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Author's Note: All Characters Depicted Herein Are 18 Years Of Age Or Older.
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MY DAUGHTER—TWENTY years old, insanely hot (she lives at the gym and, even if she wasn’t trying her honest best to be a professional fitness influencer, she’s still a 99-out-of-10 hottie thanks to the absurdly generous genes from her wildly hot mother), thick and long photo-ready brunette hair arranged just so, clothed in nothing but spandex, and apparently permanently pissed at me because of my miserable divorce from the aforementioned wildly hot mother—stares blankly at me, irrevocably deep inside a powerful hypnotic trance.

She stands in my small garage workshop looking sexy as hell (it makes me feel so guilty to say that, but it’s true—my daughter is a fucking stunner) in her tight blue spandex short-shorts and cleavage-baring sports bra, tits heaving, drool spilling down from her lips and making her breasts and prominent clavicles even more shiny.

This looks bad.

I know this looks bad.

But you have to listen to me, okay?

I swear I didn’t mean for this to happen.

Here I am, an unemployed ex-engineer whose life is already in shambles, and now I'm standing in my own garage with my hypnotized(?) (More question marks? A thousand question marks? More?) supermodel-hot daughter drooling all over herself and her wildly plump, firm, buoyant, spandex-bursting cleavage. This situation couldn't possibly get worse.

And then it does.

"What in actual fuck is going on?"

The accented voice cuts through the silence like a diamond through glass, and I whirl around to see Emma standing in the doorway of my workshop, her hard-as-fuck body glistening with a thin sheen of post-workout sweat. Her platinum blonde hair is pulled back in a high ponytail that somehow manages to look both athletic and runway-ready. The spandex bodysuit she wears may as well have been painted onto her flawless form, clinging to every curve and valley of her young blond goddess physique.

Morgan repeats Emma slowly, drool spilling from her plump, hot lips.

Whad acksuhal fuck gonnning onnnn?

Her voice is warmer than I’ve ever heard it. She sounds like she’s talking with a boyfriend in a closet on a secret call.

"What—what is this? What did you do?"

Emma's ice-blue eyes dart between me and my catatonic daughter, her plump lips—glossy despite the workout she'd clearly just finished—curling into a disgusted snarl. She’s only twenty, and somehow, that means she’s already perfected the art of presenting total contempt.

From behind me, I can hear Morgan softly repeat what Emma says—Whatisthissss whaddidudooo?

"It's not what it looks like," I stammer, desperately trying not to stare at the way Emma's magnificent breasts heave with each indignant breath, straining against the confines of her spandex leotard.

The material stretches across her prominent clavicles, highlighting the elegant slope of her shoulders and the delicate architecture of her collarbones.

"Oh, yes? Because it looks like you have drugged your daughter."

Emma steps further into the garage, her long legs—toned from years of gymnastics—carrying her with a grace that seems impossible for a human being. Her thigh gap is so pronounced you can probably slip a hardcover book—any volume of an encyclopedia, pick your letter—through it without touching either leg.

"I swear, I didn't—this was an accident—I was working on a toaster—"

"A toaster?" She laughs, the sound like expensive crystal being struck, and swears in some language full of vowels. "Save it for the police."

She pulls her phone from somewhere in her bodysuit—where she can possibly store anything in that skintight outfit is beyond me—and begins dialing.

Panic floods my system.

Police?

I’m already drowning in debt from the divorce. Josephine's lawyers bled me dry, and now I’ll be facing potential arrest? I can’t afford bail, let alone a defense attorney.

"Wait, please, just listen—"

I lunge forward, reaching for her phone.

Emma, with the reflexes of the elite athlete she is, pivots away, but in my desperation, I knock into the workbench. The device—my accidental trance machine that looks like nothing more than a modified toaster with extra dials and a strange antenna—falls to the floor with a clatter, emitting a high-pitched whine and a flash of blue light.

Emma freezes mid-dial, her gorgeous body suddenly rigid, her phone slipping from her manicured fingers.

“Oh,” I groan. “Oh fuck.”

Ohhhh fuckk, Morgan and Emma moan together.

Whatever I did to Morgan is only moments old—she had burst in here just as I pressed the bright-blue “ACTIVATE” button on my device for the very first time in a simple test-activation, demanding something about being paid to not tell Josephine I was creeping on Emma again.

And I wasn’t!

I mean, I saw her. Jesus.

Those tits.

Heaving. Tranced. Tits. God.

But I wasn’t. Really. I try to be a good Dad. Not a creep. But these girls come over and do their workout and it’s hard not to look at all, right?

Now they're both standing there, tits heaving (have I mentioned how they’re heaving?), gorgeous bodies glistening, and I'm panicking. I'd tried not to stare for months while those two did their insane workouts in my backyard, all those lunges and squats and planks that made their already tight, toned bodies even more spectacular.

Morgan and Emma would set up their phones on tripods, recording every movement for their fitness socials, giggling and posing while I pretended not to notice.

Just yesterday, Morgan had stretched into some impossible position, her heart-shaped ass pointed skyward as she said loudly enough for me to hear through the open window, "He’s so broke now. Did you know my mom took everything?

Emma had laughed, a musical tinkling sound that made my cock twitch despite my best efforts to ignore it.

"What a loser," Emma had replied, rolling onto her back and arching in a way that made her breasts strain against her sports bra. "Can you imagine being so broke you can't even afford to fix your air conditioning? My dad would literally die before he'd let us live like this."

They'd laughed together, brilliant white teeth flashing in the sunlight, completely unaware or uncaring that I could hear every word.

