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“WELL,” SAYS MONIKA, her gorgeous face totally composed. “This should only take a moment, yes?”

We’re sitting—myself and Emma on one side, Monika on the other—in the drawing room of Monika’s absurdly luxurious mansion.

I mean, it has a drawing room, for god’s sake. I thought those all decomposed into, I don’t know, grandfather clocks or something?

Monika is Emma’s mother. Her family made its fortune in Norwegian shipping and real estate, but branched out into minerals and textiles. I'd done my research, and it wasn't pretty—child labor, environmental disasters, bribes to officials. The usual story of the ultra-wealthy.

When it has a face like Monika’s, I don’t even mind. God knows Emma’s wealth and the way she flaunts it makes me hard. 

"I understand you and my daughter have been dating. This is correct?" 

Her powdery lips curl with distaste around the word "dating." Her accent is barely perceptible, just enough to make her sound exotic and sophisticated.

I try not to stare at her, but it's impossible. Monika Aasen is, simply put, one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen in person. She looks far younger than her actual age, which must be in her late thirties at least. Her shimmery chocolate hair falls in layered waves around her heart-shaped face, framing ice-blue eyes identical to her daughter's.

Monika’s body? Unreal. Even if she wasn’t wearing a clingy white haute couture dress—I mean, not naked, but if even if she was wearing trash bags or something—she would be unbelievable. As it is, her neckline scoops into absurdly prominent cleavage, every breath heaving and pressing her beautiful breasts against fabric that can’t be thicker than two atoms rubbing together.

Watching Monika now—so poised, so elegant, so cruel—I can see exactly where Emma gets her natural haughtiness from. The difference is that Emma now looks at me with adoring eyes, while her mother regards me like something she found on the bottom of her YSL stiletto.

I try not to think about using The Trance Machine, as I've started calling it, on Monika.

It would be so easy. 

In seconds, her arrogant attitude would disappear. Or, even better—as is the case with Emma—it would simply realign itself however I wanted, arrogant about her beauty and her privilege because that’s fucking hot, and utterly besotted with me because that’s even hotter.

But it’s wrong. 

I guess.

And more to the point, it's already caused enough trouble.

How hard could it even be to convince Monika's mother to approve of our relationship? Emma is so clearly in love, after all. I've made sure of that.

I haven't used The Trance Machine in the few weeks that I've been dating Emma, instead enjoying the white hot love from Emma and Morgan's obsession with our relationship.

I'm scared to use it again, frankly—I don't want to fuck my daughter, and I'm not sure I could stop myself.

Morgan is so fucking sexy, and she’s close to begging for it all the time. And yes, I made her that way...sort of. 

The truth is, her obsession with the relationship between me and Emma is eerie. Imagine having your own personal fangirl for your relationship with a blistering-hot fitness influencer, one so obsessed that she’s actually fingering herself to nightly orgasms against your door while you fuck said influencer pregnant.

Morgan used to hate me. Hated everything about me. Now she loves her dad so much that she’s sexually satisfying herself by listening to me fuck her best friend. And watching. And cheering us on. 

And...hell. I’ll just tell you—she sleeps at the foot of our bed, covering herself in sheets we’ve soiled in our lovemaking.

I didn’t order her to do that. I just wanted her to love that Emma loved me—I wanted, in short, for Morgan to not mind that I was boning down on her ultra-hot bestie. That translated, through the power of The Trance Machine, into having an obsessive fan fingering herself to the fact of me fucking Emma.

So—when I say I can change Monika’s opinion, I mean it.

It’s almost physically painful not to imagine what it would be like, turning that smug, arrogant face into one of pure devotion and adoration. Taking those regal, haughty lips and making them wrap lovingly around the word "Yes," or "Anything," or "Please."

The thought is there, whispering to me like one of those cartoon shoulder-devils.

It would be so easy, it teases. So incredibly simple.

I watch Monika, still composed and disgusted by my very presence, then look at Emma, her hand lovingly intertwined with mine.

She is so fucking hot. I can’t tell if Emma or her mother is sexier. 

Emma wears a deep sapphire blue dress. Tight, skimpy, clingy, tight, and goddamn, is it ever tight. Even with her burgeoning belly bump—slight as it is—there’s hardly an ounce of extra flesh on her, and everything that is there is utterly soft and hard in every way I like it. The neckline plunges narrow but deep, her tits heaving just like her mom. A chain of actual diamonds—not costume jewelry, actual fucking diamonds—traces the elegant line of her collarbones.

