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Chapter 1


	“That’s IT!” I yelled as I slammed closed the ancient book in its creaking leather binding with a resounding ‘THUD’. The decrepit book emitted dust and flakes of leather at my rough treatment. My words disturbed the studious silence of the sedate Italian library. Other patrons shot disapproving looks in my direction. I gave them a sheepish smile as I murmured “Scusi” in apology before leaving the reading room in haste. After years of study, I had learned to decode the symbolism in the old magical texts. I could translate the arcane language and avoid the deliberate obfuscations in order to get at the secret meaning of the text. I now knew the recipe for the final ingredient I needed for my work. With cat-like grace and a knowing smile, I glided out of the library and down the ancient city streets with a self-satisfied air of accomplishment.

As I walked back to my hotel along the streets that combined the ancient with the new in this northern Italian city, I enjoyed the sight of well-dressed, elegant, and attractive women. I pondered my situation with satisfaction. The ancient book of magical formulae had given me the final, missing alchemical piece to the biochemical puzzle I had been hard at work on it for the past several years. I now knew the correct combination of fungi, vines, flowering plants, molds, yeast, and chemical elements. And I knew how to combine and process them to yield the final ingredient my modern pharmaceutical work had been missing. Back at my university, and then in the commercial pharmaceutical lab where I was now employed part-time while completing my PhD, I had long been secretly working on my own personal project while ostensibly just doing the research that my dissertation advisor, and then my corporate managers, had pushed on me. My supervisors had all been interested in the biochemistry of emotional regulation and sexual response. Meanwhile, I had secretly been working on something related to these that affected all of that and more. I called it the Love Pill.

What was the Love Pill? Let me tell you first what it was not. It was not a simple aphrodisiac. It was not some sleazy date rape drug. No. It was nothing of the kind. I did not want some drug to incapacitate a woman in order to have sex with her. Nor was I looking for a drug that would merely make a woman turn romantic. I wanted a drug that would light a fire of sexual desire in any woman and proceed all the way through romance to love and commitment. But I wanted even more than that. This drug would focus a woman’s desire with laser-sharp precision onto one particular man—the man who possessed his own complement to the Love Pill: the Master Pill.

The Master Pill made the man who possessed it into the central locus of love and sexual interest for any woman who had taken a Love Pill. The Master Pill had to be customized, personalized, for a particular man. It was keyed to his biochemistry. The Master Pill would work only for him and no one else. If a different man took the Master Pill that had been customized for another man, it would utterly fail.

Why require a Master Pill? Well, first of all, imagine what would happen if a Love Pill caused a woman to fall in love and lust with any random man she saw. Such an uncontrolled reaction would cause all sorts of mischief. Second, speaking for myself, there are my specific needs. As a man of my particular personality type, the only truly satisfactory male-female relationship is Male Dominant and female submissive. I am naturally moved to assume a dominant position in any sexual relationship. Consequently, I require a woman to assume a submissive position. Furthermore, I want her to enjoy her submission to me, and to be grateful to me for it. So I needed to have a way to bind a woman in her submission to me as her lover and her Master. I had to make her happy to serve me as her Master. Thus, the Love Pill had to shackle her, body and soul, to me in loving, submissive service. And that’s exactly what the Love Pill does in conjunction with the Master Pill.

After returning to my hotel, I changed my airline reservation online to depart Italy as soon as possible. I was eager to return home to complete my great project. I packed my bags, checked out of the hotel, and took a taxi to the airport. While flying home to America, I thought about how I had gotten this far in my research project. Prior to this trip, I had already been very, very close to completing my Love Pill before I went to Italy. I had created a complex, time-released, selectively-staged pill. It induced the release of testosterone, estrogen, adrenaline, dopamine, serotonin, oxytocin, and vasopressin in the proper order so that a woman would become attracted to a man, sexually aroused, fall in love with him, and become totally committed to him very, very rapidly. The missing piece, which I got from the old magical love potion formula, would focus a woman’s affections and desires specifically on one man. This created the vital link between the Love Pill and the Master Pill.

The Love Pill produces long-lasting effects by working synergistically with the complementary Master Pill. Once a woman who has taken the Love Pill is in the presence of the man who has ingested the Master Pill, she is completely, irrevocable, and permanently emotionally and sexually entangled in his web of control. She loves that man beyond all reason. She desires him more passionately than anything else in life. She wants him more than she wants to eat, or drink, or breathe. Without him, her life becomes dreary, empty, and meaningless. The man of the Master Pill becomes her all-consuming passion. Pleasing him is all she can think about. She will do anything she must, endure anything she must, suffer anything she must, in the hope that he will grant her the opportunity to demonstrate her capacity to please him sexually, to serve him without limits, and thus to earn his approval, and his love. The Love Pill reduces a woman to a willing, self-sacrificial lamb laid submissively on the phallic altar of the Master Pill man.

The Master Pill has a complementary but different effect on the man. Once a man takes it, he is also permanently changed. But the change he experiences is utterly different from the uncontrollable, passionate desire experienced by a woman on the Love Pill. A man who ingests the Master Pill feels a sense of calm well-being, confidence, and relaxed, almost casual superiority, but without a hint of foolhardiness or unreason. His senses are heightened. He becomes acutely aware of the mental and emotional states of everyone he sees. He instantly reads their facial micro-expressions and body language better than any psychological expert in the field. He also gains a sense of smell that registers human pheromones and other bodily odors expressive of emotional states. He can smell a woman from across a room. He can read her expressive body language and size her up in seconds. If he gets close enough to give her the Love Pill in some form, she belongs to him nearly instantly before she has any idea what hit her.

As the airplane flew high above the Atlantic Ocean between Europe and America, I felt completely certain that all my years of hard work was coming together at last. (Looking back now on what would happen next, I was surely right!) Back in my home laboratory, it took little more than a fortnight to synthesize the Love Pill and the Master Pill. The final work week of my fruitful labors was coming to an end. Now it was time to go outside the lab and put the Love Pill and the Master Pill to work.

Truth to tell, the active ingredients of the Love Pill could be taken in more than one form. The Love Pill was not necessarily a pill. It could also be ingested in liquid form, or inhaled as an aerosol. In preparing for my first real-world test, I pocketed a bunch of Love Pills inside a small jelly bean candy container. I took a small bottle that looked like hand sanitizer but actually held the Love Pill substance in liquid form. And I grabbed a cologne spritzer that held the same substance, placing these in separate pockets of my clothing.

Then I picked up the single, solitary Master Pill, which was customized to my personal biochemical signature. Holding the shiny capsule up to the light, I rotated it between my fingers. “This is the key,” I said aloud. “The holy grail of all mankind. The one ring of power.” Smiling, I opened my mouth and popped the pill, washing it down with a sip of water. Then I waited.

I felt nothing at first. I knew the drug would take a while to have any effect. After 23 minutes and 15 seconds (I was logging the time in my lab journal), I began to feel a tingling sensation all over my body. My breath became deep and slow. My eyesight became sharper. Colors appeared brighter. I began detecting odors in the room that I had never noticed before. I walked to the window and looked down into the street. Pedestrians in my little corner of the city no longer seemed so ... pedestrian. Each person had a personal, distinct way of walking that I had never noticed before. The way they moved their arms and held their heads erect or cocked to one side were all quite obvious expressions of their personalities. I saw two people having a very animated conversation. Although they were too far away for me to hear them, even with the window open, I still seemed to know what they were talking about based on their body language alone, even though they were not making any exaggerated gestures.

Since today day was Friday and the time was late afternoon turning into early evening, I decided to go over to the university campus and see what I could see. When I arrived, the human panorama of students was like a show in itself. I noticed things about my fellow men that I had never noticed before. I saw their bluster and their insecurities, their real strengths and their tragic flaws. I felt compassion for many of them.

But it’s the women I was after. The beautiful young college women I was looking at on campus were now “eye candy” for me in a very real sense. They were sweet treats I was ready to “eat.” Any one of them could all be mine, if I wanted her. The freshmen girls seemed to be getting younger every year. (Many college men had been saying that for decades, I suppose, because my father had told me that he and his buddies used to say the same thing.) The sophomores and juniors were like medium rare steaks, sizzling but not yet well done. The seniors were ready to serve. The graduate students were also ready, although some had been on the grill too long and were looking a bit overdone.

All these nubile young women paraded past me in a phantasmagoric display. Every single one of them, whether she was alone or in a group, with a boyfriend or a girlfriend, was like a novel that I was suddenly able to read page by page. As a woman spoke, as she moved, as she gestured with her hands, or displayed emotions on her face, I read her like a book. I saw each woman’s personality in depth. The Master Pill had given me incredible new insights. Like a psychological x-ray machine, the Master Pill revealed facts about a woman’s mind, psyche, and emotional heart that extended from her murky depths to her pristine heights. The Master Pill had turned every woman into an open book that I alone could read.

As fascinating as all this was, I was not in the market for a bookshelf full of female novels. I was looking for attractive women I might want to fuck. Or to be more precise: I was looking for women I wanted to chemically enchant with my Love Pill and control with my Master Pill so that I could have my way with them and they would be eternally grateful to me for it. The world was full of beautiful white women of all ages that I wanted to fuck. How to choose which one to fuck first? I was like a kid in a candy store. I was paralyzed by the paradox of choice!

