Duncan stared as they came out, stroking himself.
“That got a response, huh? I thought it might. Real deep cut, huh? Sorry, babe. You just really can’t compete with her. She’s just...everything you’re not. Or.” He smirked. “She’s everything you weren’t. But I’m taking care of that, okay? Don’t worry. Nobody’s gonna ignore you over her from now on. It’ll be more...fifty-fifty. Because I could just get rid of you or send you down the line for someone else to own—they would have slashed my price in half if I did that, by the way—but I thought it would be better to keep you girls together. Serving me, together. Like you belong. Take a look.”
Gripping her chin so hard she was sure it would leave a bruise, he dragged her body over in front of the nearest mirror. It was full length, showing Willow in all her white lingerie completely.
Before—it had shown some ideal version of her. Now, it was completely changed—her in white lingerie, on display, as she would actually look. Willow felt mortified. She looked so out-of-place. Like a nerd at a jock’s party. 
I’m not good enough. I’m so sorry.
Her eyes focused on all the parts of her that were unworthy, that she hated. The rolls at her side. The insistent flab in her thighs. The mess around her neck. The choppy, home-haircut she had given herself out of fear from going to the hairdresser for nearly a year.
I’m not good enough. 
“Do you see, Willow? How you’re not good enough for me?”
I’m so sorry.
He was being so cruel, and yet all the same, she could not help but agree. She no longer knew if it was the program making her more suggestible or her own low opinion of her self-worth. But either way it hit home. Everything that was wrong about her physically felt magnified. 
I’m not—
All her flaws. 
good enough—
The teeth that weren’t straight enough. The fingers that were just a touch too short and stubby. 
I’m so—
The breasts that—despite being big—weren’t as firm as she wanted them to be with how young she was. 
sorry. I’m—
Even her bright eyes, which she had been told so many times was her “best” feature—and wasn’t that a backhanded compliment when there were so many other parts of a woman left to admire—seemed dull and lifeless in this mirror of Duncan’s devising. 
notgoodenoughI’msosorryI’mnotgoodenoughI’msosorryI’m—
“Please...” Willow gulped. “Make it stop.”
She barely realized she was speaking with her own voice again. The mirror held nothing but a reflection of all her insecurities—all her greatest fears put on display and easily seen and each one like a bullhorn directly to the ear of her ego.
“Make it stop? You mean change it?”
“Y-yes, Sir.”
The terror of seeing herself like this—so completely not what Duncan wanted—was shaking her apart. 
The terror of a hundred thoughts ran through her brain. She hated herself for not hating Duncan more. But even in the core of her that was outside of his control, she was desperate for his approval. Even if he had been gaming her, playing her, using her—when he told her he liked something, it sent shivers up and down her spine. She craved his attention, his enjoyment. It wasn’t fair—it wasn’t fair at all—but maybe this was how it was supposed to be?
Maybe she wasn’t ever going to find love, or happiness. Maybe the best she could hope for was just to be of use to someone great. To be of use to someone fantastic like Aspen or Duncan. 
Or both.
“If I change it here—change it back...you remember, right? The way I had you looking?”
“Yes, Sir. It was much better, Sir.”
“If we change it now...with you begging for it...it changes in the real world. Is that what you want?”
She gulped. It was so hard to decide. Tears ran down her face, making her already homely features into something so much more horrible to see. Red-faced. Distorted. Puffy. 
God, please, make it stop!
“You want to change. For me. So I’ll love you.” He smirked. “Or at least tolerate you. So you can be of some use to me. Don’t you?”
Some use! Any use! Oh my god!
“Yes. Yes, Sir. Yes, please Sir.”
“You want me to change you?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Permanently?”
“Yes, Sir.”
“Even though I’ll never fuck you instead of Aspen, no matter how gorgeous you look?”
She sobbed, breasts heaving. “Y-yes, Sir. I don’t care, Sir. I want you to fuck my sister instead of me, Sir. I just want to be of use to you, Sir.”
“Very well. Calm down, now.”
Like a switch went off, her control left her body—and her sobbing stopped, her body slowly returning to normal, sedate breathing.
But in her mind, at this final humiliating confession, Willow kept crying.

THE CHANGES DID NOT take long to set in. 
First, her hair. It grew thicker on her head. Outside the simulation, she dimly felt great chunks of it falling out and then new portions sprouting from her scalp. It was thick and glamorous and long, naturally settling into a bombshell part that Willow instinctively wanted to run her hands over. 
But she couldn’t. She could enjoy none of this. 
Her body was enjoying it. But her conscious mind was locked tighter and tighter into a smaller and smaller box. She could feel the buzzing of something terrible, eating away and replacing all the other parts of her mind that weren’t just witnessing this. Replacing her thoughts, reintegrating new memories. All she would know was service, happiness, joy at doing every last thing Duncan said. 
Her nose shifted and formed into something classy and regal, shifting from the snout she had always feared people would look at and laugh at for being just slightly too piggish. Aspen had once made an oinking sound at her when they were twelve and she had never forgotten it, nor forgiven herself for letting it happen. 
Her cheekbones rising, giving her dour face hot peppy definition, like a ruddy-skinned cheerleader. Legs shifting, lengthening, thinning out and developing taut musculature like she was a gymnast. Her ass becoming an ass, instead of just the flat saddle she’d been riding on and hoping would be ignored in favor of her other qualities. 
From the front, her torso tightened and lengthened. The body—Willow’s body but not her body—moved and preened with the changes. She posed and put herself on display, smiling up at Duncan and giggling as her tits grew almost too big for her tiny lingerie. Standing up from kneeling effortlessly in her tall tall heels, then kneeling again, then standing and bending over, then popping up on one foot. Tossing her hair this way and that. 
All this beauty she had now—forever, according to Duncan—and Willow didn’t even get to enjoy it. A prisoner in her own brain, and all because Duncan thought it was hot. Because it made him hard to erase her totally and make her watch her own deletion. 
Finally the process appeared to be done. Duncan stood in the mirror with her and grabbed her tight against his body. Hand gripping her up the ass hard and holding her firm. 
“Nearly there,” he said. 
“Really, Master?” the Not-Willow said to him, turning this way and that. “I look so fantastic, though. What’s left?”
Me! Willow screamed. Me! Please! Wake up! Let me be in control! Let me take anything back, please!
“Well,” said Duncan. “Do you remember how you used to look and feel?”
They looked in the mirror together. Willow’s gaze was firmly on herself while Duncan’s hands groped her malleable, owned body.
Not-Willow frowned. Even that was beautiful. “Kind of. I remember I wasn’t too happy. Or too pretty. Like I am now, aren’t I?”
“Oh yes. You’re very pretty, Willow. I might even fuck you a lot, even though I said I wouldn’t. I’m so impressed with you.”
Willow felt the orgasm like the cannon-shots of thunder echoing outside a building. In her own head, the space for her original consciousness was getting smaller and smaller. 
“Thank you, Master.”
“You’re welcome, doll. It’s just...that old you? She’s still in there somewhere. A very, very tiny percentage of you is still compromised.”
“Oh. I see. How terrible!”
“Right? We have to get rid of her.”
“Yes, Master! I agree so much! What can I do?”
“You just have to say please, doll. Tell Master please get rid of the old me.”
“Of course, Master!” Willow smiled brilliantly. “Please get rid of the old me! Get rid of that stinky old hag! I don’t want her around anymore! I just want to be young and perfect and beautiful and obedient to you forever!”
The thundering of orgasm grew louder than ever. The walls collapsed—and Willow felt a terrible electric sensation—and then there was nothing.

ASPEN WAS ABOUT READY to leave. She had been waiting an entire two minutes—two minutes!—of her precious time at Willow’s door, waiting for her sister to answer.
She was a bit nervous just standing around. She had dressed well—dressed for a night out, despite the plan to stay in at Willow’s apartment. She did get a kick, though she would never admit it, at making her older sister feel inadequate around her. It was just so easy to push her buttons and Aspen, though she did love Willow, had enough of a sadistic streak in her to get her jollies by making her jealous. 
