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A Remote Chance in Hell

by Kris P. Kreme

 


 


 


A sales rep for an electronics chain, Luke is
used to visiting tech conventions around the country, but it's one
in Hell, Michigan that might just truly corrupt him.

 


After a freak lightning strike surges through
the small TV in his room while testing out an inventor's remote
control, Luke passes out only to wake up with porn on the TV and a
porn sized dick in his pants.

 


Walked in on by the maid, he discovers that no
girl can resist it, their bodies and their minds twisting upon
laying eyes on it, becoming perverted porn versions of
themselves.

 


Is there a solution to all of this, or are the
odds of such a thing little more than A Remote Chance in
Hell?


 


A Remote Chance in Hell

by Kris P. Kreme

 


 


 


 


Everyone had a natural inclination
to like Luke, and he had been such an expert in sales and
promotions that even at the ripe old age of forty-two, an almost
unheard of age for gadgets and technology experts, there still was
no equal.

 


He’d risen up the ranks at Bust
Buy, the popular discount technology chain that was famous for
busting the bottom prices on everything gadget that one needed for
their home or daily life. He’d had a lot of success in life, and
other than a rocky marriage that left him a single father to a
nineteen year old son, Luke had no complaints.

 


All that said, Luke wasn’t sure
how to take it when the higher ups in corporate called in the favor
during one of the hottest ends to a summer in recent memory. After
all, when one called and said they needed you to go straight to
Hell, it usually wasn’t a friendly request.

 


It would seem that this year of
all years, with the heat even rising this far north, the little
town of Hell, Michigan had been chosen as the host location of Tech
Con 2016. Everyone who was anyone in the gadget and technology
business knew Tech Con. It was the place new vendors set up shop to
parade out the latest and greatest in electronics and inventions,
the site where businesses like Bust Buy could either latch onto
something seriously profitable for their coming fall season or
totally miss the boat on the next must have item for the
home.

 


Luke was the man to go, and nobody
questioned that, not even Luke. He just wasn’t all that sure about
how fun a trip to Hell would be, and regardless of how his trip
started, one thing became quite clear before the final day of Tech
Con. Luke may have had a fairly uneventful start to this particular
business trip but he was going to have one Hell of a
finish.

 


It was the last of the three day
Tech Con event and Luke had only just woken up when the rather
constant hammering on his hotel room door shook him nearly into
rolling right off the bed onto the floor.

 


Hell had proven quite misleading
so far, the weather actually pleasant if warm, the scenic nature
and trees surrounding the hotel holding the convention quite
relaxing if contrasting to the technology and electronics booths he
spent much of the days browsing. It was the first morning he’d
woken with any sort of uncomfortable feelings and the feelings he
had were anything but physical discomfort due to a bad mattress,
the annoyance at whoever was attempting to lightly beat the door
down just shy of enraging.

 


“What… what… sheesh, lighten up on
the knocking, man,” Luke harshly whispered, rubbing his eyes as he
opened his room door.

 


He was met eye to eye by a rather
odd looking man, costumed in what he only presumed had to be just
that, a costume. After all, even at the convention nobody wore lab
coats and crazy looking electric gizmos on their head like they
were playing the mad scientist in some late night cheese flick on a
bad cable channel.

 


“Luke… are you Luke Perry?” the
man excitedly shouted, reaching a hand out.

 


Luke yawned and rolled his eyes.
“The name’s Berry, Luke Berry. I’ve never been on TV.”

 


The crazy looking scientist with
the lab coat grinned and pushed his way into the hotel room. “You
can be though, anyone can. I’ve finally finished it, and it’s going
to change everything!” he practically squealed
excitedly.

 


“Finished what, geez, calm down,
try not to drain the entire pot of coffee next time you wake a guy
up at… at what time is it?”

 


“Eight in the morning, Mr. Luke,
it’s eight in the morning on the day everything will change for
Bust Buy. That’s who you work for, correct?”

 


Luke yawned again and rubbed the
sleep from his eyes, pulling a shirt from a nearby chair and
sliding it on. “Yeah… yeah, so what are you one of the vendors from
Tech Con?”

 


“Oh no, no sir, Mr. Luke,” the man
rather crazily said. “No, they wouldn’t let me in, something about
the fees or setting up the booths or having the proper safety
reports on my inventions. No, I looked up the visitation listing
and saw your name. You have a reputation for sales in technology
like no other.”

 


Luke was leaning over pulling on
some socks, still dizzy from being woken so suddenly. “Listen, if
you’re trying to market a new product, I gotta warn you, I’m really
not your man, er… sorry didn’t catch the name.”

 


“Max, Max Maximus,” the lab coat
man with the goofy electronic looking hat said.

 


Luke just raised an eyebrow. “Uh
huh, well as I was saying Mr. Maximus, I’m just a glorified sales
rep for Bust Buy. I check out new products, make my
recommendations, but it all comes down to the higher ups. Everyone
has their bosses ya know.”

 


“Oh yes, of course, Mr. Luke, but
you’re going to recommend my latest invention. I just know it, and
you’re the one I know will give it the best chance of success.
Everyone is going to want one of these!” he said quite
enthusiastically, reaching into his lab coat pocket and quite
proudly pulling out the most non-spectacular looking product Luke
had ever seen.

 


“Um…” Luke said as Max Maximus
nearly forced him to take the somewhat simple looking television
remote control.

 


He glanced at the one the man
handed him, looked over at the nearly identical one sitting on the
hotel room television, then returned his rather dull tired gaze
back at his morning visitor.

 


“I know what you’re thinking, Mr.
Luke, how could we ever have gotten along without one of these
wonders of modern technology?”

 


“Yeah, that isn’t exactly…” Luke
started to say.

 


“But the real question is how will
this invention change the future, change everything about our daily
lives, and the answer to that is going to truly blow your mind, Mr.
Luke!”

 


Luke stood there holding the
remote control, turning it over, looking at the back, then blinking
and rubbing his eyes as he tried to find any sign this wasn’t just
a remote from another hotel room that some crackpot had pocketed
and then handed off as though it was his own creation.

 


“Listen… Max,” Luke said, trying
to find the best way to politely escort the obvious loony tune out
of his hotel room. “I’ll uh check the product out for you, ya know,
market test the functionality, make sure it’s what Bust Buy would
be looking for.”

 


Max beamed a happy smile and
hardly seemed to notice as Luke grasped him firmly on the shoulder,
walking him back to the open hotel door. “Will you really do that
for me, Mr. Luke?”

 


“Sure… sure, I will,
Max.”

 


“That’s great, I know you’re going
to just love how it changes everything!” Max excitedly babbled as
Luke opened the door.

 


“Oh, I’m sure it changes channels
and volume and all sorts of things,” Luke said, rolling his
eyes.

 


“It’s going to change the way you
look at television, Mr. Luke, because it’s so simple to use. It
controls every television without ever needing to be
programmed.”

 


Luke paused before shoving the
crazy guy out into the hall. Glancing back to the remote he’d been
about to toss out the door with him, he raised an eyebrow. “No
programming huh?”

 


“Nope,” Max said beaming a big
grin across his eccentric face. “Point and push, that’s my motto,
sir. You just point and it will control every television screen it
faces without a worry in the world.”

 


Hmm… Luke thought, biting his lip
and nodding. “Well, that would be something,” he mumbled, knowing
that as ordinary as the remote looked and as lacking in glitz or
glamour as a television remote was such a simple innovation would
be highly prized by consumers.

 


Max was nodding, standing outside
the hotel room with a rather childlike grin. “It also never needs
batteries, Mr. Luke. It runs off of a special cell I developed
myself, one that is guaranteed to power the remote for the life of
the product, which is roughly 75 years.”

 


“75 years?” Luke asked, nearly
dropping the remote in the process of even imagining such a
thing.

 


“Yep, give or take,” Max said
proudly.

 


Luke was wavering between assuming
Max was still a crazy man and thinking that maybe just maybe he
might be a rather eccentric inventor, truly out to try and market
his latest gadget. Blinking, feeling one last yawn overtake him, he
nodded and put a hand out. “Okay, Mr. Maximus, I’ll give it some
trial runs, see how it works, and if I like it, I can assure you
I’ll pass it along to some in the business who are sure to help you
in the marketplace. Does that sound fair to you?”

 


As before Max grinned like a kid
on Christmas morning and nodded, eagerly shaking Luke’s hand. “Yes
sir, very fair sir, thanks so much for your time!”

 


Before Luke could even get another
word in, Max had taken off down the hall, rather gleefully
sprinting away so fast his swaying lab coat nearly knocked over the
cleaning cart of the maid three doors down.

 


Luke just held the remote up,
waving, shrugging as the rather attractive maid furrowed her brow
in frustration. It wasn’t until he closed the door and walked back
into the center of his hotel room that he realized the somewhat
goofy man, Max Maximus, hadn’t even given him a business card or
any way of contacting him.

 


“This is probably nothing anyway,”
Luke said to himself, turning the remote over and over, grabbing
the one on top of his own room television.

 


They truly were almost identical,
he thought, right down to the little battery compartments.
Recalling what Max had claimed, Luke popped open the battery
compartment on the remote he’d left and was only mildly surprised
to find it empty.

 


“Uh huh… so, guessing it probably
doesn’t do shit then,” Luke said, aiming it at the small television
on the hotel room dresser and pressing the power button.

 


As bizarre as it seemed, at the
precise moment he pressed the power button, the television did
indeed power on, a little buzzing, some crackling and static on the
picture, but it did power on.

 


“No way, had to be a coincidence,”
Luke said, “timer or something I inadvertently set last
night.”

 


He held the remote up, looking at
it closely, then aimed it at the television. Changing the channel
definitely worked, so despite all evidence the remote somehow was
in fact working. The only problem was the obvious static and
distortion on the picture.

 


“How are you
even working?” Luke mumbled, looking at the remote.


 


There was nothing remarkable at
all about the remote, nothing to even separate it from the most
basic of universal remote controls. It had no touch screen, no
backlit glowing numbers, no nothing to really otherwise sell such a
simple product. However if somehow Max had been telling the truth,
if somehow this little device really did never need to be
programmed and never needed batteries, those alone were reasons it
would be a must have product for countless buyers.

 


Flipping through several channels,
each one having the same distortions on the picture, the same
static and buzzing, Luke frowned. “The real question is… are you
responsible for the poor picture quality?”

 


This was the final of the three
day Tech Con event and Luke had spent every night watching
television in his room, relaxing from the tedious time spent
speaking with every electronics booth manager in Hell it seemed. If
there was one thing Luke knew it was that the TV in his room hadn’t
been as distorted or poorly working any day prior.

 


The only explanations were that
either the connections on the back of the television were loose,
perhaps shaken loose during the maid’s cleaning in recent days and
only showing a problem now, or Max’s invention had a
flaw.

 


Pocketing the remote control in
his pants, Luke shuffled the small television forward on the
dresser, leaning over it so he could better see the connections in
back. Outside the hotel he heard the faint rumblings of thunder, a
storm definitely expected with all the humidity in recent
weeks.

 


“There you are,
little antiquated coaxial cable,” Luke mumbled to himself, pressing
tighter against the front of the old television, reaching down with
one hand to try and grasp the end of the coaxial cable, to test how
snug a fit it had. 

 


Thunder rumbled louder outside,
the somewhat scenic view out his hotel window darkening and making
it only more difficult to see where his fingers were behind the
small television.

 


“Come on, stupid cable,” Luke
grumbled, pressing in tighter, feeling the warmth of the screen
against his crotch as he pushed his hand down further, finally
getting a firm grip on the coaxial cord.

 


It was at that exact moment, of
all times, that lightning flashed brightly through the nearby
window, so bright that Luke was blinded for a split second and only
barely had a moment to think before the boom of thunder shook the
entire hotel. As the lights flickered on and off, the television
burned much hotter, electricity whether simply static or a genuine
shock sparked outward right into Luke’s crotch, the remote control
in his pocket burning as it took a definite jolt for whatever
reason.

 


“SHIT!” Luke shouted, jumping
back, almost pulling the television off the dresser on top of him
as he fell flat on his back.

 


Breathing, feeling somewhat faint,
Luke wriggled and quickly pulled the remote control from his
pocket, tossing the partially melted device halfway across the room
as smoke literally rose from both it and his pants.

 


The small hotel room television
seemed mostly unaffected, and if possible the picture no longer
appeared to have the same distortion and static it had before. As
though lightning striking or hitting a nearby transformer would
possibly enhance a picture, Luke realized one thing had changed,
and that was the channel it was on.

 


Before he’d leaned over to try and
check the connections, the TV had simply been on some cable movie
channel he’d been watching as he drifted off to sleep the night
before. Now, though, it was on the one channel in hotels he
avoided, and that was the skin flick channel.

 


“Of all the fucking things,” he
mumbled, shaking a little as he realized how close he came to
getting a very special part of his body fried like that remote
clearly was, smoldering across the room.

 


“A jolt heavy enough to do that
obviously changed the channels, I guess,” Luke said, sitting up,
trying to calm himself just by talking things out.

 


In all the years of conventions
such as this one, Luke had never experienced anything so
frightening, the very real risk he almost got electrocuted messing
with the connections on a television during what obviously had
quickly become a lightning storm right outside. And now here he
was, plopped on his butt in the room with a burn spot on his pants
and a porn movie playing on the TV.

 


“Of all the ridiculous ways to
start a day…” he said, shaking, feeling a little lightheaded.
“Where’d that… that other remote…” he breathed, glancing around and
seeking out the remote that went to the TV in his room.

 


All Luke intended to do was change
the channel and then turn it off, but as he moved more and more it
was as though all feeling slowly drained from his body and instead
he felt the blackness descending over him as clearly he’d taken
more of a jolt than he first thought.

 


“Wha… the…” Luke barely whispered
as it felt honestly to him like all the blood simply drained away
from his brain, the room spinning, the muted moaning on the
television the last thing he heard before slumping back completely,
falling flat on his back between the bed and dresser of his hotel
room in Hell.

 


 


* * *

 


 


The first thing Luke heard upon
snapping back into consciousness was a rhythmic thumping, a regular
banging sound that somehow seemed to match perfectly with the woman
on television getting fucked doggy style over some cheaply
upholstered chair.

 


He blinked and very slowly sat up,
the room spinning for at least a minute.

 


“Wha happened?”
he muttered, rubbing at his head. 

 


It all came back quite quickly,
the bizarre visitor, that Max guy, the remote, the thunderstorm,
and the hotel television which still played some low budget porn
production. However it wasn’t the television that made the repeated
thumping or banging sounds. As Luke’s hearing like his vision
slowly cleared, he realized someone was knocking at his
door.

 


For several seconds the echoes of
those knocks were all he heard, the little burned remote Max had
left still sitting across the room where Luke had flung it after it
nearly burned a hole in his pants. It was as he thought of the
shock, the definite danger in those moments the lightning struck so
close, it was only then that Luke glanced down and got the true
shock of his stay here in Hell.

 


“What the fuck?” he gasped, almost
stumbling as he tried to sit up even straighter.

 


Like any man, Luke had woken with
an erection before, but at the age of forty-two it had easily been
over a decade since he woke with anything even approaching what he
saw trying to punch its way free from his pants that
day.