Then, as luck would have it, a former lover of mine walked into view and sat down on a bench with another young woman whom I didn’t recognize. My former lover’s name was Sandra, or Sandy for short. Sandy had golden blonde hair, blue eyes, a pretty face, a modest pair of tits, and the biggest ass I had ever seen on a non-obese woman. I mean really, REALLY BIG! Even I, a connoisseur of the female ass, thought that Sandy’s butt was too large. But not too large for me to keep my hands off it. Sandy was cute and a good kisser. She was an ok fuck. And I might have stayed with her and her very large ass (her butt’s so big that Sandy and her ass are almost two different people) except for one thing: Sandy refused to let me fuck her up that big, fat ass!

I can put up with an excessively big butt if I get to fuck it. But if her great big back door doesn’t have a Welcome! sign on it, then my cock will look for lodging elsewhere.

I decided quickly then and there that Sandy would be the first woman to try my Love Pill. Since she already knew me, I should easily be able to get close enough to her to use any of the three forms of it. I reached into my pockets where I had stashed a bunch of Love Pills, a small bottle of Love Pill in liquid form, as well as a cologne spritzer of it. I grabbed the spritzer and doused myself with Love Pill cologne. One whiff of it should be enough to rock her fat-assed world.

I walked up to Sandy as she chatted and laughed with the other female student, a redhead I’d never seen before. “Hey!” I said and gave Sandy a smile.

She turned her blonde head to look at me. Sandy wasn’t smiling. Undeterred, I moved in swiftly and gave her a peck on the cheek. She put both palms against my chest to push me away ... then stopped. She froze for a moment. I moved back a half step and looked her in the eye. Sandy’s blue eyes were wide, with dilated pupils. Her jaw was slack and mouth half open, as if she had seen something incredible. The muscles of her face moved swiftly and almost imperceptibly through a range of micro-expressions: surprise, awe, attraction, arousal, affection, and finally, love. I read these easily, thanks to the new power the Master Pill had given me.

What I had failed to take into account was the pretty redhead sitting next to Sandy. She was a slight young woman with green eyes, moon-white complexion, a very pretty face, and—uh-oh!—a very close proximity to Sandy when I had leaned in to steal a kiss. The redhead had gotten a whiff of the Love Pill cologne. Now she was giving me the same star-struck gaze that Sandy was!

I had intended to try the Love Pill on just one woman the first time out. Now it looks like I’ve got a twofer. Well, since I’d never had sex with two women at the same time before, this was as good a time as any to start!

“Sandy” I said casually as the big-assed blonde continue to stare at me with baby blue eyes as wide as saucers “you haven’t introduced me to your friend.”

Sandy blinked in confusion. “My friend? Who...” and then she turned to see the redhead sitting next to her. “Oh, you mean her?” The redhead frowned at having been forgotten. “Sorry, Steve. This is Rebecca. She’s in my Modern Lit class.”

I extended my hand to shake Rebecca’s. Instead of proffering her own hand, the cute redhead leapt to her feet, threw her arms around my neck, and kissed me passionately!

Not to be outdone, Sandy stood up and embraced us both. “Hey, guys!” she said “It’s so nice that you two are getting along so well. Why don’t we go somewhere quiet and ... talk? Or something.”

I nudged Rebecca away from me while placing my left arm around her. I placed my right arm around Sandy. “That’s an excellent idea. Say, Sandy, I don’t think you’ve seen my apartment since I got the new furniture.”

Sandy smiled sweetly as she shook her head from side to side. “No, I haven’t, Steve. Did you replace that ratty old couch?”

I laughed. “Not yet. That’s on my To Do list. What I got is a big, new, super-comfortable bed.”

Rebecca leaned close to my ear. “Is it big enough for three?” she whispered.

“Let’s find out” I replied.

I had walked to campus, since my apartment was less than a mile away. Besides, I had been enjoying the power effects of the Master Pill so much that I hadn’t wanted to sit behind the wheel of a car watching traffic when I could be strolling along and watching the parade of pussies. Now Sandy, Rebecca, and I began walking through campus in the direction of my apartment. Both women insisted on having an arm around my waist. I didn’t mind. I draped my arms over their shoulders. They leaned their heads on my shoulders. They loved me and they didn’t care who knew it!

As we walked, people watched us. Women stared, giggled, and gossiped. Men nodded their heads and gave me thumbs up. I smiled at all of them. I felt like king of the hill. And I was walking home with my two prizes.

Sandy, Rebecca, and I chatted about inconsequential matters along the way. We talked about professors we liked or loathed, campus gossip, new bands coming to town, and mutual friends who were trying to save the world, or trying to save their own asses after being up to no good.

By the time we reached the front door of my apartment and I slipped the key into the lock, both Sandy and Rebecca were thrumming with so much pent-up lust that they couldn’t stand still. They shifted from foot to foot uneasily as they yammered on almost incoherently about nothing in particular, rubbing their hands between their legs in anticipation of what was coming next. They were giddy with sexual arousal and vibrating with lust. As soon as I opened the door the two of them practically pushed me inside. Blonde Sandy and redheaded Rebecca peppered my face with ardent kisses as their hands began ripping at my clothes.

“Ladies! Ladies, please!” I said in mock horror. “Please control yourselves! There’s plenty of me to go around. But first we must establish some ground rules.”

The co-ed cuties simmered down for a moment. They licked their lips like hungry tigresses ready to devour my man-meat. The heightened senses given me through the Master Pill showed me just how revved up these beauties were. I could smell their sex pheromones like a heady perfume. The expressions on their faces and the posturing of their body language spoke of lust, and love, and wanton abandon of every social constraint. They were eager to give me all the sex I could ever want, and to love me without bounds of propriety or good taste. They would literally do anything for me!

“Stand still and don’t move” I commanded. Sandy and Rebecca looked confused, but obeyed my command. I reached out a hand towards each young woman, taking a breast in each hand. “These belong to me now. Your tits are mine. Right?”

Blonde Sandy and redheaded Rebecca gazed at me and nodded dumbly. Then they looked at one another. I read them like a book. Their mutual gaze served to confirm for each woman that the other was completely on board with submission to my authority.

“Say it, now. Both of you. Who owns these tits?” I said with a hard edge to my voice.

Sandy swallowed hard. “You own my tits, Steve” she said softly.

Rebecca spoke up in a louder voice. “The tits on my chest on your property ... Master.”

My face lit up in a broad smile. Rebecca had got the point! I squeezed both of her tits as I looked directly into the green eyes of the pretty redhead. “That’s right ... slave.” Rebecca smiled back at me like a student who had just been complemented by her teacher.

I released Rebecca’s tits then turned to Sandy. Not to be outdone by Rebecca, she parroted the redhead’s remarks. “Master, my tits are your property!” she said eagerly.

I smiled at the fat-assed blonde. “Good bitch” I said to Sandy as I grasped her breasts and kneaded the soft flesh. Releasing my grip on Sandy’s breasts, I lifted my hands and placed them on the back of each woman’s head. I knit my fingers through their hair. Then quite gently I pulled the blonde and the redhead towards me as I leaned my head towards them. Our faces were inches apart when I stopped. My field of view was filled by the faces of the two women, as theirs was filled by mine. I spoke softly but clearly. “I own more than just your tits. I own you. I own both you bitches. I am your Master. You are my slaves. I will love you and use you for my pleasure. You will love me and serve me with your bodies, your hearts, and your very souls. Isn’t that right?”

Sandy and Rebecca were breathing hard and fast. Their sexual arousal was so high it nearly overloaded their capacity to contain it. I felt their hot breath on my face as they spoke over one another in response to my question.

“Yes, Master” Sandy said in a breathy voice. “I am your slave. I love you forever. I live to serve you, Master.”

“Master, Master” said Rebecca “you’re right. You’re so right! I’ll love you and serve you, body and soul, forever.”

Smiling, I leaned forward with pursed lips. Sandy and Rebecca both tried to kiss my lips at the same time. Their heads collided. But that did not deter them. The blonde and redhead kissed my cheeks and then my lips, each woman moving to jockey for position so her lips could take their turn meeting mine. The three of us kissed in a mass of movement. At the same time, the girls wrapped their arms around my back and held onto me for dear life as I also fondled their bodies with my hands running across their chests, down between their legs, and behind to their bottoms.

“You bitches need to understand something” I intoned in a deep, sonorous voice. “You belong to me now. You will do whatever I tell you, from now on. We will have sex, yes. But we will do it when and where and how I want it. Got that?”

“Yes, Steve, yes!” said Rebecca. “I’ll do anything you want me to!”

“Yes, Steve!” said Sandy. “I’m sorry I refused you anything before.”

I smiled at Sandy. “Tell Rebecca what you refused me before.”

Sandy lowered her head and stared at the floor. Her shoulders rose and fell as she took a deep breath and then expelled it audibly. “I refused to let Steve fuck me up the ass.” The pretty blonde raised her head and looked at me with tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Steve” she sniffled. “I’ll never do that again! I’ll never refuse you anything.”

I reached out a hand and caressed her cheek. “Good bitch” I said. “That’s the right attitude.”

Rebecca piped up. “You can buttfuck me anytime, Steve. I’ve never done it before. But I don’t care. All I care about is making you happy!”

I chuckled. Looking at Rebecca and then back at Sandy, I saw two modern young women, who were strong, smart, well-educated, and—up until a little while ago—not inclined to let a man get away with anything. Now here they were throwing themselves at me and pledging to do whatever I wanted them to. This is rich!

“OK bitches, then let’s continue. Let’s talk about names. I’ll call you whatever I like: bitch, whore, cunt. Whatever. You will call me Master whenever we are alone together. In public you will call me Steve. Got that, cunts?”

“Yes, Master” Sandy and Rebecca said in unison, almost as if they had rehearsed those words all their lives.