So, she wore a short skirt—she had such great legs, and it seemed like such a shame not show them off—and ankle-high boots with tall heels. Always, Aspen was wearing tall heels. She liked the length it gave her and the way they made her ass work and the way it made men stare. 
Men’s eyes on her made her feel like she was accomplishing something. It was especially fun to see the dilemma in their minds when they clearly wanted her but didn’t have the balls to say anything. 
The heels, matte black leather, went well with the red skirt and the tight form-fitting silk blouse she had thrown on. A few of the buttons were undone to show the depth of her clavicles and the way the two or three jewelry pieces she had chosen spilled across her bones, dripping like glistening water. The jacket she had on—short and leather—was unbuttoned and featured several large, mostly decorative buckles. She felt a little like a rockstar whenever she wore it. 
Sure, she was just meeting her sister—but Aspen loved showing off. And making Willow feel a little bad about the body she would never had always made Aspen feel better after a long week of work. 
In the past, she had felt bad about this. Trying to hide this or that mean impulse. The compromise she had made was that so long as she made someone feel bad passively, but didn’t tell them to feel bad—she would get a pass. So she was always cheerful and uplifting and positive around others, even if on the inside her mind was always judging and calculating, deliberating all the many fruitful avenues of superiority she held over the average female. 
Then she had realized that this—passively making someone feel like shit but actively trying to be nice—only made others feel worse. It made them hate themselves. If you made someone hate you, that was still pain for them. Hating was painful. 
But if you made someone hate themselves—if you didn’t give them an excuse for hating you...that was something truly special. That was the secret sauce of superior smugness. 
Aspen handed out compliments—both true and backhanded—all the time. She said them with a smile. She offered warm, sincere advice. And all the while, because she was beautiful and so effortless about it—people’s resentment of her grew and grew. But they couldn’t blame Aspen for this resentment because she was being so nice! So they blamed themselves.
Which Aspen knew they would do. She cultivated their self-hatred like fine wines, drinking whenever she wanted. A hundred different bottles of pain to drink from whenever she wanted the boost to herself. 
These days, though, she could hardly go to bars or clubs or coffee shops, not really. It wasn’t the same. She was always on guard there, always worrying about who was telling the truth about their health—or she had to wear a mask, and a full ninety-percent of what Aspen was proud about was her utterly gorgeous face. Yes, her body was fantastic, and she worked on it like it was her job—but her face was the real money maker, and a mask hid almost all of that. 
She knocked again. “Hey! Let me in, Willow!”
Finally it clicked open—seemingly on its own. The inside of the apartment was dark and she couldn’t see Willow anywhere, actually. 
“Willow?”
“Hi! I’m just in the kitchen making dinner!”
The voice she heard didn’t sound like Willow’s at all. It was hot, and bubbly, and oozing confidence. A fresh, sexual scent filled the air.
It took Aspen a moment to process what she saw waiting for her. 
Willow—or a girl who apparently said she was Willow—hovered dutifully from one end to the other of the kitchen, handling several cooking responsibilities all at once. She mixed something in a bowl while reading out of a cookbook—Aspen could still see the lines of dust on the sides, which assured her this somehow was indeed her microwave-reliant sister—and kept a watchful eye over something simmering on the stove. The oven was on. It smelled amazing, whatever it all was. Hints of citrus and a strong scent of cooking meat. 
“W-Willow?”
Of course all the cooking wasn’t the most amazing thing. It was Willow—”Willow?”—herself, dressed in nothing but an apron and very tall white heels. The apron did not cover her backside in the slightest, and seemed ready to unleash itself at a moment’s notice due to the straining pressure of Willow’s heavy, mouth-watering tits. 
Everything about Willow had changed. She looked like a completely different person. There were only the barest of hints that it was her at all—the color of her eyes, a certain turn of her cheeks and brow. She was taller—why the fuck was she taller?—and bustier and blonder and more fit and god was she fit. Aspen worked out every day, rubbed Willow’s face in her brilliant shape every time they met, and now it looked like her formerly frumpy sister could give her a run for her money. 
Hell, it looked like Willow could give anyone a run for their money, and then run up a fucking mountain. 
She hadn’t seen her sister for six weeks. They spoke regularly via text and email, though, and Willow hadn’t mentioned anything even close to what might have caused this. She was seeing someone—a pity internet fuck was Aspen’s guess—and so maybe Willow might have gone to the fucking gym or had a makeover, but this...
This was like she had been reformatted from the atoms up. It wasn’t her sister. It was someone else. Danger oozed in the air and Aspen felt sure she had walked into some kind of a trap. 
“I...this isn’t right.” Aspen backed up. “I must be in the wrong place. I’m sorry. I’ll go.”
“Go?” Willow giggled, setting down the bowl. “You just got here, silly.”
Willow tugged her in for a long, warm hug. Something about her scent made Aspen’s brain feel fuzzy and warm. And god, her embrace was strong. And her hair smelled so nice, and her skin was so soft...
Was Aspen...
Was Aspen wet?
She was. The soft cotton panties she had clearly weren’t doing enough to hold back the sudden and easy flow of her juices. Trails of glistening juice started to slide down her thighs. This was from only seconds of contact with her “sister.”
Holy fuck. What’s happening?
Fear struck her. This was all wrong. This was obviously wrong and something was fucking with her senses to make her think it was right. 
She pulled away, but Willow held her tight.
“You can’t leave,” Willow said brightly. “You just got here, silly.”
Willow’s eyes. They were bright, but they were empty. Aspen looked with horror at the vacant look on her sister’s suddenly-beautiful face. 
“No,” she shook her head. “No, no, no. Please. Willow. Let me go. I have to go.”
“You just got here, silly.”
The kitchen was directly next to the entryway, and Aspen had never shut the front door. But it shut now, with authority, as Aspen’s voice picked up in intensity. 
Doors didn’t shut on their own. 
Someone else was here.
“Let me go,” she said again. “I’m going to scream!”
Already she was shouting. 
Willow leaned in and closed her mouth over hers. Aspen’s scream was muffled by her sisters soft lips, the plush feeling of her tongue sliding into hers. 
For several moments, she kept fighting. Struggling. This was crazy! This was—this was gross! She’d grown up with Willow! It didn’t matter if her sister was a smokeshow all of a sudden and that Aspen definitely had bisexual tendencies and definitely thought this new version of her sis was a terrific improvement on what she had been, she couldn’t just...couldn’t...
She couldn’t...
Couldn’t kiss her beautiful lips.
Kiss and let her lips close over her sister’s tongue.
Definitely shouldn’t close her eyes while it happened and remember how hot it felt to see her sister like that in her apron. 
And her hands. Her hands—Aspen’s hands—shouldn’t wander around to her sister’s ass and feel how utterly firm it was, holy fuck.
Something...something changed in Aspen’s response. The need to scream fell from her. Their saliva, mixing together. It felt good.
Everything felt so warm. 
She was just starting to think that maybe this would be okay—maybe she could get used to this? Maybe she could just, fucking make-out with her sister for a while? Like, who cared, really, and she was desperately horny all the time anyway, and there was a pandemic, and she was allowed to lose her mind some right?
All of those thoughts just began to align when the helmet slipped down over her head.

SOFT LIPS PUSHED INSISTENTLY against Aspen’s, and a pair of gentle hands worked on her lower body. One dipped around her thigh, shifting it on top of a likewise-soft lap, and the other had two fingers deep inside her virgin-tight pussy.
Aspen had never been with a man. She had been waiting for someone worthy of her. And now she knew she had found him—found Him—but she didn’t know his name, or what he looked like. She just knew that it had happened.
Or not, that wasn’t right—she hadn’t found him. He had found her. And he had taken her whether she wanted it or not.
Her pussy clenched and gushed from this thought, gripping the fingers so insistently sliding against her throbbing g-spot. The lips pushed more insistently against her chin and cheekbones, the bottom of her own lips, soft and powdery and needful. 
Eyes still closed, she imagined a muscle-bound hunk taking her over and over again repeatedly while she begged him to stop, while she implored him to slow down, while she aggressively screamed no over and over.
More honey poured from her slippery, finger-fucked cunt. 