Morgan and Emma only came over to my house because they wanted to use the small, modest backyard I had as the background for their fitness videos; their own yards and spaces at their houses were “too nice,” apparently, and would have make them seem exactly as unattainable as they are—which is too unattainable to create a devoted following, apparently.

And now they're both standing in my workshop, their eyes vacant, their puffy lips slightly parted, drool slowly making its way down their chins and onto their heaving chests.

"Shit, shit, shit," I mutter, running my hands through my hair. "What the hell am I supposed to do now?"

"Whaaaat the helllll," they echo in unison, their voices breathy and warm, nothing like the cold, cutting tones they normally use with me.

I take a breath, trying to gather my thoughts. What’s actually happened here?

I have two supermodel-level gorgeous young women standing in my garage, both completely hypnotized. They spend all their free time honing and toning their bodies, and now their brains seem somehow outside of their own conscious control.

Two pairs of shiny, beautiful gravity-defying tits rising and falling with each breath. Two sets of glazed, dazed, happy eyes. Two streams of drool making their way down two sets of prominent clavicles and cleavage, glistening in the harsh fluorescent lighting of my shitty workshop.

"This is so fucked," I mutter, running my hands through my hair.

"Thizzz izzz sooo fuckkked," they echo in unison, their voices taking on that same warm, honeyed tone that Morgan had used before.

Like they're both high on some incredible drug. Or deeply, profoundly aroused.

I need to think. I need to fix this before someone else walks in. Maybe Mrs. Krapowski from next door, wondering what the blue light flashes coming from my workshop are (always so nosy, and always worrying about fires).

Or worse—Josephine. Jesus Christ, if Josephine finds out about this...

My ex-wife would crucify me. She already took everything in the divorce—the house (I'm renting this fucking place from her now, our “starter” home), the cars, the savings, the investments, and twenty-nine days of every month with Morgan.

All I got was my tools and my dignity, and right now, my dignity is hanging by a thread as thin as the straps on Emma's leotard.

"Okay, okay," I say, circling the two statuesque beauties. "Think, Jack, think."

Morgan stands there, her athletic body frozen in place, her perky breasts rising and falling with each breath. Her skin glistens with sweat, highlighting the defined muscles of her abdomen visible beneath her sports bra. Her blue spandex shorts cling to her aggressively hard, round ass—an ass that's earned her over 500,000 Instagram followers and counting.

And Emma... Jesus.

Her bodysuit is somehow even more revealing than Morgan's outfit, molding to her form like a second skin. The material dips low in front in a narrow line that emphasizes her impossibly tiny waist and improbably wide, fertile hips. Her ass is a masterpiece, two sculpted globes that make her Instagram following even larger than my daughter's.

"I've gotta fix this."

"Youuuuu've gottaaaa fixxx thissss," they repeat, their voices sultry and synchronized.

I reach for the device on the floor, examining it carefully. I'd been trying to create a more energy-efficient toaster oven—something I could maybe patent and sell, finally get some money flowing in again. But something had gone very, very wrong.

Or very right, depending on your perspective.

The dials are all askew from the tussle with Emma. I have no idea what settings caused this or how to reverse it.

I pace back and forth, careful not to touch either of them. This is bad. This is so fucking bad. If Josephine finds out about this—if anyone finds out about this—I'm done. Prison. Forever.

But there's something else beneath the panic, something I'm ashamed to admit even to myself. A stirring. A tightening in my groin as I look at these two heady specimens of femininity, standing there, waiting.

For what?

For... instructions?

"Morgan," I say experimentally, "raise your right hand."

Morgan's hand rises smoothly, gracefully, without hesitation. Her movements are fluid, nothing like the jerky motions you'd expect from someone being controlled.

"Emma, turn around in a circle."

Emma pivots on her toes like a ballerina, her body moving with the trained precision of a gymnast. The motion causes her breasts to bounce slightly, and I swallow hard, trying to focus on the crisis at hand rather than the way her nipples have hardened against her spandex.

So, they do what I tell them.

“Become un-tranced.”

Becummmm un-trannnced...

Okay. Fuck. Fine.

“Girls...how do you feel?”

"Goooood," Morgan says, her eyes unfocused but her face radiant. "Soooo relaxed."

"Mmmm, yes." Emma’s accent is thicker than usual, making each word sound like expensive chocolate melting. She’s from Europe. "Very nice. But... nervous?"

They both look at me with identical expressions of dreamy concern, their groomed eyebrows furrowed slightly. Drool continues to slide down their chins, over their collarbones, disappearing between their magnificent breasts.

"Don't be nervous," I say, terrified that their nervousness might somehow break the trance. "There's nothing to be nervous about."

The change is immediate. Their faces relax, tension I hadn't even noticed melting away from their shoulders and necks.

Morgan nods slowly. "Not nervous."

Emma smiles. "No nerves."

I stare at them, my mind racing. They're responding to emotional commands, not just physical ones. What else can I make them feel?

"Feel happy."

Their faces transform instantly. Brilliant smiles spread across their faces, lighting up their eyes—still vacant and unfocused, but now gleaming with artificial joy. Morgan's smile reveals white teeth, the same ones she'd spent years in braces to achieve (another expense Josephine had insisted I pay for). Emma's smile is just as flawless, her lips parting to show the dental excellence that only comes from European orthodontics and generations of good breeding.

"So happy." Morgan says, her voice breathy and warm.

"Very happy.” Emma bounces slightly on her toes, causing her breasts to jiggle in a way that makes my mouth go dry.

"Can you see me?" I ask, waving my hand in front of their faces. "Do you know who I am?"