	
	
	

Chapter 2


	
Being the complete Master of blonde Sandy and redhead Rebecca was like a dream come true. They were responding to my Love Pill exactly as I’d hoped. But as so often happens in science and in life, we can’t always predict what side effects might accompany the main effect we’re trying to achieve. The main effect I was aiming for with the Love Pill was to cause a woman to become attracted to me as the man who had taken the Master Pill. A Love-Pilled woman would be sexually aroused, fall in love with me, and become totally committed to me very, very rapidly. And all of that happened, with both Sandy and Rebecca. But one of the things I had not counted on was how I, as the man of the Master Pill, would react to them!

The Master Pill made me acutely sensitive and insightful. All of my senses were heightened. My insight into people had increased enormously. This was true of both men and women, but it was women I was interested in. Now, as a woman spoke, as she moved, as she gestured with her hands, or displayed emotions on her face, I could read her like a book. I saw each woman’s personality with a depth of understanding that was uncanny. It was as if the Master Pill had given me powers like a psychological x-ray machine that revealed things about a woman’s mind, psyche, and emotional heart that extended from her murky depths to her pristine heights. It was as if the Master Pill had turned every woman into an open book that I alone could read in full.

Now that I was alone with Sandy and Rebecca in my apartment, and they were eager for sex, I had to deal with two very different kinds of sensory impressions and psychological insights. On the one hand, I could smell the sex pheromones of their arousal, and read their eagerness for intercourse in their dilated pupils, hear it in their rapid breathing, see it in their faces flushed with increased blood flow below the skin, and in the fleeting micro-expressions on their faces. Those micro-expressions told me so much more than I’d ever imagined about each woman’s psychological insecurities, fears, self-doubt, and—perhaps worst of all—jealousy. Yes, jealousy: Sandy and Rebecca each wanted me FOR HERSELF! My two eager lovers were already in covert competition for my favor.

The question before me was this: Could I turn their mutual jealousy to my advantage? And could I maybe even make it work for their own benefit as well?

I didn’t have much time or attention to spend on coming up with answers to those questions, much a less a plan for acting on whatever answers I came up with. Right now, my own sexual arousal was getting in the way of all that. I’d have to hope that my subconscious mind could come up with something while I was fucking these two young beauties. At any rate, I sure as hell was not going to stop the speeding sex train we were on that would soon be taking all three of us into the tunnel of love very, very soon.




I had never had sex like this before. I directed Sandy and Rebecca to my bedroom. “Strip for me” I told them as I slowly removed my own clothes. They stripped slowly and in an intensely erotic manner. Which was all good. The slowness of it gave me time to assess their physical attributes while also reading their psychological states using the new powers granted me by the Master Pill.

I already knew what Sandy looked like naked from the time when we had been dating. Her pure white skin, modest breasts, pink nipples, and blonde pubic bush were familiar to me. So was her enormous ass. I looked forward to finally penetrating that big butt later tonight!

Rebecca was totally new. Her green eyes, moon-white complexion, and very pretty face were delightful. Her snow-white breasts were a little larger than Sandy’s, but Rebecca’s pink nipples were surprisingly much larger, with areolae having a diameter about 3 inches wide. Rebecca’s body was less wide at the hips than Sandy’s, and her ass was slim but shapely. The red hair on Rebecca’s head matched her public bush.

The visual impressions I was enjoying as Sandy and Rebecca stripped were accompanied by the psychological narrative I was reading in their micro-expressions and other subtle bodily signs, including their sex pheromones. To get some idea of what I’m talking about, imagine that you were watching a couple of beautiful white women naked before you. Now imagine that a pair of movie projectors were playing a slightly different silent film on each woman’s body. Those movies each told a story in images and words of what the woman was thinking and feeling emotionally. That’s what it was like for me as I read the subtle psychological states of Sandy and Rebecca while they stripped for me.

The film narrative I was seeing was partly erotic and partly not. I saw how each woman felt about her own body, which was a mixture of pride and insecurity. I saw their deep desire for me, which the Love Pill was already pushing beyond mere sexual attraction and into real love and irrevocable attachment. I saw the fear Sandy and Rebecca had that I might prefer one of them over the other, and I would send the loser away. That fear was like a boulder in the path that lay ahead of us. A little jealousy is ok. Fear is not. I had to clear that boulder out of the way immediately, because the Love Pill effects were not temporary. It caused a woman to fall in love with me permanently. I wanted that. But I did not want to break any hearts.

Sandy and Rebecca had finished stripping. They both gazed at me with unrestrained ardor and hope for what I might do with them. I was naked now myself. I stepped up to them. I embraced and kissed Sandy, and then Rebecca. I said “You two are the most beautiful women. I want to fuck your brains loose and send you into total bliss. And ... uhh ... I also want to tell you something. I love you both. I do. And I know you love me. Sure, it seems crazy that it can happen this quickly.” I looked into Rebecca’s green eyes now. “Especially with you Rebecca, since we just met. But I need to tell you both: I will never abandon you. You belong to me body and soul, right?”

Sandy and Rebecca quickly responded simultaneously “Yes, Master!”

I smiled. “Right. Good. Sandy. Rebecca. You are my most precious possessions. I will never leave you. I will never reject you. I will take good care of you. And you will serve me completely, constantly, forever. Right?”

The look on the faces of Sandy and Rebecca was beyond sweet. It moved my heart. They teared up. They kissed me over and over while practically babbling their gratitude and relief that I had said what I said. This sort of broke the erotic mood. But only for a moment. It was the moment when I pushed the boulder of fear from their hearts. As soon as their feat of potential rejection had been ejected from the path of our relationship, Sandy and Rebecca turned into the most energetic and self-giving lovers I had ever had. In fact, their performance for the rest of the night was beyond amazing. It was like they had combined all of the deep romantic love and all of the uninhibited sexuality possible for woman into a single package. They made my dreams come true!

Rebecca dropped to her knees and took my dick into her mouth. She was an amazing cocksucker. Her lips, tongue, mouth, and throat worked wonders. As she did her wondrously dirty deed, Rebecca was obviously unable to speak. Sandy handled that part. “Master” she said “I will do anything for you. Anything you wish. I’m sure Rebecca will too.” At this point, Rebecca hummed her assent, which I felt in my penis as much as I heard it with my ears. Sandy continued, saying “I know I was a bad lover before; I denied you access to my ass. You can have it now. Tonight. Tomorrow. Any time you want it. If you want to have nothing but anal sex with me for the rest of my life, I am totally ok with that. Even though I’ve never done it, and even though I’m afraid it will hurt and be nothing but pain, I’ll still do it forever if you want.”

Rebecca continued to suck me prodigiously as I replied to Sandy. “I am going to fuck you up the ass, Sandy. But I’m also going to eat your pussy. You have a most delicious cunt. And I’m going to fuck your cunt, too. And your mouth.” I patted Rebecca on the head. “Just like red here, blondie: you’ll be on your knees tonight, worshipping me with your mouth.”

Sandy smiled brightly at this. I had been reading her micro-expressions during the entirety of her little speech. She had been absolutely sincere in everything she said. Of course, this didn’t mean she would really do everything she said, like limiting herself to nothing but anal sex for the rest of her life. But in this moment, she was really feeling like she should and would do that to please me. I was delighted and completely turned on simply to hear Sandy’s statement of utter sexual submission!

I grabbed Rebecca by the hair and gently tugged her head away from my cock. “Very good, Sandy. And very good, Rebecca. Now I want you to switch places. It’s time that Sandy worshipped her Owner with her mouth.”

Sandy gave me a quick kiss before she dropped to her knees and started sucking my dick. Rebecca rose to her feet and kissed me passionately. The experience of kissing a woman who had just been sucking my dick is nothing new to me. What was new was my extreme sensitivity to smells, tastes, and human sex pheromones. Rebecca’s mouth and breath were redolent of my own male odors mixed with her female ones, which made for a strangely erotic combination.

This made me curious about the taste of Rebecca’s cunt. I already knew that Sandy’s blonde cunt tasted really good. So I directed Rebecca to lay down on the bed with her legs spread. I told Sandy to move onto the bed with me and position herself so she could continue giving me a blowjob while I tasted Rebecca. Both women had pure white skin, but Rebecca’s was moon-white while Sandy’s was more pinkish. The regions of skin on Rebecca that never saw the sun were almost translucent: I could see traces of her blood vessels beneath the skin. And with my heightened Master Pill senses, I noticed how the pulsing of her blood was connected to the beating of her heart and her breathing, in patterns of time delay. Rebecca’s red pubic bush and pinkish pussy smelled like a rose garden of erotic delight. I kissed and licked my way around her snatch, enjoying her unique flavor. At the same time, Sandy was worshipping my cock with her mouth so eagerly that it indicated her complete willingness and even desire for me to cum in her mouth. Maybe I would do that later. But right now, I had decided for fuck Rebecca’s cunt first.

I grabbed Sandy’s blonde hair and gently pulled her mouth off my dick. Then I directed her to come and lay next to Rebecca, but with Sandy’s modest, pink-nippled breasts positioned so I could easily suck them. I moved up and kissed Rebecca while at the same time rubbing the head of my cock up and down on her moist pussy. Then I rubbed it against her clit briefly before plunging my dick into her eagerly waiting cunt.

The look on Rebecca’s face when I penetrated her was amazing. I saw many micro-expressions flit by in rapid succession: desire, fear, discomfort, pleasure, and more. The sensations she experienced during our initial copulation were much more complex and nuanced than I had ever suspected previously.

