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As You Wish...



Part 4: The Weekend Getaway


 

 


"How does it feel?"



"What?"



Ralph's sudden question caught Emily off guard. They had left their quiet suburb that Friday in the late morning after Emily dropped Sadie off at school. She had fought hard not to lose it in front of her daughter, as she lied about the "little trip mommy would be taking this weekend."



Once they had gotten in the car, Emily had remained silent, and Ralph seemed content to leave her be. They sped down the freeway with no rush hour traffic to contend with, and Emily stared solemnly out the window watching the trees and highway signs fly by, lost in her own thoughts.



At least until Ralph finally spoke.



"How does it feel when someone uses the lamp?"



"What you mean?" she replied, unsure how to answer.



"Do you not have any choice? Or does it hurt you if you resist?"



"No," she answered, tentatively. "It's not like that. It's more like it creates an overwhelming desire to obey. It...it makes me aroused, when I get a command. And I know the only way to get any release is to follow through."



Emily felt herself blushing as she finished her explanation. But at the same time she felt a weight come off her shoulders. Aaron had never asked her about her experience with the lamp; he had just started using it. And it wasn't like she could really speak with anyone else about it. Who would believe her?



"Do you like it? Taking orders from the lamp?" Ralph asked.



"It, um, heightens my experiences," she said, trying to answer diplomatically.



The truth was a little bit more complicated. Anytime she completed a command from the lamp's owner, the pleasure was overwhelming, orgasms unlike any she had ever had. But of course how she felt after the fact depended on who was using the thing. She never felt guilt, self-loathing, or disgust after being with her husband, but she didn't want to piss off someone who effectively controlled her. So she kept the answer simple.



Ralph nodded, then lapsed back into silence again. Emily wasn't sure where his sudden interest in what the lamp did came from. Maybe he wanted to understand it better to control her better. Maybe he was trying to make himself feel better about what he was doing to her. Or maybe he was genuinely concerned he was hurting her.



Whatever the case, she was almost certain she would be feeling the effects of the lamp that weekend. Tension twisted in her stomach from the worry of what Ralph might make her do. At the same time she felt aroused, the expectation of the pleasure the lamp would bring already on her mind.



"Where we going?" she asked. He had never actually told her, just gave her instructions on what to pack.



"A little resort by the beach," he said. "I used to go there with my family when I was young. It's been years."



"Oh. That sounds nice," Emily said.



She realized in that moment she didn't really know anything about Ralph. She knew he made his money as a freelance programmer, something she had learned early on when she and Aaron had moved in next door and were still trying to be on good terms with him, but outside of that he had just become the creepy dude next-door.



"Tell me about your family," she said.



Ralph turned his head from the road for just a minute to give her a look, one mostly of surprise. But then, after a moment, he obliged. He told her about how his parents had died several years ago from natural causes, and also about the tragedy of his younger sister who died in a car accident, hit by a drunk driver. He said he had another sibling, a brother, but that he was kind of a deadbeat and had moved far away from Springfield, which was the town that Ralph and his family had grown up in.



Losing herself in the conversation, or perhaps just trying to stave off boredom, Emily asked him about his past romantic partners. He admitted with obvious embarrassment that he didn't have a lot of experience in that department. Emily didn't find that very surprising, but she did feel a pang of pity for him. He mentioned that he had a steady girlfriend for awhile after college, but that she eventually left him and that since then he'd been mostly on his own.



The conversation made the rest of the drive fly by, and they arrived at the resort before Emily knew it, pulling into the area in the midafternoon. They checked into a very nice suite at the resort. Almost as soon as they were in the room, Ralph quickly took out the lamp and locked it in the room's safe, making sure it was out of her reach.



But not before issuing a quick command.


 


X-X-X


 


Emily bit her lip as she arrived on the beach, trying to fight down any visible, or audible, signs of the orgasm that shot through her body. As Ralph had commanded, she wore her sexiest bikini, a little black number held together with silver hoops on the sides of the bottom and a silver hoop between the breasts of the top. She let out a sigh as she took a seat next to him on their beach towel. She could feel the eyes of other beachgoers on her, not just admiring the taut form of her revealed body, but also no doubt wondering what someone who looked like her was doing next to a man as grotesque as Ralph.



"You look good," Ralph said, his eyes taking in her form.



"Thank you," Emily replied, giving him a smile.



She wasn't happy about the situation she was in, but she also figured she should try to make the best of it. She spent the rest of the afternoon sunbathing with Ralph. At one point they went into the ocean together to enjoy the chill of the water. She hadn't been on a real vacation since Sadie was born, and she had to admit it felt nice to just escape and relax.