"Daddyyyy," Morgan says, her eyes tracking my movement despite their glassy appearance.

Her voice is warm and affectionate—a tone I haven't heard from her since she was much younger.

"Of course, Jack," Emma says, her accent making my name sound exotic and important, her usual contempt completely absent.

Well, at least they recognize me. That's something. But do they understand what's happening? Are they aware at all?

"Do you like me?" I ask, immediately regretting the question.

Of course they don't. Morgan hates me for the divorce, for not being rich enough, for not being worthy of her or her mother. And Emma... Emma has made it abundantly clear over the years that she considers me lower than dirt.

Their expressions shift subtly, happiness fading into something colder.

"Nooooo," Morgan says, still smiling widely, her voice utterly pleasant despite the content. "I don't like you. You're a loser. Mom says so all the time."

"I don't like you either. I like making you feel bad. I think you are pathetic," Emma says, her tone conversational, as if discussing some mail she received. "I only come here to make videos. This is, how you say? A bad studio."

Their honesty stings, even though I already knew how they felt. There's something particularly painful about hearing it stated so plainly without the usual veneer of sarcasm to cushion the blow.

"Like me," I command, surprising myself with the firmness in my voice. “You like me. A lot. More than anyone you know.”

"We like you," they say together, their expressions warming again.

"I like you, Daddy," Morgan says, her smile genuine now. "You're so smart. I like you more than anyone I know."

I take a deep breath. My heart is racing, and definitely not just from panic anymore. I glance over at the device on my workbench, its blue lights blinking intermittently. I'm holding power I never asked for, power no man should have.

And yet...

"I want...” I stop. That’s not right. I think it has to be commands. “You both like me. You both like liking me. It feels really good to like me. You respect me, and you like treating me with deep, true honor and respect.”

"We like you," they say. “We respect you. We honor you. We like liking, respecting, and honoring you.”

The change is immediate and chilling—their expressions softening, eyes still vacant but somehow adoring now.

"I respect you so much, Daddy," Morgan coos, her lips curving into a genuine smile. The spandex of her sports bra straining against her C-cups. "You're so smart. The smartest man I know."

"Yes, Jack," Emma says. "You deserve all our respect. You are brilliant engineer. Very handsome man."

My cock stiffens instantly at their words. How long has it been since anyone—let alone two gorgeous young women—spoke to me with admiration? Years. Since before the divorce, when Josephine still pretended I was worth something.

It’s also interesting that I didn’t say anything about me being smart. They both thought it already—and something about this process connected that thought to liking instead of dislike. This process can...jump ahead? Intuit?

Scary.

Hot.

I run a hand through my hair, trying to think clearly despite the intoxicating power I'm wielding. I need to keep an eye on them, make sure there are no negative effects from this trance. And honestly, I need time to figure out how to reverse it properly.

"You're both going to stay here tonight," I say, an idea forming. "You want to stay here with me."

"We want to stay," they say, nodding eagerly, their ponytails bouncing hypnotically. “We want to stay with you.”

And then, after a moment, like before, they respond individually.

"Yes, Daddy," Morgan says, her voice sweet as honey. "I want to spend time with you."

"I also want to spend time with you," Emma adds, her ice-blue eyes fixed on me with an intensity that makes my breath catch. "My mother will not mind."

"Like me," I say again, testing the limits. "Both of you really, really like me. You feel real, deep affection and trust for me."

If I wasn’t so desperate for this affirmation, I wouldn’t keep going. I know that.

But I am.

Their expressions transform from genuine to warmth to something even more intimate and knowing. Morgan's eyes—so much like her mother's—light up with an affection I haven't seen directed at me since...ever.

"I do like you, Daddy," she says, her voice honeyed and sincere. "You're so smart and hardworking."

Emma nods enthusiastically. "Yes, Jack. I admire how you keep trying even when things are difficult. It is very... what's the word? Admirable."

The validation washes over me like warm water. After years of contempt from Josephine, from Morgan, from everyone—this feels like oxygen after drowning.

"You both..." I clear my throat, emboldened. "You both love me. Not romantically," I add quickly, "but as the perfect father figure in your lives."

Their eyes widen simultaneously, filling with adoration so intense it's almost uncomfortable to witness.

"I love you, Daddy," Morgan says, a tear sliding down her cheek. "You're the best father anyone could ask for."

"Yes," Emma agrees fervently. "You are like father I wish I had. So kind and understanding. Not cold and demanding like mine."

My chest swells with something dangerously close to pride. They're not themselves—I know that—but God, it feels good to hear.

"You both respect me," I say, my voice gaining confidence. "You honor me as the man of this house."

I know I said as much already. But it’s impossible for me not to hear it repeated. They’re so fucking pretty. Christ. They straighten up immediately, their postures becoming almost reverent.

"Of course, Daddy," Morgan says. "You deserve all our respect."

"Absolutely," Emma nods. "You are the man of the house. We should listen to your wisdom."

My eyes drift to Emma's hard, slick form again—the way her leotard hugs every curve, the slight sheen of sweat making her skin glisten in the harsh fluorescent light of my workshop. The sight sends a jolt of guilt and arousal through me that makes my knees weak.

The power is intoxicating. I could tell them anything, make them do anything. The thought sends blood rushing to my groin so fast I feel lightheaded.

"Morgan," I say carefully, "you're happy with me looking at Emma. You know I think she's attractive, and that makes you happy. You like that she wants my attention."

Morgan preens. "Of course, Daddy. Emma is so beautiful. I love when you appreciate her. It makes me so proud that my friend is attractive to you."

