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As You Wish...



Part 5: Breaking the Spell


 

 


Aaron arrived at the apothecary on Saturday night, as he been instructed to, leaving Sadie in the care of a babysitter. He had been doing his best not to think about Emily and Ralph and what they might be doing together. What Ralph might be making his wife do for him. But it was very hard.



By the time Saturday night rolled around he was emotionally drained and feeling desperate. Whatever this woman was going to do, he needed it to work.



The mall was mostly empty at that time with many of the stores already closed. Only the areas around the restaurants on the building's outskirts still seemed alive. When Aaron reached the apothecary, it appeared closed. He tried the door and found it locked. A panicked frenzy overtook him and he began to bang on the door.



She had to be in there. She just had to be.



He was starting to despair, thinking she had lied, when the door clicked open. The shopkeeper stood in the doorway with a rope pulled around her body.



"No need to make such a racket," she said. Then she stepped aside so he could enter. "Come in."



"Did you find a way to break the spell?"



"I spoke with several of my contacts," she replied. "Only one of them was truly helpful. And I should warn you that the spell he recommended is...intimate. But it's the only one anyone seems to be aware of."



"Well, I'll try anything," Aaron said, feeling a little flutter of hope build within him for the first time in days.



"I hope so," the shopkeeper said, giving him a strange look.



He followed her into the store. It was darker than usual, the lights in the front fully out. Only some lighting from the register area in the back provided something to see by. The shopkeeper let him pass the register and through the door that led to the storage area in the back.



Aaron wasn't sure what to make of the sight that greeted him. A large space on the floor had been cleared out, and there was a ring on the floor made of purple sand. Outside the ring candles burned, flickering in the darkness. In the ring some blankets had been laid out.



"What's this?" he asked.



"To create the spell that can break the lamp's hold over your wife, a ritual must be performed," the shopkeeper said. "And as the lamp is a tool of lust, the ritual is an act of lust as well."



The shopkeeper let her robe fall from her shoulders, and she stood naked before Aaron. His eyes roamed over her curvy body, taking in her full breasts, dark nipples already hard, and the patch of trimmed black hair over her vagina. It had been a long time since he'd seen a naked woman other than Emily up close. And though this woman was a bit older than him, she still had a body to inspire lust.



The shopkeeper gave him a smile, noticing his gaze. Then she stepped forward into the ring.



"Undress," she said. "And don't disturb the ring."



Aaron slowly peeled his clothes off. It seemed strange, but he didn't question the woman's commands. After all, what could be stranger than a magic lamp that could control his wife?



Once he was naked, he stepped forward into the ring, making sure to lift his feet well above the purple dust...or whatever it was.



"What now?" he asked, feeling self-conscious as he stood there naked next to an equally naked and rather attractive woman.



"The fun part," she said, a twinkle in her eyes.



She dropped to her knees in front of him. Aaron drew in a sharp breath as he felt her hands wrap around his manhood. He was about to stop her, but he remembered why he was here and what this was for. Besides, his wife was probably enjoying the pleasure of his neighbor even at that moment.



He let out a moan as the shopkeeper took him into her mouth. He closed his eyes, enjoying the warm sensation of her mouth, the way her tongue played over the head of his cock, the squeeze of her hands over his shaft and his balls. He was rock hard in no time, and he had to admit this woman was better at giving head than Emily. He sighed when he felt her remove her lips.



"Come," she said, gesturing towards the sheets. "Lie down."



Aaron did as he was told, and the shopkeeper straddled him. She smiled down at him as she lined her entrance up with his cock. Both of them groaned in pleasure, as she slid onto his pole. She was wet already and began to ride him quickly, her hands on his chest, as she rocked her hips up and down over him.



"Oh yes! Oh that's good!" she moaned, as she took him.



Aaron brought his hands up, grabbing her thighs as he thrust his hips in rhythm with her motions. He had never been with a black woman before, and the contrast of their skin triggered something in him. Their coupling in that moment just felt so erotic. He forgot about his wife, forgot about the lamp, and just let his eyes feast on the woman who was providing him pleasure right then and there.



The woman leaned back, cupping her tits and squeezing them as she continued to ride him. Aaron reached up and gripped her waist, thrusting upward harder and faster.



"Oh God yes! Fuck me just like that!" the shopkeeper moaned.



He kept thrusting, enjoying the feel of her tight, slick pussy around his cock. It wasn't long before he felt the pleasure in his manhood mounting.



"I'm going to cum!" he grunted.



"Yes! Do it! Fill me with your seed!" the shopkeeper yelled out, as she gazed lustfully into his eyes.