I noticed a difference in Sandy, too. Since she and I had had sex many times before during our previous dating relationship, I thought I knew what to expect. But I was pleasantly surprised at how different she was now that Sandy was under the influence of the Love Pill and I had the commanding position given me by the Master Pill. As I fucked Rebecca, Sandy held her breasts close to me so I could suck them. At the same time, Sandy stroked my hair and cooed lovely words of devotion and desire for me. She promised she would always do anything I wanted. She promised to help me have sex with Rebecca and any other women I might want. Sandy also promised to help me obtain other women if I wanted them.

Not to be outdone, Rebecca began repeating some of Sandy’s phrases. But poor Rebecca was having a hard time saying anything coherent. Her sex-addled brain couldn’t maintain a coherent series of thoughts. Every time she started trying to repeat something Sandy had said, the poor redhead devolved into erotic moans and grunts as I pummeled her pretty pussy into submission. Rebecca began to buck and cry out as a series of orgasms shook her body like pounding waves.

It was marvelous. And highly stimulating for me. I had to restrain myself from shooting my load straight into the redhead’s cunt. I wanted to save myself for more action, so I slowed my thrusting to a halt. Rebecca kissed my face repeatedly. In between each kiss, she told me how much she loved me. As the sex-fog in her brain began to clear, Rebecca spoke more coherently. She pledged, as had Sandy, to always do anything I wanted, to help me have sex with Sandy and any other women I might want, and to help me obtain other women I might want.

I was slightly puzzled about this newly expressed willingness by both women to help me get other women, given the fact that they were both suffering from jealousy not too long ago. Then I realized that my promise to them a little while ago seemed to have switched something in their minds. I had promised to never leave them, or to reject them. I promised to take good care of them. And I had them express agreement that they would serve me completely, constantly, forever.

Hearing that from me and agreeing to it had done something to their psyches. The Love Pill had turned them into my permanent loves and servants. My promise to them had assured the girls of my mutual attachment to them. This had dissolved their jealousy and turned it into fidelity. What’s more, it had made them conceive of the notion that the best way to serve me sexually and in every other way was to help me obtain as many lover sex-slaves as I might desire.

These thoughts ran rapidly through my mind during the few seconds it took to with draw my penis from Rebecca, and then gently direct Rebecca to go down on me while Sandy lay on her back in the spot where Rebecca had been. I gave Sandy oral sex even though she didn’t need it, as she was already quite wet. I ate her out because already knew how good Sandy tasted, and I loved tasting her twat again. I let Rebecca suck my dick clean of her secretions before I pulled out of her mouth and entered Sandy’s golden-topped pussy. Sandy’s cunt was as delightful as ever, but even more-so now that I was so exquisitely sensitive to her every reaction to our lovemaking.

Since I had had experience fucking Sandy before, I could compare the old experience with the new. Now I was much more sensitive to the rhythm of Sandy’s hips, the way she moved her hands over my body, the precise pressure of her lips on mine, the pace of her breathing, and a host of tiny muscle movements throughout her entire bodily frame. The total effect of the awareness was very positive for me. I felt like I knew Sandy much more—and understood her reactions much better—than I ever had before.

Our lovemaking brought Sandy to the same oceanic series of orgasms that I had given Rebecca. This was also new, because Sandy had never been multi-orgasmic before in my experience (not with me or with anyone, according to what she herself had told me about her sexual experiences before we ever got together). Once again, as with Rebecca, I chose not to cum inside Sandy’s cunt. And the reason why was very specific: I intended to fuck Sandy’s big fat ass tonight. That’s what I was saving myself for.

I dismounted from Sandy and lay beside her, with Rebecca on my other side. Both women snuggled up against me, kissing me, and thanking me, and praising me, and professing their undying love for me. I bathed in their kisses and soaked in their love.

I eventually dozed for a short while in our triple embrace. Then I said to Sandy “I think it’s time I took your ass. First, I want you to clean yourself thoroughly down there. Draw a short bath and soak your big beautiful bottom. When you come back to bed, I want you clean and fresh, so I can lick your pretty bottom before I fuck it.”

Sandy beamed with happiness at having received these instructions or commands from me. She thanked me before going off to do as I had told her. As soon as Sandy was in the bathroom and the water was running, Rebecca leaned close to me and spoke in a low voice that Sandy could not hear. “Do you want to sodomize me too, Master?” she asked.

I asked, “Have you ever had anal sex before?”

“No, Master” Rebecca answered. She was wide-eyed and willing. Everything about her facial expression, the tone of her voice, and her body language showed that Rebecca was ready to take my dick up her ass at a moment’s notice.

I kissed her on the lips. “I do want to buttfuck you Rebecca” I said. “But not right away. I’ve been wanting to sodomize Sandy for over a year. I have to do her before I do you. And I promise I will do you, eventually.”

Rebecca’s smile beamed. “Thank you, Master!” she said. We hugged and kissed. I fondled her breasts and then began sucking on them. Rebecca cooed with pleasure.

Sandy returned to bed. “Where do you want me, Steve?” she asked. I looked at her. Sandy was an open book to me. She was completely willing to do this sex act that she had always refused before. Yet she was also afraid. But not afraid in some of the ways I had previously believed her to be. She was afraid of pain and discomfort in her asshole, of course. But she was also afraid of disappointing me. She was afraid that this dirty act might cause me physical harm. Her concern was sweet and endearing.

“Sandy, darling” I said before giving her a kiss “this will be good for you and for me. You will learn a lot about yourself by submitting to be sodomized by your Owner, your Master. You will also see how much it pleases me to fuck you up the ass. And that will make you happy, because your body makes me happy.” I showed her where to position herself on the bed. I kissed her big fat ass cheeks over and over. Then I told her to spread her cheeks for me. While she did so, I told Rebecca to go down on me and suck my dick again.

Sandy’s pink anus was clean and tight. For the first time, I touched it without her becoming upset and pushing me away. I kissed and licked the pretty entrance to her back door. I felt her body respond and sensed her own surprise at its response. Sandy was actually enjoying this. I continued licking Sandy’s anus while Rebecca sucked my dick. The musculature of Sandy’s anus relaxed and softened. My tongue began darting inside her back door. That’s when I knew she was ready.

I grabbed a tube of lube from the nightstand drawer. I slathered some on my dick and some on and inside Sandy’s asshole. Then I climbed atop the big-assed blonde and positioned the head of my penis against her anus. Leaning close to her ear, I said “Beg me to buttfuck your fat ass, bitch.”

Sandy looked at me sideways. Her blue eyes showed both fear and excitement. She said softly but clearly “Please buttfuck my fat ass, Master.”

After hearing that, I plunged in. Only the head of my dick at first, so Sandy had time to adjust. She needed it. Her anal sphincter tightened immediately after my dick violated her anal boundary. “Relax and loosen up, Sandy. It’ll be easier for you that way. I’m not going to stop, no matter what. Your ass is mine and I’m going to fuck it. You’ll enjoy this much more if you cooperate. But even if you don’t, you’re getting buttfucked anyway, bitch.”

I felt Sandy’s anus relax at a little. By this time, Rebecca had moved up on the bed so her face was level with Sandy’s. Rebecca’s green eyes looked up at me. “How may I serve you, Master?” she asked.

“For now, just keep your tits where I can suck them while I buttfuck Sandy” I said. “Maybe later I’ll change my mind about how to use you tonight.”

Rebecca gazed at me with raised eyebrows. She and I both knew that I was alluding to the possibility of having anal sex with her tonight too, even though I had dismissed the immediate possibility of that just a few minutes ago. Rebecca gave me a wicked smile. I kissed her. She kissed me back passionately.

Slowly but surely, thrusting in a little further on each stroke, my dick was working its way deeper and deeper into Sandy’s virgin asshole. The big-assed blonde’s rectum was tight and smooth. Her body shivered from a combination of fear, pain, and pleasure as my dick expanded her asshole. Sodomizing Sandy was even better than I had hoped it would be!

I ravaged the pretty blonde’s ass with wild abandon. My thrusts were fast, hard, and deep. Her fat ass cheeks made perfect bumpers for my hips. The muscles of her anus and rectum gripped my cock and then released it in spasms. I thrilled at the feeling as sheer dominance over the quivering flesh of my former girlfriend and now sex-slave. Sandy’s tenderly protected asshole was now being ravaged like there was no tomorrow. And I was loving every minute of it!

In a gradual sea change, Sandy began to love it too. I could feel the change in her. This is what I had hoped for. I had been sure that I could get Sandy to accept my dick in her ass. I hadn’t been sure that I could get her to like it. But like it she did, at last. Now I had one more goal for Sandy. I leaned down and whispered in her ear. “You will orgasm immediately after I do. Understand?”

Sandy grunted, then turned her head slightly. “Yes, Master” she said and then moaned.

I redoubled my pounding of Sandy’s big, fat ass. My dick when deeper inside her rectum than ever before. I felt my orgasm approaching. I could tell that Sandy sensed it too. Even Rebecca, lying to my left, seemed to feel it in me. She began kissing me over and over while telling me how much she loved me and wanted to make me happy. I kissed her back, then grabbed one of her tits. She followed along, moving her breasts closer to my face. I sucked and bit each one. And then it happened: My orgasmic explosive ejaculation irrupted inside Sandy’s asshole. I shot a hot wad of cum deep into Sandy’s formerly forbidden nether region. Immediately after I had deposited my load inside her, Sandy bucked and cried out with pleasure as she, too, had a wild orgasm of great intensity.

I lay down on Sandy’s back, my energy spent. Sandy murmured her love and thanks and eternal devotion to me as my deflating penis gradually contracted out of her ravaged asshole. I kissed her face, then told Rebecca to make room before rolling off Sandy to lie between my two beautiful sex slaves.