That was such a beautiful, hot, wonderful thought. Her will being discarded like a piece of junk mail, tossed away as an afterthought. Not important. Whether she wanted it or not was not important to this alpha male—all that was really important was his desire. 
Being forced. Being made to fuck him whether she wanted it or not. Her will being destroyed by his big, beautiful, perfect, Alpha Male Cock.
Already she had intuited that this was Willow pushing against her, pushing inside her. 
It did not bother her. She only knew enough, honestly, to know that maybe it should bother her...but it didn’t. 
Besides, the girl who was now Willow had so little of her former sister inside of her that she might as well have been an alien who had taken over Willow’s life. The old Willow was dead and gone forever, just like so much of Aspen now.
All for Master.
The room was silent except for Willow and Aspen’s soft kisses, and something else.
Her ears slowly registered what it was.
Master’s breathing. 
She pushed Willow to one side and saw him there on the bed. His form covered in the darkness of the late night room. Enough light shined in to let her see all of his magnificence—more than enough to let her know that she loved him beyond all reason and reckoning. 
Him.
Aspen was in love, love, loveylovelove love.
Roughly, she pushed Willow off the bed entirely. It was an awkward, bad fall near the footboard, and Willow easily could have been quite hurt. Sharp corners. Bad angles.
Neither she nor Master cared. They had eyes only for each other. 
Aspen took stock quickly of what she wore. Tight black lingerie pushing up her hefty, globular tits. She thrust her chest up so he could see it better. Gorgeous matte leather heels. She pushed her legs out long so he could admire her insane length. Her body had changed somehow—tighter in the abdomen that was already so tight, wider in the hips, bustier. Her hair at least a foot longer, but thicker and feeling healthier than ever. Her body felt like she had just turned eighteen. 
Crawling toward him on the bed, slowly, she knew he could see everything about her. 
Starting from right above his Cock—so huge and hard and streaming precum—she pushed her head against his body and slowly—kissing and licking and moaning all the way—rubbed herself against him. A perfectly tamed sex kitten. She rubbed her face against his Cock like it was a bar of soap and she wanted to be slippery-clean.
“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, “but you are gorgeous.”
Her hand wrapped around his Cock and stroked. 
“Thank you, Master.”
She’d never said that word in such a way, but all the same it felt deeply natural to do so now. 
“I want to tell you what’s happened,” he said. 
She looked up at him, stroking, sliding her lips across his shaft. Her cunt twitched at his obvious pleasure.
“You want to brag about breaking me.”
He nodded. 
“That sounds wonderful, Master. Please do.”
“I chose you—fuck, yes, with your mouth. Just like that.” 
Aspen groaned happily at his need for her, sinking her lips deeper onto his shaft and feeling him inside of her mouth for the first time. 
“I ch-chose you, fuck. There’s a new world order coming, honey. And it’s going to remove a lot of people from the lives they knew. A lot, a lot of people will just be slaves. Put on farms to work for people like me. People who bought in early. And I wanted a wife. I wanted someone to look at who I knew who be hot all the fucking time for me. So you’ll be there. On my plantation or whatever. Fucking, fuck with that mouth of yours, jesus—on that plantation. Watching them work. Running their pathetic lives, god, and cheering me on while I fuck up the minds of anyone I want. We’ll have a region all to ourselves. We are the new royalty, and—fucking, shit. You are too good at that.”
Willow, giggling and bruised, crawled back up on the bed. The motion shifted Aspen’s attention. 
She sneered at her sister. “You’re breaking Master’s concentration, idiot. Come here.”
She didn’t wait for Willow, instead snatching her by the hair and shoving her—unprepared—mouth-first down on Master’s cock. Throat bulging right away. Tears welling from the sudden forcefulness of the entry. And yet even so Willow wanted it—she couldn’t not want it—and Aspen could see her dripping wet cunt gloss over with ever more need. 
Willow had been caught off-guard and squirmed, out of air almost immediately. Arms flailing. Turning purple. Aspen didn’t mind, simply holding her down harder with a strength that surprised even her. She saw the love for herself reflected back in her Master’s eyes as she held her suffocating sister down. 
“This is for you, Master. This is all for you. This is what you deserve.”
Willow could die on his beautiful cock for all she cared. All that mattered was his pleasure. 
“Do you like this, sir?” she asked. “Is this what a good slave mistress does for You? I’ll hold them all down, just like this. You’ll have it all.” Willow’s movements—at first so sporadic, started to taper off. Losing too much air to struggle. “I’ll choke them, replace them, train them. Just for you. Just the way you want. It’s who I am, now. Should I even let her up? Or do you want to feel what it’s like—”
The only thing that saved Willow’s life, probably, was the kiss that this inspired from her Master. He leaned over and grabbed Aspen hard, throwing her down underneath him and in doing—relinquishing Aspen’s hold on Willow’s skull and whipping his own cock out from her. He pushed Aspen down on the bed and gathered her long legs up underneath his heavy chest.
“What are you doing, Sir?” Aspen asked.
Fear tinged her voice—because she knew it would turn him on. 
“Whatever I want.”
“No,” she said, trying to get away. “Stop. S-stop, please. No, Master. No, I’m no-not ready. Don’t—" 
He throttled her neck, putting a finger right in her face. 
“Shut up.”
She tried to speak again anyway—and barely got a word about before he slapped her.
Thrilled, cunt singing, she tried again—tried again to say no even though she didn’t mean it.
He slapped her again, harder this time, nearly knocking the sense out of her. And at the same time, his Cock—hard and proud—thrust inside her waiting, eager pussy. 
This joining of sex and force was crucial for her, for both of them. 
“You-you’re forcing me,” she gasped. “Taking me. Oh my god. Oh my god! You’re unstoppable.”
Willow had recovered already, though her face still tinged purple and red. She pushed up against Duncan as he thrust, repeatedly, into Aspen’s tight virgin pussy.
“Thank you,” Willow moaned against him. “Thank you for fucking my sister. Oh my god, you made her want it! You made us both want it! You’re such a man! Such a god!”
“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I was so wrong! So wrong! I should have begged for it! I should have begged you! I never should have said no! I never should have tried to fight you! Thank you! Thank you for forcing me, Master!”
He slapped her again—and Aspen smiled, licking her lips. 
“Yes!” She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself into him. “That’s right, Daddy. You do whatever you need to me. I’m yours for the taking now. Yours to force. Yours to rough up. I’ll never complain.”
He bit her chin, her neck, teeth raking down her skin. Leaving hot red marks all down her. 
“I’ll make you fucking pregnant,” he said. “The both of you. Fucking pregnant for me. You understand?”
“Yes, Master!” they gushed in unison. 
“You’ll take whoever I want. You’ll line them up for me to do how I did you.”
“Anyone!” Aspen nodded, her forehead pressing into his. “Anyone you say. I’ll hold her down. Make her your slave. Help you force her just like you did me. And she’ll want it because every woman wants to be forced by you. We can’t help ourselves. You’re such a man, such a God—"
He unleashed inside her. Hands gripping tight on her throat, choking and holding her down as he hosed her insides with his massive load. Aspen came, repeatedly, the force of his seed spraying so hard against her g-spot. 
This is what real force feels like, she thought. 
This is why it’s right for Master to take what he wants. 
When her brain—or what was left of it—came back online, she was snuggled against her Master’s side. He looked dreamily at her, stroking the marks he had left on her face. Aspen would wear them as badges of pride, of ownership, of being good enough to feel her Master’s intimate touch. Willow touched herself, apparently unable to cum, whimpering just out of touching range from either of them. 
An inferior waiting to be told her place. Aspen loved her Master so much for making this her life. 
His eyes passed momentarily over his naked, still-standing hard cock. Nothing more needed to be said. Aspen grabbed her sister’s head and placed her down on his Cock, encouraging her to clean. Licking up the leftovers of their pleasure, as was only befitting a lower slave.
Aspen liked that. Bossing other slaves around for her Master. She needed more.
“Master,” Aspen purred. “Would you like me to show you photos of the hot friends I have?”
