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    “So why did you break up with me again?” 
 
      
 
    “I...” April stopped rubbing her tits for a moment, her face screwed up in confusion. After a moment, her lips parted in a smile and she started to giggle. “I can’t remember! Isn’t that funny? I must have been joking – or it must’ve been something silly. I can’t imagine life without you, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said with a smirk. “Must have been.” April grinned and went back to rubbing her brand new tits, squeezing them together for my enjoyment. Ten minutes ago, my girlfriend had firm, tiny b-cup breasts – not bad, but not what I fantasized about in my dirtiest dreams. Now they were massive, almost the size of her head, with hard nipples that cried out for my mouth to be on them. 
 
      
 
    Also ten minutes ago she’d been my ex girlfriend, but it seemed like we were past that now. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what happened. I was still struggling to process this: how April had turned on a dime from a cold, venomous bitch to a lusty bimbo totally devoted to my pleasure. But one thing was for sure – I wasn’t going to stop and question it. I was going to enjoy this to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    “So...” April’s hands dove between her legs, massaging her soaking wet folds. “You don’t just want to see my titties, right, Sir? Isn’t there something else I could be doing for you?” 
 
      
 
    I thought of the long list of things April had never done for me during our relationship. Long, worshiping blowjobs with lots of eye contact. Anal sex. Spanking, pulling hair, using her like a submissive little slut. She’d do any of these things for me now. She’d dress how I wanted, act how I wanted, even share me with other girls. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah,” I said, unzipping my fly. “I can think of a few things...”  
 
      
 
    April’s eyes widened as she watched, her face filling with awe. I was one lucky man – how the tables had turned! And to think, a few minutes ago I had thought my life was ruined… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The box was waiting for me when I got to the door, standing up on its end and leaning against the wall next to my apartment. I glanced down at it as I fumbled with the lock, wondering where it had come from. 
 
      
 
    “Hello there,” I said aloud, picking it up. It was surprisingly light. “Who ordered you?” 
 
      
 
    There was no label on the box, either from the company that packaged it or the shipper. I had no way of knowing if it was something I’d ordered online and forgotten about, or something sent to the wrong place by mistake. Maybe April had ordered it. 
 
      
 
    “That would be just like her,” I muttered as I entered my apartment and shut the door behind me. “Ordering herself a couple packages right before she moves out.” 
 
      
 
    My soon-to-be ex-girlfriend April was due to arrive in a few minutes to pick up the last of her things. I’d gotten them together last night, and as I walked in I saw them sitting on the kitchen table where I’d left them: a couple tidy boxes full of April’s clothes and records. A heavy sigh left my lips at the sight of them; once they were gone, I’d probably never see her again. 
 
      
 
    Things between April and me had gone so well: at first. For the first six months of our relationship, she was the best girlfriend a guy could have: funny, loving and adventurous. But one day, out of nowhere, it was like our relationship hit a brick wall – the long conversations we used to have were demoted to two or three-word responses, and I suddenly went from a guy who used to get laid two or three times a week in moderately kinky ways to a guy who didn’t get laid ever. I’d tried everything to reignite the spark in our relationship: gifts, flowers, taking over nearly all of the household chores and showering her with attention. None of it worked; if anything, she grew more distant. I was practically killing myself trying to figure out what the problem was. 
 
      
 
    The problem turned out to be close to home: it was my boss, Brandon. After she’d come with me to my office’s Christmas party, April had started fucking Brandon on the side almost immediately. She would even sneak into the building while I was out on my lunch break and bang him in his office, bent over his desk like the dirty secretary in some porno. When she finally confessed, I’d broken up with her immediately: but I didn’t have the financial independence or the willpower to quit my job. I needed the money, especially since I was the only name on the apartment lease. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry,” April had told me the night she left. “I promise Brandon won’t let what’s between us affect your career.” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I’d crumpled up one side of the box in my fist. Goddamnit I was angry – angry at her for wasting my time, angry at my boss for fucking my girl behind my back. Anger had become my default emotion lately, so I dealt with it the way I usually did: I fixed a drink. While I did, I pondered whether or not I ought to open the package I’d just attacked. 
 