Both girls kissed me and hugged me and loved me with their bodies, words, hearts, and minds. I let them snuggle their heads on my shoulders. Then we all fell into a deep, relaxing sleep that lasted until dawn. And that’s when our next round of lovemaking began... 

	
	
	

Chapter 3


	
What was I thinking?

What was I thinking when I set out to develop the Love Pill and its controlling complement, the Master Pill? I was thinking that I wanted to remove the uncertainties, inefficiencies, and compromises from the whole man/woman dating and mating deal. I wanted to be able to pick my woman and get her, no questions asked, and no compromises necessary. If I wanted her and could get close enough to her to administer some form of the Love Pill (solid, liquid, or aerosol), I would have her, guaranteed. And that certainly worked, the very first time out. Only instead of getting just the single young woman I originally targeted, my ex-lover Sandy, I got Sandy plus her friend Rebecca. That seemed wonderful at the time! Now I’m having second thoughts.

What was I thinking when I brought Sandy and Rebecca back to my apartment? I was thinking that for the first time in my life I would be having sex with two beautiful women at once. That’s every guy’s dream, right? Really, truth to tell, there was very little thinking involved. I mean zero, zilch. My dick was doing all the thinking. And Mr. Dick said, “Damn the consequences, full speed ahead!” Now I’m wondering if I should have thought about the consequences before taking both women to bed at the same time.

What was I thinking when I told Sandy that I was finally going to fuck her up the ass no matter what? I was certainly thinking that my desire to have anal sex with her would finally be satisfied. Even though Rebecca quickly offered me her ass as well, I never imagined that this could become a problem. What could be bad about having anal sex with blonde Sandy and redhead Rebecca on the same night? I hadn’t considered the growing evidence I had already been seeing that the two women were already competing for my favor.

What was I thinking when Sandy and Rebecca started competing for my favor by trying to give me totally unrestricted and very frequent access to anal sex with each of them? At first, I thought: Great! It’s a wonderful boost to a guy’s ego when two beautiful young women are each trying to sell him on using their asses for his pleasure with no limits. But there’s only so much backdoor action that one guy can handle. I did sodomize Sandy, and then later Rebecca last night. It was great the first time with each. It was really good the second time, too. But by the fifth time of fucking their reddened, sore, stretched and gaping assholes, I was getting pretty tired of their pretty asses.

And what was I thinking when I imagined that I was ready to manage a harem? Possessing more than one beautiful woman at a time is a dream for men like me. Managing personnel issues in a harem of jealous, backbiting females turned out to be more like a nightmare. I had imagined them serving me like their king. I never imagined I’d have to be managing them like a herder of cats.

Those were among the many similar thoughts that ran through my mind as I lay in bed on the morning after the night before. The night before had been a dream come true of utter sexual fulfillment. The morning after was punctuated by the sounds of breaking crockery and screaming women coming from the kitchen of my one-bedroom apartment.

After I had had morning sex with both Sandy and Rebecca, each woman had tried to get the other to go make coffee and prepare breakfast while the other woman stayed in bed with me. Sandy said Rebecca should prepare breakfast. Rebecca said Sandy should do it. Finally, just to end the argument, I sent them both off to make breakfast. At the time, I deemed this to be a decision of Solomonic wisdom, even though I would have preferred to get a long, slow post-coital blowjob from one woman while the other fixed breakfast. But, no matter, I thought. There will be plenty of time for more sex after breakfast. Now I wasn’t so sure. Why?

CRASH! Came the sound of breaking crockery from the kitchen. Then came the sound to two women yelling and screaming at one another. CRASH!

I leapt out of bed and reached for my bathrobe. Running into the kitchen, I saw a scene that was even worse than I’d feared. Not only had the girls broken plates and coffee cups, they were wrestling with one another amidst the broken debris. “Stop!” I yelled while rushing forward to separate them. Fortunately, the Master Pill had given me ultimate control over both women. Upon hearing my command, Rebecca and Sandy froze in place, hands around one another’s throats. They looked at me with the strangest combination of deference towards me and fierce, competitive anger towards one another. The storm clouds of emotion racing across their faces as micro-expressions were more tumultuous and more dramatic than any I’d seen thus far.

My first thoughts upon reading those expressions was ‘This is not good. Not good at all. We’re in some deep shit here.’

I ordered Sandy and Rebecca to come into the living room with me. The girls were dressed only in their panties and the t-shirts I had given them. I told Sandy and Rebecca to sit down. They chose chairs on opposite sides of the room. I stood in the middle of the room, looking first towards one girl, and then towards the other.

“What happened here?” I asked.

Rebecca and Sandy sat with arms crossed, staring daggers at one another. I read their micro-expressions and smelt their pheromones. This situation was far more heated and dangerous than I had imagined. Each woman wanted me for herself and might do anything — ANYTHING! — to get her way. I quickly made a mental note to hide the kitchen knives and remove the cartridges from my gun.

All of my thinking happened within the first 5 seconds, before either woman spoke. As soon as they started speaking, it was pandemonium all over again. Sandy and Rebecca talked over one another in sentence fragments and spiteful slurs, their voices constantly rising in volume and pitch. They gesticulated wildly at one another as they nearly spit out their words.

It became apparent to me very quickly that whatever they were saying was irrelevant. Only their emotions and unconstrained competitiveness were significant.

“Enough!” I yelled. “Silence!”

Sandy and Rebecca stopped immediately. The room was utterly silent as both women looked towards me. Their formerly angry expressions softened a little as they looked at me, their Master. Yet they were clearly still agitated and spoiling to fight one another.

I had no idea what to do. There was no time to develop a careful plan. I would have to improvise.

“Take off your clothes” I commanded. Rebecca and Sandy smiled at me, ignoring one another. Sitting in their chairs, they pulled the t-shirts over their heads, and then pulled down their panties. As soon as they were completely naked, I said “Crawl to your Master on hands and knees.”

Again, this made them smile. Their faces expressed nothing but happiness at having been ordered to crawl to me. Debasing themselves before their Master was a positive for them. I made a mental note of this fact. It should come in handy later.

After crawling over to me, I said “Sandy. Rebecca. Kiss the feet of your Owner.”

Again, both women smiled before following my command. I felt their warm lips pressed against my bare feet over and over as my blonde slave and my redheaded slave worshipped their Master.

I opened my bathrobe. “Worship my penis with your mouths. Begin by licking it up and down from both sides. Then take turns putting it into your mouth and sucking it. Show me you can cooperate in oral worship of your Master” I said.

This presented more of a challenge for the jealous women. They could easily lick me simultaneously. But they had to figure out a way to cooperate if they were each to suck me as I had commanded them to. Sandy was on my left and Rebecca on my right. Both women began licking my dick from their own side, tongues working hard to pleasure me. I noticed immediately that Rebecca and Sandy tried to avoid looking at one another. I allowed them to lick for a little longer, and then said “Now it’s time to suck. You girls figure out how to take turns.”

Sandy and Rebecca stared into one another’s eyes briefly. Then both women made a rush to be the first to suck me. In the process, they bumped heads. I saw immediately that their anger was about to flash again, so I quickly grabbed each of them by their head and pulled them back away from one another. “Stop!” I yelled. Then I pulled Sandy roughly by the hair and pushed her lips against my dick. She immediately opened her mouth and began sucking me gratefully. I did not want to reward her though; she didn’t deserve it. I grasped her blonde hair in both hands and forced her head to me, shoving my dick down her throat. The beautiful blonde gagged and choked but did not resist. I held her tight for 15 seconds before releasing her to breathe. Sandy coughed and took several quick breaths. Then I grabbed Rebecca’s red hair and gave her the same treatment, leaving her breathless and drooling.

I grabbed them both by the hair again. “Come with me” I said as I dragged them (with as much gentleness as possible, giving them time to keep pace with me) back to my bedroom. I threw Rebecca down on the bed. “Lay on your back and spread your legs, bitch” I commanded. The green-eyed redheaded beauty smiled at me, grateful to be commanded by her Owner. Then I pulled Sandy with me onto the bed. I pressed my face to Rebecca’s hot red snatch and began licking her vagina and clitoris.

“Oooo!” Rebecca moaned with pleasure. “Thank you, Master!”

Then I stopped giving Rebecca oral sex. I turned my face to Sandy and kissed her, making a point of my tongue to enter her mouth. She allowed this, of course. But her body language and micro-expressions made it clear that she resented having the taste of Rebecca in her mouth. After ending our kiss, I commanded Sandy “Eat Rebecca’s cunt. Do it!”

The look of horror mixed with anger on Sandy’s face was something I had never seen while in my new state of heightened sensitivity. This combination of emotions produced some rather strange side effects, which I read in Sandy. I made a note for future experiments to see if this combination might be useful for my purposes.

Sandy reluctantly but dutifully began lapping at Rebecca’s cunt. The redhead liked this. Her facial expression was like the cat that had eaten the canary. Except Rebecca was the one being eaten by her female foe.

I moved behind Sandy and positioned her hips and legs to expose her cunt. Then I began lapping at her vagina and clitoris. This wasn’t easy in the present position, but I didn’t expect to be doing it for too long. Even a little was good though, because Sandy’s cunt was exceptionally tasty.

Sandy stopped eating Rebecca’s cunt. She turned to face me. “Thank you, Master!” she said with a bright smile. Then she resumed her dutiful licking of Rebecca. After I had lapped at Sandy’s snatch enough to get enough of her juices into my mouth, I withdrew, and then climbed onto the bed, bringing my face next to Rebecca’s. I kissed her passionately, sharing the taste Sandy’s sweet golden snatch with the redhead.