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From under his desk, the girls went to work on his cock and balls, sucking earnestly like their livelihood depended on it. In all honesty, it did—because with the same amount of ease that he had expended to situate them on their knees servicing his urgently hard member, he could replace them. 
He doubted that he would—they were doing a fantastic job, and even making out regularly along his shaft and cockhead like he liked so much, complimenting one another on their slurping skills with fingers inside of one another’s dripping hot cunts. But it felt good that they knew that he could replace them if he decided to. He liked that they always, always had to be proving themselves to earn his favor and his attention. 
Another girl walked in—wearing a tiny parody of a secretary’s outfit with just a cleavage-baring vest and a tiny skirt that probably broke several laws of physics and decency just by staying up on her impossibly long legs and baring as much as it did—and gave him a happy “please fuck me soon” look as she bent over and delivered his coffee.
Perhaps it was unusual, starting the day with a hot cup of coffee delivered by a mindfucked assistant and a paired blowjob from two of the sexiest women in the city. 
But he had grown accustomed to it.

A FEW DAYS EARLIER, Hank returned to his office after his month of vacation to find everything changed. 
This was no exaggeration. Coming in an hour early, which was usual for him, he stepped out of the elevator into the twentieth floor of the Jefferson Building and saw that even the floors had been redone. Previously they had been some laminate or other, a black-and-teal affair of interlocking shapes. Now they were stark, marble tiles leading down a wide open office-plan with one enclosed office in the middle. 
The many offices and cubicles and spaces of everyone else had been eliminated. Gone were the hallways of semi-wooden walls covered in soft canvas, gone were the florescent lights hanging overhead buzzing aggressively into everyone’s ears and eyes. Gone were the blockades to any windows, gone the ugly appliance stack of dirty microwaves and half-working coffee machines, gone the carpet that had probably been developing various stages of lung-destroying bacteria. 
Instead, the office was almost pure white. The desks white. The lamps on each desk, white. The walls bare and white save for the occasionally and aptly-placed art piece, the bright colors of which popped from the contrast. The one bit of black was the line of ebony tile running from the elevator to the office in the middle. 
Sometimes in old cartoons, the cartoon animal would get so mad at its situation that it would start yelling at the artist, stepping out of the panel and onto a blank white page. 
This is what stepping into the office felt like. Some kind of absolute clean slate.
He longed for such a thing to be real and tangible. 
The vacation he’d taken with his young wife, Jeanine, had not been long enough. They had specifically tried to get pregnant; part of the reason for the trip down to the island for so long. Hoping it would put them and keep them in the mood. And it did, at first. But then the quibbles had started, and then the fights...
Now, looking around at what had been his workplace, he suspected for the first time that perhaps he’d been gone for too long. 
He pulled out his phone and checked, several times, to make sure that he was in the right place. Had his office moved? His boss, Mr. Dowel, had not told him of any renovations. This must have been deeply expensive. Hank was his right-hand man, and so of course in an office like this, the one who really got all the work done. As such, he was not expecting any changes when he returned, and indeed was expecting to spend the next two weeks putting out fires. 
Instead everything seemed calm, nice. 
But there were rather less workstations than there they had workers. Did people double-up? Had Mr. Dowel finally given in to the demands to work from home? Hank had been arguing for it for ages, since the start of the pandemic, and Dowel furiously and steadfastly refused to face the demands of the evolving workforce. He was an old-school capitalist, and so believed that capitalism could withstand any blow except for blows against the way things had always been. 
Hank followed the black line to the office in the middle, peering inside. Where had his office gone? He wasn’t sad to see so much of the junk disappear, but he had enjoyed having his own office. That had been another war with the notoriously stingy Dowel, who fought him for months on the costs of setting up even the most dismally-thin wooden walls for Hank to meet with clients inside of. And of course, right after he’d finally gotten the thing, the pandemic hit. 
One of the reasons, selfish he knew, that Hank fought less for work-from-home was that he was loathe to give up his office so immediately. 
Just in front of the office in the middle were five desks. They were carefully arranged—one in the front with a bright red low-backed chair. Then two just beyond that with blue chairs, and four just beyond that with black chairs. On each one was some kind of helmet. Hank looked back into the office—there was another helmet there. Each one had a line of wires leading from it down to the floor, elegantly hidden inside tile panels. The wires were wrapped up like pony tails. 
“Sir?”
He turned to look, but the first thing he really took notice of was the sound. Three pairs of perfectly timed, perfectly in-time high heels striking the marble all at the same time. 
He loved that sound. He hadn’t known how much he loved that sound. His bulge shifted in his pants and he stepped casually behind a desk to hide himself a little. 
The source of the sound, was, of course, three beautiful women—approaching with knowing, sultry smiles and wearing delightfully scandalous-yet-elegant versions of office attire. Two brunettes and a blonde, with one of the brunettes out front. Each one wearing tiny skirts flashing lots of leg and tops that flashed even more cleavage. The brunette in front wore tall, thigh-high velvet boots that clung to her thin legs like a second-skin. They slowed their walk as they approached, as they saw him watching. He could not help but think that this was so he would be better able to drink in the vision they presented. 
Cleavage on display in tiny expensive blouses and framed by short jackets with intensely-grabbable lapels. Hair thick and long and luscious and somehow both wet and delightfully mercurial, shifting this way and that as they drank him in with smoldering eyes. 
“We’re so happy you’re back, sir,” said the girl in front. “It’s been so long. I know you must be confused. There’s been a few changes, haven’t there? Shall we talk in your office?”
She talked to him like she knew him. Calling him sir. Did he know this beauty? He racked his brain.
His confusion must have been evident. 
“You really let it all go in your vacation, didn’t you sir? It’s me. Sloane.”
Mr. Dowel’s secretary?
The dowdy-faced, homely, curmudgeonly spinster whose only impressive feat was to be all of those things at the young age of twenty-five? 
This was not Sloane. 
Words escaped him. “Wha...huh?”
She pointed, smiling. As if expecting this confusion. Enjoying it. “This is Nadine. And this is Darla, of course.”
No and also no. Wrong again, gorgeous woman! Nadine was a pimple-faced intern, not a vision of Scandinavian Pride as a tall, imperiously sexy Valkyrie in living form. 
And Darla—what the hell? Hadn’t Darla been about to retire? Didn’t she have grandchildren? This girl barely looked eighteen and her face was cut from stone—she looked like she could be on the cover of Vogue. She looked like she could be on the cover of Teen Vogue. 
Someone was playing a trick. Hank had to sit down. The three of them smelled heavenly. He opened the door to the office and wandered down to the small couch waiting there. Sloane, attentive, immediately sat to one side and held his hand. He drank in the sight of her. Her cleavage was on display—it was on fucking tour. It was handing out tickets and selling out stadiums. Every time she breathed, he thought he might fall into the lusciously tight, heady gap waiting there. 
“Are you well, sir? Do you need something? Anything? Don’t you start your day with a cup?” She glanced at Darla. “Coffee. Now.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
Was that a flush of pleasure he saw on Darla’s face from obeying an order? 
And not the kind of pleasure in doing a good job. But something rather more...heated. Something almost akin to an indulgence. The sound of her clacking heels could be heard easily until the door shut, and then all was quiet. 
Sloane continued to stroke his hand like she wanted to stroke something else. Hank didn’t have the wherewithal to stop her. 
“Okay.” Hank shook his head. “Hold on. Wait. I need you to explain what is happening. Where is Mr. Dowel?”
“Mr. Dowel, unfortunately, suffered a heart attack shortly after you left.”
Sloane said this with a happy, indulgent smile that made it seem like it was not unfortunate at all. 
“He what?”
“He was weak,” said Nadine. She stood posing by the door. Her breasts were magnificent, jutting out from her tiny torso like brilliantly shiny twin hemispheres. “Weak men don’t deserve to lead.”
“Don’t be so blunt, Nadine.” Sloane turned back to Hank, shrugging slightly. He watched the beautiful shapes of her breasts moving. “But she is right, you know. He was old and weak. He only really controlled this office for a few days before he expended himself. Can you believe he never slept with any of us?”
“What?”
She misread his surprise—which had been at the suggestion of such a thing in the first place.