Aaron groaned as he felt his release, his cock pulsing in the wet folds of this woman. She let out a gasp, and he could feel her walls tightened around him, as she came as well. He continued to thrust into her until his cock stopped squirting and began to soften.



The shopkeeper leaned forward, laying down across Aaron, her bare breasts pressed against his chest. Instinctively he wrapped his arms around her, holding her warm body close, his cock still buried inside her.



Questions and concerns began to swirl in his head then. He had just had unprotected sex with a woman he barely knew. What if she had STDs? What if he had just gotten her pregnant? He didn't know what he would do in either situation. He didn't even know her name.



"Um..." he started, figuring he could at least rectify that last part. "What's your name anyway?"



"Now he asks," she said, looking up at him, a playful smile on her face. "My name is Farah. And don't worry. I'm clean and won't get pregnant."



"Can you read minds?"



"No, of course not," she said. "But it doesn't take a genius to figure out what you might be worried about."



She pushed herself off of him and stepped gingerly out of the ring of sand. Aaron's eyes widened as he watched her. He had been fully immersed in their lovemaking and hadn't noticed before, but the purple ring was now glowing on its own, glimmering like embers in a fire.



Farah unceremoniously took a broom and dust pan and began sweeping it up, entirely unfazed by the dust's supernatural glow.



"This will be the base material for the spell," she explained, as she moved around the circle.



"Okay," Aaron said, watching her. "Um, what do I owe you for this?"



"Maybe a few more after-hours visits," she said, smiling at him. "There are other lust-based spells I can make. And honestly I could use the company."



"Okay," Aaron said.



His eyes traced over her naked form again. Part of him felt bad making that kind of deal, but he had to do something to get Emily away from Ralph. And even though he knew it wasn't his wife's fault, part of him felt like he was evening the score by finding his own sexual enjoyment outside of their marriage.



When Farah had finished her sweeping, she poured the purple dust, still glowing, from the dustpan and into a wooden bowl.



"So what now?" Aaron asked.



"Well, I need one more thing from you," she said. "Then I can start preparing this."



"So what do you need me to give you?" he asked.



"Some of your essence," she said. She walked over to him and knelt down between his legs yet again, taking his cock in her hand and slowly massaging it. "Which I will help to extract."



For the second time that night she put her lips around his manhood, and Aaron felt himself start to become aroused once more.


 


X-X-X


 


Aaron woke on Sunday morning feeling more relaxed than he had in days. Part of it was certainly from the intimacy he'd been able to share with Farah, something he'd been missing since Ralph took the lamp and his wife. He had had sex with Emily a couple of times since the lamp left his position, but it was always a stressful and anxious thing on his end. He felt like he had to do it in order to continue to lay claim to her. By contrast what had happened with Farah the night before had just been...fun.



He had come three times with the shopkeeper, twice for the ritual and once for fun, as he took her on top of the store's checkout counter while they were waiting for the spell to cool off after Farah had mixed together the components under high heat.



The other part of his newfound calm came from the spell itself, now sitting in a glass bottle on his nightstand. He smiled as he looked it over: the solution to all his problems.



He got a text from Emily in the late morning saying she would be home in the afternoon. Aaron arranged a playdate for Sadie to keep her out of the house, not wanting his daughter around when his wife arrived home. He wasn't exactly sure how the spell would work once it was set loose, and he didn't want to have to explain what was going on to his daughter.



He was ready when Emily arrived, sitting in a chair in the living room and sipping a beer. The fact that Ralph was there to only made it better. The horrible man could watch all his power crumble before him.



"Hey, honey, I hope you had a fun weekend," he said, smiling at his wife. Then he turned his eyes towards Ralph. "And you Ralph, I hope you had a nice weekend because this will be the last time you touch my wife."



He savored the confused and worried look in Ralph's eyes.



"What's that?" he heard Emily ask, and saw that she was looking at the spell bottle sitting in his lap.



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



Aaron pulled the cork from the bottle and watched as the purple mist poured forth, surging forward into the room to help him reclaim his life.


 


X-X-X


 


Emily froze as the purple mist approached her, unsure of what was going on. Was this some new magic? Or had Aaron just cracked?



The mist swirled around her, obscuring her vision. Then she heard a snap, and her wrist felt lighter. The mist cleared, and she saw the lamp's bracelet lying on the living room floor broken in two.



She gasped.



A mix of emotions swirled within her. She was free. Ralph couldn't control her anymore. She should be ecstatic, but she knew deep down the sexual high the lamp had brought her was gone forever. And the things she had done with Ralph. The things she had done unbidden. The things she had asked him to do to her.