I then moved back behind Sandy. I positioned her hips and then slipped my dick into her already moist pussy. I began fucking Sandy, steadily going deeper and deeper. Sandy was overjoyed to be fucked by her Owner, even if she did have to lap at Rebecca’s cunt at the same time.

Rebecca’s face showed very little pleasure from the actions of Sandy’s tongue, and a lot of jealousy that I was fucking Sandy instead of her. We three continued in this configuration for several minutes. I made careful note of the body language and sexual moans from each woman. Sandy was clearly having the better time of it. Now it was time to switch.

I pulled my dick out of Sandy’s cunt. In a commanding voice, I said “I want both you whores on your knees before me again. Lick and suck and do it better than before.”

The blonde and redhead were soon kneeling at their Master’s feet. They lapped at my dick, which was now redolent of Sandy’s sweet cunt. “Now take turns sucking me” I said. This time, to my great relief and equal surprise, Sandy sat on her heels and allowed Rebecca to suck me first. This was progress! Rebecca took my dick into her mouth and sucked me skillfully. I allowed her to enjoy herself by pleasuring me with her mouth for a couple of minutes, then I commanded the girls to switch. Rebecca immediately withdrew my penis from her mouth and sat on her heels. Sandy began sucking like a well-practiced whore (which she never was, but is learning). After allowing Sandy some minutes of joy sucking her Owner, I commanded her to stop and climb onto the bed and spread her legs. She followed my command, clearly sensing where all this was heading next.

I commanded Rebecca to start lapping Sandy’s cunt. The redhead obeyed with considerably less reluctance than Sandy had under similar circumstances a little while ago. Rebecca was delighted that, as she licked Sandy’s clit and slit, I lapped at the redhead’s cunt, getting her even wetter than she was already. Then I positioned myself behind Rebecca, who instantly arranged her body to ease my entry into her pussy. I began fucking Rebecca while she ate Sandy’s cunt.

I fucked Rebecca to a powerful orgasm, that had her practically screaming into Sandy’s cunt. Without missing a beat, I made the girls switch places. While Sandy plowed her face into Rebecca’s sopping cunt, I fucked Sandy’s cunt, and also shoved a finger up her big fat ass, probing and wiggling it inside her. In combination with the thrusting of my dick, this brought Sandy to an orgasm even more powerful than Rebecca’s.

I withdrew from Sandy’s cunt and commanded my slaves. “On your knees, slaves! Suck me off but don’t swallow. Whoever makes me cum in her mouth must share it with the other.”

Rebecca and Sandy were both smiling and fuck-drunk from the orgasms I just gave them. They moved as if in slow motion, getting down on their knees before their Owner. Each woman took her turn sucking my dick. I decided when one woman was done and when the other should start. Before too long I had grabbed Rebecca by her long red hair and begun fucking her mouth while her tongue and throat served my pleasure. I came in her mouth, with a grunt and a yell.

After the last of my cum had entered her mouth, Rebecca pulled her head back and moved closer to Sandy. The blonde leaned back and opened her mouth while the redhead loomed above her. Rebecca opened her mouth and released a stream of cum into Sandy’s mouth, keeping some of it for herself. Then they both swallowed.

I smiled as my two slaves. “There. Isn’t that better?”

Sandy and Rebecca smiled at me. “Yes, Master!” they said in unison.

	
	
	

Chapter 4


	I knew my problems weren’t over. I had managed to deal with the jealousy issue between Sandy and Rebecca over me, but the problem was merely being managed; it had yet to be solved. I wasn’t even sure it was solvable. The roots of sexual jealousy run deep in human beings. There are excellent evolutionary reasons why jealousy should exist: it causes competition that furthers the interests of our “selfish” genes. Even so, human societies have found ways to manage sexual jealousy through institutions like marriage and religion. If America allowed legal polygamy, I could marry both Rebecca and Sandy, and then use the social institutions that support legal polygamy to help me keep my women in check. But polygamy is illegal in these United States. And I wasn’t interested in joining some renegade Mormon cult holed up in the middle of nowhere just to avail myself of their aids to plural marriage.

While I was pondering how to deal with the whole situation in the long term, I needed to manage somehow in the short term. To buy me some time to think, I assigned Sandy and Rebecca special duties that would keep them out of one another’s hair and out of mine. I had learned that Rebecca loved to cook. So I assigned her the duty of coming up with a week’s worth of dinner menus for the three of us, and then buying as many ingredients ahead of time as she could. Right now, Rebecca is back at her place, plowing through her collection of cookbooks. After that, she’ll go grocery shopping and bring everything back here to my apartment.

Sandy’s assignment is to look into new housing arrangements. When I took the Master Pill, I had not thought about the possibility that I might need bigger living quarters any time soon. But now that I have two women in my life who are utterly devoted to me and never want to let me out of their sight, I’ve got to find a bigger place for the three of us. Getting a bigger place around here could be pricey. Fortunately, I already knew that Sandy had inherited quite a bit of money from her grandfather’s estate. Sandy didn’t like to talk about this much, since she was not a spendthrift or a showoff. But now that Sandy is my personal property, her personal fortune also belongs to me. A small chunk of Sandy’s large inheritance will pay for a bigger place for all three of us.

With my two beautiful sex slaves out of my hair for the moment, I had time to ponder the larger problem in depth. I brewed some coffee, and then sat down at my desk with a blank sheet of paper and a pencil. As I drank coffee, I doodled. I wanted my mind to wander around the problem, rather than trying to attack it directly. My doodles went all over the place. I drew all sorts of silly stuff. Then a pattern began to emerge from all my doodlings. Over and over, the doodles ended up including three elements, or three bodies. This brought to mind the famous three-body problem in classical physics, which Isaac Newton had discovered in astronomy. This is the problem of determining the motion of three celestial bodies moving under no influence other than their mutual gravity. After centuries of looking for a general solution, scientists determined that no general solution of this problem (or the more general problem involving more than three bodies) is possible. In other words, over the long haul, such systems tend to become unpredictable and even, in the technical sense, chaotic.

That sounded like bad news for my prospects of managing my little harem. But then the proverbial ‘Ah-hah!’ lightbulb went off over my head. If it would be impossible for me, as the Master of my slaves Sandy and Rebecca, to control the future trajectory our trifold relationship in the long term, then it made no sense attempting to do so. Short-term and intermediate-term partial solutions were the best that anyone could do, even theoretically. But that’s not the core of my insight. In fact, my insight came from a completely different direction. Rather than trying to figure out how to manage two sex slaves knowing that it couldn’t be done, I realized that I could potentially benefit far more from INCREASING the number of women under my control. Paradoxically, although having three sex slaves to manage was hard, having more could actually be easier!

This sounds completely wrong, if you rely on simple intuition, which is why my insight was so startling. I quickly sketched a multi-body problem that looked something like our solar system with the sun at the center and planets orbiting around it. Many of the planets had moons orbiting around them. I labeled the sun as Steven. I labeled the two largest planets, Jupiter and Saturn, as Sandy and Rebecca. Astronomers know that Jupiter and Saturn have many moons apiece. At last count, Jupiter had 67 moons while Saturn had 62. (Most of these moons are quite tiny, and new ones seem to be discovered every few years.) In my drawing, I surrounded planets Rebecca and Sandy with dozens of little circles, each containing a question mark. I left the other planets unlabeled. Then I began to think about the logistics of managing a truly vast harem... 




Sandy and Rebecca retuned to my apartment within a few minutes of one another. Each was eager to tell me what she had accomplished. So eager, in fact, that they began competing for my attention again. I put a halt to that by enforcing a time rule: each girl had an allotted time to speak, then the other girl had a turn, and so on back and forth. Rebecca had time to describe one meal, then Sandy had time to describe one real estate possibility, then Rebecca told about another meal, and so on. I allowed 10 minutes for the whole thing. It was barely enough.

I praised both my slaves for their diligent efforts. Sandy and Rebecca soaked up my praise with radiant smiles like flowers in sunshine. Then it was my turn to speak about what I had been doing. I allotted myself unlimited time.

“Let me ask you bitches a question” I began. “Do you want to make your Owner happy?”

Sandy and Rebecca seemed shocked to hear such a silly question. “Of course we do” they both said nearly at the same time.

“Good” I responded. “Then tell me this: How many sex slaves do you think I would need to own to be happy?”

Now both girls looked troubled. I read their body language and micro-expressions. Both women understood that any specific numerical answer they gave was apt to be incorrect. Each one also wished that the answer was ‘one’ and that she was it. Yet they knew this answer to be incorrect, and so felt guilty about even entertaining it. Sandy rubbed her hands together nervously. Rebecca shifted uneasily in her chair.

I had mercy on them and asked a leading question. “Do you think I could possibly be satisfied with only two, even two as beautiful and sexy as yourselves?”

Each girl took what comfort she could from being described as beautiful and sexy, but knew exactly what I was implying.

“No, Master” Sandy said softly. “Two sex slaves are not nearly enough to make you happy.”

Not to be outdone by Sandy’s answer, Rebecca took the low road of self-abasement to curry favor with me. “We are just a couple of worthless whores, Master” she said with a pained expression on her face. “You need more and better than us.”

Sandy shot an angry look in Rebecca’s direction. Rebecca returned it with a wicked smile, as if to say ‘Topped ya, bitch!’

“You’re both right” I said quickly in order to keep the emotions of my two slaves in check. “You two cunts are not nearly sufficient. I’m in the process of drawing up long-term plans for a vastly larger harem. Most of the new women I am going to own will not live with me. They’ll maintain their own living arrangements but make themselves available to me any time I wish. You two bitches struck gold when you became my first sex slaves. You get to live with me...”