Jesus Christ. What am I doing? This is my daughter. But... she doesn't mean it sexually, right? I'm just making her be nice about me finding her friend hot. That's... normal. That's fine.

"And Emma," I say, my voice deeper now, rougher with need, "you enjoy when I look at you. You like that I find you attractive. It makes you feel good to... to show off for me."

Emma's body straightens, her magnificent breasts pushing forward as she arches her back slightly. "Yes, Jack. I love when you look at me. I want to show you my body. It makes me feel so good when you appreciate me."

My cock is painfully hard now, pressing against my jeans. This is wrong. I know it's wrong. But they're both standing there, breathless and compliant, saying everything I've secretly wanted to hear for so long...

Emma—the girl who once told Morgan within my earshot that I was "the perfect example of male mediocrity"—is looking at me like I'm a god.

I take a step back, my mind reeling with possibilities. The sheer power at my fingertips is making my head swim and my cock throb painfully against my jeans. Emma—the gorgeous, untouchable goddess who has sneered at me for years—is standing there, practically begging for my approval.

"You like showing off for me, Emma," I say, my voice hoarse with desire. "So comfortable doing it any time, even in front of Morgan. You want me. You’re wildly attracted to me. You want to—"

My heel catches on something, and I stumble backward with a startled yelp. My elbow slams into the workbench, knocking into my contraption. The blue light flickers once, twice, and then dies completely.

"Shit!" I exclaim, whirling around to check the device. Did I break it? The LED display is dark, the antenna no longer humming with energy.

Behind me, I hear movement, soft sighs, the subtle sounds of bodies shifting. I turn slowly, my heart hammering in my chest.

Morgan stretches her arms above her head, her spine arching in a long, luxurious movement that makes her sports bra ride up, revealing the toned underside of her breasts. Emma rolls her shoulders, her neck cracking softly as she tilts her head from side to side.

"Mmm.” Morgan blinks slowly. "That was... weird. I feel like I just had the best nap ever."

"Yes," Emma says. "Like floating in warm pool. So nice."

They both look at me, and I freeze, waiting for the inevitable explosion of anger—the accusations, the threats to call the police.

Instead, Morgan's face lights up with a megawatt smile.

"Daddy! I was just thinking about you."

"You... you were?"

"Of course," she says, walking toward me with none of her usual disdain. "I was thinking about how I've been such a brat lately. You've been working so hard on your inventions." She gestures to the device on the bench. "And I've been totally ungrateful."

Emma walks next to her. Is it just me, or is she posing on my daughter’s arm in front of me?

"Yes, Morgan has been saying we should be nicer to you. You are very smart man, Jack. Very dedicated."

I stare at them both, utterly bewildered. They remember nothing specific—that much is clear—but something has definitely changed. The commands I gave them during the trance seem to have taken permanent hold.

"I, uh... thank you?" I manage, still waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Morgan reaches out and places her hand on my arm, her touch gentle.

"Daddy, I know I've been awful since the divorce. Mom's always saying those terrible things about you, and I just... I believed her. But looking at you now..." Her eyes, so like her mother's, soften with affection. "...looking at you now, I can see how wrong I was. You're so dedicated and passionate about your work."

"It is true," Emma says, stepping closer. "Most men would give up, yes? But you keep trying, keep inventing." Her ice-blue eyes rake over me with open appreciation, lingering on my chest and arms in a way that makes my breath catch. "Very... impressive. Your workshop is amazing."

I can smell her expensive perfume—something floral and exotic that probably costs more than my monthly rent.

"What is this device?"

She leans forward to examine my contraption, giving me a long view of her cleavage as her bodysuit strains against her magnificent breasts.

My cock twitches painfully as she looks up at me through thick lashes, her ice-blue eyes somehow warmer than I've ever seen them.

"You must explain it to me sometime, yes? I love smart men."

Morgan doesn't seem bothered by Emma's flirtatious behavior. In fact, she smiles approvingly, as if her friend's interest in me is the most natural thing in the world.

"Daddy," Morgan says, bouncing on her toes slightly, making her heavy tits jiggle hypnotically, "can we stay here tonight? Please? I know I've been avoiding our weekends, but I really miss you. Maybe we can do a movie night like we used to?”

I blink rapidly, struggling to process this complete personality reversal.

"You... want to stay here? Both of you?"

"If that is okay?" Emma says, biting her lower lip in a way that sends blood rushing to my groin. "My mother will not mind. She is in Monaco anyway." She tosses her platinum ponytail over one shoulder, exposing the elegant line of her neck. "I'd love to see more of your inventions."

"Movie night sounds great," I say, my voice cracking slightly as I struggle to process this. "But...”

"Oh! We should all snuggle under the big blanket on the couch," Morgan says, completely oblivious to my discomfort. Or perhaps not oblivious at all—I notice her eyes flick to the obvious bulge in my pants, but rather than disgust, I see... approval? "Like a big cuddle pile. Wouldn't that be fun, Daddy?"

"Very fun," Emma says. She leans closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear as she whispers, "And perhaps, while we watch movie, my hands can be... busy under blanket, yes? If you want."

Jesus Christ. My brain short-circuits, unable to process what's happening. My daughter's best friend—who once told Morgan I was "beneath contempt"—is propositioning me right in front of my daughter. And Morgan seems... happy about it?

"I think Daddy would like that very much," Morgan says, squeezing my arm. "Wouldn't you, Daddy?”

Fuck.

* * * * *
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FOUR HOURS LATER, MORGAN is dozing on my lap, my throbbing hard cock about three inches away from her skull. Emma, meanwhile, softly traces my bulge through my pants, softly giggling every time my cock pulses and makes a bigger precum stain all over my pants and the blanket.