“Right? Aren’t we totally fuckable? Even more now, I bet, that you know we’re virgins. I mean, I know that you just started your day, but you’ll be fucking me at least three times before the end of the day, won’t you?”
“He’ll be taking me home with him,” said Nadine. “He likes blondes. I remember.”
Sloane rolled her eyes. They were large and expressive and he felt like falling into them. “You only think you remember.” She smiled warmly at Hank. “We’ve noticed that some of our memories have been tampered with. It’s kind of hot, to be honest...but it sometimes does make for confusion.”
“I am,” Hank admitted, “deeply confused”
“Like with ‘boyfriends’!” said Nadine, with a terrific show of air-quotes, seemingly not noticing that Hank spoke. “Who the fuck do they think they are? More weaklings. They’re confused about some life I never had or wanted to have with them. If they wanted to fuck me, why wouldn’t they be here at this office like you? You can fuck me any way you want, any time. And you know it. That’s what makes you so sexy, sir.”
Hank had to take a moment to gain his bearings. This was becoming no less alarming or muddled as they went on. 
Something had changed, that was clear. And Dowel—Dowel had had a heart attack? Christ. Why hadn’t anyone told him?
“When Dowel died,” he said, trying to put it together. “That’s when you...redid the office?”
Sloane’s hand rested on his knee, and then his thigh. He felt like he should stop her. He felt like anything else might be appropriate. Instead she squeezed it and he let out a soft, encouraging gasp of air.
He closed his eyes and pushed her hand back over toward her lap, trying to think of Jeanine.
His—comparatively—frumpy, overweight, dour-faced wife Jeanine. 
He opened his eyes again, and Sloane was still there—not a dream, just a living daydream—and Nadine at the door, vacillating between imperiously sexy and just plain sexy with her Marilyn-Monroe-As-Viking-Warrioress looks.
Jeanine, who had not looked at him with all this lust and fervor and need in the entirety of their marriage or relationship, was in an unfair competition at the moment.  
Sloane intercepted his hand and slid it up against her own thigh—thin and warm and clad in delightfully smooth stockings, groaning at his touch with her eyes coming alive like the flames flaring up in a bonfire. Nadine, just beyond her, whimpered jealously. 
Hank pulled his hand back. “Let’s keep this professional, shall we?”
Sloane nodded. “Of course, sir. Here’s Darla now.”
The stacked brunette re-entered the room, bending over at the waist to hand Hank his coffee. He had several seconds to wonder how her tits were able to look so utterly perky and lifted without any kind of bra. They bounced hypnotically, every jiggle an obvious flirtation. Then, as he took the coffee, she slid down to her knees between his legs and began attending his zipper. 
He yelped and stood up, backing up and circling around the office all the way until he was behind the desk. 
“Okay, stop.”
“You don’t want your morning coffee, sir?” Darla asked him. “Bosses need to be sucked off when they take their first coffee. Otherwise, the stress...”
Nadine nodded. “We can’t have you too stressed out, sir. It will make you weak.”
“Yes,” Sloane agreed. “You deserve to relax. Don’t you? Let us take care of you.”
He needed some time to think, to do anything, to somehow resolve this hard-as-fuck boner that now occupied every part of his mindspace. 
“Everyone, out.” 
“Out?” they said in unison. 
A reverie of protests began on their gorgeous, plush, plump lips. Darla looked close to tears and Hank thought he might break if he saw her need his cock any more than that. 
He pointed harshly. “Out. Go to work. We do still work here, right? Not just fuck each other?”
They sighed and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

NEGATIVE. AGAIN. :(
The message from Jeanine struck Hank hard. He’d really be certain this time. They had done everything the specialists told them to do—waiting every other day between trying, holding positions after sex, using all the little weird and invasive tools to hold everything in...
He didn’t know how to reply just yet. 
Instead he watched out his window as Sloane, Nadine, and Darla pantomimed an office day. They put on a show for him. Sloane was in front—the one desk in front of the others, with the red chair—and clearly the one in charge. She instructed them to do this and that, often leaning elaborately on their desk. Bending at the waist. One heel up, sometimes. A pen in her mouth. Tossing her hair back. Looking up at him suggestively, smiling and giggling and sending him smoldering look after smoldering look. The office, with its enormous windows, made it easy to look at the three of them constantly.
Their hips. He kept focusing on their hips. Darla’s especially were wide compared to the absolute tininess of her waist. Those, combined with their tits and lush, thick hair made each girl seem so...fertile. 
Just like Jeanine isn’t.
The thought was unbidden but it had arrived all the same and he couldn’t disagree with it. Nearly a year of trying and his wife still wasn’t pregnant. He wasn’t the problem—tests had proven that. And frankly, they had proven the same for her. It was just bad luck, apparently. 
But those three. God. 
Sloane’s tits pressed into Nadine’s arm as she “showed her” something intimate on the computer screen in front of her. The way her breasts, so full and plump already, just crushed into Nadine’s tiny frame...they looked like a quarter of her body weight, jesus christ. 
How was this happening? 
He tried to track. 
A month ago, he went on vacation. Then, Dowel makes some change—somehow. The...helmets? Was it the helmets?
There was one on his desk. Or, what Hank had taken as his desk, just to be able to have a barrier between himself and the sex-starved nymphos waiting outside. 
Okay. The helmets. Something about them gave Dowel a heart attack. And also it made the girls change? But then, what had happened to everyone else?
Christ, had they died too? Were these girls just killing employee after employee because of...why? Some sick obsessed crush on Hank?
His cock twitched a little at that thought, unbidden. He didn’t want anyone to be hurt, but if it was girls like these doing it for him...that was a kind of unbridled lust and affection that he was sorely unaccustomed to. 
But...Darla had been married for years, and Sloane had treated him with the same kind of interest she might hold for a decent stapler, and Nadine had been living with her high school sweetheart. 
He turned on the computer and logged in and checked the company’s finances, expecting a complete shitshow of a report. All these repairs and revamps cost money, after all—and it certainly didn’t seem like they were doing work anymore. Just some weird sex dance. 
But no—no. They were doing better than ever. They weren’t in the red; they weren’t anywhere close. In fact, in the month that he had been gone, the office had managed with just the three girls working there to take down more clients than they had managed in the year leading up to that. 
He checked a few of their new clients’ websites and cross-referenced the work they had asked for and paid for in their invoices to what they showed online. It all seemed to match up. 
“Sir?”
Sloane was at the door. She looked stunning. Posing like a model. One leg out, her body to the side, holding one leg up just so and making it look like she was barely containing her lust for him. 
Again, he thought of Jeanine and how she absolutely did not and could not compare.
It wasn’t fair to her to keep comparing them. And he could not help but think that was a little bit why he did it.  
“I know you’re busy, sir, but your appointment is here.”
“Appointment? What do you mean, appointment? I can’t possibly take any appointments.”
As a matter of fact, he didn’t want anyone seeing this place until he had a firm fix on what had happened and what would happen.
“Oh yes, I know you’re truly busy, sir. And you won’t have to do much. But Darla will keep working and keep an eye on the farm for you, don’t worry. And Nadine and I know just what you like. It’s just that it’s customary for new interviews for you to at least be present, sir.”
The farm?
He couldn’t worry about that yet. The prospect of interviewing someone—of actually doing his job—appealed to him greatly after such a crazy morning already. 
And he could not deny the hormonal urges that Sloane filled him with on sight alone, let alone the doubtless-countless pheromones she was flooding his system with from her heavenly, soft scent. 
“Fine,” he said. “Where are they?”
“Oh, we bring them in here, sir. And don’t worry. We’ll have it all set up for you.”
She eye-fucked him from bottom to top, biting her lips, licking their gorgeous surface as her gaze rested on his bulge. It only grew in her presence.
“Before we start...before you get the wrong idea. Or I suppose any worse of an idea. Sloane, listen to me. I have a wife. I really can’t be involved with you with the way things stand.”
He couldn’t make out the expression on Sloane’s face. “Of course, sir. I understand completely. It won’t be a problem.”