Sandy and Rebecca began jumping for joy, giggling and clapping. Until I finished my sentence.

“ ... just so long as you are on your best behavior. If any fights and breakage of my property as occurred this morning were to happen again, I’ll toss you both out on your ass.”

My threat to send them away was a deliberate test. I wanted to see how deep the Love Pill and Master Pill control really went.

It went even deeper than I had imagined. Upon hearing that they could be ejected from my harem for bad behavior, Sandy and Rebecca began wailing and begging and promising as if they stood with toes teetering on the edge of the abyss, where crumbling stone threatened to drop them into hell.

I stood up and raised my hand. “Silence!” I commanded. “Stop all this wailing. Take your clothes off and crawl to your Master. Beg for mercy.”

Rebecca and Sandy practically tore their clothing off, threw themselves on the floor, and crawled on hands and knees like obedient little bitches, begging for mercy all the way. When they reached me, they kissed my feet.

“That’s better” I said. “Now I have prepared a piece of paper for each of you with your name on it. They’re over there on the table. Pick up the pencil next to your paper and begin composing a list of the most attractive women and girls you know. Start with your own families. Sisters. Cousins. Nieces. Make the list as long as you can. Only include good-looking cunts. No dogs or losers. Next to each cunt’s name, give her age, physical attributes, and other salient facts. Go!”

Rebecca and Sandy thanked me, then stood up and rushed over to the table. I watch the naked redhead and blonde as they sat and began writing at a furious pace. Each woman kept stealing glances at the other’s paper, to see how many names she’d got so far.

I sat down at my desk and smiled with amusement. I sipped my coffee while my two naked sex slaves helped prepare the way for my harem to grow by leaps and bounds.

	
	
	

Chapter 5


	“There are at least two kinds of games: finite and infinite. Finite games are those instrumental activities - from sports to politics to wars - in which the participants obey rules, recognize boundaries and announce winners and losers. The infinite game - there is only one - includes any authentic interaction, from touching to culture, that changes rules, plays with boundaries and exists solely for the purpose of continuing the game.”

Finite and Infinite Games by James P. Carse

What kind of game am I playing with Sandy and Rebecca?

Finite? Infinite?

I am certainly exerting power over them by establishing rules. Their jealous competitiveness has created the prospect of winners and losers. I would have preferred to avoid that whole dynamic completely. Nevertheless, I am compelled by circumstances to referee or manage the whole game of their competition, since I can’t see any acceptable way to end it. So, in one sense, we are playing a finite game.

My preference, however, is to play an infinite game. I prefer a game of “authentic interaction, [of] touching ... that changes rules, plays with boundaries and exists solely for the purpose of continuing the game.” I want my Master/slave relationship with Rebecca and Sandy to go on infinitely. I don’t want it to end. I want to continue to own Sandy and Rebecca, to play with their boundaries, and to take them across one taboo barrier after another. I want to use Rebecca and Sandy for my pleasure—and in the course of so doing, to give them pleasure as well. The Love Pill has guaranteed that the happiness of my slaves is totally dependent on how happy they make me, as their Master. This is a game to be enjoyed infinitely.

These thoughts about finite and infinite games swirled in the background of my mind while Sandy and Rebecca were away working on the tasks I had assigned each of them. Sometimes these thoughts came to the fore, sometimes they retreated into the background again, as I reviewed the two lists that my slaves had prepared for me of the most attractive women and girls they knew. I had instructed the girls to begin their lists with their own families: sisters, cousins, and nieces, and then extend their list outward from there into larger and larger circles of white female humanity. This was all part of my plan to expand my harem enormously.

I knew that my plan was risky. But maybe no more risky than what I had already undertaken when I drugged Rebecca and Sandy with the Love Pill and brought them under my permanent control as the one man of the Master Pill.

First, I reviewed Sandy’s list and then Rebecca’s. I annotated each list with questions and comments in red ink. In some cases, I wanted a lot more information about the girls listed. In other cases, I simply struck a girl’s name off the list as obviously unsuitable. In a few cases, I circled a girl’s name and underlined it, adding very positive comments about her prospects as a future sex slave for my harem.

I put down my red pen. I rubbed the bridge of my nose. Something from Carse’s book Finite and Infinite Games was nagging at me. Some idea was floating beneath the surface of my conscious awareness, signaling at me. What was it?

I opened the book again to the chapter containing the quote I used as an epigraph for this chapter. Re-reading it, the following words (shown below in bold) suddenly stood out to me as if they were illuminated by red flashing lights: “The infinite game - there is only one - includes any authentic interaction, from touching to culture...”

Authentic interaction ... touching! That was it! Physical touch and authentic interaction. I suddenly realized that authentic interaction must nearly always be PRIVATE interaction. I had been having a lot of physical touching with Rebecca and Sandy, but only with both women at the same time. There had been no opportunity for me to touch each of them alone, just the girl and me, one-on-one. So, of course, without that there was no chance of having intimate, authentic communication either.

Touch was one of my specialties. Several years ago, I had taken a course in sensual massage techniques. I got pretty good at it. Women who received massages from me were always delighted.

I was also a really good talker and listener. That’s how I had first gotten Sandy to go out with me. I truly want to understand the people I related to. Maybe I hadn’t been as good as I thought I was, now that I can look back on my past from the unique vantage point of my Master Pill abilities to read micro-expressions, body language, and human pheromones almost like I read a book.

Anyway, I now knew exactly what I needed to do: I would set up private time for me to spend alone with each of my two sex slaves. I was eager to see what I might learn about each girl once I had her alone. You could say that I was about to schedule a couple of dates with the women I now owned, body and soul.

Now I had to decide which one to take first, Sandy or Rebecca? I weighed the advantages and disadvantages of each. On the one hand, I hadn’t massaged Rebecca before, so she would be new to the experience and I would not have any holdover memories either, which I would have with Sandy. So Rebecca and I would both be fresh. That might help me to discern the effects of the massage better than with a woman I already knew.

On the other hand, massaging a new girl might actually disguise some of the massage effects because I had no previous baseline to compare them to. Massage effects with a new girl might be peculiar to her, rather than being totally a result of my new Master Pill powers. This consideration ultimately proved decisive for me. Despite any minor advantages that might come from massaging Rebecca first, I decided that Sandy had to be number one in my massage roster.

I decided to spring my massage plan on them when we all sat down for lunch. I held it in reserve while we chatted amiably as we ate. Rebecca and Sandy were clearly trying to be on their best behavior, given my previous warning to them both. Neither girl wanted to be banished for bad behavior. Nevertheless, my Master Pill powers of observation and discernment revealed their residual jealousy just below the surface. I saw it in their body language, their too-precious, insincere smiles at one another, and in the discrepancy between the look in their eyes and their spoken words when talking to one another. I grant that both women were really trying their best to be good girls, nice girls, faithful sex slave girls obeying their Master’s instructions. But deep down they were still competing for my favor.

Over dessert and coffee, I sprang my massage plan on them. I explained to Sandy and Rebecca that each of them would be alone with me for one evening of massaging and sex. During that night, the other girl would stay in her own apartment. (It’s a good thing the three of us had not moved in together yet on a full-time basis.) I said “Sandy, you will spend tonight with me. Rebecca, you will spend tomorrow night. Any questions?”

I really didn’t care what questions they might ask, or even that they might not ask any. What I wanted to see was their reaction to being asked for questions. Sandy was trying so hard to be the good girl, the obedient slave. She smiled sweetly, because she was going first and because she did not want to question her Owner on anything he said. Rebecca, not to be outdone, tried to out-sweeten Sandy by acting even more submissive and self-sacrificing. She did ask a question. But during the two seconds it took her to frame her question, I foresaw her strategy in her micro-expressions and body language.

Rebecca patted Sandy on the hand and said “I’m glad you’re taking Sandy first, Master. She was your girlfriend before me. My only question is how I may serve you during the evening you’re spending massaging and fucking Sandy. Can I do some work for you? You haven’t told us yet which girls from our lists you wish to add to your harem. Can I go looking for even more? I’ll...”

Before Rebecca could say another word, I held up my hand and said “Stop! That’s enough, my darling Rebecca. I appreciate your offer. That’s a good, slavish thing to do. But for the night I spend with Sandy, I want you to simply go back to your apartment and work on your own things. We all have our own school work to do. I don’t want our new Master/slave relationship to negatively affect anyone’s coursework and grades.”

Rebecca drew her lips into a too-tight smile, nodded her head, and replied “Yes, Master.”

I nodded back. Then I turned to Sandy. “You and Rebecca clean up the lunch dishes. I’ve got some work to do on my computer. After you’re both done in the kitchen, go and do your own work. I’ll get my own dinner. You girls do the same. Afterwards, you come back here Sandy, while Rebecca does as I told her.”

Sandy smiled and expressed her gratitude and anticipation. She already knew how good my massages were. Now she would get to enjoy the massage from her new station in life as my utterly submissive slave. Both women followed my instructions to clean up after lunch and then went their own way for the afternoon.




When Sandy returned after dinner, she found my apartment romantically lit by candle light alone. I did not use scented candles, nor did I use any incense. Even my massage oil was fragrance free, smelling only faintly of coconut. I did not want any smells distracting me from Sandy’s natural female body fragrance and pheromones.

We embraced and kissed. Sandy said “Thank you for taking me first, Master. I promise to do everything I can to be worthy of you.”