I haven’t had time to re-examine the machine. I was busy, in a trance of my own, trying to figure out my whole fucking life and trying not to stroke my cock to my daughter or her best friend as they changed into skintight bikinis and doted on me like some brilliantly erotic amalgam of girlfriends and daughters.

The past four hours have been the most surreal of my life. These two goddesses, who up until today treated me like something they'd scraped off the bottom of their designer shoes, have transformed into adoring fan girls, hanging on my every word.

"Daddy, tell Emma about how you designed that cooling system for the military satellite!" Morgan said earlier, her beautiful face alight with admiration as she lounged beside me in nothing but a white string bikini that barely contained her magnificent breasts.

The triangles of fabric strained against her abundant curves, revealing more than they concealed of her toned, athletic body.

"Yes, Jack, please tell," Emma been sprawled on my other side in a black bikini that made her pale skin glow like polished marble. "Morgan says you are brilliant engineer. Very important man."

"I want to hear all about your patents," Morgan had said, pressing her warm body against my side. "Mom never talks about how smart you are, but I remember. You invented things that went to space!"

And then there was the moment when Emma had insisted on getting me another beer, bending over unnecessarily slowly in front of me, her ass mere inches from my face as she'd retrieved the bottle from the coffee table.

"I think your father is thirsty," she'd said to Morgan with a wink. "Men need... attention, yes? Special care."

"You're so right, Emma," Morgan had agreed, nodding seriously as if Emma had imparted some profound wisdom. "Daddy works so hard. We should take care of him."

Now, with Morgan's head resting innocently on my lap as she dozes, Emma is dramatically close to stroking me off through my jeans.

"You are so big," she whispers. "I can feel how much you want this." Her teeth catch her lower lip as she increases the pressure slightly. "How much you want me."

I swallow hard, trying to focus on the movie playing on the TV—some mindless action flick I haven't been able to follow for the past hour. Morgan shifts in her sleep, her cheek pressing against my thigh, dangerously close to where Emma's fingers are working their magic.

"Emma," I hiss, glancing down at my sleeping daughter. "We can't—Morgan is right here."

Emma's ice-blue eyes twinkle with mischief.

"She is sleeping very deeply. Besides," she adds, leaning closer until I can feel her warm breath on my neck, "she told me she wants you to be happy. She knows you like how I look. It excites her when you look at her me. Why do you think we’re wearing bikinis?"

Her fingers press more firmly against my cock, and I have to bite back a groan. My hips instinctively buck upward, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of anything Emma is willing to give me.

"Fuck." I can feel my control slipping. "I can't—we can't—"

Emma's eyes narrow with determination.

"Let me take care of you." Her hand fully cupping my erection through my jeans. "I want to make you feel good."

I'm close—dangerously close—to giving in. The sight of Emma's body barely contained by that tiny black bikini, the pressure of her skilled fingers, the lingering scent of her expensive perfume... it's all becoming too much.

And then Morgan shifts again, mumbling something in her sleep, and reality comes crashing back. This is my daughter. My twenty year-old daughter. And no matter what strange effect the machine has had on them, I can't do this. Not like this.

"I need to—bathroom," I gasp, gently lifting Morgan's head and sliding out from under her. She makes a soft noise of protest but settles back onto the couch without waking.

I stagger to my feet, my cock turgid, my brain foggy with lust and confusion. Emma rises, her body moving with liquid elegance as she follows me.

"I'll come with you.” Her eyes locked on the obvious bulge in my jeans. "Help you... relax."

"No, Emma, I just need a minute."

I back away from her advancing form. God, she's magnificent—all long limbs and curves.

"But, Jack...” she bites a lip, strutting toward me slow and steady. "I want to taste you. Taste your manhood? Your cock. I've been thinking about it all night."

Jesus Christ. My cock throbs, a fresh surge of precum dampening my boxers. I continue backing away, nearly tripping over a side table as Emma stalks toward me, her eyes never leaving mine.

"We can't," I say, my resolve crumbling with each step she takes. "Morgan—"

"Morgan wants you to be happy," Emma says again, closing the distance between us. "And I want to make you very, very happy."

My back hits something solid—the door to my workshop—and I fumble behind me for the handle, desperate for escape. Emma is inches away now, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, see the delicate blue veins beneath the translucent skin of her breasts.

The door gives way, and I stumble backward into my workshop, Emma following like a blonde vision from some erotic dream. In my panic, my elbow knocks into my workbench, and I hear the telltale hum of my device powering up. A flash of blue light illuminates Emma's achingly pretty face, her expression freezing mid-seduction as the trance takes hold once again.

"Shit." I watch as her body goes rigid, her ice-blue eyes glazing over. "Not again."

Emma stands before me in her tiny black bikini, tits heaving, drool already beginning to form at the corner of her mouth. The sight of her—frozen, compliant, and completely at my mercy—sends a fresh surge of blood to my already painfully hard cock.

I take a step back, trying to clear my head. This is wrong. I know it's wrong. But God, the power is intoxicating. And the way she looks right now, her flawless body on display, waiting for my command...

"Emma," I whisper, moving closer to her entranced form, "can you hear me?"

"Yesss," she says, drool sliding down her chin and onto her magnificent breasts. "I hear youuu."

Her bikini-clad body stands before me, perfection incarnate, waiting for my command. The power I feel is dizzying, dangerous.

"Daddy? Where are you?" Morgan's voice floats through the workshop door, closer now. "Did Emma follow you?"

Panic.