THEY TOOK ABOUT FIVE minutes to set up, with Nadine bringing in a pair of chairs for herself and Sloane. They situated themselves so that he would be able to get a good look at their side profiles. The desk, he noticed after a moment, was situated higher up. The back of the office on some kind of slope. So, no matter who entered, he would be looking down at them. 
“Notice,” Sloane whispered in his ear, “how it doesn’t show anything from the front?”
She referred to the desk. 
“Next time, maybe one of us will be able to attend to you from underneath while you watch our interviews?”
He wanted to once again reprimand her for these advances, so unprofessional, but the new girl entered the room. She was tall, well-built, and wearing a smart skirt and pants. 
Nadine had spent the time setting up a video camera. It was near the helmet on his desk, lost in an array of plugs and wires, so one could maybe mistake it for all the same apparatus without looking too closely. 
“Would you state your name?” said Nadine. “For the record. And your age.”
The girl, pretty and redheaded, smiled brightly. “Maude Aasen. I’m eighteen as of yesterday.”
A deep pit sunk inside of Hank’s stomach. 
Barely, the word hit him. 
Barely eighteen. 
Fuck.
“And what are you auditioning for?”
Auditioning? 
“This is a modeling agency?” said Maude. “So, um...model, I guess?”
“It’s a sort of one,” said Sloane. Leaning forward. Warm and reassuring. “We provide work for models while they’re out trying to find work. Do you understand?”
“Oh,” Maude nodded. “So like...if I have to go somewhere, for like a shoot...”
“We would set it up for you, as your agents, so of course we’d give you the time off. But it takes time to set up such a career, doesn’t it? So in between, you still deserve a paycheck for staying so pretty. That’s all.”
“Oh.” Maude nodded as brightly as she smiled. “Does that really work? It seems like...well.” She looked around. “Is there a lot of turnover?”
“Our girls are very successful. You’re smart to notice. So many people don’t. So naturally, they spend a lot of time out of the office. It’s quite all right, though. Mr. Parson here runs a dynamite business.”
“Oh!” Maude smiled up at Hank now. “You’re Mr. Parson. The owner?”
He almost corrected her, but Nadine interrupted. 
“He does own this place,” she said, smiling seductively back at him. “And everyone in it.”
Maude laughed, assuming it was a joke. Sloane and Nadine laughed with her—though theirs had a distinctly predatory tone to it. 
“So you guys are models too, right?” Maude asked. “I mean, I’m just starting out, but you two look amazing. Like, you look like you just came from a shoot!”
“No.” Nadine shrugged. 
“Not really. We’re office girls. We just woke up this way.”
Again, Maude laughed, wrongly sensing a joke. When the blonde and brunette just stared imperiously at her, her laughter died and a blush crept up from her neckline towards her chin. 
“Maybe you’re interested in the type of work we do do here,” said Hank.
He wasn’t sure what all this “modeling” nonsense was about. They had a goddamn company here! He’d help build it from the ground up. 
“Oh, yes,” Sloane nodded. “You see, Nadine, Darla—that’s the girl outside—and I have either coerced or manipulated the entire workforce that once worked here into being little more than our slaves. They work twenty-three hour days, and that’s if they’re being lazy enough to take the hour break we allot them. They sold all their possessions to the company. All assets forfeited just for the chance to make us smile. Isn’t that lovely? We’re so pretty, and our smiles are so very pretty too.”
A nervous smile spread across Maude’s face, made more nervous with every second that Sloane didn’t let on that she was “joking.”
Hank was quite worried she wasn’t, even if what she describe sounded patently ridiculous. 
“Wealth and luxury belong to the strong, after all,” Nadine explained. “They were weak. Otherwise, how could their wills be captured just by a few beautiful young women? So now, they all live on the farm. We monitor the farm from here.”
“Th-the farm?” Maude stuttered. 
“Oh, yes. We have to keep them all in one place. Like cattle.”
Sloane purred. “She loves calling them cattle. Animals. I’ve tried to get her to stop, but honestly, I find her disdain quite intoxicating. She’s obsessed with making them feel as rotten as possible. She even suspended showering privileges last week because they only beat a deadline by three days.”
“They have to learn,” said Nadine. She winked at Hank. “Isn’t that what good ownership does? Show boundaries?”
“Are you guys being serious?” Maude stood up. “I don’t think...this is like some weird joke, right? I’m not into this.”
“Don’t worry about that, doll,” said Sloane. “You will be. Isn’t that lovely?”
Hank, speechless during this entire exchange, had reached the borders of his patience and his understanding. Whatever Sloane and Nadine were talking about, he wanted no part of it. 
“You should go.” He stood up as he said it, pointing out the door. “This isn’t a good fit. Not at all. Please make your way to the exit.”
Describing it as he did was his way of trying to add legitimacy to the proceedings. If Maude wasn’t a good fit, then someone was, and that meant what they were doing couldn’t be out of line. Certainly not worth talking to reporters or police about, which is what Maude’s look told Hank she wanted to do.
As she rushed out, however, Darla waited at the door of the office with her hands above her head. Holding something just out of view. 
“Leaving already?” she said.
Maude, not understanding, began to shove past Darla. Then the brunette beauty brought her arms down, shoving the helmet in her hands over Maude’s head. 
Instantly, Maude collapsed to her knees. Her hands working up to her blouse and ripping it off, revealing the healthy, pert tits she sported. 
Barely. Eighteen. Tits.
The voice groaned in his head on overdrive. 
“What the fuck?” he said. “What did you do to her?”
“Sloane and Nadine like to play with their food,” Darla explained. “One girl, last week, they almost let her get to the elevator.”
“We shut it down,” Nadine said coolly. “The way you tell it, it’s like we let the cops listen in on the whole transformation.”
“No,” said Darla. “The cop was the week before, wasn’t she?”
Hank had stepped out in front of his desk. The four of them stood over Maude, who had collapsed entirely on to her side. Her fingers shoved deeply up into her cunt. 
She moaned, crying out for Cock...Cock...Cock! 
Holy fuck, he was so goddamn hard.
Honeyed juices running from her thighs. Her flesh undulating and shifting before his very eyes. The skirt she wore ripping as her hips grew wider. More fertile. Her exposed breasts leaking milk and jutting out even further while her hair grew thicker and redder.
“You’ve done this to a fucking police officer?”
The accusation he felt was compromised by the aroused inflection in his voice and the massive tent in his pants. 
“Not exactly,” said Sloane. 
She curled up into the crook of his arm. Her head leaned against his. God, she smelled good. Her lips looked so utterly kissable, and she clearly wanted him. While he looked at her, utterly captivated, Nadine’s hand went to his crotch and unzipped him. 
He felt helpless to stop her, to stop any of this. It was all deeply beyond his paygrade or understanding. There were forces at work well beyond him. 
Nadine’s hand felt warm, soft, and right as it gripped his hardening cock. After only a few strokes he was at full hardness. 
“I told you,” said Nadine. Her voice breathy and inspired, like she had just met her favorite celebrity. “I told you I would touch him first.”
Darla leaned down in front of him, her heels casually kicking the trembling, gyrating Maude in the face. No sympathy. 
“That hardly matters,” said Darla. “The real test is who he cums in. Then we’ll know for sure who’s in charge.”
“You already do.” Sloane’s hand met Nadine’s, stroking him expertly and beautifully.
It seemed that everything Sloane did, she did beautifully, and so it was she seemed so beautifully confident that she would be the one to win his favor. 
Hank was not gifted with some enormous cock by birth, and so the two had to jockey for position as they shared him. But both were elegant and graceful and were able to make it work without much fuss. Meanwhile, Darla came up from underneath and licked his balls, occasionally taking them into the warm, sweet embrace of her beautiful lips. Her heavy tits crushed against his knees, only improving the magnificent display of her cleavage. She kissed his heavy testes like a lovelorn teenager kissed her biggest crush, with abandon and fiery passion. 
Sloane crushed against his body with the same abandon and passion, staring down with him at Maude’s changing body. 
“It’s all for you, sir. Don’t you understand? Everything we’ve done. We’ve ruined lives for you.”
“We want to ruin more,” said Nadine. “We want to ruin the weak for you, sir.”