Sandy began removing her clothing. I lounged in my bathrobe and watched her disrobe as I said “I’m sure you will, bitch. When we did this before, I would give you a massage first, and then you would suck my dick before we fucked. This time I want you on your knees first. Suck your Owner before he massages you.”

Sandy smiled brightly at this unexpected opportunity to demonstrate her slavish obedience. Stark naked now, she dropped to her knees and then crawled over to me on all fours. After she had positioned herself between my legs, Sandy sat back on her heels and opened my robe. Looking me in the eye, Sandy spoke with complete sincerity when she said, “Thank you for giving me this opportunity to worship you with my mouth, Master.”

I smiled. This sort of sincere slavish obedience is exactly what I had hoped for from the Love Pill!

Sandy licked my dick on all sides for a few seconds. Then without using her hands, she engulfed my penis with her mouth. I watched my pretty blonde sex slave suck her Owner while she gazed at me with her beautiful blue eyes. Sandy tried to maintain eye contact with me as much as she could. However, some of her sucking required taking my dick deep into her mouth and then into her throat. I looked down at her as she went down on me and my dick went down her throat. I grabbed Sandy’s long blonde hair and held her head tight.

“This is how you worship your Owner, my pretty slave” I said. Then I pulled her head tightly against me, sending my dick even deeper down her gullet. She gagged. I smiled.

Releasing my grip, I allowed Sandy to suck me a while longer before calling an end—or at least a pause—to her oral ministrations. “Now it’s time for your massage, Sandy. Let’s go to my bed.”

Sandy knew the routine. She lay down on her belly with her arms and legs spread wide. I began at her feet. Although I do not have a foot fetish, I do have the experiential knowledge to understand how important feet are. I began massaging Sandy’s feet, one at a time, pressing hard against the soles with my thumbs and then my knuckles, to work out the tension. I started at the heel and pressed on towards the toes. After repeating this process several times, I gently wiggled her toes. I repeated this for both feet.

I am very good at foot massage. I know how to make a woman melt simply by giving her my full energy and attention there on her feet. But this time was different. My enhanced Master Pill-powered senses were revealing an entirely new dimension to this body-work. I was already used to hearing sighs of contentment from Sandy (and other women I had massaged). This time, I heard those sighs in a new way, with many layers of emotion and bodily response from head to toe. I could see Sandy visibly relaxing in all her muscles as I worked on her feet. Her sighs conveyed emotions of happiness and certain other fleeting impressions that I was having a hard time fully comprehending. Although my senses and insight had improved vastly, these new impressions from Sandy seemed to be of a deeper order and higher frequency than any I’d noticed before. I wasn’t sure what to make of them at first. In fact, I was almost afraid of what they seemed to be and to mean: I felt like I was listening to Sandy’s inchoate thoughts at a deep, pre-verbal level. These were not thoughts that could be expressed in neat, grammatical sentences. They seemed to be as much emotions as thoughts. And I had the uncanny feeling that these thought-emotions were opening a new door for me to access Sandy at a much deeper level than I ever had before. I was almost afraid of what I would find there, and the power it would give me over her.

I decided to set these concerns aside as I continued the massage. After I had finished relaxing the soles of Sandy’s feet, I moved up to her calves. As I massaged them, I also kissed them. Her calve muscles were strong, and so required more pressure than her feet did. I gave them what they needed. As I did so, I continued detecting thought-emotions from Sandy, but of a new type. These seemed to be muscle memories of athletic events she had participated in. Images of softball games, tennis, swimming flashed through my mind as I worked on Sandy’s calves.

The knees came next. Front and back, I loosened the tension there by moving the kneecap slightly back and forth and side to side. The knees are delicate, so I pressed lightly. More thought-emotions rose up. These were related to stresses and strains and minor injuries Sandy had experienced while playing softball and tennis. Rapid-fire images flashed through my mind. I felt like I was watching Sandy play sports, but from behind her own eyes. I was literally seeing flash-quick scenes from Sandy’s point of view.

Then came her thighs. These muscles are the largest and strongest in most women, and Sandy was no exception. Thigh muscles require deep pressure and kneading motions. As I worked on her thighs, I continued to see more sporting scenes from Sandy’s past. I heard slight grunting sounds from her, followed by sighs of relaxation as the muscles released their tension under my ministrations.

Having finished loosening up the muscles of Sandy’s legs, I moved up to the big white hemispheres of her enormous ass. At last, I had finally reached an area of Sandy’s anatomy that turned me on sexually. I bent down and kissed her beautiful, snow-white buttocks, nibbling gently on each butt cheek as my hands caressed them. Sandy began to respond to my eroticism. I felt her flesh quiver, heard her breathing change in depth and pattern, and noticed her female pheromones exuding sexual arousal. I addressed each of Sandy’s big butt cheeks one at a time with my hands and my mouth. The big muscles in that area of her body softened beneath my hands. I kneaded those globes of flesh with increasing passion. After I had given each of Sandy’s soft white butt cheeks a proper massaging, I spread them gently to expose what lay between them: the most private pink and wrinkly star of her rear entrance. I bent down and pressed my lips and tongue against Sandy’s lovely pink anus, kissing and licking it passionately. As I did this, I perceived more quick flash memories from Sandy. She was recalling her first experience of anal sex, which I had given her the other day.

I was startled by these perceptions. Sandy’s memory-images and feeling-perceptions showed me how she felt while having sex with me. Not even regular genital sex: anal sex. This was the sort of sex that Sandy had refused during our previous dating relationship. Now I was seeing things from Sandy’s point of view in short flashes of remembered feelings and bodily sensations of her first experience of anal intercourse. Sandy had been afraid of having her anus stretched and her rectum entered by me. It hurt! She had overcome her fear and allowed me to sodomize her because I wanted it and she wanted me to enjoy myself. Sandy had been completely subservient and submissive. The Love Pill ensured that. And yet, even the Love Pill could not eliminate the discomfort and outright pain that Sandy felt as my well-lubricated penis had penetrated her virgin asshole.

Even more startling than merely catching snippets of feelings from Sandy was seeing myself from her point of view. My male dominance had a definite cruel streak. In some sense I had always known this about myself. But I had never before known it from a woman’s point of view: what it felt like to be called a bitch and other dirty names while being fucked up the ass. I felt some empathy for Sandy now that I knew how it felt to be on the receiving end of the forcible desires and punishing sex enacted by a dominant male. Yet at the same time, my cruel streak was gratified to know what Sandy had been going through for my sake. I had the contradictory feelings of gentle sympathy and gratified sadism at the same time. Now I knew how much pain and humiliation Sandy had endured for my sake ... and I loved it!

So was I really a sadist? I had never thought of myself in such extreme terms. But maybe I had simply been refusing to acknowledge this truth about my real personality. Since I never liked the idea of using whips or bondage equipment on women, I had concluded that I was not truly a sadist. And yet I could not deny that I enjoyed knowing that Sandy felt pain and discomfort when I fucked her up the ass. That knowledge was gratifying to me.

I decided to set these thoughts aside for now and continue the massage. I placed my hands on the base of Sandy’s spine and lower back. Without putting direct pressure on her spine, my fingers moved to either side of it, pressing ever so gently side to side at each vertebra. Moving from the base of her spine to the base of her neck, I completed the first moves of her back massage. Then I spent a few moments on her ribs before moving to her shoulders. Then I climbed around on the bed and moved in front of her. I knelt there on the bed before her resting head, and began to apply strong pressure to her shoulders. People often store enormous amounts of tension there. I positioned myself so that I could really push hard into this flesh. To an outside observer, it might look brutal. To a person with a lot of shoulder tension, it is like releasing painfully coiled springs. Sandy gave joyful sighs of release.

Maybe that feeling of tension being released through apparent brutality was exactly what I imagined was going on when I fucked Sandy up the ass. She endured pain and discomfort to please me. And eventually she learned to take some pleasure from the experience. But now that I had been exposed to my own sadistic side, I could no longer be sure about my own motives. Had I been fooling myself before? And if so, was it by a little or a lot?

I continued to massage Sandy as these troubling thoughts beset me. I worked on her arms, neck, and head. With gentleness, I massaged her scalp and around her ears. Then I told her to turn over and lay on her back. I took a moment to admire the great beauty of Sandy’s pure white body, her pink nipples, her delightful golden cunt, and every bit of her from head to toe.

Now that massage of her back areas had already been done completely, there was only a little more to do. The musculature of the body front requires very little attention on most people. The only exception is the face.

I began with Sandy’s forehead. Going from the center of her forehead with both hands, my fingers moved towards her temples, and then back again; back and forth from temple to temple. Then I moved to the area around her closed eyes. I narrowed my focus to Sandy’s eyebrows, pressing first with my thumbs on either side of the bridge of her nose, and then moving outward across her eyebrows toward her temples. I did this several times. Then I moved down to her eye sockets. I did not press on her eyes at all. Instead, I kissed them. Then I pressed my fingertips on the bony area beneath each eye socket. I moved from the nose area toward the corners. I repeated this several times, before moving my fingers down towards her cheek bones, making a sharp turn to underscore each cheek. Then I returned to the start at the nose bridge and moved down towards the corners of her mouth. To finish up, I reached under her jawline and massaged from the chin to the hinge of the jaw.

During this whole latter part of the massage session, Sandy’s breathing and bodily tension were calm and balanced. I could not say the same for myself.

I mounted Sandy, pressing my erect penis against her already wet and ready pussy. I entered her easily. As I fucked Sandy, I could not help but think about the new revelations I had gotten during this massage session. I began to wonder and worry about what I might learn when I undertook to massage Rebecca.

I would soon find out.

	
		