 


“Holy fuck, is that… is that
really… me?” he asked the empty hotel room, reaching a hand out and
tapping the tip of the fat monster dick that seemed to have
magically grown in place of his somewhat ordinary one.

 


Luke never was one to brag before,
but this… he thought, this was nothing short of freakish. His
erection tented his pants so extremely he couldn’t even stand, at
least without unzipping or freeing the monstrous appendage. It was
painfully hard, and somehow, by some impossible means, it had to be
almost ten inches long.

 


For a moment Luke just stared,
eyes wide, one hand slowly slipping down to his crotch, the warmth
and tingles still there from the shock earlier. His hand looked
small by comparison, and Luke never had been told he had anything
but big hands in life. Shaking his head, rubbing his eyes, Luke
half expected the dream to vanish, to wake up in the hotel bed at
any second, all of this having simply been a bizarre stress
fantasy.

 


“Ungh… fuck,” he muttered through
clenched teeth, getting his feet to one side to slowly attempt
standing up.

 


It really was no use, he thought,
the pants pulling so tight against his jutting dick that he just
couldn’t lift up unless he either dropped his pants or at the very
least unzipped them.

 


He’d barely even noticed that the
knocking on the door had stopped, only painfully aware of who it
must have been knocking as the door lock buzzed seconds after he
had stood on his knees with his impossible cock finally breathing a
little easier, pants dropping to the floor.

 


“NO!” he shouted suddenly as the
maid walked right in.

 


There Luke was, porn on the TV,
kneeling in front of it on the floor, one hand on his record
breaking dick, the other trying to adjust his pants so he could
stand up. It was definitely a memory burning into his brain as
humiliating as the shock had burned into that remote Max brought
him.

 


Only something unexpected
happened, something somehow vastly more unexpected and bizarre than
regaining consciousness on the floor with a ten inch dick that felt
as hard as a rock.

 


All Luke could do was stare at the
maid, a fairly attractive Latina woman who first gasped and then
did what simply couldn’t be possible.

 


He could clearly read her name
tag, everything happening in such horrified slow motion that he
knew the name would long be burned into his memory regardless of
whether she called management or the cops on him.

 


Christiana was a lovely name for a
lovely Latina girl, but as Luke locked eyes with her and saw her
gaze drop right to his impossible to ignore cock, that name
changed.

 


It was as though the letters on
the name tag itself simply liquefied and reformed, the spelling
somehow changing before his very eyes. Shortening simply to the
name Tina, the maid’s name was far from the only thing that would
change in the next several seconds and somehow Luke had the idea
that later he wouldn’t even care what her name was, only how she
made him feel.

 


“Unh… oooh,
mmm…” Christiana… or was it Tina now moaned. 

 


She appeared to clench her thighs
tight as she was unable to look away from Luke’s exposed cock. Her
eyes widened and then rolled shut, tongue darting out to lick and
roll sensually across lips that somehow plumped up from what they
had been as Luke first looked up at her.

 


Tina’s body shook wildly, as
though a sudden convulsion had been struck into her no less harshly
than a door slamming in her face, but the only door that slammed
was the one behind her, as she stalked towards Luke moments
later.

 


It was during the convulsions when
Luke really noticed what was happening. Tina was somehow changing,
and not just changing her name, nor changing clothes, but both were
a part of it. She was literally changing. It was as though every
molecule in her once attractive body was rearranging before his
stunned eyes.

 


She’d been a maid most men might
look twice at, twenties, possibly as old as thirty, shapely but
nothing outlandish, wearing a standard maid outfit most hotel
employees wore. As soon as she’d walked in though, everything had
changed and changed quite quickly.

 


The convulsions shook her from
head to toe, her toes rising up on heels no maid would ever be able
to do much cleaning in. Of course clean was definitely the wrong
word for a maid like Tina became, her skirt tightening and
shortening up her thighs until it barely reached the bottom of her
panties, and then in a flash those panties were no longer
there.

 


Her top tightened in similar
fashion but some of that could simply have been because Tina’s tits
were growing, swelling out massively freakishly big. Before Luke
could even muster up a blink to water his dry stunned eyes, Tina
had suddenly developed the biggest fakest tits he ever saw, though
something told him they weren’t fake at all.

 


Her eyes were quite suddenly made
up with thicker mascara, her makeup all over taking on an extreme
nature, a desperation that only usually was seen on prostitutes or…
or… and that was when Luke really realized exactly what was
happening.

 


Tearing his eyes away from Tina,
he looked at the television which still played the same
pornographic images he’d woken to. Only those images looked
strikingly less pornographic than before, at least by comparison to
the maid who’d quite literally busted in on him holding his
dick.

 


It was as though the television
channel somehow had changed him instead of the other way around and
now it was changing more than just him it seemed. Tina clearly was
reaching the end of a spontaneous transformation like no woman ever
had achieved before, one even plastic surgeons of high caliber
never dreamed of.

 


Gone was the merely attractive
Latina woman with thick dark hair and sultry eyes. In her place was
as perverse an excuse for a maid as there ever was one, a Latina
who embodied only one profession and it wasn’t prostitution, Luke
realized.

 


“You’re… oh fuck,” he muttered,
pulling himself up and staggering back to sit on the end of the
bed.

 


Tina finally had stopped
convulsing and only licked her lips, bringing both hands up and
cupping her massive tits, giving each one a firm pinch and twist,
wincing in pleasured pain under her own grip. With a heavy accent
and a sultry tone that somehow perfectly fit her new image she
wiggled wide hips right up to Luke and spoke.

 


“I is zee maid, zey call me Tina,
lay-Tina,” she said with a giggle.

 


Luke swallowed hard, feeling hard,
feeling harder than he ever had in his entire life. Not even as a
teenager did he ever have the rampant hormonal desires he felt
pulsing in his veins at that very moment.

 


“Lay-Tina?” he mumbled, biting his
lip and staring the maid up and down.

 


Tina nodded her head, thick
lustrous dark hair falling onto her cheeks, plump lips parting as
she breathed heavily and leaned over to look him closer in the
eyes. “Yes, zey call me lay-Tina because I zimply must… get
laid!”

 


It was as corny a line as anyone
had ever said to Luke in his life and yet all it did was make his
cock jump with the rapid beat of his heart, and he barely had a
moment to say anything in response as Tina dropped hard to her
knees, shuffling forward and grabbing at his massive dick with both
hands.

 


“Zis is so very
big, so very very beeeeee-ig,” she said, stretching out her already
thick accent into new levels of sensual temptation.


 


Luke backed up as best he could,
but having two comparatively tiny hands grasping and sliding
deliciously slowly up and down his massive cock was only pushing
him into thoughts he ordinarily never had, particularly for women
he hardly knew.

 


“I… wait, Tina… we
can’t…”

 


Tina grinned and pulled one hand
away from his dick, her other gripping as tightly as she could,
fingers barely able to even meet as she wrapped them around the
girth of it. Tracing her free hand to her chest, poking the index
finger up and down cleavage that would make a blind man
miraculously see the most heavenly tits, Tina licked her
lips.

 


“Zee other maids offer how you
zay, turn down service,” she said. “I offer zomething
better.”

 


Luke felt his breathing only
growing more shallow as Tina continued sliding her one hand up and
down his cock, the fact it was thicker than her forearm somehow
making the image of her doing what she did almost as hot as the
feel of it. “Wha… what better?” Luke grumbled.

 


Tina winked and leaned her head
in, flicking her tongue across the tip of Luke’s dick. “I offer zee
go down service,” she said, opening wide and proceeding to impale
her face quite hastily all the way to the balls as though her
throat was somehow made to handle a ten inch dick.

 


Luke’s breathing went into
convulsions no less than Tina had undergone, but for a much
different reason as the only thing changing about him was his
intentions.

 


No longer did Luke even consider
pushing her off him, trying to figure out what craziness was
happening around here. He barely even thought of resisting the
pleasure she offered through the use of her tight wet little mouth
and in fact the only change that truly happened when Luke’s eyes
grew focused and settled upon her, was just how much use he
intended to get out of her.

 


“Ungh, fuck…” Luke grunted,
reaching down and wrapping both of his hands around the back of
Tina’s head. “Ungh, get ready to be serviced, bitch!”

 


Yanking Tina’s face on and off his
dick so hard and so fast her expression was a blur, Luke hardly
even considered her a person anymore. She was a set of holes, hot
sultry Latina holes, and he aimed to fuck every last one of them.
He somehow lost all conscious thought but to what he was doing with
his fat monstrous manhood.

 


“Unhh… mmmmphh… mmm,” Tina gasped
but even through the choking muffled moans, Luke could tell that
she wanted every ounce of sexual aggression he could
offer.

 


It was as though the entire event
were a show, some pornographic performance for an unseen audience.
A blow job was never meant to be as impossibly pleasurable as this
one was, never meant to be as flawless and gag free, especially
given how deep inside Tina Luke was soon thrusting.

 


“Ungh, ungh, yeah, yeah take it
bitch, you Latina little whore, take every inch!” Luke cried out
moments later, standing from the bed and rapidly skull fucking the
maid like she was some sex doll that didn’t have a brain inside her
head, only room for more cum and more fat swollen cock.

 


Somehow after blowing the load to
end all loads, it just didn’t end, Luke thought, barely even aware
of himself spinning cum drooling Tina around onto all fours,
shoving her little maid skirt up to see the lack of panties and her
exotic Latina pussy just dripping with juices waiting to get
skewered.

 


No thought was given to foreplay,
no thought to protection, and certainly no thought to pacing
themselves. Luke had an erection that wasn’t ending anytime soon,
and Tina had a body that wasn’t gonna drop until Luke chose to drop
her. He’d fuck her until the finish and somehow he already knew the
finish before it even came.

 


“Ungh, ungh, yeah, fucking take
it, Tina, take that dirty filthy cock and clean it like the good
little maid, ungh… fuck it, fuck it clean!”

 


“Unh… zo deep zo
veeeeery deep, unh…” Tina moaned, her voice ragged and hoarse from
the brutal throat fucking she’d so recently endured.


 


Luke had never been as aggressive,
never been so rough and powerful. He’d never felt the energy to
spin a girl around while he fucked her, to reposition themselves
several times until Tina had her legs spread to either shoulder,
staring him in the eyes as he fucked her against the
wall.

 


“Unh… unh… yessss, oh yessss, make
a mess… mmm… make a mess and make me clean it up!” she screamed,
crying out in orgasm again and again, her huge tits bouncing wildly
between them.

 


Luke grunted, fucking what felt
like three more loads inside her, knowing it simply couldn’t be
possible, especially when he ultimately pulled out from between her
legs to spray one fittingly final load all over her face and
tits.

 


It was the porn star finish a
kinky slut like Tina deserved and Luke was all too happy to provide
it. He grinned as though smiling to an unseen camera, Tina doing
the same, playing with her nipples right up to the moment when Luke
pulled out, when he jacked his thick dick all over her and began to
shoot ribbons of sperm from cheek to cheek and downward.

 


“Unhh… yessss, zeee maid is done!”
Tina said, giggling and opening her mouth to catch several
splashing squirts of seed that Luke finally brought to a trickle
from the end of his still massively hard cock.

 


Luke stood there for at least a
minute grinning, holding his dick in his hands, watching as Tina
licked her lips across thick plush Latina lips, as she scooped
sperm in from her cheeks, from her chin. He watched as she spread
her thighs and kneeled on the floor like some kinky slut, cum
dripping from between her legs, from her tits, from tits this woman
never had before entering this hotel room what felt hours
before.

 


He’d taken her but quite suddenly
reality settled back on Luke and he realized just how out of
control he’d been, how they’d both been. His dick was still hard,
and in the back of his mind, Luke knew he could go another ten
rounds if he had to. His mind was filled with images of just how
far he could go with lay-Tina the porno maid in Hell
Hotel.

 


“No… no fuck, what the hell have I
done?” Luke asked himself, frowning, realizing both the irony of
such a wording and the seriousness of what had happened.

 


He’d gotten an electric shock from
the storm and the television, but the remote in his pocket, the
remote so close to his dick had done something. It had to have done
something. It was just too impossible to think clearly about any of
this. Luke impulsively made the only decision he could make, the
responsible one after such an irresponsible act.

 


Despite Tina begging for more, and
despite the desire to give her whatever she begged for, Luke knew
he’d lost control and it was very wrong. He had to figure this all
out, to figure out what the fuck happened not only to Tina as she
walked in the room, but to the thickness that refused to settle
down between his legs.

 


Grabbing his bags, snatching the
burned remote Max Maximus had created, Luke did the only thing he
could do. There may have been a day left in Tech Con, but his work
would have to wait. Right now, Luke had far more pressing matters,
and one of them was his dick against the steering wheel as he
screeched out of Hotel Hell and left Hell, Michigan in his
rearview.

 


They say that time on the open
road gives a man time to think, that something about the rush of
air over the vehicle blows past all the little bothersome everyday
annoyances and reveals the true important issues. At the moment,
none of Luke’s annoyances were little, not when every single
stoplight led to a blare of his car horn thanks to a dick that
somehow only grew thicker, only grew impossibly harder.

 


He almost had to chuckle despite
the overwhelming panic as he thought back to one of those four hour
boner warnings on the sex pill commercials he saw late at night.
They always tossed it in as an afterthought, that yeah, in case you
went from no erection to a permanent one, head to the
hospital.

 


Where was Luke supposed to go? He
hadn’t taken a thing and no one in their right mind would believe
that he was simply testing out a television remote control during a
lightning storm and was nearly struck down but instead was struck
up in more ways than one.

 


The road gave him time to think,
hours on the interstate blurring together into one long nightmare
of mixed imagery. He found himself wondering how exactly he’d ever
explain leaving the conference early to work, how Bust Buy higher
ups would ever believe his story of what he guessed best came out
as a medical emergency.

 


Sure he thought, a medical
emergency where some random hot maid transformed before his eyes
into a slutty porn star version of herself and then proceeded to
act out a scene from some hardcore fuck film. Naturally what
workplace wouldn’t understand a medical emergency like that, he
thought.

 


The images of what he and Tina had
done all around that room were quite vividly replaying themselves
in his mind, and were it not for the fact he currently was not at
all aroused by those images, Luke would have assumed that was the
only reason his erection hadn’t faded at all.

 


Slowing down and exiting the
freeway, Luke shook his head, brow tightened, sweat beading against
his frustrated forehead. Nope, it wasn’t anything to do with what
he’d done. As thrilling and out of control as it had felt,
something had been in control, he thought, and it was the control
which freaked him out the most.

 


It was as though the remote had
controlled the situation, the television stuck on porn and so porn
had taken place in the room. Pulling into a small roadside diner,
Luke’s dick honked the horn as he pressed on the brake, the few
people seated near the windows glancing out at him with confused
glances.

 


Rolling his eyes, he scooted back
and released pressure from the horn. It was bad enough his cock was
harder than a brick; now it constantly wanted to announce itself to
everyone, as though bragging ‘hey, look at me, I’m a freaking
monster’.

 


For a few minutes, Luke just sat
there in the diner parking lot. It was difficult to still fathom
everything that happened, to try and put some logic and order
behind it all. The hotel room television, he thought. That had to
be the issue, the problem that somehow changed the poor maid the
moment she walked in, the force that somehow changed his own dick
before his eyes.