      
 
    If it is April’s, she’ll probably get pissed off at me for opening it, I thought, sipping my drink. As the burn traveled down my throat, I found myself starting to care less what got April pissed off. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck it,” I said, picking up the package. “My place now.” I could always just say I didn’t know whose it was, and either way, who cares? I was never going to see April again. 
 
      
 
    The top of the box opened easily. I turned it upside down to let whatever was inside land on the kitchen counter. I don’t know what I was expecting: a book, maybe, or a blu-ray of some obscure horror movie I’d seen on sale online and impulse bought. 
 
      
 
    Instead, a gun fell out, hitting the table with a clacking sound. 
 
      
 
    I jumped backwards. It’s not that I’m afraid of guns, per se, but having one fall out of a box out of nowhere tends to startle a guy. After a moment, I reached out and picked it up, staring at it. What the hell was this? 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” I turned it over, running my thumb over the barrel. “The hell?” 
 
      
 
    It was bright pink. The kind of pink you only saw in bubblegum and the kind of flimsy dresses intended to be torn off of the girl wearing them. Another moment, and I realized that this was not an actual gun – it was plastic, and had a cheap kind of feel to it. Looking down the barrel at an angle, I could see a glass lens all the way down at the base. 
 
      
 
    I knew what this was. I’d had one back in the 80s – a video game gun, the kind you pointed at the screen to blast aliens or gangsters or whatever. Only, they weren’t pink – and they had cables to connect it to your console. This, as far as I could tell, did not, nor did it have any USB port or anything on it to hook a cable to it. 
 
      
 
    I felt my face going red. Was this...some weird kind of sex toy? It would be the kind of thing April would do as a little parting ‘fuck you’, order some weird sex toy for her and her new boyfriend and trick me into opening it. But the more I looked at it, the more sure I got that it wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    Written on one side of the gun, down the long barrel, were the words WonderRay. Along the other side, written in the same retro-looking sci-fi font, was the brand: Dr. Mesmertainment. 
 
      
 
    “Doctor Mesmertainment,” I muttered, running a finger down the barrel. The words were etched into the plastic, like a brand. 
 
      
 
    I felt around in the box to see if there were some instructions, something to tell me what the hell this thing was for, and after a moment I pulled out a slim pamphlet, folded into fourths. I unfurled it and saw what looked like an advertisement for some old-timey medicine, a block of ornate font with swirls and spirals surrounding it: 
 
      
 
    Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay! 
 
      
 
    Have you ever wished you could alter the MINDS AND BODIES of those around you, making them your perfect playmate? Enter the WonderRay! Using Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AWESOME SCIENCE POWER, the WonderRay reshuffles the neurons and atoms of THOSE CLOSEST TO YOU, allowing you total freedom to persue your interests without arguments, interruptions, or other worrisome problems! 
 
      
 
    I frowned as I read the paper. Maybe this was some kind of sex toy? Then I read the rest: 
 
      
 
    Using the WONDERRAY is as easy as pushing a button!: 
 
      
 
    ONE SHOT from the trigger activates the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER! Enjoy comfort and convenience for a limited amount of time! 
 
      
 
    If you like the effects, a SECOND SHOT from the WonderRay will make the effects of Dr. Wondertainment’s WonderRay PERMANENT! No more worrying about inconveniences like FREE WILL any more! NOTE: second shot MUST be administered during the first shot’s effect period in order to become PERMANENT! 
 
      
 
    As always, SATISFACTION is GUARANTEED! If you aren’t completely thrilled with the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of the WonderRay, please contact us at… 
 
      
 
    The contact info was so faded, I couldn’t read it. Directly beneath it was one final note: 
 
      
 
    WARNING: Prolonged use of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WONDERRAY may cause the USER side-effects such as: increased ATTRACTIVENESS, dramatically higher STAMINA and ATHLETICISM, along with an INCREASE in SEXUAL POTENCY. Always use Dr. Mesmertainment’s products RESPONSIBLY! 
 