“Yes,” Sloane nodded, kissing his chin fervently. “We never want you to experience the absence of pleasure ever again.”
He had lost control completely—if he ever had it to begin with. Darla’s sweet, urgent kisses against his balls and the base of his shaft, sometimes lapping at Nadine and Sloane’s hands—made him harder than he’d ever been in his life. 
Harder than Jeanine. Harder than any other girl he’d ever been with. 
Beneath him, Maude moaned still. Her body shifting. Transforming. Becoming more like them. He could hear soft, droning whispers from her mouth.
Yes, Master. Yes, Sir. Yes, Master. Anything, Master. Yes, Sir. Obey the Boss. Make the Boss Happy. Do Anything for the Boss. Ruin them all for the Boss. Exploit their labor. Make him profit. Anything for the Boss. 
Brainwashed. The helmet brainwashed all of them into being these seductive, destructive sirens, probably according somehow to Dowel’s specifications. And now they belonged to him, because he had been the next in line of succession, because he was the Boss now.
“Years and years and years of pleasure,” said Sloane, looking down at her. “That’s what’s being pumped into her skull right now.” 
“Centuries of obedience,” said Nadine. “Longer than she ever knew her old life. Now, everything she’ll understand forever will be service to you.”
“Just like you deserve, sir.”
All of this, all their preparation, had been just for Hank. Waiting for him. Anticipating his needs. Scheduling an interview with the young model Maude so that they could show off what they would do for him. 
The girls noticed his hesitancy, still, and clung to him harder, stroking with ever more fervor. Darla lapping at their fingers, at his shaft. 
“She isn’t worthy of you, sir,” said Sloane. “She isn’t pregnant still, isn’t that right?”
Of course she meant Jeanine. 
Nadine was disgusted, disappointed. “How could she not be pregnant from a stud like you?” 
He struggled with this. “H-how...how do you—”
“Women know these things,” said Sloane. “Just like we know we’ll get pregnant right away.”
“We’re worthy of it.” Nadine’s lips brushed against his ear. 
As their actions became more and more outlandishly sexy, grinding their hips into his and kissing him more fervently, their voices became softer, tinier. As if begging his allowance for making their way into his ears. 
“Won’t you make me pregnant, sir?” asked Sloane. “I promise. Right away. I promise.”
Their voices began to run together in his mind. His eyes rolling back. God, this felt so good.
“Aren’t we prettier than her?”
“Aren’t we more willing?”
“Does she beg you like we do?”
“We’ll beg every time.”
“Beg for your cock.”
“It’s so important that we know our place. Even with as pretty as we are...we know we’re just servants of your cock, sir.”
“We live for it.”
“We hurt for it.”
“We’ll ruin for it.”
“We need it. Please won’t you cum in us? Make us pregnant?”
“Make us whole?”
Darla’s mouth had slid over his cock entirely and Sloane and Nadine both guided her up and down, forcefully fucking the skull of their fellow secretary with their boss’s cock. 
A hand—Sloane’s, he noticed after a moment—pulled his face to one side. Snapping him back to reality. Her deep, dark eyes drowning him in their gaze. 
“You want to fuck me more than your wife. Don’t you, sir?”
He nodded, kissing her hard and holding her tight against him. She squealed delightedly, even more excited when his cock popped out of Darla’s cockdrunk mouth and Nadine stamped her foot in indignation. 
“Please, oh please, oh please oh please,” Sloane moaned as he tumbled on top of her toward the couch. 
They landed awkwardly but her skirt was already mostly out of the way, pushed up from sliding up and down his leg while she had fucked Darla’s skull with his cock. 
She had no panties on. How had he not noticed that? He bet none of them did. He pushed up against her and thrust hard, shoving himself into her tiny, wet willing virgin-tight cunt. Her angelic face contorted in immediate ecstasy. Hair piling sexily all around her as he crowded her in the corner of the couch. Nadine and Darla pulling his pants off his feet, hanging just so off the couch, to help him gain better position. Working as a team.
“Pregnant,” Sloane begged him. “Pl-please...pregnant...”
“God yes,” he grunted. “God, I’m going to get you so fucking pregnant. You’ll get pregnant right away...”
“Right away,” moaned Nadine and Darla. “Pregnant right away...”
The two of them crowded his position like fangirls mobbing a rockstar after a show. Darla climbed up on the couch to slide her tits against his head, hugging herself to him and Sloane. Nadine pushed on the pairing from the other side, babbling about the strength of his seed.
“So strong and virile and you’ll fuck her and make her yours Master and then she’ll be full of that strong seed so strong and you’ll cleanse the weakness and your strength your strength oh god such a strong pregnant body she’ll make for you and...”
Nonstop, whispering, urgently needy strength-obsessed filth flowing from her Valkyrie mouth. Meanwhile Darla just whimpered about how big he had made her tits and how much they belonged to him. 
“Please do it,” Sloane moaned. 
She kept eye contact with him the whole time. It was deeply easy just to lose himself in her gaze; she was absolutely gorgeous. Jeanine would always hide her face from him or turn away, always so sensitive about being looked at. But Sloane loved it, lived for it, wanted more of it. 
“Please,” she moaned again. “Make me pregnant. Cum, please? Please?”
He couldn’t help himself. Thrusting so hard, so deep, so easily, and with two more beautiful women begging him to empty—Hank felt utterly compelled. His orgasm struck hard, delivering heatedly against Sloane’s enormously sensitive g-spot. She came, staring at him the whole time, her gaze filled with wonder and appreciation and love at the man inside her. 
A look he hadn’t experienced in too long of a time. 
Nadine and Darla seemed to cum too—cumming solely from the fact of their Boss’s pleasure. Moaning, cooing, they hugged into him and Sloane, all four bodies melding with kisses and eager happy whispers. 
Several long minutes passed after he came inside Sloane, resting on her tiny gorgeous frame, but eventually his head started to return to him. 
Oh, god, what had he done?
His cock, still trembling and hard inside of Sloane’s pussy. Inside the sopping, wet, tight cunt of a woman who had been somehow mind-controlled to want him. What was wrong with him? 
And he—he had cheated on his wife! With all of them!
He began to back out of her, not noticing that Darla and Nadine were suddenly absent. 
“This...” he shook his head. “Sloane, I’m sorry. That was...that was something. But this was all a mis—”
Guided by Nadine and Darla, from behind, the helmet that had been sitting on his desk slid down on his head with a tight, quick schwoop sound. 

HIS HANDS FIT ENTIRELY around the waist of Nadine. This was due both to how tiny her waist was—just the way he liked a woman—and due to how big his own hands were. 
Holding her as such, in his office, it was easy to feel his cock bulging beneath the rippling, gorgeous muscles of her abdomen with his finger tips. With him so large, and her so tiny, she felt like a toy. 
“Fff-fuck...toy,” she moaned. “Master’s...fuck...toy...”
Her eyes were blank, her body vibrating with orgasm after orgasm from the penetration of her owner. This is what she lived for, what she needed. This is what affirmed Nadine’s endless feelings of superiority. 
Only the superior deserved to feel like this—like Sloane, like Darla, and now like Maude was turning out to be. And the weak, in her mind, deserved only scorn and derision. 
Hank was definitely no longer anything like weak. Tall—much taller than Sloane or Nadine or Darla, even with the disastrously sexy high heels they wore. Muscular. Wide muscles, thick. Arms with coils of hard muscle like the ropes and cables on battleships. 
It had not been Hank’s decision to program her like this—in his previous life, or what he remembered of it, he rather preferred a more docile woman. But now that he had experienced the sexual servitude of a snobby, arrogant woman who disdained absolutely everyone and everything but him—who sneered with open derision at even the thought of advances from others—he had to admit he rather liked the result. 
It was the first time he had fucked Nadine. He knew that for sure. Even so, he did so with grace and ease, even on the chair behind his desk. His other girls lined up around him as he required—Sloane on one side, Darla on the other, and the newly transformed Maude down on her knees licking up at the joining between Hank and the stellar blonde Nadine.