 


He was far away from Hell now, in
more senses than one, but yet what happened there was sticking with
him… and sticking quite prominently against his painfully tight
pants. Why would it not just go away, he questioned? He was far
away from what changed him, the television apparently having been
zapped by near supernatural lightning, maybe someone up there’s
idea of a fun practical joke.

 


Breathing slowly, Luke thought it
probably was just like the television commercials. Something had
enhanced him and the enhancement was remaining due to blood flow
issues or whatever. He needed to cool his head, to distract
himself, and most immediately, he needed to just have something to
eat or drink.

 


Having not eaten since last night
and having definitely worked up the appetite, Luke realized food
and drink wouldn’t hurt the issues he was facing. As awkward as it
was to hold one hand down in his pocket, gripping and trying to at
least hide some of the fat manhood punching against his pants, Luke
quickly left the car and slipped as unnoticed as he could into the
diner, quickly finding a quiet out of the way booth back towards
the restrooms.

 


He only had been sitting for a
minute, hands on the table, dick practically lifting the table up
another inch from the floor, when he saw her.

 


“Alicia, lighten up about it,
honey,” a somewhat grizzled older man with a hairnet on was saying
behind the bar top. “A lot of girls work on their
birthdays.”

 


“Benny, you know I asked for the
night off months ago. I always do, I mean I was gonna get together
with my friends,” the young waitress said, hands on her
hips.

 


Benny apparently had no response
but to shrug and turn back to the grill he worked at. Alicia
definitely didn’t appreciate the lacking respect he gave her,
pouting, staring at the bar top and seeming to just momentarily
shut down.

 


It was during the silence, when
the few other patrons were far enough away that Luke knew nobody
was paying attention to him. It was then when his eyes just began
to soak in the shapely young girl. He knew deep down that he
definitely shouldn’t be staring at this girl whose birthday it
apparently was, but for whatever reason Luke’s dick was apparently
holding control over his focus.

 


Alicia, as he’d overheard the cook
say, was a vibrant looking young woman, to put it nicely. In Luke’s
mind, he found himself using other words and it disturbed him how
easily those words formed. She was a cute petite teenager,
obviously young but who knew how young considering she worked late
at a diner and apparently it was her birthday. Whatever the case
though, her pale soft skin had been meticulously maintained without
blemish and only contrasted boldly with her bright red hair and
soft green eyes.

 


She was a girl Luke might have
fantasized about in high school, but definitely not in well over a
decade or so. But here he was staring and almost drooling as his
dick throbbed happily and hungrily against the underside of the
table.

 


“Benny, isn’t there a way I can
cut off early at least?” Alicia finally said, having been staring
across the bar hopefully at the grizzled older man.

 


Benny just shrugged. “Not while
you still got customers, hon.”

 


It took Luke a moment to even
realize Benny must have pointed right at him, his thoughts
definitely slipping away with words to describe every inch of sweet
young Alicia the waitress. Most of those words were quite
delightfully dirty, as though a porn movie was being written up at
that very moment far beyond his conscious thoughts.

 


Only as he caught himself gazing
directly into her eyes did Luke even realize she’d turned to
acknowledge the new customer. Thank God for the table, Luke
thought, knowing just how freaked out she would have been if his
dick had just been bobbling up in the air right there as she turned
around. As it was, he could feel every pulse of blood pounding
constantly into it, the sheer fact he hadn’t passed out from blood
loss to his brain nothing short of astounding.

 


Still, Alicia was gorgeous, the
kind of girl that drove a man wild if that man was in a certain
frame of thought, and today it seemed had definitely been the day
that those thoughts were all Luke was capable of clearly
having.

 


“Hi, welcome to Benny’s, what can
I get you?” Alicia said, pleasant if still clearly distracted by
her frustration at being here.

 


Luke didn’t even say a word for a
moment, his eyes wide, chest pounding, breathing a bit ragged as
sweat trickled down near each ear. Her voice was as sweet and
innocent looking as her face, an innocence that was wrapped so
nicely in a snug little waitress uniform that his dick wanted so
badly to punch right through like the alien in Aliens.

 


“I… I mean…” Luke
mumbled.

 


Alicia patiently stood there, pad
in hand, pen at the ready, unaware of just how ogled she was
getting. Her body may have been nothing of the extremes Tina had
taken on before Luke quite fittingly took her, but it was a body
worthy of locking to memory. Her curves were young but mature, her
skin soft and yet begging to be touched. Alicia’s face was sweet
and kind, which somehow made Luke want to defile it, to dirty it
up, to ruin every ounce of innocence the teenage girl had inside
her, over and over.

 


“Yes?” Alicia asked.

 


Luke was starting to freak out, to
literally panic with how easily the thoughts were coming, how
easily his dick was still fattening up, the painful sensation of it
poking at his pants doing nothing to dampen the fantasies this
waitress could inspire.

 


“I… I want…” he said, losing his
words and feeling his mouth go dry.

 


Alicia stared, definitely seeming
to grow impatient finally, cocking her head to one side, letting
the thick mane of red cascade down one side of her chest, a fully
uniform covered and yet bouncy enough chest that Luke somehow
clearly imagined watching her young tits flail about like sloshy
sacks of jello while he fucked her tight cunt into a
cavern.

 


“Should I just come back when you
decide what you want me to bring you?” Alicia finally asked,
slipping the pen back into the top of the order pad.

 


Luke felt the single trickle of
sweat sting one of his eyes, the vein in his temple likely
throbbing visibly to anyone that noticed. All reasonable sense of
logic was slipping, his mind falling into nothing but brazen
horniness, the kind a man lost all control to and gave in, doing
quite nasty things under the influence of.

 


“I… I gotta go to the restroom!”
he practically shouted, jumping up so fast he nearly toppled the
table with his tight pants and turning away before Alicia could see
it.

 


“Sorry,” he muttered, tackling the
nearby restroom door and reaching a stall before he even had a
second thought.

 


Something was wrong, Luke thought.
Something was very very wrong.

 


As wrong as everything definitely
felt, it only felt amazingly right seconds later as he stood there
with pants around his ankles, eyes closed, jacking both hands up
and down a cock that would have impressed a horse. In his mind he
only thought of Alicia, the sweet birthday girl in little more than
her birthday suit.

 


Luke was losing himself to just
how many pleasurable acts he pictured her in, so many dirty
depraved acts that her parents would die of embarrassment over. Not
even the simple fact that he himself was likely hardly any younger,
possibly older than her father, stopped him from letting these
thoughts rule his self pleasuring.

 


It was better to do it this way
than to get arrested for sexually attacking a minor, Luke thought,
jacking off over and over to the teenage waitress.

 


“Hey, you can’t just go busting
into the ladies room, ya know…” a sudden familiar voice shouted, as
the door to the restroom swung open and in walked an equally
familiar flash of red hair.

 


Luke froze in place, his blood
running cold and his hands remaining where they were, fingers
cradling his balls, stroking a shaft that only felt freakishly
bigger upon hearing the words.

 


He hadn’t paid any attention to
which restroom door he pushed through, hadn’t cared at the time.
Luke hadn’t also paid any attention to closing the bathroom stall
door behind him and now he was staring over one shoulder, looking
right at the stunningly cute young waitress who rather angrily gave
him a glare for being in the wrong restroom.

 


“I didn’t…” Luke
mumbled, somehow trying to reach down and get his pants which sat
around his ankles. 

 


It was during this simple
impossible act of concealment that Luke finally saw just what must
have happened to Tina, what the true cause of the changes in her
body and behavior had been back in Hotel Hell.

 


“Oh wow…” came the sudden soft
extended gasp as Luke realized just by trying to reach down, he’d
turned sideways and his thick fat cock was now pulsing eagerly in
profile to the young waitress.

 


Giving up on his pants, Luke
instead looked right at her and this time he fully realized what
was happening as it happened.

 


Alicia couldn’t help but stare at
his dick, even if purely on impulse or accident. What she could
help was her reaction but Luke now saw that it was something in the
act of looking, something in the mere glance a woman gave his
monstrous manhood. That was what did her in.

 


It was surprising how it changed
the look in Alicia’s eyes, her frustration at being here on her
birthday, at having to follow a man into the ladies room to
confront him, all of that melting away. Alicia’s body went slack,
her posture softening nearly faster than the restroom door behind
her had closed.

 


“Wait… I can
explain,” Luke tried to say, realizing that at least this time
there was no explosive growth in her tits, no freakishly porn
exaggerated curves that replaced the girl’s much more sinfully
desirable natural ones. 

 


Unfortunately, the mental changes
seemed quite the same, Alicia grinning suddenly, licking her tongue
softly and slowly across her lips, taking just a step closer as she
reached up and began undoing the buttons on the full length
waitress uniform dress she wore.

 


“No need to explain,” she said
with a sultry whisper of a voice that echoed throughout the
restroom. “You’re the customer and the customer always gets what
they want.”

 


Luke stumbled back, stepping free
of his pants and forgetting they were even on the floor as he
backed into the stall, cornered by the quite aroused
teenager.

 


“Wait… I can’t…” he said,
stammering.

 


“Oh I think you can, mmm…” Alicia
said, darting her stare from his eyes down to the jutting erection
which aimed right at her. “I think you can do all sorts of nasty
things with that monster.”

 


And it was in those next few
moments that Luke realized why Alicia hadn’t changed so
dramatically. It wasn’t simply because she already looked
incredibly hot, the kind of temptation a man could easily give into
under the right circumstances.

 


“You… I mean,
your birthday,” Luke rambled, trying to distract her, to do
anything that gave him a chance to squeeze by her. After all that
had happened today, after running off from his work trip and
already having enough troubles, he definitely couldn’t add getting
arrested for sex with some underage temptress to the list.


 


“Mmm… yes,” Alicia said, grinning
as she snapped the rest of her vertical line of buttons open,
yanking the waitress uniform off with a flare that seemed quite
practiced. “I just turned eighteen today,” she said, slipping a
hand up and cupping her perfect young tits one at a
time.

 


Time seemed to stand still for
that moment, Luke no longer struggling to escape as a reality
settled within his mind. Tina had changed not the moment she walked
in the room but the moment she laid eyes on his dick, and she had
somehow become the embodiment of a Latina porn star, extremes
fitting to the specific genre she best fit with.

 


Alicia was another type of girl,
and the moment she’d dropped her gaze to his naked dick, she too
had changed, although for the genre of porn she most fit in with,
there was no need for physical alterations.

 


“That’s… that’s barely legal,”
Luke whispered, a smile suddenly forming on his crazed and lusty
face.

 


“Mmhmm…” Alicia
said, pushing right up in front of him, her petite teenage stature
dwarfed next to his frame. 

 


As she stopped fondling her bra
clad tits, moving both hands down to touch the monster she wanted
so badly inside her, Luke felt his mind snap like it had snapped so
recently, like it had snapped in a hotel room in Hell. He no longer
looked at Alicia like the forbidden fruit, but instead like the
desperate teen slut who had turned eighteen and decided she wanted
every ounce of innocence pumped thoroughly out of her nubile young
body right this very moment.

 


“Alicia,” Luke said, lifting a
hand and slapping it against her tits, massaging them, squeezing
the firm yet soft masses of her breasts.

 


“Yesssss…” she
hissed, closing her eyes. 

 


Luke shuffled back and fell onto
the closed toilet seat in the stall he had cornered himself in. As
he did, he grabbed the front of Alicia’s bra, yanking it lower,
watching her perky teenage tits leap up and bobble wildly before
his eyes.

 


“Sit down and show me what a bad
little girl you are,” Luke said, winking and gesturing to his
throbbing fat dick which now pointed skyward.

 


“Mmm… yessss…” she hissed. “Oh
yesss, mmm, Daddy.”

 


Whether it was the use of such a
name or just the fact that Alicia had been pushing his dick into
new degrees of hardness ever since he saw her in the diner, Luke
nearly blacked out at that moment, at the moment she shimmied her
panties down and jumped at him, impaling her teen pussy so
painfully tight it had to be stretching her in ways the girl never
had been stretched before.

 


“Unh… unhhh, yesss, mmm… fuck me,
fuck me, mmm… I’m a bad girl, so bad, mmm, naughty little teen!”
Alicia said, playing out every fantasy any guy who’d watched barely
legal porn had likely smiled at.

 


Luke did his part as well,
reaching behind her, cupping her rising and falling ass, spanking
her cheeks as she fucked up and down, up and down, over and over,
moaning, flailing her tits wildly up and down, leaning back to
wiggle them in his face.

 


“Ungh… fuck, you’re a skanky
little slut aren’t you?” Luke grunted, “What are you doing
waitressing when you should be whoring the streets now that you’re
ungh… eighteen?”

 


Alicia grinned and pounded her own
pussy harder, lifting her feet from the floor entirely so only his
cock buried inside to the hilt held her up. “Mmm… I gotta earn
those tips at work,” she moaned with a giggle.

 


Luke looked into her eyes as he
quite suddenly stood up, feeling stronger than ever with her
plugged tight. He then walked right out of the stall and to the
opposite wall of the restroom, slamming Alicia’s back against it,
thrusting into her even deeper, feeling as though he somehow was
stabbing his thickness halfway through her young body.

 


“Then how’s this for a tip,
Alicia?” he grunted, hammering her harder, pounding into and out of
her suddenly dripping wet pussy, the listless almost passed out
expression in her eyes making his pace only increase.

 


“Mmm… yesss,
unh, unh, ohhh soooo deep,” she moaned. 

 


For several minutes they each
gasped and grunted, no words needed. Luke rotated Alicia, spun her
around practically on his dick, ending up with her bent face first
into the tile wall, hands crushing her teenage tits in a grip that
knew no mercy. He humped again and again, fucking her like a dirty
barely legal girl needed to be fucked.

 


The restroom was drenched in the
smell of sex by the time Alicia kneeled down on her discarded
waitress uniform and panties. Her bra had stayed wrapped around her
tight and toned little tummy, tits reddened and swollen only from
the constant squeezing and groping.

 


She looked up at Luke with a dazed
half out of it expression, her tongue lolled out to one side and a
flirty girlish smile plastered from cheek to cheek.

 


It was that expression that Luke
grunted at in a final climactic explosion, one in which he hosed
Alicia down from the tip top of her red hair to the twitching belly
that still likely felt phantom punches inside of the dick now
spewing cum all over her.

 


“Take it you little cunt,” Luke
snarled aggressively.

 


“Mmm… so good, soooo good, Daddy!”
she moaned, smearing the impossibly thick gooey cum all over her
tits, stretching one of her nipples up until she could just barely
lean down and bite it between her teeth.

 


As before when Luke had reached
the most amazing satisfying climax in that hotel room with Tina,
the moments after were when everything became stunningly
horrifyingly real to him.

 


Gasping, he quickly found his
pants, pulled them on, freaking out about the sheer fact that they
could have been interrupted at any moment by a woman walking in the
restroom. Alicia was just content to sit there on the floor,
feeding herself glob after gooey glob of cum, rubbing it through
her once innocent looking skin.

 


“What the fuck is with me?” Luke
asked himself. “I’m going crazy.”

 


Alicia just grinned up at him.
“Mmm… me too,” she said, trying to reach up for more of his dick
which still tented his pants like it hadn’t just run a marathon of
defiling a teenage slut.

 


“Fuck… fuck, fuck fuck,” Luke
said, turning to the sink and mirror, washing his hands, splashing
some water against his face.