The dress is short enough to show off those impossibly long legs, toned from years of gymnastics and fitness modeling. Her platinum blonde hair is swept up in an elegant chignon that exposes the graceful curve of her neck, where a matching diamond choker catches the light with every breath.

And the heels—Jesus Christ, the heels. Strappy Jimmy Choo stilettos that probably cost more than my monthly rent, wrapping around her delicate ankles like silk ribbons. She looks like a billion-dollar princess who just stepped off the cover of Vogue.

She loves showing off for me. 

The contrast between mother and daughter is striking—both devastatingly beautiful, both radiating wealth and privilege, but where Emma exudes eager adoring warmth, her mother is like a thundercloud of terrible—but deeply elegant—judgment. 

“It’s more serious than dating,” I say. “Honestly. I know it’s sudden. But we’re set on each other.”

"Mother." Emma nods with me, her voice soft but firm. "I love Jack. He is not just some man, some nothing. He is the love of my life."

Her accent is stronger than her mother’s—years in European private schools before moving to the States.

My cock—always ready these days—twitches at her passionate words. She means every single one of them, and her obsession with being in love with me makes me deeply hard. 

Monika's eyebrows float upward, her flawless forehead barely creasing despite the expression of utter disdain. 

"The love of your life? You are young. My darling.” She tsks. “You don't know what love is." Her gaze shifts to me. "And you. How old? Forty?"

"Thirty-eight." 

I'm not sure why I bother to correct her. My age isn't the issue here.

"Thirty-eight.” Even her sneer is hot. "And unemployed, from what I understand. Living in a rental property owned by your ex-wife." Her eyes narrow, taking in my simple trousers and sweater. "Tell me, what exactly do you have to offer my daughter?"

Through the large bay window behind Monika, I can see Morgan pacing on the terrace, her beautiful body showcased in an outfit that could only be described as "sexy schoolgirl fantasy." Her pleated skirt barely covers her built ass, her thigh-high socks emphasizing her toned legs, and her tight button-up sweater straining against her magnificent breasts. Every few seconds, she glances through the window, her eyes locking on Emma and me with undisguised longing.

She is, to put it simply, in love with our love. 

In her hands, she holds a small messenger bag—inside of which is The Trance Machine 2.0. 

I don’t even know if it works properly. I’m not positive I could tell you why I built a portable version of it. But I thought—I don’t know. What if we get pulled over or something? An easy way to talk my way out of a speeding ticket.

"I love her," I say simply, turning my attention back to Monika. "I respect her. I care about her happiness above all else."

It’s true. I mean, basically. I know it’s easy to say “I love this gorgeous woman who will be beautiful quite effortlessly for a long time, as I’ve mind-controlled her to be everything I want in a willing young beautiful woman.”

But it is true. I do want Emma to be happy. 

Monika scoffs. “Love? Who wouldn’t? I would love her too if I were you. Young and wealthy and dependent on you. And what is that about, hmm? This dependence. I don’t approve.”

Emma bristles. “He is terrific, Mother. Do not do this.”

“You can have princes, dear. Don’t you know what I have arranged for you? You are young, and you want to—”

“I am an adult.” Emma grips my thigh hard. “And I can do what I want. I can date who I want. I can marry who I want.”

"Can you?” Monika ticks items off her fingers. “Because I seem to recall paying for your apartment, your car, your education, and that rather impressive trust fund that activates when you turn twenty-five—should I allow it. If you insist on continuing this absurd relationship with a man twice your age, a man who, I might add, cannot even support himself—" her cold gaze flicks dismissively over me, "—then perhaps it's time you learned what true independence feels like."

Emma says nothing. Not having access to her mother’s money—the only access she has to her wealth—is a powerful threat. Not powerful enough to make her doubt her love for me—she can’t, I don’t think. But, it’s enough to make her examine her words more closely. She knows I love how filthy rich she is, how she flaunts her arrogance and wealth.

"And you, Mr. Sullivan...”

"Jack," I say, trying not to be intimidated by her beauty, by the casual display of wealth all around us. The drawing room alone probably cost more than I'll make in the next decade—if I ever find employment again.

"Jack," she repeats, making my name sound like a disease. "You should be ashamed of yourself. Taking advantage of a young woman."

Heat rises in my cheeks. "I'm not taking advantage of anyone.”

Well. 

That’s not true. 

But she doesn’t know that, does she?

“ Emma and I—"

"Are done.” Monika waves a hand. "This little... dalliance ends today. Emma has a promising career ahead of her. Modeling, influencing...really, whatever she would like, besides being with some...” she searches, “...some nothing. The last thing she needs is to be tied down to some unemployed engineer.”