Emily was sure that upon returning to the hotel, Ralph would make her do something with the lamp. She was relieved, but also somehow a bit disappointed when they just got ready for dinner at the resort's restaurant.



"This place hasn't really changed," Ralph said, as they sat eating their meal. He smiled, looking around at the room and taking it all in.



"I'm glad you're having fun," Emily said.



"I'm happy you're here with me, that I have some company," he said.



Emily forced a smile and continued to eat her meal. Obviously she didn't really want to be here; they both knew that he was making her join him. But somehow at the same time she was starting to feel bit of pity for the man. It was evident he didn't have anyone close to him, and that it had been a long time since he had any real fun. That didn't excuse what he was doing to her, or make her feel better about it, but she couldn't help being a bit taken with the sadness of his life.



She was starting to think that there was something under his outer crudeness, something other than the sexual obsession he had shown towards her, when he shattered the thought with an out of the blue question.



"What's your biggest sexual fantasy? Something you've never done."



"Sex on the beach," she blurted out. She remembered Cabo, how Aaron had wanted to fool around at night on the beach, how she had wanted to do the same, but how ultimately she couldn't bring herself to do it. "I always thought it would be romantic, but I was always afraid of getting caught fooling around in public."



Ralph nodded, a slight smile on his lips, as if he was either surprised or impressed by her answer. Maybe both.



"What about you?"



She wasn't exactly sure why she asked. Maybe just to keep the conversation flowing. Or maybe to get a gauge on what she should be expecting for the weekend.



"To be honest, I've always wanted to try anal sex with a woman," he said.



"Why didn't you just make me give it to you then?" she asked.



"I...guess I didn't want to push you," he said with a shrug. "I know that sounds strange, given all this, but since you told me you didn't want it, I felt I should respect that."



"Okay...um, thanks," Emily said.



She wasn't entirely sure what to make of that. He was forcing her to have sex with him after all, but it seemed there was some line in the sand where he considered decency to have been crossed. She figured that was a good thing to know, maybe something she could use later.



As the meal finished, Emily began to feel more and more anxious. She had no doubt Ralph would use her that night. He had shown restraint with the lamp, even admitted he would follow her wishes to an extent, but she was worried that meant he had something big planned.



Predictably he took the lamp out of the safe when they got back to the room. Unpredictably he told her to put on a new bikini and cover up with something casual so they could go for a walk.



They left the room in their swimwear and shirts and walked back down to the now deserted beach. It was a beautiful night with a clear sky, the full moon reflecting off the water. There was the sound of the waves crashing against the beach. A light breeze tugged against Emily's hair and clothing.



They walked up onto an area of rolling sand dunes away from the main sunbathing strip. The lights of the resort were still visible, and some sound carried down to them.



"Strip," Ralph said, rubbing his fingers against the lamp. "No need to be nervous. Enjoy this."



Emily began to discard her clothing, the pleasure of obedience coursing through her body as she did so. Soon she was standing naked on the beach, an orgasm rippling through her. It was a public space, and she was unclothed, and almost certainly about to do more than just be naked. But at that moment she didn't care. All the worries that had stopped her from doing this in the past had vanished.



"Lie down," Ralph commanded. "And play with herself."



She lay down on the sand dune and began to toy with her clit. She was already wet and began to insert two of her fingers inside herself. As she pleasured herself, Ralph discarded his clothing. Then he picked up the lamp once again.



"Take me."



Emily looked up at him, opening her legs wide in invitation. Ralph lowered his huge frame between them. He lined himself up with her opening and pushed in.



Emily let out a gasp. Then she felt his lips on hers and let his tongue invade her mouth. She wrapped her arms around him, brought her legs up around his waist to draw him and more deeply. They moaned into each other's mouths as Ralph thrust into her, and she raised her hips to meet him, again, and again, and again.



She unleashed a strangled yell into his lips as he came, her whole body quaking in orgasm from fulfilling the lamp's command.



They lay there for some time after, Ralph pulling Emily close to him. She felt the rise and fall of his breath, the slight tickling sensation of his hairy chest. She looked up at the moon and listened to the sound of the waves. It was all so surreal, her fantasy come true but not with her husband. She struggled with how to feel about it, but then just let the warm feeling of post-sex satisfaction blanket her.



Once Ralph was hard again, he used the lamp to get her to go skinny dipping in the ocean with him. They frolicked in the sea before he ran back up into the dunes again. Emily felt the new compulsion as she stood in the ocean, waves lapping against her legs.



Ralph ambled down from the dunes, his large cock waving probably in front of him. Then he lay down on the edge of the surf. Emily mounted him, taking him inside as the small waves washed up over her legs, cold water splashing against her back. The breeze tugged at her blonde hair. And her naked body, covered in saltwater and sand, felt more alive than ever. She felt wild and free as she rode Ralph's magnificent cock, and she came just from the exhilaration of the moment and the realization of her fantasy.