 


In the mirror, Alicia sat there
weak and almost ready to pass out from contentment on her knees.
She looked like the final shot of a porn movie, covered in cum,
grinning like a sinful little whore, seemingly eager to go for a
sequel to that bad girl porn movie she just starred in.

 


“Don’t say it… mmm, do it,” she
gasped, only hearing the word fuck over and over again.

 


Luke shook his head, so tempted to
give her what she wanted, to give it to her until she passed out
and keep right on giving it to her. It was insane though, the whole
world around him was crashing down into insanity. Shaking the
thoughts away, Luke pushed past Alicia, the once sweet and quite
possibly innocent teenage waitress. He pushed the restroom door
open and nearly collided with a few men having a seat at one of the
nearby booths.

 


“Whoa… hey man, watch it,” one of
them said, the other staring down at his jutting pants contained
erection.

 


“Hey Benny, Alicia working
tonight?” the one who’d seen what Luke tried to hide asked, as
though somehow the thought of a man with a boner brought such a
lovely young girl to mind.

 


“Yeah,” Benny said, turning from
the sizzling grill top. “Where the hell did she get to?”

 


Luke just pointed back to the
restroom and ran as quickly as he could, jumping in his car and
screeching from the parking lot before his dick could convince him
that Alicia needed to star in an all new gang bang girls gone wild
movie.

 


On the road home he thought
constantly about what Alicia was doing now that he’d gone. Had she
reverted somehow back to her normal self, had Tina when he escaped
the hotel? Or were they as he suspected they were, now fully
embracing a new life as porn versions of their old
selves?

 


Was Tina cleaning more cocks than
rooms? Was Alicia juggling multiple customers inside her at one
time?

 


Mostly though, Luke only could
think of his dick, his impossibly still hard dick that refused to
go down. Guys just didn’t spontaneously have ten inch dicks which
somehow turned ordinary girls and women into porn stars. It simply
didn’t happen, no matter who you were.

 


Arriving home late at night, Luke
collapsed in bed without even changing or removing his clothes.
He’d exhausted himself more than any man ever should, and yet even
so it wasn’t simply morning wood he awoke with, as the truth was
that wood had never gone down.

 


What really woke him up from the
constant barrage of fantasies flowing through his mind, was the
splashing in the pool out back.

 


Sitting up, feeling groggy,
wondering if maybe everything had been some bizarre nightmare, Luke
stared at the proof that it most definitely was not inside his
head. Although something definitely had gotten inside his little
head, if little was even a fitting word anymore.

 


“What the fuck is with this damn
dick?” he almost shouted, showering and cleaning up, shaving, and
putting on some clothes.

 


As though nearly shutting the
shower door on his dick wasn’t bad enough, Luke found himself
awkwardly sitting with a large book over his erection minutes later
in the living room. He definitely wasn’t interested in reading, but
he also wasn’t interested in dealing with his son, who just
happened to be enjoying their pool with his coed girlfriend who
certainly wasn’t helping matters any by being in a fairly tight
bikini.

 


Luke’s son, Josh, had been dating
Brooke since high school, only just over a year or so ago. At
twenty years old, Brooke was the stuff most men beamed with pride
at when considering she was their son’s girlfriend. Today though
was not the day to be thinking at all about how lucky Josh had been
in landing a real blonde beauty.

 


“All good, Dad; you crashed last
night huh?” Josh asked, as the two of them passed by into the
kitchen.

 


Luke barely grunted. “Ungh… yeah,
long drive,” he muttered.

 


“Hey there, Mr. Berry. I hope you
don’t mind me swimming in your pool,” Brooke said with a cheerful
smile.

 


Luke barely even understood her
sentence, struggling to completely look away from the supple young
flesh he definitely was not to be staring at under any
circumstances.

 


Brooke was beyond cute, dark blue
eyes that seemed full of life and sweetness, pale blonde hair that
came down just to her neck as she’d obviously had it styled
recently. Her body was the stuff of campus legends he imagined. She
definitely filled out a bikini top and Luke could practically feel
the binding of the book he held struggling to maintain structural
integrity as his dick attempted to toss that book aside.

 


“Dad?” Josh said, walking back up
with a diet soda for Brooke.

 


“Huh… er… what?” Luke asked,
blinking for the first time in at least a minute.

 


“Brooke asked about the pool,
you’re cool with that right?”

 


Luke nodded, licking his lips,
trying his best not to look like a total perv as his son’s
girlfriend stood there holding the chilled diet soda against her
warm cheeks.

 


In his mind, Luke was far too
easily finding the fantasies rising up as much as his cock
attempted to. He could just send his son on an errand, get him out
of the house for ten minutes. All it would take was a minute alone
with Brooke.

 


Luke breathed faster, thinning his
eyes, staring at the girl. He could just whip his dick out and one
look, one look was all it would take. She’d be all his, probably
some bubbly bimbo due to her hair color. She’d be a bubbly cum
guzzling little bimbo he could fuck into a mess on the floor right
here, right in this very room.

 


“Mr. Berry?” Brooke said, and
suddenly Luke realized she’d just asked something he totally
missed.

 


“Hmm?”

 


“Sheesh, Dad, are you with us,
today? Brooke asked if she could stay for dinner tonight. I mean I
already told her it was fine, that I could give her a ride home or
something after and you’d be cool with it.”

 


Luke glanced at his son, then bit
his lip looking at Brooke who was sipping some of the diet soda,
tilting her head back and only showing off those full lusciously
soft looking tits she encased in that bikini top. Suddenly he
realized just where his mind was so easily repeatedly
going.

 


“Er… yeah, fine, that’s fine… I
gotta run,” Luke said, struggling to hold the book in place as he
got up and left the room before either could think twice about his
behavior.

 


Pacing in the garage moments
later, Luke knew he had to fix this, had to somehow figure it all
out. Everything had started with the hotel room, but no… no he
thought, it wasn’t simply the hotel. It was the remote control,
that little fairly unimpressive invention Max Maximus had given him
to look over.

 


The lightning had surged while he
was leaning over the television, checking the connections. The
remote had taken the brunt of the damage, saving him some likely
quite scarring electrical burns in the process. But the remote had
all but been destroyed, right there in his pants pocket, pressed
against his…

 


Suddenly it made sense, Luke
thought. The remote had been pressed against his dick, and the
television channel that remote had tuned to was a porn channel. Had
the remote somehow changed him… changed his cock into the stuff of
true porn?

 


It wasn’t possible, but then how
else would anyone explain why Luke’s dick was impossibly big and
any woman that laid eyes on it instantly became their porn
alternative? The chance of something like that happening, even with
everything Luke knew about gadgets and electronics, seemed
fittingly remote. But that had to be it, or at least be the
solution to his troubles.

 


The remote control was fried,
circuits likely melted, but Luke knew a guy who ran a small but
impressive repair shop downtown. There was a chance, a decent one
at least, that he had the tools to repair the remote. Maybe, just
maybe, if Luke got the remote working and tuned a television to an
ordinary channel, or simply just turned on and off a television, it
might somehow reset whatever was stuck inside him.

 


If he could erase the porn channel
his dick apparently was stuck on, maybe the world would return to
sanity.

 


As much as Luke didn’t like it,
clearly another road trip was in his immediate future today. He
just hoped he could make it as eventless a trip downtown as
possible.

 


Even as he backed out of the
driveway, accidentally blaring the horn as he merely checked his
blind spot, Luke somehow knew nothing was ever going to be
eventless when his massive porn magic dick was involved. Still… at
least he had an idea what to do and where to go.

 


With a little luck, Josh wouldn’t
be looking for a new girlfriend after his dad stole the old one
away and did so many dirty dirty things with her.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


There were so many reasons why
Luke realized this day was not off to the best start, and the
simple fact it had begun with him taking a cold shower and somehow
only getting harder was not the least of these. As physically
impossible as that should be, physical impossibility and the laws
of everyday reality seemed to have been thrown out the
window.

 


In the world of porn there were
entirely different rules, and it wasn’t that Luke was by any means
some expert on porn having never been a hardcore fan himself, more
of the occasional soft-core skimming late at night back in his
younger days. Still, as he sped down the suburban street he lived
on, thankful that traffic seemed light, Luke found himself
contemplating the rules of porn.

 


First and foremost, in porn the
guys always were hard, going at it for far longer than
realistically possible. Luke supposed it was simply multiple takes
to add in shot after shot and extend what looked in the final
production like an epic sex scene where position swapping was
intensely easy and always numerous. That rule alone explained his
dick, which still continued to blare at the horn as though the
little guy wanted to grab any women who happened to be outdoors
attention and offer them a hearty good morning wave.

 


The streets were nice and quiet
all the way out of his neighborhood, Luke revving the engine the
entire time only because he kept thinking about the rules of porn
and those rules were quite frighteningly open.

 


In a porn movie, anything could
happen and it truly was anything. The effects might be ridiculously
stupid for the most part but in porn a mad scientist could turn a
sweet girl into a sex fiend, could make her tits huge and her
appetite for the depraved ceaseless. In the world of porn no one
ever worried about sexual diseases or pregnancy. Those words likely
didn’t even exist as porn was all porn all the time, sex and happy
endings over and over, and everyone was happy about it.

 


Politics was broken down into sex
debates, criminal justice had heavier banging than gavels, and law
enforcement was just an excuse to bring handcuffs into
play.

 


Naturally this day simply wasn’t
off to a good start, Luke thought, blaring his horn accidentally
for the dozenth time and this time earning the unwanted attention
of one of those real world law enforcement officers, one that
clearly didn’t have time for games or lame excuses.

 


This just wasn’t going to be an
easy trip downtown, Luke realized, shaking his head in frustration
as he pulled to the side just minutes away from the main
road.

 


Sitting there with his dick
achingly hard against his pants and the steering wheel, Luke
imagined what he’d tell his coworkers on Monday, when anyone asked…
‘so what did you get up to over the weekend’. He almost had to
laugh just thinking about how that loaded question could be
answered.

 


“So yeah my dick was hard as a
brick all weekend and I fucked the hell out of curvy Latinas, hot
young waitresses, and… er… hello, Officer,” Luke suddenly cleared
his throat saying as the woman in uniform leaned over, hand on her
gun, shining a most unnecessary daytime flashlight into his
eyes.

 


“Sir, have you been drinking this
morning?” she asked with a scowl on her fairly attractive if stern
face.

 


Luke frowned and shook his head.
“Not a drop, I actually didn’t even have breakfast
either.”

 


Why did it have to be a woman, he
wondered? It was as though by some unknown cursed magic his dick
was beginning to affect the world around him, ensuring that when
there was a fifty fifty chance of man or woman, he got woman, and
equally skewing the odds that the woman would be not too
unattractive to look at.

 


She shined the light a second or
two longer, then glanced down, noting the way Luke had his hands
awkwardly folded in his lap, an attempt to cover only his swollen
erection. “Can I see your license and insurance, sir?”

 


Luke fumbled with one hand to slip
the requested cards from his wallet, the brunette officer never
shifting a muscle as she watched him carefully. “Um, here you are,
Officer. I’m really sorry if I was, er… speeding.”

 


She thinned her eyes at him, once
again noting how oddly he kept one hand quite perfectly cupped over
his lap, the pants behind that hand quite stuffed looking. Looking
at the license, she read the information, then looked Luke in the
eyes as she stepped back.

 


“Mr. Berry, would you mind
stepping out of the vehicle please? I’d like to make sure you
aren’t concealing any weapons on your person.”

 


“My person… I mean, I don’t have
anything at all, Officer,” Luke said, unbuckling his seat belt even
as he said it.

 


She nodded, her uniform failing to
hide that she was something of an attractive member of the local
police force, dark brown hair in waves but pulled neatly and
professionally into a ponytail, her totally unrevealing black
police top somehow only making Luke wonder just how she might look
underneath.

 


“Step out of the vehicle please,
Luke. I happened to notice you keep both hands as close to your lap
as possible, and while you don’t strike me as the type of man to be
a career criminal or some gun toting cop killer, they don’t pay us
to be trusting of how civilians strike us. So please, step out and
hold your hands behind your back.”

 


Luke hated to even admit that his
mind was already falling into the porn pit it had done so quite
easily with both Tina and Alicia. With them though it hadn’t
happened before they themselves changed. With the officer here, it
was as though somehow he was losing his own self control, the
images in his mind of her frisking him and patting him down,
finding that big throbbing weapon he concealed between his
legs.

 


He was if anything a little harder
when at last he finally did step out, put his hands behind his back
and press his butt up against his closed car door.

 


The woman’s police radio buzzed on
her belt just as she began looking where Luke suddenly actually
wanted her to look.

 


“Yeah, this is Cummings out on
Swift Lane, routine traffic stop,” she said, holding the radio up
and then clipping it back.

 


“Cummings?” Luke
asked, feeling no regret at the grin he quite easily found
stretching into his cheeks. 

 


She glanced up at him as she
leaned down a bit. “Officer Jill Cummings to you, sir, why? We
don’t know each other do we?”

 


Luke almost caught himself saying
‘not yet’ but instead just shook his head. He had to remain
levelheaded about this, had to fight back into reality, and not the
warped porn reality that seemed so close to swallowing him
up.

 


“What is that, sir, and please
don’t try to be funny with me?” Officer Cummings asked, pointing at
the thick erection stabbing so hard against the front of Luke’s
pants he nearly couldn’t stand up straight.

 


“Um… it’s nothing, er… I’m having
a small medical issue. Yeah,” he said, feeling better about the
explanation as he spoke it. “That’s why I was, um… driving a little
erratically.”

 


Jill Cummings was as professional
and honorable a cop as there ever was one and even she looked close
to a laugh as Luke offered his explanation. “You expect me to
believe that’s you, not some poorly concealed gun or other item you
likely shouldn’t be hiding from a police officer?”

 


Luke frowned and yet inside he
couldn’t grin more. “Yes sir, I mean ma’am,” he said softly,
wishing the day would never have started since clearly it was going
to only get more complicated.

 


As inside he found himself almost
wishing Officer Jill Cummings would take the hand off her own gun
for just enough time so he could unzip his pants, outside he shook
his head nervously. The absolute last thing he needed to add to his
life was trouble with the law and somehow he imagined no way this
could end without trouble.

 


“Sir, I’m going to only ask you
one more time…” Jill said sharply, hand firmly clenched onto her
gun in the holster, other hand going to her cuffs. “Are you going
to take what you’re clearly hiding out and show me that I don’t
have reason to arrest you right now, or am I going to have to take
you in?”

 


Luke knew his nervous shaking
wasn’t helping matters but the truth was he wasn’t entirely shaking
because he was faced with the impossible choice this female officer
offered him. The truth was, he felt as though he was changing
himself, not a lot, not noticeable, but a little. It was as though
his muscle tone was losing all the normal morning aches and pains
he put up with, as though he was somehow strengthened and ready
just like every man was in the world of porn.

 


“I…” he muttered, swallowing hard,
feeling the desires wash over him and suddenly knowing that his
dick wasn’t purely controlling women who looked upon it. It was
controlling him as well, and only more so when a woman happened to
be close by.

 


“I’ll show you what I have
hidden,” he suddenly said, quite calmly, smiling at Jill. “But I’m
afraid you still might have to take me in.”