She says "unemployed" the way most people might say "serial killer" or "maniac"

“You understand, of course, that this little... infatuation my daughter has developed is completely unacceptable," she says. Her immaculate dark hair cascades over one shoulder, not a strand out of place despite the emotional intensity of our conversation. "A man of your...station has no business pursuing a girl from our world."

Beside me, Emma stiffens, her body going rigid with anger. "You cannot tell me who to date. I love Jack. We are going to be together forever. I’m pregnant. I love him," Emma says again. "And I'm keeping our baby."

Monika's beautiful face hardens, her high cheekbones becoming even more prominent as she clenches her jaw. 

"Don't be ridiculous, darling. You're not keeping anything. I’ll place a call to Dr. Lindstrom. I’ve no doubt he can fit you in tomorrow morning."

"No," I say, my voice surprisingly steady considering the rage building inside me. "That's not happening."

"I don't believe you have any say in the matter, Mr. Sullivan." She crosses her impossibly long, thin legs, the movement causing her dress to ride up slightly, showing more of her toned thighs. "My daughter will come to her senses once this... parasite you've planted in her is removed."

"Parasite?" 

"Oh my god!" Emma stands up. "Mother, how could you say that? This is our baby. Mine and Jack's."

Monika adjusts herself, the diamond tennis bracelet on her slender wrist catching the light and scattering prismatic reflections across the room. 

"Don't be dramatic, darling. It's a clump of cells, nothing more. You needn’t worry. It hasn’t even affected your figure. And it certainly won't be allowed to ruin your life." Her gaze shifts to me, cold and calculating. "As for you, Mr. Sullivan, I think you should know I've already spoken with my attorneys."

"Your attorneys?" 

Next to me, Emma sits back down. Now, she looks scared. 

"Oh yes, my attorneys. A whole firm of them, actually. The best money can buy. They've kept my... enterprises... profitable for over a decade, despite all those pesky international labor laws and environmental regulations."

She examines her manicured nails with the air of someone discussing the weather. One look at Emma tells me Monika is being perfectly serious—and not to fuck with this law firm.

"They're quite devoted to me, you understand. Their children attend the finest schools, their wives wear the most exquisite jewelry, their vacation homes overlook the most pristine beaches—all courtesy of my generosity. They would do absolutely anything I ask."

The threat hangs in the air for a moment while Monika takes an elaborate breath.

"And what I'm asking them to investigate," she says, "is how exactly a failed engineer with no money, no prospects, and no discernible charm managed to... shall we say... capture the complete devotion of my brilliant, beautiful, wealthy daughter. Perhaps you’re fantastic in bed, Mr. Sullivan? But then, how would Emma know that before going to bed with you? One must suspect coercion."

My stomach drops. Fuck. 

"Because you see, Jack," she says, leaning forward slightly, giving me an even better view of her magnificent cleavage, "the timing is rather suspicious, yes? My daughter goes from calling you—how did she put it?—'pathetic waste of oxygen' to being madly in love and pregnant in matter of weeks?"

Shit. Shit, shit, shit.

She's not wrong. On paper, this looks absolutely terrible. A broke, divorced thirty-eight-year-old somehow seduces his daughter's gorgeous, wealthy best friend? A girl who previously despised him? Yeah, that screams "something fishy is going on."

The irony is suffocating. Monika suspects I've manipulated Emma through drugs or blackmail or God knows what else—and she's absolutely right. I have manipulated her, just not in any way her army of lawyers could prove in court. But here I am, feeling genuinely protective of the relationship I've artificially created, getting angry at this woman for threatening the happiness I've programmed into her daughter.

"Perhaps," says Monika, "you have been providing my daughter with certain... substances? Or maybe you have some compromising photographs? Video recordings, perhaps?"

"Mother!" Emma bangs her fist on my thigh. 

I try, urgently, not to squeal. She’s strong as hell. I have the marks on my back to prove it.

"Silence, darling. Adults are speaking." She turns back to me, her smile sharp. "Because you see, Mr. Sullivan, I find it very difficult to believe that the girl who once told me you were 'living embodiment of masculine failure' would suddenly develop such... intense feelings for you without external influence."

Jesus Christ. Did Emma really say that about me? I mean, I knew she hated me, but "living embodiment of masculine failure"? That stings, even knowing it was before I rewired her brain.

"There's no drugs," I say, which is technically true. "No blackmail, no coercion. Emma and I just... connected."