Emily paused as the pleasure of her release shook her. But the compulsion from the lamp remained. She looked down at Ralph, lust in her eyes as he began to rock her hips again. She wanted him to feel good, to have the pleasure of releasing himself inside her once again. She wasn't sure if that feeling came from the lamp, the emotions of living out her sexual fantasy, or somewhere within herself, but right then it didn't matter.



She felt him pulsing inside her, heard him groaning with release, she let go of her inhibitions and moaned loudly, showing him and the whole world the pleasure he brought her. She let herself fall across his large stomach and flabby chest. As she felt his arms wrap around her body, a strange peaceful sensation overtook her. Lying there, the waves rushing against them, their bodies pressed against each other, it was all so nice. Part of her didn't want to leave.


 


X-X-X


 


Emily woke the next morning still feeling at ease. She looked over at Ralph lying next to her on the bed, and a strange compulsion overtook her. She reached between his legs and began to stroke him. He stirred, his eyes opening and looking at her, but he didn't say anything, just smiled at her in disbelief.



She threw aside the covers and took him in her mouth, bringing him to full mast. She knew that this was crossing a line, that without the lamp compelling her, she was actually cheating on her husband, but she didn't care. In that moment she wanted to feel like she had control of her life again; she wanted, needed to do something because she could, not because the lamp made her.



She took Ralph inside her, his girth filling her. He was bigger than Aaron, and she realized he felt better. It wasn't just the lamp feeding her sensations. She felt guilty about that realization but didn't stop. She needed to get release, to have a real orgasm, one that came from her body, not some kind of magic.



She and Ralph came at the same time.



It felt good, but somehow disappointing. It was the first time she'd had sex on her own terms without the lamp in weeks. Yes, she and Aaron had had sex couple of times while Ralph was in control of the lamp, but it wasn't good sex. He had been much more interested in venting his frustration or trying to control her than seeing to her needs. But now that she had finally been able to have sex the way that she wanted, without the lamp commanding her, she knew that something was missing. The sensations she had gotten used to felt diminished, muted.



She fell back onto the bed, her mind racing. What did that mean for her? And what had she just done? Willingly fucking Ralph? What was she thinking?



"That felt amazing," Ralph said, his breath still labored.



"You can't tell Aaron!" she blurted out.



"Okay," he said. "I won't."



She looked at him and saw sincerity in his gaze. Then before any more conversation could develop, she bolted to the shower. The water was relaxing but not as much she had hoped. When she was done she told Ralph she had decided to go to the resort's spot. He didn't argue, seemingly still happy she had taken him willingly.



Emily did her best to enjoy the spa, but the implications of what she had done and how she had felt still played through her mind. And as she lay there trying to relax she just felt herself getting more and more horny. She thought about what she and Ralph had done the night before, about other times he had commanded her. Somehow she knew she needed that, her body wanted it. But she didn't know how she felt about that, or what she should do.



Ralph was in his swim trunks when she got back to the room a couple of hours later. He was ready to go to the beach, but she had something else in mind. A resolve had built within her as thoughts about what she had done and how she was feeling played through her mind. She knew by the time she got back to the room that she needed to feel the lamp again, at the very least to cement her suspicions.



"I want you to use it," she said.



"The lamp?" he asked, clearly taken aback.



"This morning it...it didn't feel the same," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "I want you to...command me."



"What you want to do?" he asked, heading for the safe.



"Anything."



"Anything?" he asked, looking over at her.



Emily felt herself nodding, her pussy moistening as she waited to hear what he would say.


 


X-X-X


 


"Oh yes! Fuck that ass!"



Emily's fingers gripped the bedsheets tightly as Ralph plowed her backdoor from behind. She let out gasps of pleasure as his cock slid in and out of her ass. She didn't know if this was something she'd enjoy normally, but she didn't care. The pleasure of it right then was overwhelming.



"Oh God I'm gonna cum in that ass!" Ralph roared.



"Yes, baby! Fill my ass with your cum! Make it yours!"



Emily let out a moan of pleasure and happiness as she climaxed. Her body shuddered, the lamp rewarding her for her compliance in the best way possible.



She spent the rest of the day indoors with Ralph savoring the joy of obeying his and the lamp's commands.


 


X-X-X


 


A mounting sense of dread filled Emily as she and Ralph got closer to home on Sunday afternoon. She didn't know what to expect from her husband, and she wasn't sure where things would go from here. She couldn't deny that she had enjoyed her time with Ralph, and now she fully knew how much the lamp impacted her.