 


She gripped her gun tighter as
Luke unbuckled his pants and started to unzip his pants, reaching
one hand carefully in, making sure she could see his every move the
entire time. “Exactly why am I going to have to take you in, Mr.
Berry? You assured me you weren’t carrying any…”

 


Her voice just trailed right off
into a gasp as Luke let his dick flop right out, the freedom from
such tight pants nearly as thrilling to Luke as it obviously was to
Officer Cummings.

 


“Well, I didn’t say where you’d
have to take me in,” Luke chuckled, leaning back against the car
with his arms folded, dick springing slightly up and down but still
at full attention as the officer dropped both hands to her
side.

 

 


“After all I guess that’s entirely
up to you, Officer Cummings. You could take me in your tight little
mouth, in your sweet toned ass, or maybe just take me in that pussy
that’s probably gushing right now.”

 


Luke knew he was talking to a
police officer and somehow he didn’t care, not at the moment. This
was the world according to porn and that world had no basic respect
shown to officers of the law, especially not officers that looked
like Officer Jill Cummings looked in the next couple of
minutes.

 


The effect was so immediate one
might have missed it had they blinked too slowly. Jill’s hair
simply burst free of the ponytail, spreading in waves over her
shoulders and down her back. Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped
as her ordinary uniform took a rather extraordinary alteration over
top of her. The material changed to some sort of cheap skimpy silk,
the real badge shifting into a definite fake one. The pants she’d
been wearing loose and baggy tightened, then ripped and reformed,
leaving Officer Jill Cummings wearing the shortest police skirt
Luke had ever seen.

 


Finally when it seemed everything
was settling into a new porn variation version of the same woman,
her plump tits grew just a bit plumper, the subtle age wrinkles at
the corners of her eyes vanishing, a rejuvenated cleansing of her
skin overtaking her from head to toe.

 


“Mmm…” Jill moaned, no longer even
having a belt or gun, but still having some cuffs which she found
herself looking down at and sighing.

 


“Officer,” Luke said. “I’m afraid
I’m going to have to ask if you’ll let me off with a warning… after
taking an oral statement of course?”

 


Jill seemed quite thrilled as she
looked up into Luke’s eyes. She thinned hers the same she had done
before, though before she’d obviously intended to come across as
serious and methodical. This time she just came across as seriously
sexy.

 


“I’m afraid a warning is out of
the question,” she said, slapping her hands up onto her tits,
ripping at the cheap flimsy buttons which had replaced once metal
police issue ones. “This is a bust,” she said.

 


Luke laughed as he slowly jacked a
fist up and down his dick. “Yes, that is a bust, Jill… and this is
how you bust a nut.”

 


As though he were playing out some
scene in the latest porno production of Luke Berry’s mixed up life,
Luke grit his teeth, jacked his cock a few times and found a climax
coming much sooner than it ever should have. Jill ripped her fake
uniform top open just in time for the spastic geyser shots of cum
to spew all over her perky tits. She then ran her fingers through
it, rubbing the sticky substance all over herself in such a
depraved way that she’d never be seen as a serious officer
again.

 


“I think it’s time I took that
oral statement from you,” she said, dropping to her knees right
there beside Luke’s car.

 


“I think it is, Officer Cummings,”
Luke said, chuckling at the joke her name had become.

 


The day had started off strange
but definitely wasn’t off to the start Luke had intended, not that
he could complain for the moment about some hot as fuck police
woman kneeling and choking herself on a dick that bulged obscenely
in her throat every time she impossibly swallowed it down to the
balls.

 


“Uunch, mmmphhh… unnnch…” she
gagged, eyes going glassy, cum dribbling down her tits, tickling
her nipples as she took every bit of oral this perp could give
her.

 


“Ungh… fuck,
Jill… you really ungh… know how to take a statement,” Luke grunted,
closing his eyes, almost falling back against his car.


 


An expectedly short time later,
Luke was done providing his oral statement to the officer, Jill
Cummings smacking her lips as endless drooling drips of sperm left
the corners of her mouth. She grinned and held the cuffs up and
Luke didn’t even need to be told what to do next.

 


If there was anything Luke never
saw himself doing, it was cuffing a sexy policewoman to the inside
backseat of her patrol car. He certainly never imagined life would
take a turn where bending that policewoman over and forcing her
into the part of the car where she locked up those she arrested
would be something he enjoyed. Of course Luke also never imagined
he’d have the most perma-hard dick on the planet with a seemingly
endless ability to cum and cum on command.

 


“Ungh, ungh, fuck… mmm… ungh,”
Luke grunted and nearly snarled with aggression minutes
later.

 


Traffic was still fortunately
light, but even still, there was the occasional car honk behind him
as he bounced his hips in and out of the rear of the patrol car,
and more enjoyably in and out of the rear of Officer Jill
Cummings.

 


Whether she’d been as toned and
tight before the changes, Jill was now definitely the pride of the
police department when it came to physical condition, and Luke
couldn’t enjoy that condition more.

 


“Oh… unh, unh, yessss, fuck me…
fuck the bad cop, fuck the dirty bad cop!” she squealed, her voice
muffled in the back of the police car, her tits slapping wildly
beneath her as she was given the deep end of a nightstick up her
pussy while her ass took a pounding.

 


“Ungh, ungh, fuck yesssss…” Luke
shouted, grunting, hammering her several more times, then grinning
to one side, the side where the camera in the patrol car usually
aimed out the windshield.

 


That camera now aimed right back
at Officer Jill Cummings, who was cumming hard as well as getting
cum inside hard.

 


“Oh yesss, yes,
yesssss!” she screamed so loud it rang in Luke’s ears.


 


“Welcome to porn
patrol,” Luke chuckled, pulling out and quite naturally spraying
one last little load up onto Jill’s lower back. 

 


If there was one shot this officer
would be getting, gun or no gun, it was the money shot, Luke
realized, standing and blinking a few times, realizing just what
he’d done in a sudden wash of clarity.

 


“Shit…” he mumbled to
himself.

 


Officer Jill Cummings was still
wiggling, massaging her own tits as she humped her nightstick up
and down, cum speckled on so many parts of her as well as oozing
lustily out between her thighs. She barely seemed to notice as Luke
turned and ran off, her self pleasure so overpowering.

 


As much as Luke hated to leave a
woman cuffed in the back of her own patrol car, he also knew that
freeing her would put him even more blatant in front of that
camera. As much as he felt his life spiraling into porn, he didn’t
want police record of anymore than they already had.

 


“What the fuck am I doing? Why
can’t I just… just focus…” he breathed, sitting behind the wheel of
his own car moments later.

 


Luke drove off, telling himself
over and over that he was only going to drive downtown, that he
would meet his buddy Mark at his repair shop, that he would figure
out the damn remote control repairs, and finally finally be free of
this perversity controlling his actions with women as well as the
women themselves. Even as he told himself this, no matter how many
times he told himself this, somehow, someway, Luke knew it wasn’t
going to be that simple.

 


Several miles down the road, he
was proven right by the two school girls selling magazine
subscriptions door to door.

 


“So tell me why we’re doing this
again?” Gabby asked as she shuffled along, flipping through the
sample magazines they both carried.

 


Her best friend, Emma, rolled her
eyes as she always did when equally frustrated by something but
tired of hearing about it. “We’re doing this so Daddy gets off my
case about having the house to myself when winter break comes this
year. You do remember the plan, right?”

 


Gabby nodded, flipping through an
issue of Sports Illustrated as they walked. “Yeah, you’ve gone over
it a dozen times, Emma. It’s senior year and that means one last
chance to rule the school. You wanna throw the ultimate senior
party over winter break because that gives you the popularity boost
before the important dances, proms, spring break, etc.”

 


“Naturally, and you’re helping
because let’s face it we both can use the popularity,” Emma said,
playfully tossing some of her chestnut brown hair into her eyes.
“Now let’s put on the cute charm and sell some leering daddies
these men’s magazines.”

 


“Eww… when you put it like that,
it makes this even seem creepier,” Gabby said, her curly blonde
hair pushed back into a nice neat seat of twin
ponytails.

 


“Whatever, Gabby, lighten up and
sell… we got like GQ, Sports Illustrated, all those magazines men
want.”

 


“Not the ones I saw in my dad’s
drawer that time,” Gabby laughed.

 


“Yeah, well your daddy’s the most
leering of them all,” Emma said, laughing.

 


“Is not… and besides, how the hell
does selling magazine subscriptions help us get the house for
winter break?”

 


Emma stopped at the corner of two
intersecting streets and looked at Gabby with the dull look she
always had when explaining something for the fifth time. “Okay, one
more time… we go to a church school, and church schools are always
fundraising. If we raise more money than anyone else then we earn
privileges. I made sure Daddy was cool with me being trusted alone
over winter break if… and only if, we sell the most of these
subscriptions for the fundraising this year.”

 


“Yeah… okay, but which street
should we head down first. We haven’t seen anyone yet and you can’t
very well sell to people who are gone all weekend can
you?”

 


Emma nodded, then pointed at the
car idling at the red light in the nearby intersection. “So let’s
ask that guy. I mean he looks like he’s a local and maybe he lives
on one of these streets. If we play our cards right, maybe he’ll
even buy a magazine subscription from us.”

 


Gabby frowned. “Um… I don’t know
about just walking up to strangers in cars, Emma. I mean isn’t that
sorta not safe?”

 


Emma ran a hand through her soft
brown hair, fluffing it up and batting her cute eyes back at Gabby.
“Hey, a sale is a sale, and besides it’s broad daylight and that
dude looks like he’s my dad’s age. We definitely won’t sell the
most if you’re so frightened to approach anyone.”

 


“Yeah… um, okay,” Gabby muttered,
clutching the magazines to her chest as the two of them looked both
ways and then ran quickly across to where the car was
idling.

 


“Stupid dick…
stupid fucking dick,” Luke said, staring down at his betraying
swollen appendage which seemed to more and more rule his every
waking thought. 

 


He’d been driving slowly,
carefully since the incident with Officer Cummings, who he now knew
had the best bust on the force. He also ironically realized he
worked for Bust Buy which made him an expert on busts even before
the incident in a town called Hell.

 


Patiently waiting at the traffic
light, he stared down and watched the throbbing pulse of his dick
in time with his rapidly beating heart. Every movement ached, the
pants so damn tight he almost assumed it was going to take a stop
at a clothing store to go up a waist size just to ever feel
comfortable again.

 


Glancing about, making sure no one
was in sight, Luke quickly reached down and unzipped his pants,
intending to just adjust his junk, to literally rearrange the
package so to speak. Instead his dick leapt into freedom like a one
eyed prisoner on a crashed transport bus. He groaned and began
pushing at it, just trying to lift up off the seat enough to pull
his pants down and shove the length of it maybe down one pant leg
or the other.

 


It was right as he held one hand
on his cock, the other adjusting his pants, that was when he heard
the tap at his window and turned immediately to the side seeing two
teenage girls in a definite state of shock.

 


“SHIT!” Luke shouted, jumping,
hitting the horn with his dick, leaning back, twisting and doing
his absolute best not to let the girls see.

 


Of course they’d already seen,
Emma staring first before she even finished tapping the man’s
window, Gabby gasping and dropping the magazines she held in a pile
at her feet.

 


“Dammit…” Luke said, turning the
ignition off on his car, pushing the door open and stepping out
before he could even acknowledge that both girls were already
beginning to smile.

 


“I’m so sorry about that,” he
grunted, while readjusting his pants, a much easier task to
accomplish outside the cramped driver seat. “I was
just…”

 


It was Emma who he noticed first,
the sweet virginal looking girl smiling up at him with a definite
twinkle in her eyes. That was also when he saw that like the
others, these two were already changing before his increasingly
wide open eyes.

 


“Mmm… no need to apologize,
mister; we’re just a couple of school girls,” Emma said running a
finger up to the cleft between her perky tits.

 


Had her tits even been exposed
like that before, Luke thought?

 


The white blouse top each girl was
wearing was definitely shrinking, and not just shrinking he
realized in the next moment when Gabby suddenly spoke up as well.
It was losing all buttons and shifting into a tied position,
elevating those lusty young breasts up and out even
more.

 


“Naughty school girls… mmm… aren’t
we, Emma?”

 


“That’s right, super naughty,
mister,” Emma said. “I’m Emma and this is Gabby, would you like to
buy one of our magazines?”

 


Luke found himself staring,
feeling the overwhelming desire to take more than any mere
magazine, to just take both of these naughty school girl sluts and
bang their brains out over the trunk of his car.

 


Each girl stood side by side,
their frames shifting subtly, bodies maturing just a bit, breasts
swelling into the tied off school uniforms even more as their
skirts turned to plaid and pleated right before his eyes. In barely
a matter of seconds Emma and Gabby had gone from normal students to
the most stereotyped school girl sluts ever seen in a dirty porn
movie, and Luke was loving every second of it.

 


“So… ungh,” he said, Emma reaching
a hand forward and cupping his covered dick. “What magazines do you
have for me?”

 


“Mmm… soooo many good ones, so
very very good,” Emma said, rubbing at him lightly, stroking her
small fingers up and down the outline of his dick, reaching up and
licking those fingers.

 


Gabby meanwhile was bending over
and retrieving the magazines she dropped, making sure to turn away
and bend so that Luke got an eyeful of her youthful teenage ass,
not a shred of panties on them anymore.

 


“We have all the best,” she said,
grabbing Luke’s arm and scooting in close enough beside him to rub
her exposed cleavage against him. “See, there’s Coed Cum Chuggers,
Teen Tarts Monthly, Filthy Milfs,” Gabby said, flipping the
magazines that Luke knew had so recently not been any of those
titles.

 


Apparently he was still learning
just what his remote infected dick was capable of and it was quite
capable it seemed as he was almost positive that most of these
magazines never even existed, except in the imaginary realm of some
porn writer’s dirty mind.

 


“Ungh… some definitely interesting
reading material,” Luke said, licking his lips as Emma just grinned
and dropped to her knees right there between him and his driver
side door.

 


“Mmm… sooooo interesting,” Gabby
was saying. “And if you buy a subscription to one, um… well Emma
will suck your cock.”

 


“I’m so gonna suck it anyway,
mister,” Emma said, already pulling at Luke’s pants, finding and
wrapping her fingers around the exposed monstrous dick that slapped
down and nearly hit her on the forehead.

 


“Er…” Gabby said. “Then if ya buy
a magazine, Emma will fuck you… um bareback.”

 


Emma took a break from licking and
slurping at the fat head of Luke’s dick to offer Gabby a glare.
“Don’t be silly, Gabby… mmm, we both know they don’t even make
condoms big enough to cover this monster.”

 


Luke was biting his lip hard
enough it stung, losing every ounce of remaining self control so
much more quickly than before. It was as though in the times
between fucking he were starving of air, holding his breath. Giving
in and just taking the pleasure was like taking a breath, inhaling
the life giving essence he so desperately needed.

 


“Unhh… fuck,” he grunted. “Okay…
okay, what other titles?” he asked Gabby as Emma opened wide and
began bobbing her cute little head up and down on his
dick.

 


“Mmm… well, there’s Sexy Sluts,
Slutty Sex, and the ever popular Slutty Sex Sluts,” Gabby said,
flipping through magazine after magazine, the titles as ridiculous
as the covers were with graphic depictions no magazine, even an
adult one, would ever have.