"Connected." Monika sighs. "How romantic. Forty-year-old failure 'connects' with young wealthy heiress. I'm sure that's exactly how fairy tales are supposed to work."

Through the window, I can see Morgan has stopped pacing and is now pressed against the glass, her face etched with worry. She's clutching my messenger bag—the one containing the new, improved version of The Trance Machine—like it's a life preserver. 

She doesn’t know it’s in there. Nobody knows about it but me. 

It probably doesn’t even work, and if it does, not for longer than a couple of minutes. Problems with the battery life.

"I'm thirty-eight," I mutter, because apparently that's the hill I'm going to die on.

"Oh, forgive me," Monika says with mock sincerity. "Thirty-eight-year-old failure. Much better."

The worst part is, she has a point. What kind of healthy, normal gorgeous young woman falls for someone like me? Someone twice her age, broke, living in his ex-wife's old house, with no job prospects and a bitter divorce behind him? Even without knowing about The Trance Machine, any reasonable parent would be suspicious as hell.

But that doesn't make her threats any less infuriating.

"Look," I say, trying to keep my voice level, "I understand your concerns. But Emma is an adult. She can make her own choices."

"Can she?" She toys, bored, with a ring on her finger. "Because from where I sit, it appears my daughter has been...what’s the word...brainwashed? The change in her behavior has been so dramatic, so complete." She tilts her head. "Even your own daughter seems affected. I will admit, I was never that attentive when she visited, but I do recall Morgan used to complain about you constantly. Now, she follows you around like devoted puppy."

Fuck. She's noticed Morgan too.

"Morgan and I have just... grown closer since the divorce.”

It sounds weak as hell. I’m like a starving hobo throwing punches against a heavyweight.

"Grown closer." Monika nods. "Or connecting, you might say. Yes, I'm sure that's perfectly normal. Wealthy young woman suddenly worshiping the father she previously resented. Nothing suspicious there at all."

She straightens, examining her ring one last time—making it clear she finds her jewelry much more engaging than any arguments from me.

"Here is what will happen, Mr. Sullivan. You will end this ridiculous charade immediately. Emma will come home with me today, have the procedure tomorrow, and never see you again. In return, I won't have my attorneys investigate exactly how you managed to grow closer and connect with two young women so dramatically. Honestly." She looks me right in the eyes, and I see what is a glimmer of real human interest. “How did you think this conversation would go? Are you truly so disconnected?”

I don’t get a chance to answer one way or another. 

"No," Emma says, her voice trembling but determined. "I won't go. I love Jack. I love our baby. You cannot make me."

Monika's features twist into something ugly. "Oh, my darling girl. You have no idea what I can make you do."

That's it. I've had enough.

"Morgan!" I call out, my voice carrying through the window. "Come in here, please!"

My intent is pure. Sort of. 

I mean, I am trying to keep my mind-controlled slave under my thumb. I’m just trying to do it the right way, okay?

I figure that maybe if Monika sees how genuinely happy Morgan is about our relationship, how naturally she supports it, she'll understand that this isn't some sick manipulation. Morgan's enthusiasm is so pure, so innocent in its way—surely even this ice queen of a woman will see that.

Morgan's face lights up like Christmas morning. She practically bounces as she hurries toward the French doors, my messenger bag swinging wildly in her excitement.

"Daddy!" she calls out, her voice bright with joy. "Are we all going to talk together? This is so exciting!"

The bag bounces hard against the doorframe as she rushes through, and I hear a distinctive electronic whine from inside.

Oh no. Oh fuck no.

"Morgan, be careful with—"

But she's already bounding toward us, the bag swinging like a pendulum, and I can hear The Trance Machine powering up inside. The new version, or 2.0, is smaller than the original—barely larger than a smartphone, with fewer dials and a more focused beam. I've been tinkering with it in secret, telling myself I was just refining the technology and that was all.

Well, idiot. Then why did you bring it?

Not for this—really! I can’t have another incident like before. And not with Morgan right there. Oh god. 

I lunge toward Morgan, panic flooding my system as the electronic whining grows louder. 

"Morgan, stop swinging the—"

"What are you doing?" Monika rises with me. “What is that glow? What is this? Emma, down! Get down!"

Christ, she thinks I'm going for some kind of weapon.

"It's not what you think—" 

I reach for the bag, but Monika intercepts me, nails raking across my forearm.

"I knew it!" she hisses, grappling with me. "You sick bastard! What's in there? A gun? Drugs? A camera?"

"Mother, what—" Emma starts to say, but Morgan drops the bag in the struggle, and we all dive for it simultaneously.