I lunge for the door, trying to shut it before Morgan can enter, but I'm too late. The door swings open, and my daughter stands there, her young body still clad in nothing but that tiny white bikini.

"There you both are," Morgan says, her tone light and happy—so different from the cold contempt I'd grown accustomed to hearing from her. Her eyes drift to Emma's statuesque form, taking in her friend's glazed expression and the drool trickling down her chin. "What's going on? Is Emma okay?"

I watch, helpless, as she approaches Emma with concern in her eyes.

"Emma? What's wrong with—"

I do the only thing I can think of. My hand shoots out, slamming the blue button on my device. The workshop fills with that eerie blue light once more, and Morgan freezes mid-step, her expression going blank as the trance takes hold.

Now both of them stand before me—Morgan and Emma, daughter and friend, two statuesque goddesses in tiny bikinis. Entranced. Drooling. Again.

"Fuck," I mutter, running a hand through my hair. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck, they moan back in unison.

God, that’s sexy.

I pace back and forth, my erection painfully hard despite my panic. What have I done? I've entranced them both—intentionally this time. There's no denying it. No claiming it was an accident.

But I can fix this. I know I can. I can make them both normal again—well, the new normal where they actually like me. I can make Emma less aggressive in her seduction, make Morgan less approving of Emma's advances. I can undo this, clean up the mess.

Or...

Well.

I stare at Emma. Think about good it felt to have a woman like her lusting for me.

I can fix it now, which means I can fix it later, right?

The thought stops me in my tracks.

I can fix it later.

Which means... which means I could do almost anything right now, and then fix it afterward. They would never know. Never remember.

My cock throbs. I turn slowly to face the two entranced beauties, my heart hammering.

"Emma," I say, my voice hoarse with desire, "do you want to have sex with me?"

"Yesss," she says immediately, her ice-blue eyes glazed but somehow still burning with desire. "I want to fuck you, Jack. So much. I think about your cock alllll the time," she moans, her accent thicker in her entranced state. "I dream about it. I want to feel it inside me. I want to taste it. I want to worship it."

The trance that the machine made somehow created new memories inside of Emma. God. Of course it did. How else could it have her—or Morgan, either of them—believe these new thoughts they have with such zeal?

"And Morgan," I say, turning to my entranced daughter, guilt and arousal warring within me, "how do you feel about Emma wanting to have sex with me?"

Morgan's lips curve into a dreamy smile.

"I think it's wonderful, Daddy. Emma deserves a strong, smart man like you. And you deserve a hot, sexy girl like Emma."

This is wrong. I know it's wrong. But hearing my daughter—who just yesterday was counting down the days until she never had to see me again—speak about me with such admiration is addictive.

"Do you think it's appropriate?" I ask, testing the boundaries. "For your friend to want to have sex with your father?"

"Of course, Daddy," Morgan says, her voice warm. "You're such an amazing man. Emma is so lucky. I'm proud that I introduced her to you."

My cock is so hard now it's painful. The sight of these two women in their tiny bikinis, drool glistening on their prominent clavicles, eyes vacant yet somehow adoring, is almost more than I can bear.

"Emma," I say, my voice rough with need, "you want to stroke my cock. You know how much pleasure that will give me and you want that. Don’t you?”

"Yesss," she says, her body quivering with anticipation. "Please let me touch your cock, Jack. I need to feel it. I've been thinking about it all night. All week. All year."

I step closer to her, close enough to feel the heat radiating from her flawless skin. "And Morgan," I continue, my eyes still locked on Emma's entranced face, "you think it's really cool that Emma wants to fuck your dad, don't you? You think I deserve a girlfriend as hot as Emma."

"Yes, Daddy." Morgan’s tits jiggle with the force of her nodding. "You deserve the hottest girlfriend. Emma is perfect for you. I'm so proud that you want to fuck my best friend."

The words hit me like a physical force. My daughter, my beautiful, amazing daughter, is encouraging me to fuck her best friend. And God help me, I want to. I want to more than I've wanted anything in years.

I can't hold back anymore. My fingers fumble with my belt buckle, then my zipper, until finally my cock springs free, rock-hard and pulsing with need. Both women's eyes widen slightly, their gazes locked on my erection despite their tranced state.

"Emma," I command, my voice husky with desire, "give me your hand."

Emma's arm extends obediently, her slender fingers gracefully reaching toward me. I take her delicate hand and wrap it around my throbbing cock.

"Stroke me," I tell her. "Stroke me like I'm the love of your life."

Her fingers instantly curl around my shaft, her grip perfect—not too tight, not too loose. She begins to move her hand with slow, sensual precision, her glazed eyes fixed on my face even as drool continues to slide down her sharp, defined chin.

Emma's face glows with serene pleasure as her hand moves up and down my shaft. Her touch is electric, sending shockwaves through my body with each stroke.

"That's it," I say, my hips bucking involuntarily. "Just like that, Emma. You're doing so well."

"Thaaaank youuu," she breathes, her voice honeyed and warm. "I love touching you, Jack. Love making you feel goooood."

Morgan watches with vacant approval, a dreamy smile on her face as drool continues to glisten on her breasts. The sight of my daughter silently encouraging this debauchery should horrify me, but instead it only fuels my arousal. I'm drunk on power, intoxicated by these two goddesses who now exist solely to please me.

"Emma," I say, struggling to form coherent thoughts as her skilled hand works my cock, "you want to be my girlfriend. You want it more than anything."

"Yessss," she says immediately, her hand never faltering in its rhythm. "Want to be your girlfriend so much. Need it. Need you."

"You've always wanted to be my girlfriend," I say, the words tumbling out faster now. "Since the moment you met me. You think I'm the most attractive man you've ever seen."