 


“Ungh… yeah, ungh,” Luke grunted,
reaching over and holding onto the top of his car just to brace
against the pounding he was now eagerly giving Emma’s fuck hole of
a face.

 


“Yep, and we got this one you
probably want,” Gabby said. “See, it’s got Emma and me on the
cover.”

 


Both Emma and Luke opened eyes and
looked over to see that magazine, the title confusing but the cover
definitely an image to make Luke ready to spew a serious
load.

 


“Ungh… ungh, oh fuck, you girls
are into posing for pictures, huh?” Luke grunted, grabbing Emma and
burying every inch down her throat so deep he figured it was time
to direct feed her belly a fuck load of fresh cream. Considering
the title of the magazine, she’d probably like it.

 


“Yep, posing is super fun. We’re
naughty school girls ya know,” Gabby said, twirling a curly blonde
ponytail to one side as she looked at the magazine
cover.

 


The title was simple, Tales from
the Kreme, and the image of Emma and Gabby in school girl uniforms
ripped open, each girl shoving a fat tit into the other’s mouth was
definitely beyond any position Luke could have imagined the two
friends in.

 


“Ungh, oh fuck,
ungh…” Luke grunted, holding Emma by the hair as he blasted the
thickest load of the day right down her throat. 

 


Gabby giggled as Emma choked and
sperm spewed out her nostrils, as she choked even more and just a
tiny bit of cum dripped from her ears. “Now that is how you get
a-head of your sales goals,” Luke chuckled, grabbing Gabby as he
tossed Emma to the pavement.

 


Breathing slowly, Emma just smiled
and lay flat on her back, chest rising and falling, hands clawing
at her top until one tit rolled back against her chin. Gabby hardly
paid attention, fondled and groped quite wildly by a still hard
Luke who quickly had the girl bent over on all fours beside her
friend.

 


“Looks like your friend needs some
mouth to mouth, Gabby,” Luke chuckled. “I tell you what, I’ll take
all the titles you have to offer… so let me assume that gets me
some bonus incentives that include you as well as her?”

 


Gabby moaned as Luke slammed his
thick cock against her bare ass, stabbing so hard he missed on the
first two tries and impaled her tiny pussy on the third. “Yesss…
fuck yessss, anything you want, mister,” she moaned.

 


Soon Gabby was pulling Emma up,
making out with the girl, swapping some cum glazed spit back and
forth as Luke pounded the girl like a nail right there on the side
of the street. Naturally nobody intervened, because in porn rules,
no one ever interrupted a scene until the scene was
finished.

 


Luke wasn’t sure how far he’d take
it but he definitely knew he wasn’t finished with these two. After
slamming it to Gabby for what felt an eternity, he pulled out,
flipped Emma’s skirt up, and aimed to pound her pussy no less than
he already had pounded her face. Gabby meanwhile crawled underneath
to lick and swallow his balls on each thrust into her
friend.

 


Over and over the kinky school
girl threesome continued, Gabby sucking Luke, Emma eating out
Gabby, the girls eating out each other as Luke jacked off over
their faces. Ultimately it ended up with Emma riding Luke as he sat
on the pavement by his open car door, her rather aggressive flops
up and down, crashing her tight little already cum stuffed pussy
again and again onto his ever hard enhanced dick, the dick which
did them both in, in more ways than one.

 


“Ungh… ungh, fuck, you’re such a
nasty little school girl slut, aren’t you?” Luke asked, thinning
his eyes and doing his best to hold off on yet another of many
climaxes.

 


“Mmm… we’re both soooo nasty,
mister,” Emma said, flipping her cum smeared chestnut hair back and
batting her big deceptively innocent eyes at him. “Now mmm… where’s
that deposit for all those magazines you’re subscribing
to?”

 


Luke smiled and reached over,
crushing one of nearby Gabby’s tits in his hand so hard she nearly
forgot to keep thrusting half her fist in her own pussy. “It’s
right here, Emma… and it’s such a big deposit I wonder if you can
even carry it all.”

 


Right as he said it, Luke closed
his eyes and grunted, slamming up as hard as Emma slammed down, her
pussy split wide open and so stuffed full of dick there was not
even the barest hint of a trickle of escaping semen.

 


“Oh… ohhhh yess, yessss, mister,
mmmm… stuff my cunt full of it… full of that thick sticky
deposit!”

 


Luke could almost swear he saw his
cum somehow dribbling in steadier streams from her ears and nose
but then that couldn’t happen could it? Of course it was porn
reality he was dealing with, not real reality. In real reality, a
man never could have kept cumming constantly for over two minutes
and yet with Emma right there on the street beside his car that was
exactly what happened.

 


He’d cum countless times in and on
each of them, the entire time with them a blur, but a blur he never
could forget, and one that left them each quite thoroughly fucked.
As they staggered away from the car with sperm oozing out of places
they likely never had it stuffed before, Luke barely even looked at
the perverse magazines he grabbed and took with him in the
car.

 


Emma and Gabby only waved,
grinning and making a slight attempt to straighten their hair as
they went to the closest home on the street.

 


“Mmm… let’s go make some sales,”
Emma said, licking her lips.

 


“Um… but like, he took the
magazine samples with him,” a much dimmer looking blonde Gabby
said.

 


Emma just smiled and palmed one of
her swollen perky tits. “Who said anything about selling magazines?
Mmm… Daddy is gonna be sooooo happy to see how much fundraising we
do selling our slutty little school girl bodies!”

 


“Mmm…” Gabby said, “maybe I can
sell your daddy something special to seal the deal…” she
giggled.

 


It was official, Luke thought,
driving a bit more recklessly the remaining miles to his friend’s
gadget repair shop. No matter what the outcome of all this was, he
was truly going to hell… and not the one in Michigan.

 


He’d given in so easily that time
that there was barely any regret remaining afterwards. Luke knew he
should feel guilty about taking two teenage girls who otherwise had
looked like decent sweet young women. He knew that they were
someone’s daughters and he had just used them like they were little
more than warm plushy sexy holes for his cock to dive
into.

 


All he kept thinking about, mile
after mile, was how much he’d like to do it all over again, how the
entire world his massive ten inch dick was introducing him to was a
world any man would happily give up anything to join.

 


The remote, he thought, focusing
as best he could, he just had to fix the remote and everything
would be better.

 


Only as he screeched into the
parking lot of Mark Garren’s Gadget Repair, did Luke even take so
much as a few calming breaths.

 


He was there… he was there and it
was going to be better now. The rampant sexual images of every
woman he had encountered would finally fade from his mind, and
finally his son’s sweet sexpot of a girlfriend would be safe.
Because if this car ride had taught Luke anything, it was that the
sweet girl Brooke was would no longer escape his leering
looks.

 


She had escaped earlier that
morning only because Luke’s self control was still holding on. His
chest was more chiseled now, his jaw more square, and as he stepped
out of the car, Luke knew that the porn was spreading from his
dick. He was beginning to feel and look like the impossible porn
guy in every film ever made.

 


That type of guy never reined in
self control on a girl like Brooke. Josh would just have to cry
like a little bitch in his bedroom while Luke bent poor Brook
backwards and fucked a hundred loads in and on every inch of her
supple sinful little bimbo body.

 


So, for her sake, Luke really
hoped this repair idea of his panned out. Walking tall, dick now
comfortably folded down one pant leg, he marched right up and
shoved the door open, entering his buddy’s shop.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


Despite the fact that technically
his buddy Mark Garren was the competition to his employer, there’d
never been any bad blood between Luke and his old friend. Where his
employers famed themselves for busting bottom of the barrel prices
on all things technical and so many gadgets he couldn’t count them
all, Mark ran his business much simpler.

 


If it was a piece of technology,
Mark learned how to fix it, how to enhance it, and of course, he
sold it. It was for that reason alone that many high dollar paying
customers supported and kept Mark Garren’s Gadget Repair quite
successful.

 


Unfortunately when the little bell
jingled over the door that day and Luke entered, he had the
distinct feeling that the somewhat cluttered looking shop was only
reminding him how cluttered with increasingly depraved thoughts his
mind was… and how impossible that was to fix.

 


It was a quiet morning it seemed,
nobody in the store, nothing happening to even indicate they were
open for business, besides of course the sign still swinging on the
door behind Luke which said Open for Business.

 


Pushing past some impressive
curved flat screens facing the large front windows of Mark’s shop,
Luke felt the rather brutish stance of every step he took, his mind
giving into the persona he had portrayed with numerous women and
girls since just yesterday.

 


Had it been so short a time ago
that Luke was just an over forty electronics and gadgetry salesman
with a knack for knowing what to promote and what to pass by? Had
it really been so recent that he was a man who hadn’t been with a
woman in a long enough time to find the very act of a kiss
something foreign and worth wondering about?

 


The almost arrogant swagger he
felt naturally falling into each muscle movement of his legs, of
his arms and shoulders, the grin he felt always there on his face
now, twinkle behind his focused eyes, all were happening despite
any desire for them. Luke knew it was becoming serious, that each
woman he had encountered was somehow progressively changing him to
a point where eventually he’d be unable to turn back, no matter how
much he focused on the cause of the transformations in both
attitude and body.

 


“You need some help?”

 


Luke heard the voice before seeing
the source of it, the front room of Mark’s shop so currently
cluttered with both technology and customer repairs waiting to be
picked up that it wasn’t difficult to lose a face amid the chaos.
Of course he noticed well before finding that source that this was
not his buddy’s voice he was hearing, and was in fact a rather
young sounding woman’s.

 


“Fuck…” Luke breathed, staring
finally at the almost overcrowded front counter of Mark Garren’s
Gadget Repair shop. The word served best to describe the wave of
sensations within him, not the least of which was the thickening of
his dick down one pant leg.

 


“Excuse me?” the young woman said
and then suddenly brightened her somewhat soft green eyes, a
definite recognition to her gaze as she ran from behind the
counter. “Oh hey, it’s you Uncle Luke!”

 


While Luke never had been an
actual uncle, the title had stuck years and years ago, back when
Mark was just joining the single father club and had a rather
spunky young child all on his own, not too different from Luke. But
then there were definite differences in raising a girl than a boy,
and right now as he nearly was shoved back into a tripod with a
fancy camera mounted on it, Luke was certainly feeling those
differences.

 


“Uh… hey, Savannah,” Luke
muttered, trying his absolute best not to grin like a total
creep.

 


Like her father, Savannah had
always been a bit outside the norm, a unique girl to say the least.
Her dark hair was dyed in streaks of green which added an emo punk
flair to her style, which considering the half corset black top and
bright green skirt only made the embrace that much more awkward to
Luke.

 


“It’s been a
long time, Uncle Luke,” Savannah said, every pronunciation of the
syllables in each word she spoke somehow flowing across her cute
young lips with a punch right into Luke’s freakish cock.


 


“I… yeah, it has,” Luke whispered,
looking frantically around, trying to focus anywhere at all but on
the twenty something girl that was now standing so close he could
smell her hair.

 


“You look great, Daddy should see
you, Uncle Luke. I guess that Bust Buy has a good health program or
something, huh… look like you’ve been working out.”

 


Luke ignored nearly half of what
she said, only because he felt the pull of his dick like some dog
wanting off the leash of his pants. He grit his teeth to fight off
the things he felt fluttering just beneath every breath he took,
things he could say that would make Savannah blush in places she
never thought she could blush before.

 


“So… yeah, where is Mark; can you
go get him, please?” Luke asked, trying to play casual and look
around the otherwise empty but cluttered shop.

 


Savannah shook her head and
smiled, that beautiful yet free spirit attitude she’d always had
showing through in every movement. She always had been so
independent, it was certainly no wonder she’d be running the shop
by herself today.

 


“Sorry, Uncle Luke, I’m kinda
surprised you guys didn’t run into each other. I know how you love
those techie conventions. Dad went to Tech Con for a few days,
won’t be back before Monday.”

 


Luke could have slapped himself
for not thinking of it sooner, for not saving himself the trip here
and all the changes that trip had brought him. Of course Mark would
be at the tech convention, after all, anyone who was even remotely
into this stuff was there and none of them would cut out early on
the final day like Luke had yesterday.

 


“Shit… he’s… okay,” Luke tried to
think, focusing on the floor, on the gadgets, the televisions, the
fancy camera on that tripod, focusing on absolutely anything to
avoid looking Savannah in her mature deep eyes.

 


“What’s the problem, you got a
gadget that needs looking at?” Savannah asked. “You know, Daddy has
been teaching me more than just the register since college. I’m
actually pretty good at handling repairs now.”

 


“Oh I’d bet
you’re quite capable of handling many tasks,” Luke said, nearly
slapping a hand over his mouth and turning away as he realized just
how soaked with double entendre it sounded. 

 


“Sure, I mean what’s the device?
You can let me check it out and I’ll see if it’s too big for me to
handle,” Savannah said, smiling, showing the small tongue ring she
had for just long enough that Luke had to shift and swap weight to
the other leg, his cock painfully swelling into a rigid straight
shaft he no longer could keep from tenting his pants.

 


“It’s… um… I don’t know,
Savannah,” Luke said, pretending to stare back towards the front
door of the shop as though suddenly fascinated by those large
curved televisions there. He thought quickly and breathed as
steadily as possible, then he knew what he had to do.

 


Turning quickly while still
focused enough on the words to be able to even speak them, Luke
reached out and placed a hand on Savannah’s shoulder, smiling and
hoping that smile was less creepy and perverse than it felt. “Say,
does your father still keep that file of old electronics schematics
for model 2-B nodules and transistors?”

 


Savannah looked up at him, clearly
in thought, hopefully oblivious to the fact Luke was keeping his
hips turned awkwardly and his dick as far away as possible from
her. She reached up, slowly puffed a breathy sigh that moved her
green streaked hair in a subtle yet sexy manner Luke couldn’t avoid
noticing. At last after only a second or two but what felt easily
forever to Luke, she nodded and smiled.

 


“Sure… I think I know where he has
that box. You want me to see if I can bring it out?”

 


Luke breathed so much easier he
almost felt as though he’d been holding his breath since entering
the repair shop. He nodded eagerly. “Yes, please, right away if you
don’t mind, Savannah.”

 


“No problem, Uncle Luke; It’s dead
around here anyway.”

 


As she walked off, swaying hips
which had certainly matured since the last time Luke saw them, he
definitely realized how close that had come to something quite
inappropriate. As he fought off calling out to the pale fleshed emo
cutie that there definitely wasn’t anything dead in his pants when
she was around, Luke shook his head, focusing as best he
could.

 


He had to remain in control, to
not just give in to desires like the main character in some cheap
porn movie. There was a reason they were low budget and cheaply
made, he thought, and it wasn’t simply to skip story for action.
Porn was so rarely driven by deep messages or plots, most scenes
just a set up for further sex and kink. Every thought and impulse
Luke was feeling now was like the moments in those
movies.

 


The shop was strikingly quiet as
soon as Savannah was out of sight, and Luke waited at least a
minute or two before feeling it was safe to make his move. As soon
as he was positive she was out of the range of hearing anything
from the front of the shop, Luke quickly climbed over and around
the cluttered main counter, nearly slamming his impossibly
proportioned appendage against the register as he dug around in a
cabinet there.