      
 
    So those were the instructions. I still had no fucking clue what I was looking at. I folded the paper up and shoved it back in the box, flipping the gun in my hand and catching it like some old-west cowboy. 
 
      
 
    “This this is a joke,” I told myself. “Some kind of prank...” 
 
      
 
    There was a knock on the door. Before I could answer it, it swung open – stupidly, I realized I’d forgotten to lock it. 
 
      
 
    “Hello?” It was April. “You’re here, right?” 
 
      
 
    I froze. Just the sound of her voice filled me with conflicting emotions: anger, betrayal, jealousy. Most of all, the desire to bend her over this counter, spread her legs and fuck her so hard she’d be begging me to take her back – but I knew that was the one thing I could never do. 
 
      
 
    “Hello? Oh hey, why didn’t you say anything?” She walked into the kitchen, taking off her jacket and throwing it on the counter – covering up the box. Her face scrunched up as she saw the WonderRay. “What is that thing?” 
 
      
 
    I realized how stupid I must look, holding a hot-pink gun in the middle of my apartment. “I have no idea,” I said after a moment. “It just came in the mail today. I thought you ordered it.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would I order anything? Oh, here’s my stuff,” she said, spying the boxes I’d laid out on the table. 
 
      
 
    I watched her walk past me and inspect the boxes, making sure everything was accounted for. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass – underneath her jacket she was wearing a tight athletic top and yoga pants, and her ass looked amazing in them. April was a fitness freak, a slender, athletic babe who never missed a day at the gym – even when things were bad between us and our relationship could have used the attention. Her perfect, heart-shaped booty was her best feature...and with a jolt of anger I realized Brandon probably thought the same thing. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s my black cardigan?” she asked, a drop of venom entering her tone. “I don’t see it in here.” 
 
      
 
    “You were wearing it the day you left,” I said with a smirk, plopping down on my couch. “Unless I’m able to snatch the clothes off your body without you knowing, I couldn’t have taken it.” 
 
      
 
    She whipped around, a guilty look in her eyes. Did she feel bad about what she was doing? But an instant later, a wicked smile crossed her face. 
 
      
 
    “I remember now,” she said. “And yeah, that’s silly. You could never tear my clothes off.” 
 
      
 
    The way she said it, with the emphasis on the ‘you’, let me know that was exactly what Brandon had been doing to her. Maybe he’s been doing it in the office, I thought angrily. Right under my nose… 
 
      
 
    “Just get your shit and get out,” I said, taking another sip of my drink and twirling the WonderRay. It felt good in my hand somehow – fun to toss around and do tricks with. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” she said, rolling her eyes. I wasn’t rising to the bait, and she quickly abandoned it. But as she turned around, she started talking again in an overly sweet tone: 
 
      
 
    “Just so you know, I promise this won’t affect your job,” she said, lifting some clothes to look at what was beneath them. “Brandon and I have talked about it: he’s not going to tell anyone at the office we’re dating, and I won’t drop by. That way, none of your co-workers will know I traded up.” 
 
      
 
    Traded up? My vision went red. I don’t know what was more insulting: her using that turn of phrase so casually to hurt me, or her assuming I didn’t know how often Brandon had brought her into the office to fuck. 
 
      
 
    Angrily, I pointed the WonderRay at her, wishing for the moment it was a real gun. My finger grazed the trigger as she bent low, sticking her big ass out like she was taunting me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, pulling the trigger. “Whatever.” 
 
      
 
    As the trigger clicked, the gun vibrated so hard my entire hand shook. I could barely hold on to it. At the same moment, the gun grew warm in my palm, almost too hot to touch. I stared at it in shock, wondering if April had just heard that. 
 
      
 
    I tossed it to the couch. The instant it left my hand, both the vibration and the heat stopped – testing it with my finger, I found the surface cool and plasticky. It was like it had never happened. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck,” I muttered, turning back to April. “That was weird...” 
 
      
 
    April was frozen. As I watched, her head slowly lolled back on her shoulders, the rest of her body tensed up like something had startled her. 
 