He had yet to decide if he would keep Maude here or send her to the farm. She wouldn’t be the first beauty queen pageant-winner-worthy beauty in that place. A part of him greatly enjoyed ferreting these beauties into seclusion and then never touching them, leaving them in the endless agony of needing to serve his cock but never being allowed. No doubt, surrounded by the men that his furies—as he’d taken to calling Sloane, Nadine, and Darla in his mind—had cucked and humiliated, they would be filled with despair at the utter insignificance of any man save for Hank.
That was how he liked things. 
Superior. On top. Fucking who and what and how he deserved. 
Fucking superior girls pregnant like he had wanted all along. 
“I can feel it in me...” Sloane whispered as Nadine bounced up and down on his cock. “Your seed. I can feel it growing already. Fertilizing me. Making me whole. Making me what I should be, Master. You’re so powerful, so virile...”
All pretense of calling him sir was dropped now, at least while they were alone. He was their Master, and there was no need to disguise it anymore. 
“I’m so jealous, Master,” Darla whispered. “I’m so jealous of Sloane and Nadine. Won’t I be able to fuck you soon? Won’t you please cum in her so you can cum in me?”
The other girls had to manage the dirty talk for Nadine because she couldn’t put the thoughts together to actually say anything besides mindless chants that the helmet had filled her head with for what she had experienced as centuries of servitude and longing. 
He knew now that every night, they had slept here with the helmets on, becoming more and more enslaved to their Boss. Every night, spending centuries and centuries in agonizing need for cock that wasn’t present. 
Of course they were all fucked up, now. That would fuck anyone up.
Nadine angled her face just so in the light, giving the imperious glint of her chin and jawline a particularly favorable angle. Perhaps it was purposeful, or perhaps just everything she did came off as thoroughly sexy. Either way, it pleased him and so he chose to cum, grunting, snapping Nadine by the hair and contorting her body around the massivity of his hard cock.
“Y-yes!” Nadine moaned in ecstasy, her own breathy volume matched by the other girls. “Yes, Master! My strong Master! Your strength f-fills me, oh yes, thank you!”
The other girls complimented him thoroughly—you fucked her so well, Master. You’re such a god, Master. You’re so strong, Master—even as he slowly drifted on the cloud of bliss that his blond beauty had crafted for him from the confines of her tight virgin pussy. 
But this was rudely interrupted when—far, far down on the other side of the office—the elevator dinged. 
Hank shifted slightly, pushing Nadine off his lap. His cock—covered in her juices and his own cum, glistened in the office lights.
“That’s her, Master,” said Sloane. “That’s the one pretending to be your wife. Won’t you let us take care of her?”
Maude, eagerly moaning something unintelligible, ran her tongue up and down his massive length to clean him.
“No,” he said. “I’ll take care of this.”
He stood, ignoring Maude’s sudden desperate whimpering at his distance—she was so gorgeous now that she could probably cause riots at the right bar—and Nadine’s continued praise of the strength of his seed as she held her legs over her head to encourage insemination. He wanted to be flanked by Sloane and Darla at the least when Jeanine arrived; he wanted her to see what she had done.
She dressed drab as ever: oversized jeans and a sweater. It was warm outside; his girls had worn tiny skirts accordingly. She didn’t even have on heels.
“Sneakers,” Sloane scoffed, sliding up into her position on his arm. 
“Is she like, blind?” Darla asked, taking up a similar position on his opposite arm. 
Sloane leaned into his ear, whispering as Jeanine closed in. “Can she be?”
He shuddered, cock twitching at her earnestness. Their cruelty never ended.
His wife frowned furiously, approaching him with nothing but anger on her face. 
“What’s happening?” she demanded. “Your...your fucking girlfriend, your fuck-secretary or whatever? She fucking calls me, and tells me you’re fucking her, and why aren’t you wearing any clothes, and holy fuck what is going on with your...with your...cock...”
As her eyes focused and refocused on his naked body, especially at the massive member now hanging between his legs, her voice trailed off. His cock was still wet from Nadine and his own precum and cum. It dripped in a pool. Behind him, Nadine and Maude crawled ever closer to try and lick it up, as was their privilege for being special office slaves. 
“We need to talk,” said Hank. “Or, well. I’m going to talk and you’re going to listen.”
“You’re too fucking mouthy,” snapped Darla. “Why the fuck won’t you ever just shut up and listen to him?”
Sloane nodded. “Maybe if you had, you wouldn’t be in this situation.”
“I mean, maybe,” said Darla. “She’s awfully plain, though. I’m surprised you haven’t left her three times already.”
Jeanine managed to gather her composure somewhat. 
“I don’t know who you two sluts think you are, but—”
“Shut up.”
Hank’s voice boomed and carried with it a terrible edge; do it or else. 
Jeanine gulped.
“You’re not the wife I want. You were never the wife I wanted. Sloane here will do a much better job.”
“Oh my god!”
Sloane came, joyous, at this proclamation. She leapt against him, one leg hanging around the front of his waist, grinding her ultra-tight body against his and whispering soft happy thank-yous. 
“B-but...” Jeanine shook her head. “But I’m your wife. This doesn’t make...this doesn’t make any sense. What’s happened to you?”
The big display that Sloane made distracted Jeanine from seeing Nadine walk casually behind her to the nearest desk, picking up a helmet and approaching from behind.
“You were his wife,” said Darla. She looked with jealousy and happiness at Sloane’s continued exultations. “He’s going to forget all about you, honestly. You were never supposed to be the wife of a real man like him. Was she, Master?”
“No.”
The answer came easily to him. Just hours ago he would have been warmer, more empathetic, even apologetic. 
But it was so obvious now. He could smell the fertilized bellies of his new bride, and the utterly barren waste in front of him offended his every sensibility. 
“Please,” said Jeanine. “We have a whole history together. Is this really what you want?”
He smiled and gestured for Nadine to move in with the helmet. 
“Of course it is.”

A COUPLE OF MONTHS passed of fucking, interviewing, and acquiring ever more wealth and status from the local area. 
When they ran out of potential models—all of them now hired at his firm—they looked for other female-centric positions: hiring dancers, then waitresses, then nurses, then teachers.
Only one percent made it to the top. Only one percent worked in the office. And even then, only the tip-top one percent of that ever was able to slide into the rotation between Sloane, Darla, and Nadine—and then mostly as decoration. 
His top three girls received most of his cum, as they had earned for all their hard work. 
It was Monday morning, bright and early. They lined up in a long mini-skirt clad, high-heel wearing row for him now in front of his office. All twenty-five girls working in the office, who between them ran the minds, souls, and bodies of over twenty-five hundred workers across five different “farms”—or warehouses where their slaves were stashed and constantly coding, updating, encrypting, and so on. 
Each girl was fabulously pregnant. Hank had made sure—and then made sure again. His brood grew fast—strong, as Nadine would say. Each girl looked like they were deep in their second trimester at the earliest. 
In addition to wildly expensive designer clothing—Gucci, Yves Saint Laurent, Balmain, Alaia—they wore exuberant smiles. Nothing made them happier than being bred with their Master’s strong seed.
At the end of the line—top of the hierarchy—was Sloane. Jeanine, transformed to beauty queen status and naked save for the collar around her neck, urgently licked Sloane’s heels. The leash ran all the way to a little bracelet on Sloane’s wrist. It was soft white gold, but the only chance it had of breaking was if Sloane willed it so. 
Sloane approached him and wrapped her long arms around his neck, slightly choking Jeanine as she did so. They kissed for a long time like they did every morning; she was always first in line.
“You know, Master, I was thinking...”
“Oh?”
This usually meant trouble. Her thinking mostly involved plans of his further domination of others. 
“You could made this wretch pregnant by now. You’re so strong...and the helmets seem to do whatever you want.”
Wordlessly, he un-looped Sloane’s arms from his neck and then bent her over on top of his ex-wife, still on her hands and knees. Showing her the favoritism she had earned. Her pregnant belly would be constantly shoved into Jeanine’s face from his thrusts in about half-a-minute’s time.
“I like her to know her place.” 
He pushed up Sloane’s skirt, revealing a tight, dripping wet pussy that had only ever known his cock.
It was good to be the boss.
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