She looked back and forth between her husband and Ralph. All of it was too much. She ran from the room, bolting up the stairs and into her bedroom. She slammed the door and fell onto the bed. Almost immediately she started to sob uncontrollably. Wracked with guilt, relief, and loss, she wailed into her pillow, letting her confused tears fall freely.


 


X-X-X


 


Two months later Emily felt like her life had fallen back into a pre-lamp routine. She took care of Sadie, performed her housewife duties, and took Aaron to bed at night. On the surface it was like nothing had ever happened, and sometimes while she was going about her errands, she could almost forget that it did.



But there were some changes.



Ralph barely looked at her anymore, lowering his gaze when they crossed paths. She didn't know if it was from guilt or shame, or the swift kick to the nuts Aaron told her he delivered after she had bolted upstairs that night he broke the spell. It was better than dealing with his leering, but somehow it felt a little wrong to her at the same time.



Aaron mostly tried to pretend the whole incident never happened. He made it clear he never wanted to hear about what she did with Ralph over their weekend getaway. At times he would seem a bit distant, and she noticed that he would meet up with the guys after work more, or sometimes even on weekends, like he wanted to be out of the house. And when they were intimate, Emily felt like her husband was now overly aggressive, like he had something to prove or maybe like he was trying to be better than Ralph. But whatever the case, she missed the passion they used to share, though given what had happened she didn't blame him for his new approach.



In the moments when she was alone, she found herself fantasizing about the lamp and the weekend she spent with Ralph. But no matter how much she tried either on her own or with her husband, she couldn't reach the same orgasmic heights the lamp had brought her to. She had sadly resigned herself to the reality that that experience had come and gone.



At least up until the day she came home from shopping to find Ralph sitting in her living room.



For the first time in what felt like a long time he actually looked at her as she approached him. He was sitting with a bag laid across his lap, calmly waiting for her return home.



"What are you doing here?" she hissed, surprised to see him randomly in her home.



"I just want to talk," he said, standing up to face her, holding his hands out in a placating fashion. "I know Aaron and your daughter are gone for the day, and you never moved your emergency key..."



"Okay, make it quick," she said, making a mental note to change the location of that damn key before Ralph ended up in their home again.



"The last time we were together, you told me to use the lamp on you," he said. "You told me it made the sex you had better. Is that true?"



"Yes," she said, begrudgingly. She didn't see much point in lying. The lamp was gone after all.



"If you could experience that again, would you want to?"



"I...why are you asking that?" she snapped.



Ralph reached into the bag he was holding and pulled out a golden ring, small, like a wedding ring. Then he pulled out the lamp.



"I got the woman who works at the apothecary to re-forge it into something smaller and less noticeable," he said, holding out the ring to her. "It cost me a good deal, but I thought that maybe we could use it again. That maybe you would want to feel that way you said you felt again. I can give that to you."



Emily stood frozen staring at the ring. Her mind was at war with itself. She couldn't accept this, not from Ralph, but deep inside she wanted all of the pleasure the lamp would bring.



She took a step back.



"I can't, Ralph," she said. Her voice cracked even as she said the words, knowing what she was giving up. But she couldn't risk it. "I have a husband, a family. I can't just leave them to be available on a whim to you. I can't betray them like that."



"I'm not asking you to leave them," he said. "Aaron never has to know. No one does. I won't use the lamp unless you say it's okay. You can choose when and where we do it."



He took another step towards her, still holding out the ring.



"If you don't want it, I understand, and I won't ever bother you again," he said. "But I thought over that weekend that we had something, that when you told me to use the lamp on you that you were really enjoying the things I was making you do, the things that we did together."



"I was," Emily said softly.



Her eyes were now fixated on the ring he was holding out to her. The promise of all the pleasure she could ever want sat right in front of her. It was like some kind of twisted proposal. She knew if she took it there would be no going back. If she got caught, she would really be cheating this time, and Aaron would never forgive her. She could lose him, lose Sadie, lose everything.



But she just couldn't turn her back on the pleasure she knew awaited her.



She stepped forward and took the ring from Ralph's hand. She placed it slowly over her right ring finger, feeling the power of the lamp surge through her body. She could feel herself getting wet, the anticipation of what was to come already making her excited. She stood before him, her body fully ready and willing to obey.



He smiled at her, and her eyes lit up as he began to rub the surface of the lamp.


 

 


The End


 

 

 


Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed this series. If you did, please follow me on my
 
Amazon author page

 to get notified when I release new works.


 


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.
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 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...


cover.jpeg