But she was married to Aaron, and she loved him and more importantly Sadie. How would their marriage last if she was forced to run off with Ralph whenever he was feeling frisky. Worse, how could it last when Emily now knew true pleasure could only be found with the lamp. Could she still muster passion for her husband if he wasn't the one who had it?



She hadn't come to any resolutions by the time they arrived back at her home.



"I'll help you carry this up," Ralph said, taking her suitcase out of the trunk of his car.



Emily didn't doubt this was some play to rub the situation in Aaron's face, but she didn't argue with him. She opened the door and led the way into her home.



"Hey, honey, I hope you had a fun weekend."



Aaron was sitting in the living room, apparently waiting for them to arrive. He had a bottle of beer in one hand and a round bottle that was corked shut sat on his lap.



"And you Ralph," Aaron said, smiling at the man and continuing to speak in a fake saccharin voice. "I hope you had a nice weekend because this will be the last time you touch my wife."



"What's that?" Emily asked, nodding at the strange bottle in her husband's lap. She was starting to get worried. Had he cracked? Was he about to do something violent?



"Oh this?" he said, holding up the bottle. "This is the way to break the spell."



He popped the cork, and purple mist filled the room.


 

 


End of Part 4


 

 

 


Aaron, Emily, and Ralph's story concludes in
 Part 5: Breaking the Spell
 where we learn how Aaron came to have the spell to destroy the lamp and whether or not it will work.


 


Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please also consider checking out my other stories of mind control, married women, and mischief...


 

 



The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


I thought it was strange when my wife told me that an old man in the park had given her a necklace while she was taking her walk. Even stranger was that they kept running into each other, and each of their encounters became more sexually charged than the last. But perhaps the strangest thing of all was that I somehow find myself being okay with everything that was happening between them...


 


Want to know if the husband allows his wife to continue seeing the old man?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



The Loud Neighbor



 


It was awkward going to confront my neighbor about how his nightly sexual romps were too loud and kept my wife and I awake. But somehow, after speaking with him, all I could think about was how much it turned me on. And after he went to apologize to my wife, well things really started to change...


 


Want to know exactly how this couple's life started to change?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn't in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



"Nice," he said. "Now tell us, why are you here today?"



"Johnny and I have a bet," she said. "He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I'm here to show him that he's wrong."



Flash.



"You're doing a great job of that so far," he said. "Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way."



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn't question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



"So, in your opinion, what's wrong with being slutty?"



"Nothing," she said. "It's just not who I am, and it certainly isn't who all women are."



Flash.



"Fair enough," he said. "Now lose the blouse. It's in the way of letting me see your upper body."



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn't recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn't one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan's face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



"Mr. Walker?" she said, smiling broadly.



"Yes, yes that's me," he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. "You can call me James."



"Megan," she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. "It's so nice to meet you."


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


"Here she is, boss," the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



"Do you know who I am?" he said, eventually.



"Um...no," Rachel said, her voice trembling.



"My name's Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district," he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. "I know all my girls, and you're not one of them. So who are you?"



"I...um..."



"She calls herself Roxy," the enforcer said, when Rachel didn't answer quickly enough.



"Roxy?" he said. "That's your name?"



"No, that's just...," she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. "My name's Rachel. Rachel Grisham."



"Okay, Rachel Grisham," Diego said. "What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?"



"I'm sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding," she said.



"Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?" he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



"Yes, really!" Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. "I'm not a prostitute."



"You aren't?" he said with a laugh. "You had me fooled."



"It's just this silly fantasy," she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. "I just. It's dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I'd just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and..."



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



"A fantasy?" Diego said with a chuckle.



"Yeah," Rachel squeaked. "Can I please go now?"



"Of course," he said, giving her a smile. "Like you said, it's just a misunderstanding."



"Oh, thank you!"



"But first, I have a question for you," he said, barring her way out of the alley.



"Okay," she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn't going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



"Why does this fantasy excite you?" he asked.



"Um, what?" she said, the question catching her off guard.



"Why are you pretending to be a hooker?" he said. "Why does that turn you on?"



"I..."



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



"Humor me," he said. "And then you can go. I'll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you're safe."



"Okay," Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



"I've been dating my husband since high school. I've never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me...I thought it was hot. I know it's not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn't at all like me."



"Well," Diego said, scratching his chin. "From what you're telling me, it sounds like you'd enjoy the lifestyle."



"No, I -- "



"Let's recap what you said."



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel's eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn't seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



"Yes," her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. "You love this cock, don't you?"



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn't even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



"It feels good to please me, to please your Master," Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



"Yes, so good," she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. "I love pleasing you, Master."



"Good girl," he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. "When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before."



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn't come.


 



Click here

 to keep reading...
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