Her glazed eyes somehow manage to convey adoration despite their vacant state. "Always wanted you. Most handsome man. Most perfect man. My dream man."

My cock throbs harder in Emma's grip, precum leaking steadily from the tip. The validation, the worship, the sheer wrongness of it all combines into a cocktail of lust that threatens to overwhelm me completely.

"You want more than to be my girlfriend," I say, my control slipping further. "You want to be my wife. My perfect, devoted wife."

"Your wife," Emma repeats reverently, her hand speeding up slightly. "Yes, yes, yes. Want to marry you. Want to wear your ring. Want everyone to know I belong to you."

The image floods my mind—Emma in a white dress, walking down the aisle toward me, her body displayed by designer lingerie underneath, eager to consummate our union. My cock pulses dangerously.

"Morgan," I turn to my entranced daughter, needing more, always needing more. "Tell me what you think about Emma wanting to marry me."

"It's perfect, Daddy," Morgan says, her voice thick with genuine happiness. "Emma would be the best wife for you. She's so beautiful and devoted. You deserve someone who worships you like she does."

The words hit me like a physical blow. My daughter — my own flesh and blood—is enthusiastically endorsing my marriage to her best friend. The taboo nature of it all makes my cock leak even more precum into Emma's stroking hand.

"Emma," I say, my voice raw with need, "you're obsessed with me. You think about me constantly. You can't imagine your life without me."

"Obsessed," she says, her hand moving faster now, twisting slightly on each upstroke. "Think about you every second. Dream about you. Need you more than air. Can't live without you."

"You want to dedicate your whole life to making me happy," I say, lost in the fantasy. "Being my perfect wife is your only goal."

"Only goal," she says wetly, drool sliding down to pool between her magnificent breasts. "Live to please you. Live to serve you. Live to love you."

My balls tighten dangerously. The sight of this Nordic angel—who just hours ago considered me beneath contempt—now completely devoted to my pleasure is pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

"Morgan," I say, "you love seeing Emma make me happy. You think she's the perfect woman for me."

"She's perfect for you, Daddy," Morgan says, her glazed eyes shining with artificial joy. "I love how happy she makes you. I love seeing you get the worship you deserve."

"Tell me, Emma," I pant, my hips bucking wildly now. "Tell me how much you need me."

"Need you more than anything," Emma says, accent thick with desire. "Would die without you. You are my everything. My god. My reason for living."

The raw devotion in her entranced voice, combined with the rhythm of her hand, finally pushes me over the edge.

"I'm going to cum.” My voice strangled. "And you both love it when I cum. It makes you so happy to see me cum."

"Love when you cum," they moan in unison.

"Please cum for me," Emma says, her hand working furiously now. "Want to see you cum. Want to feel it. Want to make you feel so good."

"Cum for her, Daddy," Morgan encourages dreamily. "You deserve this. You deserve everything."

With a roar, I explode. Thick ropes of cum shoot from my cock, splattering across Emma's breasts and stomach, painting her flawless skin with my release. The sight of my seed marking her sends another powerful spurt erupting from my cock.

"Yessss," Emma moans, her hand still stroking me through my orgasm. "So beautiful. Love your cum. Love making you feel good."

"So happy, Daddy," Morgan sighs contentedly, watching with vacant approval as I mark her best friend. "You needed that. You deserve that."

My knees nearly buckle from the intensity of my release. I haven't cum this hard in years—maybe ever. The combination of Emma's skilled hand, her worshipful words, and Morgan's encouragement create a storm of intense, overpowering pleasure.

As the last spurts dribble onto Emma's fingers, reality begins to seep back in. What have I done? I've just... God, I've just had my entranced daughter watch while her best friend jerked me off. The post-orgasmic clarity hits like a bucket of ice water.

With trembling hands, I reach for my device and press the power button. The blue light fades, and both women blink slowly, their bodies relaxing from their rigid entranced postures.

"I need to..." I gesture vaguely toward the living room, tucking myself back into my jeans with shaking fingers. "I'll be on the couch."

I stumble out of the workshop, my mind reeling. My cock, impossibly, is still half-hard despite my explosive orgasm. The memory of Emma's devoted touch, of Morgan's approving words, keeps playing on repeat in my mind.

I collapse onto the couch, head in my hands. What kind of monster have I become? Using this machine to make these young women worship me, to fulfill my basest desires. I should destroy the device, forget this ever happened, send them both home...

"Jack?"

I look up to see Emma standing in the doorway, my cum still glistening on her breasts and stomach. But instead of disgust or confusion, her face is alight with desperate need.

"Jack, please," she says, moving toward me with predatory grace. "I need you. I need you to fuck me right now."

"Emma, I—"

"No," she says, dropping to her knees in front of me. "You don't understand. I NEED you. I need to be yours completely. I need you to fill me with your seed, make me pregnant with your babies. Make it so I can never leave you."

My cock surges back to full hardness. The machine's influence has twisted her interpretation of being my "perfect wife" into this desperate need for permanent connection.

"Please," she says, reaching for my zipper. "Let me show you how much I love you. Let me prove I'm worthy to carry your children."

"Emma's right, Daddy."

I turn to see Morgan entering the room, her eyes bright with excitement.

"She needs this. You both need this." Morgan settles on the arm of the couch, watching with rapt attention as Emma's trembling fingers work at my zipper. "She's been waiting her whole life for a man like you. Look how desperate she is for you."

"Morgan...”

She just smiles that warm, approving smile that the machine has programmed into her.

"I'm so happy for you both," she says, her hand drifting to her inner thigh. "My best friend and my amazing father. It's perfect."