 


Mark Garren was a technical sort
of guy, but he always kept spare sets of tools and soldering
equipment in a box behind the register. It was as predictable a
quality as the old friend ever had and Luke knew that maybe, just
maybe, he could tinker with the remote and repair it himself if he
found the right tools.

 


Distracting and occupying Savannah
had been necessary not because she’d refuse him access to such
tools as those Luke searched for behind the register. Luke had
needed her out of his sight, out of the room, as far away as he
could get her, because his dick was just itching to introduce
itself to her.

 


The thing almost had a mind of its
own now, Luke realized, and the hunger it had for taming a girl
like Savannah was beginning to get well beyond all means of
control. He just hoped he could grab the tools and either work on
the remote while she rummaged in old file boxes, or just slip back
out and take the tools with him before she returned.

 


“Yes… yes, found them!” he almost
shouted, slapping a hand over his lips as he hefted the old fishing
tackle box up that held all of Mark’s most technically true and
reliable electronics tools.

 


Pulling the charred remote control
out, he leaned over and began fumbling with a tiny specialized
screwdriver, undoing one and then another of the burned screws
holding the partially melted plastic housing in place.

 


It was as the last of these screws
came off that a familiar jingle sounded throughout the front of the
shop.

 


Luke’s blood ran suddenly cold as
the rather ordinary bell rang like the death toll to his soul. He
could feel his heart thumping wildly and not just because someone
else had walked in a short distance behind where he now stood. No,
what did Luke in and made him drop the little screwdriver to the
counter, watching it slowly roll towards the edge, was the fact
that whoever had just walked in, at least one of them was
definitely a woman.

 


“Lan, honey,
this will only take a moment,” a man was saying. 

 


“Okay, but this place really is
cluttered. Try and watch my dress, I can’t get it snagged on any of
this junk,” came the reply.

 


Moments after he heard the words,
Luke got his first look at the couple and where he couldn’t care
less about the man, a typically wealthy looking guy that seemed
pretty fascinated by all the surrounding clutter of technology, the
wife was definitely worth more than a second look.

 


“Ah here he is, Lan. See, told you
someone was working here today,” the man said, smiling and walking
right up to the counter.

 


It took Luke a second to realize
the man meant him, as he was in fact now standing on the business
side of Mark’s counter, having pulled out the tools for the remote
he was working on. It only made sense this guy assumed he worked
here, but for Luke, work wasn’t on his mind anymore at all… not
when the simple pleasures of leering at such a hot little Asian
wife like Lan were much more overpowering to his every
thought.

 


Luke realized he probably stared
just a bit too long, soaking in the view of the black hair parting
to reveal expensive diamond earrings, the soft supple skin of a
woman that clearly pampered herself beyond all financial limits. He
looked a bit too closely at the way her black dress snugly wrapped
her slender form, the way she seemed so high class and fancy, yet
so clearly feminine in all her motions.

 


Only when she was staring with a
mostly put off expression and her husband waved a hand and snapped
in front of Luke’s face did he shake off the confusion and remember
where he was.

 


“Hello… anyone in there?” the
husband asked with a tilt of his head.

 


“Huh… yeah, sorry, what’d you
need?” Luke asked, never looking away from the man’s
wife.

 


“I dropped off a very high class
speaker system for my theater last week. I assume it’s ready for
me; the name’s Levins.”

 


Again, Luke didn’t even look at
the man speaking, instead reaching over and taking his wife’s hand,
leaning down to kiss it as he smiled with definite interest at her.
“Lan Levins,” he said.

 


“Um… yeah, that’s my wife, but the
name it would be under is probably either just Levins or my name,
Clark Levins,” the husband said, bothered a bit by how Luke was
acting.

 


As soon as Luke tasted of the soft
pampered flesh on the back of Lan Levins’ hand, something inside
him broke free. It was as though a part of his soul had been
clinging to his mind, a logic and order to how his body worked no
longer applying to the Luke that released her hand to look over at
Lan’s husband.

 


“I believe your stuff may just be
in the backroom over there, down the hall, third door on the left,”
Luke said, thinning his eyes.

 


Luke knew full well that the room
he was directing Clark to was in fact just an employee bathroom,
but he no longer cared. He needed some time alone with Lan, because
there was simply no way to fight the appetite anymore and right now
he hungered for something rich and Asian, though something told him
she wouldn’t be so classy once he had a moment alone with
her.

 


“Oh really… I’d assumed they might
be up here stacked among all the customer orders,” Clark said,
again looking around at all the clutter.

 


Luke shook his head, winking at
Lan. “No, you see, Clark, I think Mark, that’s the guy who owns the
shop, wanted you to hear the difference. He set the speakers up in
one of our… er… sound insulated testing rooms just so you could
approve of the repairs before paying.”

 


The ruse clearly worked as Clark
beamed quite proudly. “Ah, that makes perfect sense, thank you,
um…”

 


“Luke… I’m Luke,” he said, though
more to Lan than her husband.

 


“Thank you, Luke,” Clark said. “So
that was third door on the left?”

 


“Right,” Luke said, again more to
his wife.

 


“Right?” Clark
asked, starting to walk off. 

 


“Left,” Luke called
out.

 


“Ah… right, I gotcha,” Clark said,
vanishing without another word.

 


As soon as Clark was beyond the
front of the repair shop, Luke grinned right at Lan, hopping up and
over the counter to stand right next to her. “Now that he has
finally left…” Luke said, chuckling at the emphasis on the word
left. “I have something you’re just gonna flip over… or maybe I’ll
just flip you over it.”

 


Grinning, walking right towards
the suddenly stunned woman, Luke no longer thought of anything but
the hot Asian he was about to introduce to his rather eager friend.
For a whole minute she backed in fear, bumping into some boxes,
clearly trying to find her voice to scream for her husband. Those
natural inclinations ended as soon as Luke dropped his pants in
mid-stride and simply gestured down with a nod of his square
jaw.

 


Almost instantly the once posh and
classy Lan devolved right before Luke’s eyes, the pornification as
he was starting to think of it happening before the poor woman
could even take another breath.

 


“Oh… mmm…” Lan
moaned as her eyes widened and then thinned, tilting quite
perfectly to further enhance her already Asian features.


 


She stood entirely still as her
full length black dress tightened in places, loosened in others,
the expensive gown suddenly taking on a pattern which became
quickly clear as a geisha girl costume. In the next few seconds,
her tits swelled, her legs lengthened, and her already pale skin
grew even paler, a spread of white makeup appearing that flowed
throughout her and fully completed the once wealthy woman’s
transformation into a cheap porn geisha slut.

 


Luke had heard Lan speak before
and her accent was mild at best, the high education and likely
years of prohibitively costly voice lessons giving her that air of
distinction that only comes with wealth. The next words from her
mouth made it quite clear that the only distinction she had left
was quite ridiculously low in class and high in sex.

 


“Mmm, you wuv Lan, want Lan wight
now?” she asked, heavily accented.

 


Luke simply grinned and grabbed
hold of his dick, stepping free from his pants and shoving Lan back
into the counter he’d just climbed over to get to her.

 


Grabbing her once expensive now
cheap imitation silk dress, Luke ripped it right down the middle,
shoving a fist in and spreading the fingers to claw and squeeze at
her tits. He was intentionally brutal about his groping, wanting
her to feel those pleasurable tingles all the way to her
toes.

 


“Down, lean back, and talk dirty,”
Luke demanded, letting go of her tits, pushing her head, and
ultimately getting Lan just like he wanted her.

 


“Unh, unh… so weewy good, so good,
mmm… wuv me wong time, sir, wuv me weewy hahd!” Lan moaned seconds
later as Luke pistoned his fat cock up and down her cleavage,
yanking on her poor tits so hard he stretched and forced them to
wrap around the immense girth he impossibly carried now.

 


It was all about the show, he
thought, the pleasure merely a side effect of a good pornographic
performance. Over and over he fucked Lan’s tits, squeezing them,
pinching them, fondling her heavy nipples, massaging their soft
pliable forms against his rigid hardness.

 


“Unh… unh… oh wes, weeeeesssss!”
she moaned, her accent somehow getting thicker the more he enjoyed
her body.

 


By the time Lan was bent backwards
over the counter, her torn geisha girl dress pulled up in front and
Luke slamming his ten inch dick right up her dirty little exotic
cunt, her words had completely fallen away and become little more
than pleasurable grunts.

 


“Unh, un, unnnnh!” she moaned,
thrashing wildly, flipping her length of black hair from side to
side, biting her lip, squeezing her thighs, trembling in
uncontrolled orgasm after orgasm.

 


“Ungh… fucking cunt,” Luke
grunted. “I’m gonna give you the soy sauce, baby, ungh…” Luke
chuckled, banging her harder, harder, losing control of his pace as
he finally grabbed her by the hips, pulled out and began spraying
thick spatters of sperm all up and across her heavily screwed tits
and into the perfect Asian features of her lovely once classy
face.

 


It was then, as he held his
spewing dick in hand, that was the moment Savannah came trudging
back out, lugging the heavy box that contained the schematics Luke
had said he needed.

 


“Hey, Uncle
Luke, I’m pretty sure I found… the… uh…” her voice just went pale,
nearly as pale as her emo cheeks. 

 


For a second or two, Luke felt
almost bad… almost. Instead he watched Savannah drop the box she’d
been struggling to heft, forgetting about it as soon as it hit the
floor. He watched her body tremble all over as though suffering a
sudden uncontrollable seizure. He then watched as Savannah remained
almost entirely unchanged but licked her lips with a sudden
flirtatious flair the girl had never shown before.

 


“Mmm…” Luke smiled. “Punk
porn.”

 


“Uncle Luke,” Savannah said,
wiggling her hips far more than necessary as she hopped up and over
the counter. “Did you wanna check out that box?” she asked,
pointing to the one she’d carried. “Or did you wanna check out
mine?”

 


As soon as she said it, Savannah
flipped her skirt up, thrusting three fingers down her panties,
clearly shoving those fingers deep inside her dripping pussy. She
bit her lip and moaned, shaking her hair to further give her the
wild punk look, green streaks hanging down in her face, eyes
flooded with more lust than Luke had ever seen in a
girl.

 


Luke laughed and looked not at
Savannah but at the remote he’d been attempting to repair on the
counter beside her. Moving forward, he grabbed the girl, squeezed
her tight by the hips, then leaned in and licked her face,
hesitating only a second before sloppily kissing her, making out,
hugging her tight, sliding her up and down his body so hard she
lost the grip she had on her own pussy.

 


“I’m gonna fuck your little box so
full you’ll be loose enough to take every finger you have at once
by the time I’m finished.”

 


Spinning her around, Luke glanced
yet again at the remote control, a product from his old life, from
a life he barely remembered at the moment. He’d wanted to fix it,
to solve a problem… but right now, Luke didn’t see a single
problem.

 


What he did see was a hot little
Asian slut and an equally sexy punk girl, both begging for whatever
he could give them, and Luke aimed to give them quite a
lot.

 


Muscularly tossing Savannah
without a care towards a couch across from the fancy camera on the
tripod, he pushed Lan right behind her. Then without a care in the
world, Luke grabbed the remote control, charred, case carefully
opened and ready for repairs, and he tossed that remote right in
the nearest trashcan.

 


He’d been to Hell and thanks to a
fluke chance while there, Luke now knew he’d never escape hell, at
least for what he saw himself doing. His buddy Mark had always been
a close pal, never bad blood between them. How fittingly ironic it
was that the only thing to come between them was the good blood he
had in common with the girl Luke was about to fuck into
unconsciousness.

 


The little camera recording light
blinked silently as Luke fucked Savannah savagely over that couch,
as he grabbed her bendable body and pretzeled it in all sorts of
nasty positions, one after another after another, humping her until
he knew he couldn’t hump anymore enthusiastically.

 


Punks always liked it rough, he
thought, picturing the porno a girl like Savannah would star in.
Her tongue ring alone proved a tolerance for pain and the green
streaks a naughty side of attention craving. Luke fucked her hard,
fingering Lan nearby, keeping both under his dick as he blurred
through climax after climax, pounding their bodies past the
orgasmic limit which had both breathing so shallowly they almost
passed out several times.

 


It was the threesome to end all
threesomes, he thought, Luke discovering that like his moral
limits, he’d well exceeded all limitations of strength and stamina.
In a porn movie the guy never got tired, never took a rest, didn’t
whine and complain about muscle soreness or needing some fluids to
keep the party going.

 


This was reality now, an
impossible reality where an impossible dick did impossible things.
Luke had fucked his way through a sexy maid, waitress, school
girls, and more. A threesome with the punk daughter of one of his
best friends and a random Asian wife was only the latest in the
long line of real life porn features Luke was living
out.

 


“Ungh… ungh… time for the money
shot, sluts,” Luke grunted, grinning from ear to ear as he made
sure both Savannah and Lan were pushed back onto their knees before
him, facing the camera which still blinked behind his sweaty sex
drenched muscular body.

 


Jacking off, Luke thought briefly
about why this didn’t feel right. He thought for only a second
about the man he’d been until so recently, a man past his prime, a
man out of his element, a man everyone liked but no one
fucked.

 


That man was gone, Luke
smiled.

 


“Oh fuck… ungh, I tell you,
ladies, ungh… the prices at this repair shop… ungh, you’re really
likely to get hosed!”

 


And with that, Luke grit his teeth
and flooded both faces with wildly spraying splashes of sperm,
seeding them both from the top of their heads to the twitching
bellies they rest their hands against.

 


“Oh… mmm… yesss, yesss, hose me
down, Uncle Luke!” Savannah cried out, knowing that her using such
a name only made Luke cum harder in the second round of climaxes
his cock spit out seconds later.

 


“Wuv wu wong time, so wong!” Lan
gasped.

 


Splash after endless splash of
seed shot all over the two supple porn stars, and that was all they
now were, all they would be. The true punk independence was gone
within Savannah, the girl now fully dependent on the next dick
she’d get to suck, get to fuck, get to defile her body in ever more
creative ways. The faithful high class wife was gone within Lan,
the woman now a stereotyped character that only lived off dick and
doing dirty things while speaking even dirtier.

 


As Luke finally stopped cumming,
his muscular arms actually a bit tired after manhandling both women
not to mention handling his monster of a dick, only then did he
notice the audience member the three had gained at some point
during the camera covered threesome.

 


“Ungh… mmm… now that, was what I
like to call customer service with a smile,” Luke laughed, slapping
poor Clark on the back.

 


The man had probably looked
confused upon returning from that employee restroom Luke sent him
off towards. He probably had even seemed rather sad as he stared at
the defilement of his wife in the remnants of a fetish geisha
costume.

 


Clark had probably seemed many
things, but for now he just seemed horny.

 


“Go ahead, get yourself some of
that, Clark. Me, I have a date with a blonde. She just doesn’t know
it yet,” he chuckled.

 


Walking with a stride the old Luke
never had, strength rippling through his muscular torso, dick
throbbing and as ever hard as it ever had been the past twenty-four
hours, he walked right out the door and just had to smile at the
sight outside.

 


It would seem that the blinking on
that camera had not in fact meant it was recording so much as it
meant it was transmitting live to those curved televisions facing
the window and facing anyone outside Mark Garren’s Gadget Repair
shop that happened to look at them.