My hand closes around the smooth surface of The Trance Machine 2.0 just as Monika's fingers find the activation switch. The device powers up with a high-pitched whine, and suddenly the room fills with that familiar blue light—more focused this time, more intense.

All three women freeze instantly.

Monika's beautiful face goes slack, her ice-blue eyes glazing over as drool begins to form at the corner of her mouth. Her magnificent body goes rigid, every muscle locked in place, her breathing becoming slow and rhythmic.

Emma sways slightly, her own eyes rolling back as the trance takes hold. Having been under the machine's influence before, she succumbs almost immediately, her sexy lips parting as a soft moan escapes.

"Fuck," I breathe, staring at the three entranced women. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

Fuck, they all repeat together. Fuck...fuck...fuck...

The new machine is different—more powerful in some ways, more focused. Their responses seem even more limited than before. They're completely motionless, waiting for commands like beautiful, breathing statues.

And Morgan... God, Morgan. My daughter's beautiful face transforms into an expression of pure, vacant bliss. Her body trembles slightly, and I can see her nipples hardening through her tight sweater. She looks incredible. Her lips are parted, glistening slightly with drool.

My cock throbs painfully as I watch her. The machine has made her so perfectly submissive, so utterly available. All I would have to do is give her a single command, and she would do anything I asked. Anything at all. She’s been so primed to accept its influence, it would probably only take a minute or so of commands and she would be mine forever—and she would be secretive, too, clandestine, obedient to the extreme and certain to never make a mistake. 

The thought of having my own daughter worship me the way Emma does, of having her beg for my cock, of making her my perfect little fucktoy...

The Trance Machine beeps. Its battery is draining already. I don’t have long. 

No. No, no, no. I can't. I won't.

"Morgan," I say quickly, guilt and arousal warring within me. "Go outside. Wait for me on the terrace."

"Go outside," she repeats in a dreamy monotone, her voice thick with artificial arousal. "Wait on terrace."

She turns mechanically and walks toward the French doors, her movements fluid but somehow empty. I can see the reluctance in her body language—she wants to stay, wants to be part of whatever's happening—but the machine compels her to obey.

Now it's just me, Emma, and her devastatingly beautiful mother.

I should turn off the machine. Send them all home. Pretend this never happened.

It beeps again, still losing power. 

But Monika... Christ, look at her. Standing there in that impossibly tight white dress, her heavy breasts rising and falling with each breath, drool beginning to slide down her elegant chin. 

The woman who just assaulted me with one insult after another is now completely at my mercy, waiting for my command like an expensive doll.

"I should just make you approve of our relationship," I mutter, circling the two entranced women. "That's all. Just basic approval."

"Approve...relationship..." Monika repeats mechanically, her voice void of its earlier contempt.

But she's still resisting somehow. Even entranced, I can see the tension in her straight posture, the way her body seems to fight against the machine's influence. This version is more portable but apparently less absolute than the original.

"You think Emma and I are perfect together," I try.

"Think... Emma and Jack... perfect together," she says, but her tone lacks conviction. 

Even under the machine's influence, she sounds skeptical. It beeps again, down to seventy percent—and it, too, sounds skeptical. As in, do you really think you can break this iron woman before I run out of power?

Frustrated, I turn to Emma. She's always so responsive, so eager to please.

"Emma," I say, my voice rough with need. "Tell me how much you love me."

"Love you so much, Jack," she says immediately, her entranced voice dripping with devotion. "You are everything to me. Most perfect man alive."

That's better. The familiar rush of validation floods through me as I watch this young goddess worship me with her words.

I turn to Monika. God, she’s so fucking gorgeous. Exactly my type, just like Emma—and I don’t mean entranced. Tall, tight, busty, long-haired, and gorgeous. I want her so bad. But, just this conversation today already proved that having Emma as a girlfriend was already hard to explain. How would I explain being with Monika too?

“You approve of my relationship with Emma.”

Her face twitches. “Approve...no. Nooo. Approve.”

Fuck!

I’m so fucking horny. It’s everything I can do not to crank the intensity up on the Trance Machine and melt Monika’s brain to putty. But it really might do that—I don’t even know what it’s fully capable of. It might explode or turn us all into toasters or dissolve, who knows? This is mad science stuff. It will definitely run out of battery quicker. 

I’ve got to get less horny. Then I’ll think straight. 

"Get on your knees, Emma.” And then, I can’t help but add, “Show your mother how much you adore me."

Without hesitation, Emma sinks gracefully to her knees, her hands reaching for my belt. 

"Want to show Mother," she says dreamily. "Want to show how I worship you."