Emma finally frees my cock, gasping at the sight of it fully hard again.

"So beautiful," she says reverently. "A real man’s cock. My husband’s cock. I need this inside me, Jack. Need you to claim me forever."

She stands, hooking her thumbs into her bikini bottom and sliding them down her long legs in one fluid motion. My breath catches at the sight of her—completely bare, her pussy glistening with arousal.

"See how wet she is for you, Daddy?" Morgan's voice is breathy now, her fingers pressing against the fabric of her bikini. "She's soaking. All for you."

Emma straddles me on the couch, positioning herself above my throbbing cock.

"Make me yours," she pleads, her ice-blue eyes burning with artificially-induced passion. "Give me your babies. Make me your wife. Please, Jack, I'll die if you don't fuck me right now."

"Do it, Daddy." Morgan’s hand is now inside her bikini bottom, moving in slow circles. "Give her what she needs. What you both need."

Emma sinks down onto my cock with a cry of pure bliss. The sensation is incredible—she's impossibly tight, impossibly wet, impossible to believe. Her pussy grips me like it was made for my cock.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, beginning to ride me with desperate enthusiasm. "Finally. Finally have you inside me. Going to be such a good wife. Give you so many babies."

Morgan whimpers beside us, her fingers working faster. "So beautiful," she gasps. "My daddy fucking my best friend. Making her his. So fucking perfect."

Emma's gorgeous breasts bounce as she rides me harder, my cum from earlier still decorating her skin. The sight is obscene, wrong on every level, but my body doesn't care. The machine has rewired their minds, and their artificial devotion has rewired mine.

"Tell me you love me," Emma demands, grinding down hard. "Tell me I'm your perfect wife."

"You're perfect," I say, my hands gripping her hips. "My perfect girl."

"Your wife," she corrects breathlessly. "Say it. Say I'm your wife."

"My wife," I repeat, lost in the sensation. "My perfect wife."

Morgan cries out beside us, her body shuddering as she closes in on her own orgasm, tears streaming down her pretty face.

"Daddy!" Babbling. Delirious with pleasure at my pleasure. "So happy! So fucking happy for you!"

The sight of my daughter nearly orgasming to the image of me fucking her best friend should horrify me, but instead it drives me deeper into Emma. Her pussy clenches around me as she watches Morgan's release.

"See?" Emma pants, her movements becoming erratic. "Even Morgan knows. Knows I belong to you. Knows I need your cum inside me. Need your babies growing in my belly."

She leans forward, pressing her cum-stained breasts against my chest, her lips finding my ear. "Going to be such a good mother to your children, Jack. Going to give you a whole new family. Better family. Younger family."

The words, combined with her impossibly tight pussy milking my cock, push me dangerously close to the edge again. But some small part of my brain—the part not completely consumed by lust—screams warnings.

"Emma, we can't—you're so young-"

"Perfect age," she moans, her hips grinding in desperate circles. "Perfect age to start making babies. Young, fertile, devoted. Everything you deserve."

"She's right, Daddy," Morgan says, close to orgasm. "You deserve this. Deserve someone who'll give you everything. Who'll worship you forever."

Emma's movements become frantic, her tight body glistening with sweat. "Please," she begs. "Please cum inside me. Make me pregnant. Make it so I can never leave. Need to trap you with my love. Need to bind you to me forever."

The raw desperation in her voice, the way the machine has twisted her programming into this obsessive need, sends me careening toward another orgasm. Perhaps from some other kind of woman, such talk would be terrifying—but from an ultra-fit busty goddess like this, it’s everything. My hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise as I thrust up into her.

"Yes!" Her voice is a silken hiss, draped in exotic elegance and passion. "Give it to me! Give me your babies! Make me yours forever!"

I explode inside her with devastating intensity, my cock erupting deep within her pussy. The orgasm rips through me like lightning, more powerful than anything I've experienced. Emma's walls clench around me, milking every drop as she throws her head back in ecstasy.

"I love you," she whispers, collapsing against my chest, her body trembling. "I love you so much, Jack. My husband. My everything." Her voice is soft now, achingly tender, all traces of desperation replaced by gentle devotion. "Thank you for choosing me. Thank you for making me yours."

Tears stream down her flawless face. Her lips find mine in a kiss so sweet, so submissive, so totally loving that it makes my heart ache.

"I'll be so good to you," she murmurs against my mouth, her body pliant and warm in my arms. "The perfect wife. Quiet when you need peace. Beautiful for you always. Devoted only to your happiness." Her pussy still pulses gently around my softening cock, as if reluctant to release me. "I exist for you now. Only for you."

Beside us, Morgan shudders through her own climax, her cries soft and breathy.

"Daddy," she whimpers, her body going limp with satisfaction. "So beautiful. So perfect. Love you both so much."

She curls against my side, nuzzling into my shoulder with daughterly affection while Emma remains draped across my chest, occasionally pressing reverent kisses to my neck. Both women are quiet now, submissive and satiated, their breathing gradually slowing to match mine.

I sit there, stunned, with two of the most beautiful women I've ever seen clinging to me with absolute devotion.

The weight of what I've done settles over me like a lead blanket. The machine worked too well. I've accidentally created something I'm not sure I can undo—or if I even want to. These women aren't just attracted to me now; they're completely, irrevocably devoted. Emma believes with every fiber of her being that she's going to be my wife, that she needs my children, that her only purpose is making me happy.

And Morgan... my own daughter now gets aroused watching me with other women, finds joy in my pleasure above all else.

What kind of mess have I gotten myself into?

# # #
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