 


So many random couples passing by
on the road must have looked over only to see Luke’s monstrous dick
spewing cum all over Savannah and Lan. So many that they formed a
rather instant traffic jam when those same cars parked, swerved off
the road, or just rammed into other cars and now blared with
frequent horn presses, the occupants no longer interested in the
rules of the road, or not to put too fine a point on it, the rules
of common decency.

 


Women were bent against the
steering wheels, backs constantly pushing the horns as they cried
out in muted pleasure again and again. Others were outside on the
ground, getting more than what looked like CPR from the fender
benders they’d had. Still other girls were making out with each
other, fondling, pinching, prodding every inch of the other, their
bodies perfected into the forms of lesbian lovers only found in the
most graphic of late night porn.

 


Luke laughed and got in his car.
So many temptations, so many no longer innocent and moral souls
here to enjoy. But then he had a particular one he was overdue to
taste, one that had been far too much on his mind since he first
woke up and heard her splashing in his pool.

 


“Josh better be doing his
home-work,” Luke said, with a wink at himself in the rearview
mirror. “Because I’m about to take over the home-pleasuring of his
girlfriend.”

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


“Are you sure I shouldn’t just be
going?” Brooke asked for the third time in the past
hour.

 


Across from her, lounged on the
living room couch, Josh just rolled his eyes. “Baby, I told you my
dad is fine with you staying for dinner so stop overthinking
this.”

 


Brooke furrowed her ever cute brow
and pouted a bit, clearly bugged by how the morning had gone. “I
know,” she said, “I know what he said, but you saw how he was
acting. I just… well I got the impression he really wasn’t that
wild about me being around so much today.”

 


Josh adjusted the pillow behind
him and sat up. “Brooke, he was just a little surprised, that’s
all. He had a late night getting in and woke up to the both of us
splashing around his pool. Trust me, everyone likes my dad and he
likes everyone. There’s no reason to overthink it.”

 


Brooke nodded, even if the nod
came reluctantly. She stood and walked towards the bar near the
double glass doors at the rear of the house. Grabbing a glass she
poured some water in it, dropping a few ice cubes, taking a
sip.

 


Glancing back at Josh who was
splayed on the couch about as ridiculously casual as a guy could
get, she smiled. “You know, you’re lucky you’re cute, Josh, because
otherwise you’d only have your stupendous slob status going for
you,” she laughed.

 


Josh winked and sat up, staring at
his girlfriend. “Yeah, well you’re lucky you’re smart, Brooke,
otherwise you’d just have that stupendous rack going for
you.”

 


Brooke almost choked on her water
as she sipped it, glaring at Josh playfully. She then glanced down
at the shirt she wore, a shirt Josh had intentionally bought her
that quite blatantly showed off a window of cleavage directly over
the quote unquote rack he was always teasing her about.

 


It was difficult to argue the
logic of such a comment considering her current attire, she
thought, and one thing Brooke was well known on campus for was
arguing logic as she was one of the best of the coed debate team
two years running.

 


“Shut up, Josh, you say it’s my
body, but I think it’s my brain you keep me around for. After all,
who does all the tutoring in this relationship?”

 


Sitting up and stretching a bit,
Josh grinned. “Maybe I just play dumb to get the brainy girl in a
bikini every now and then.”

 


Brooke laughed, setting her glass
down, then walked over with her arms folded, only further pushing
her large chest up to where the window in her gray shirt became a
bit obscene. “Yeah… well I still think I freaked your dad out or
something. I probably should go change.”

 


Josh was about to say something
but a voice came from the shadows near the hall to the
garage.

 


“No need to change on my behalf,”
Luke said, casually walking into the living room of his
home.

 


He’d been listening for a minute
or so, the drive home as eventful as the drive to the shop so the
afternoon sun just beginning to grow low by the time he quietly
crept in through the garage entrance to the house.

 


That sorority carwash, he thought,
those girls definitely ended up with dirty minds, even if their
bodies were soapy sudsy and squeaky clean. Winking and grinning and
knowing that neither his son or his son’s girlfriend knew why he
seemed so chipper, Luke just strolled casually past Brooke to the
bar, emptied her water glass and poured himself a drink.

 


“So can I interest in either of
you in a stiff one?” he asked, darting his eyes from Brooke down to
his painfully tight pants.

 


“I… uh… we’re not old enough, Mr.
Berry, sir,” Brooke said, blinking and tearing her curious stare
away from the muscles Josh’s dad seemed to have that she almost
knew he hadn’t had that morning.

 


“Dad, uh… you know that. Are you
okay, you seem… different?” Josh asked.

 


Luke nodded and drained the glass
he’d filled in one gulp. “Doing fine, son, but you… we both know
you aren’t doing fine, in school that is. Don’t even pretend I
haven’t been aware of the slacking you do when it comes to grades
and your homework or essays or whatever they have you doing for
those classes I pay for.”

 


Josh looked over at Brooke who
still seemed to be biting her lip and glancing repeatedly below Mr.
Berry’s waist at the bulging hidden protrusion that pulsed like
some animal trying to claw its way free.

 


“Dad, come on, it’s not that bad,”
he said.

 


Luke turned and stood tall,
flexing his muscular shoulders so much that he seemed to stand at
least a few inches taller. “Stop with the attitude, son… now there
are going to be changes around here.” He paused and looked right at
Brooke with a subtle lick to his lips. “And no, I don’t mean your
clothes, Brooke.”

 


Josh was so confused he barely
paid attention to just how frequently Luke’s gaze returned to
Brooke and the quite enticing shirt she had with that golden window
of bountiful flesh.

 


“I mean the changes that come from
putting your head in a book more often, Josh. And the changes start
today. I want you upstairs, homework, essays, whatever you’re
supposed to have done for the coming week.”

 


Josh was clearly upset, running
hands through his hair. “But Dad, no… come on, you said Brooke
could stay for a while, let me at least wait until tonight or
something.”

 


Luke intentionally brushed past
Brooke’s shoulder, smiling at the mere slightest contact against
such a curvy cute coed. He then stood right in front of Josh,
towering a bit over his slacker son. “Upstairs, Josh… NOW!” he
said, technically not shouting, but raising his newfound dominant
voice in ways his son never had heard.

 


“And don’t worry,” Luke said with
a grin when his son was halfway up the nearby staircase. “I’ll make
sure Brooke gets home without any problems.”

 


“See you later, Josh, um… it’s
okay,” Brooke called out with a wave.

 


She was still trying to figure out
what was different about Mr. Berry, other than his current
attitude, when Josh vanished from sight and Luke quite suddenly
turned and stared right into her eyes.

 


“And you, Brooke,” Luke said,
walking right up to her, breathing heavily as he stood there
studying her like one of the competing debate team members at
school, a definite tactic to intimidate which often worked
well.

 


“I’m sorry if I… I mean I didn’t
mean to upset you, Mr. Berry,” Brooke said, smiling as best she
could, as awkward as it felt to be wearing such a shirt and
standing practically face to muscular chest with her boyfriend’s
father.

 


Luke laughed, biding his time,
enjoying the moments of toying before he went in for the kill so to
speak. “First thing, stop with all the Mr. Berry, Brooke. Stick
with Luke, it’s a simple one syllable word and we both know blondes
need to keep their vocabulary simple.”

 


For a second Brooke wasn’t sure
whether to feel better or worse as the friendly beginning of his
comments led quickly into a rather insulting place.

 


“But you know I’m afraid I have
something to tell you that’s going to really be hard to swallow,”
Luke said, pacing beside her, occasionally staring right down past
her chin at the prominent flesh bags on her supple little
body.

 


“What?” Brooke asked
nervously.

 


“My son was right to say you
overthink things. You see nobody in life wants a girl like you that
uses her brain. It’s just such a waste of space in that pretty head
of yours.”

 


Brooke’s eyes filled with definite
anger as she tensed up and watched her boyfriend’s dad stop pacing
and turn to her.

 


“But you know what’s really hard
to swallow, and I’m afraid there’s just no avoiding it,
Brooke?”

 


“What?” she said, short and
clearly upset.

 


Luke grinned and grabbed his
pants, unzipping and yanking them down in one fast move, letting
every inch of his fat cock spring out into complete exposure. “This
is really hard to swallow, Brooke… but I’m sure you’ll figure it
out.”

 


“What the… unhh… mmm, fuuuuuck…”
Brooke gasped, staring at the thick throbbing veins running the
length of his dick, watching how it already dripped a little from
the fat tip and how that tip stared right at her like a snake ready
to strike.

 


“Yeah, Brooke, take it all in…”
Luke said, pacing a bit once again, rather comical looking as his
dick led the way back and forth. “I mean, naturally a girl like you
is going to be taking this in quite a lot.”

 


Brooke breathed heavily, falling
unsteadily back against the bar behind her, hands trembling as they
almost defied her wishes and began exploring her curvy body,
squeezing her hips, sliding inward and upward, grabbing at her
shirt, pinching the edges of that window that showed so much of her
chest.

 


“I’m sure you’re getting dumber, I
mean what blonde wouldn’t when faced with a monster like this?
Still, you think you can count to three, because that’s how many
holes I’m gonna fuck before taking you home.”

 


Brooke moaned, eyes heavy with
lust and yet draining of all intelligence as every second passed,
as the world seemed to slow to a crawl and her hands gripped and
pulled on her shirt, pulling that window of flesh lower, shoving
her big tits up and out so that the nipples could be witnessed
getting only thicker and harder.

 


“Nice tits by the way, Brooke,”
Luke said, walking right up to her. “I meant to tell you that
earlier with the bikini. Mmm… yes, definitely worth a suck or fuck,
maybe both.”

 


Brooke gasped and gave in, losing
her mind to the pleasure of feeling her body like never before, of
finally realizing just how sexy she was and how useless anything
but sex was to a body like this. The word logic had so recently
been inside her mind, but as she smiled and reached up to twirl a
little hair beside her cheek, Brooke wondered what logic even
was.

 


As far as she was concerned it
simply was a word that started with log, and the only log she was
interested in was currently pressing against her belly as Luke
brought his hands up and grabbed her tits.

 


“Fucking bimbo,” Luke said. “You
owe my dick a big apology, so why don’t you just drop down and have
some words with him?”

 


Moments later Brooke was on her
knees in her boyfriend’s living room, but it wasn’t her boyfriend
who enjoyed the position. Maybe she’d owed his dad an apology for
flaunting herself in a bikini earlier, and maybe she’d owed his big
hard dick that apology, but it definitely was not words she had as
her mouth made little more than muffled gasps again and again,
swallowing the jaw stretching girth of it.

 


“Mmmphh… mmm… unhhh!” Brooke cried
out as best she could, feeling her big tits get crushed into his
thighs on every dive forward.

 


She was a stupid little bimbo, a
head of blonde hair with curvy flesh and holes for men’s pleasure.
There was no need thinking anything more, not that Brooke would
have been capable of it if she tried. As Luke grinned and grit his
teeth, pistoning his hips like a machine, he knew that Brooke was
the bimbo in a porn movie now, and it was his movie to
make.

 


“Ungh, ungh, yeah, swallow that
dick, Brooke, fuck your little throat raw, feed yourself some
sperm. Those puppies of yours look hungry for a bit more protein,
as if they aren’t just swimming in milk already.”

 


Again and again, Luke hammered
Brooke’s chin with his heavy balls, and finally when she seemed
close to passing out, he grunted, thrust in deep down her
freakishly overstretched face, and blasted an explosive cum load
that squirted back out the sides of her mouth like she’d just
kissed a broken fire hydrant.

 


“Ungh… yesss…” Luke moaned, then
pulled out and yanked Brooke to her feet.

 


Dazed and dim, Brooke just giggled
as Luke bodily carried her out back, the sun setting low now on a
day he certainly wouldn’t forget. He ripped her cute top completely
off, palming a massive tit and giving it a good squeeze as he
grabbed her shorts and dropped them down, lifting her out of
them.

 


With a toss, he threw Brooke into
the nearby hot tub and watched her giggle mindlessly, idly reaching
her fingers up to pinch and play with her cute coed
tits.

 


Somewhere upstairs not too many
minutes later, Josh frowned and buried his head closer to the book
he studied while writing the stupid essay his history professor
wanted this coming week. He’d planned on doing this later, quite
possibly letting Brooke tell him what to write as she was good like
that.

 


Instead here he was, forced to
show some damn effort for classes all because his dad had some
bitchy attitude today.

 


Sighing, he listened to the
giggles and the splashing in the hot tub. “Great, just great, so I
get in trouble for waking him up splashing in the pool with my
girlfriend and he can spend all night with some bimbo of his in the
hot tub.”

 


Downstairs and out back, Luke
rapidly pulled Brooke’s pliable young body down again and again,
splashing water from the hot tub all over as he impaled her
repeatedly on his fat dick. The fucking went on well into the
night, well past the point when Josh had put on headphones and
fallen asleep still working on essays and other pointless studies
as far as he was concerned.

 


He never even suspected that his
curvy cute and one time brain of a girlfriend was downstairs
getting what remained of those brains fucked out, getting sloppily
stuffed with seed again and again, getting her tits pulled on and
played with so violently and brutal that she’d never quite show the
same view through a window shirt like she once did.

 


“Ungh, unghhh!” Luke grunted in
climax for at least the fifth time, spewing a fat load all over
Brooke’s upturned face, her sweet little features masked in sticky
sperm, her tits dripping the stuff, her legs parted as she kneeled,
oozing even more cum between them.

 


“Mmm… soooo yummy,” Brooke said,
licking her lips, even speaking with a higher flirty tone of
voice.

 


“That may be the money shot
tonight, Brooke,” Luke said, grabbing his still hard dick, “but the
night is far from over. Come on inside, I think I’ll see how many
times I can fuck you all over the house before we wake your slacker
boyfriend up.”

 


Luke was a muscular man now, the
gadget geek of the past gone. He carried Brooke like a rag doll,
like a fuck doll, and he did what he wished with her. Such was a
life of porn, he thought contently. In his life before, everyone
had liked him, but now… now he thought, every woman lusted for him,
and he lusted for them.

 


Had anyone ever told Luke that one
day, beyond his forties, he’d be doing porn with every babe he
could handle, he’d have told them just one thing. Luke would have
laughed and told them there was a remote chance in hell of that
ever happening.

 


 


 


 


The End
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SINtendo Seductress

 


When Kevin married Amber, SINtendo
turned her from good girl to bad. Since then he has ruined both her
body and her mind, but long before he came along, Amber's sister
Jasmine was the slutty one in the family. Now Jasmine plans to
reclaim the title, offering to house sit for Kevin and Amber. Her
plan is simple. Once they leave, she will use SINtendo to truly
give herself the full makeover.

 


 


SINtendo roBABE repair

 


A rare vintage game offers the
perfect costume, SINtendo roBABE, a costume based game with
micro-circuitry woven into the modern threads. But after spilling
some water, Morti freaks out and seems to have a broken roBABE in
need of repair. The only question is will Trance-tory technical
support help or hurt the situation when they get a look at just how
hot the girl wearing their costume is?

 


 


SINtendo Pokégirl on the GO

 


In Japan, Nate's just hoping for a
little more erotic from his supple curvy girlfriend, Morgan.
Unfortunately Morgan is more interested in the sights and tourism
while Nate is left quite sexually frustrated. A mistaken download
gives Nate not the game he intended but definitely the game he
wants,
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