Even entranced, her movements are elegant, practiced. She frees my throbbing cock with reverent care, her big eyes fixed on my face with vacant adoration.

She strokes me, her palm and fingers quickly getting slick from precum. 

“Tell your mother you’re in love with me.”

“I’m in love with him, Mother.”

Monika nods, drool coating her lips. “In...love...”

No resistance there. So that Emma can fall in love isn’t the issue. It’s whether our relationship is worthy. 

God. I’m so fucking hard...

My hips push forward, and I need to be inside of Emma’s mouth. Maybe...maybe I can use her attraction to me...

Oh fuck. Anything to have Emma suck me off right now.

“Suck me off, Emma. Do what I say.”

Emma moans, robotic and grateful, and slips me into her luscious mouth. 

I glance down at the machine—50 percent left. Shit!

"Monika..." I say, trying again while Emma's lips wrap around my cock, her tongue working expertly as she begins to suck. "Monika, watch your daughter worship me. See how much she needs this."

Monika's glazed eyes track toward our joining. 

"Watch... daughter... worship," she says, but there's still that underlying resistance.

How do I deal with this? My brain is racing. I’ll try anything. I’m so fucking eager to cum, fuck!

"You're jealous," I say as Emma's mouth works magic on my shaft. "You're jealous that your daughter found me first. You wish you were the one on your knees."

"Not... jealous," Monika says, her voice strained even in the trance. "Preposterous...relationship."

Fucking hell. Even mind-controlled, this woman is stubborn.

Emma moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body. Her entranced state has made her even more eager, more devoted to pleasuring me. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock while her lovely lips create an incredible seal, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks with religious fervor.

"That's it, baby," I groan, my hand tangling in her platinum hair. "Show your Mommy what a good girl you are for Daddy."

The word slips out before I can stop it, and Emma's response is immediate and electric. Her whole body shudders with pleasure, a muffled moan escaping around my shaft.

"Yes, Daddy," she says when she pulls back for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. "Want to be good girl for Daddy. Want to show Mommy."

Fuck. The machine has latched onto that word, that dynamic. I can see it in her eyes—even entranced, there's a new depth of submission there, a primal need to please her "Daddy."

“I’m your Daddy, Emma.”

“My Daddy.”

“Your real Daddy. Your only Daddy. You love your Daddy. You obey your Daddy.”

“Real Daddy. Only Daddy. Love Daddy. Obey Daddy.”

And watching this unfold, Monika's resistance seems to be cracking. She trembles slightly, her breathing becoming more ragged. 

Wetness drips down her thighs, puddling against the ankle strap of her designer high-heel. 

Daddy.

Daddy. 

"You see, Monika?" I pant as Emma takes me deep into her throat. "Your daughter needs a Daddy. She needs a strong man to take care of her."

"Daughter... needs..." Monika's voice wavers, the machine's influence battling against her natural revulsion.

I'm losing control. The sight of Emma worshipping my cock while her billionaire mother watches in a trance is pushing me toward the edge of reason. My finger finds the intensity dial on the device, cranking it higher.

The blue light pulses brighter. I take Emma by the hair and begin fucking her skull in earnest.

“Emma needs a Daddy,” I say again, talking straight to Monika. “And you need to touch your cunt while you watch us.”

Monika's body trembles as the machine's heightened influence washes over her. Her hand moves slowly, mechanically toward the hem of her dress.

"Touch... myself..." she says, her resistance crumbling as her fingers slip beneath the expensive fabric.

The machine beeps urgently—forty percent power remaining. I'm running out of time.

"That's right," I say, watching Monika's face contort with unwilling pleasure as her fingers find their target. "Touch yourself while you watch your daughter service her Daddy."

Monika's fingers disappear beneath the silk of her designer dress, her vapid, vacant eyes going wide as she makes contact with her most intimate flesh. Even through the trance, I can see the shock ripple across her beautiful features as she discovers how wet she's become.

“You’re wet. Watching Emma’s Daddy fuck her face.”

"I'm... I'm..." Her voice is thick with confusion and arousal. "So wet... watching..."

"Of course you are," I grunt, my hips pistoning as I fuck Emma's willing throat. "You're wet because you know I'm her real Daddy. The Daddy she always needed."

"D-Daddy." Emma chokes around my cock, the word vibrating through my shaft. Her entranced eyes roll back in bliss as she takes me deeper.

My wording, I know from the last incident, can do more by being vague. “Daddy she always needed” and “real Daddy” leaves the brain to fill the gaps, and turns these loaded terms into nuclear weapons of mind-melting bliss. 

Monika's breathing becomes ragged, her composure finally cracking as her body betrays her. 

"Touching... watching daughter... with Daddy..."

"I'm Emma's true Daddy," I continue, the twisted logic flowing from my lips as I watch this aristocratic ice queen finger herself. "The Daddy she always needed. Say it."

"Emma's... true Daddy.” Monika’s hips buck involuntarily against her own hand. "Daddy she... always needed."

The machine beeps again—thirty-five percent. Fuck, I need to move faster.

"And if I'm Emma's true Daddy, that means I’m your husband, Monika."

Her glazed eyes struggle to focus on me, her mind wrestling with the hypnotic logic chain I'm weaving around her consciousness.

"My... my husband...?"

"That's right." I groan, feeling my orgasm building as Emma's throat contracts around me. "Your true husband. Your dream husband. Say it."

"My true husband," she says, her resistance dissolving. "My dream husband."

"You must be so lucky to have a husband like me. Blessed."

Fucking her daughter’s mouth. Forcing her to admit she’s blessed to have me while she fingers herself at my command.

Beep. 

Twenty percent.

"I... I must be..." Her voice breaks with pleasure. "Lucky woman. Blessed woman."

"You're in love with me," I say, my voice rough with impending climax. "Madly, desperately in love with your husband. Madly in love with me."

"In love," she moans, her body shuddering, relaxing, as love and infatuation flow through her form. "Madly in love with my husband. Madly in love with you."

Yes. Fuck, fuck, fuck fuck yes.

Fuck yes!

“You were jealous of Emma before. With me.”

“...jealous...with you...”

"But you know the greatest husbands deserve the greatest wives." 

I’m not even looking at Emma anymore, just using her throat like a toy. Her cheeks are red and smeared, tears stream down her face. I don’t give a fuck. I want Monika so fucking bad. 

“...greatest wives...”

"I deserve you, Monika. All of you. Your money, your body, your complete devotion."

"You deserve everything." She’s close to cumming, and so am I. "All my money. My body. My devotion."

"I deserve to fuck anyone I want. Your daughter. Other women. Whoever the fuck I want. You’re so lucky to have me. I’m the perfect husband and perfect father.”

The Trance Machine beeps more urgently—fifteen percent power remaining. I'm so close to breaking this woman completely.

"Perfect husband.” Her fingers working urgently. "Perfect father. So lucky to have you."

"And perfect husbands fuck their daughters.” Slamming Emma’s face against my crotch, totally uncaring for her welfare. "You love watching me fuck our daughter’s face. It makes you so proud."

Monika's lovely face contorts with ecstasy. "Love watching... so proud... fuck our daughter..."

The machine beeps again—five percent. Almost dead.

"You want to give me everything," I say again. "Your fortune, your companies, your body. All of it belongs to your perfect husband."

"Everything belongs to you.” Her voice goes up an octave. “Everything.”

“Even your orgasms. Your orgasms belong to me too. So cum for me, now.”

The Trance Machine gives one final, pathetic beep and dies completely. The blue light fades to nothing.

Monika's body convulses as her orgasm crashes over her, her elegant fingers buried deep inside herself as she cries out in ecstasy. 

"Yes...Yes...oh husband...husband...!"

At the same moment, I explode down Emma's throat with a roar of triumph. Thick ropes of cum flood her mouth and she swallows desperately, choking and gagging as I empty myself completely into her willing throat.

"Fuck yes." My cock pulses as the last spurts fill her mouth. "Take it all, baby girl."

Emma collapses backward onto the expensive Persian rug, gasping for air, her face red and streaked with tears and saliva. Her scintillating body trembles from exhaustion, utterly spent from the brutal facefucking. Drool and cum leak from the corners of her mouth as she lies there panting, her designer dress disheveled and her platinum hair a tangled mess.

I'm catching my breath, looking down at the aftermath, when Monika slowly blinks her way back to consciousness. Her eyes focus gradually, taking in the scene—me standing over her collapsed daughter, my cock still glistening with saliva and cum.

For a terrifying moment, I think the machine didn't work. I brace myself for her screams, for her threats, for the inevitable call to the police.

Instead, she sits up gracefully and smooths down her dress, her expression one of mild disapproval—but not at me.

"Emma, darling," she says, her voice carrying that familiar aristocratic authority but now tinged with genuine concern for my welfare. "Look at your poor Daddy. He's still quite hard. You haven't taken proper care of his needs."

My jaw drops. She's chiding Emma for not satisfying me completely.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Emma mumbles weakly from the floor, struggling to sit up. "I tried to take it all..."

"Of course you did, sweetheart," Monika says, rising with fluid elegance and moving toward me. "But clearly your Daddy requires more attention. His virility is quite... impressive."

She's right—despite the explosive orgasm, I'm still hard. Whatever lingering effects the machine has on my system seem to have enhanced my stamina considerably.

"Allow me, my love," Monika purrs, her hands finding my chest. The transformation is complete—where moments ago stood an queen-bitch billionaire threatening to destroy my life, now stands a devoted wife eager to please her husband.

But there's something deliciously dark about her devotion. Her smile is seductive, predatory even, like a demoness who's genuinely fallen in love. Her face burns with urgent, pliant, aching submission.

"I've been such a terrible wife." She guides us back toward a plush leather couch beneath a tall window. "Keeping you waiting, making you work so hard to claim what's rightfully yours."

I follow her, now mesmerized myself.

“I was...just jealous, really, of you and Emma.” She turns and smiles. “But...I suppose it’s natural, isn’t it? For Emma to want to be fucked pregnant by her handsome Daddy. And for a lucky girl like me to feel jealous, even though you deserve to fuck whoever you want.”

Her fingers hook into her soaked panties, sliding them down her endless legs with deliberate slowness. 

"You do want to fuck me, don’t you, husband?”

I position myself between her thighs, marveling at how perfectly she fits against me.

“It’s just...” She looks suddenly very vulnerable. “I need it. So bad. S-so bad. Please...”

I push into Monika with one powerful thrust, and her tight body arches beneath me like she's been struck by lightning. Her eyes roll back as I fill her completely, stretching her tight pussy around my cock.

"Oh God, yes...!" she cries out, her composure shattering completely. "My perfect...husband...oh Daddy...”

But even as she surrenders to me, there's something darkly seductive about her submission. Her nails rake down my back with calculated precision, her hips roll against mine with practiced skill, her lips find my ear to whisper the most deliciously depraved encouragements.

"I've dreamed of this," she says, her accent thick with lust. Every thrust I power into her feels like it’s just compelling more hot, twisted, romantic shit to come out of her mouth. "Dreamed of you claiming me, owning me completely. Take what's yours, my love. Take everything."

From the floor, Emma watches with glassy-eyed adoration, slowly recovering her strength. 

"Yes, Daddy," she says dreamily. "Fuck Mommy. Make her yours forever."

The sight of mother and daughter both worshipping me, both eager for my cock, drives me to fuck Monika harder. She responds with throaty moans that echo through the opulent room, her long legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.

"I love you," she gasps between thrusts, utterly sincere. "I love you so much it hurts. I'd give you everything—my fortune, my companies, my soul—just to keep you inside me forever."

"That's right," I grunt, my hands gripping her hips as I pound into her. "Everything belongs to me now."

"Everything," she agrees breathlessly, her pussy clenching around my shaft. "I'm going to make you so rich, so powerful. My perfect husband deserves the world."

Emma crawls closer, her face still flushed from our earlier encounter. 

"Mommy looks so beautiful when my real Daddy fucks her," she says with genuine wonder. "You're both so perfect together."

The twisted family dynamic, the complete reversal of power, the sheer wrongness of it all pushes me rapidly toward another climax. Monika seems to sense it, her movements becoming more desperate, more needy.

"Cum in me," she pleads, her voice breaking with emotion. "Fill your wife with your seed. I need it, I need you, I need to be yours completely."

"Cum in Mommy, Daddy!" Emma cheers, clapping her hands like she's watching a performance. "Give her your babies too!"

With a roar of triumph, I explode inside Monika's perfect pussy, flooding her with my release. She screams in ecstasy, her body convulsing beneath me as her own orgasm tears through her.

"Yes...yes...” Her voice is a slow, urging purr. "My perfect husband...my god...everything...everything...!"

Through the French doors, I hear a muffled cry—Morgan's voice calling out "Daddy!" as her own climax overtakes her. Even banished to the terrace, she's so attuned to my pleasure that she cums the moment I do, her body responding to mine across the distance.

Outside, Morgan's soft whimpers fade to contented sighs as she recovers from her own release, still pressed against the glass, still watching over us with protective adoration.

I look around at my new reality—a billionaire ‘wife’ eager to fund my every desire, a pregnant girlfriend who worships the ground I walk on, and a daughter whose devotion knows no bounds.

Emma beams from the floor.

"Isn't this perfect, Daddy? Now we can all be together forever. One big, happy family."

# # #
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