      
 
    “April?” I asked. “What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    The very first time April and I had ever had sex, we’d done it in the bathroom of a club not long after we first met. It was easily the hottest experience of my life: she’d pulled me into it straight off the dance floor, started blowing me, then hiked up her skirt, turned around, and demanded I fuck her. The look in her eyes was still something I thought about every time I pleasured myself: that combination of naked need, biology and desire. It was easily the most gorgeous she’d ever looked. 
 
      
 
    I say this, because as my ex-girlfriend turned around, the look on her face made that one look practically chaste in comparison. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. My. Gawwwwwwd,” she groaned, her fists clenching and unclenching as pleasure coursed through her. “What did you do, Erik? Holy fuck...” 
 
      
 
    She closed her eyes as she climaxed, bliss overtaking her like a wave – and as I watched, she began to change. 
 
      
 
    Her hair, in the short blonde pixie cut she liked so much, started to lengthen – until it was running down her back in gorgeous, shimmering waves of platinum. Her lips grew plump and soft, so perfect that my mind instantly went to how they’d feel wrapped around a hard shaft. Her already slender waist tapered to the kind of waspy perfection most girls can only get with a corset, and her breasts… 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t tear my eyes off them. They expanded beneath her athletic top, stretching the fabric until it began to tear. April’s breasts were the one thing about her that the dark, caveman part of my brain hadn’t liked – they were a perfect, perky handful, but nothing more. Now they were amazing, mouth-watering monsters, the nipples going diamond hard as they poked through the fabric of her top. As I watched, amazed, twin stains began to spread across her top – her new tits were leaking milk. 
 
      
 
    Ironically, her ass barely changed – it was already a perfectly curvy, gorgeous rear I loved to slap and spank, grabbing handfuls as I entered her from behind. It ballooned a bit, stretching her yoga pants, but mostly remained the same. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes fluttered, only the whites showing as a pleasure stronger than multiple orgasms cascaded in her brain, doing...what? Rewriting her? 
 
      
 
    Awesome science power, I thought, speechless. Holy shit they weren’t kidding about that… 
 
      
 
    She radiated raw, sensual femininity. She looked hotter than any porn star I had ever seen. And she was standing in my living room, writhing in pleasure, nearly busting out of her clothes. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, she came out of her trance. April stared down at her new body with something like awe. A giggle left her throat, then another. 
 
      
 
    “Babe?” I asked, slipping back into a pet name for her. “Are you feeling okay?” 
 
      
 
    “I...feel...” her hands traced circles over her breasts, reached behind her back to cup her ass. “I feel wonderful, Erik. Thank you so much!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I grinned. “What’s the last thing you remember, April? 
 
      
 
    She giggled more as she walked towards me. “I was looking through those clothes on the table,” she said in a breathy voice. “But...why did I want them? They’re sooo boring. None of them would fit on a girl like me – and they weren’t even pink.” She glanced down at herself. “These clothes are boring too...” 
 
      
 
    As she got within arm’s reach of me, I grabbed the front of her top and pulled. It tore easily, the fabric already stretched to the breaking point, and in a moment it was in tatters, her huge tits free and hanging and dripping with milk. I squeezed one, and she cried out, the feeling sending a bolt of pleasure straight to her pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Does that feel a little better?” I asked, gripping her tits and running my thumbs over the nipples. 
 
      
 
    “Oh...oh fuck yes,” she whimpered. “Please don’t stop. That feels so good!” 
 
      
 
    A flash of annoyance surged through me. Why should she be the one to have all the fun? 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been a bad girl,” I said, grabbing up a fistful of her glossy hair and pulling. She moaned hard, arching her back, and leaned over me. 
 
      
 
    “Have I? I...I don’t remember. It’s so hard to think...and I don’t want to think...” 
 
      
 
    “You tried to leave me for another man,” I said, squeezing one of her big tits like an udder. Hot milk flooded my palm, and the urge to bring it to my mouth was almost impossibly strong. “For Brandon.” 
 
      
 
    “Brandon,” she said, looking back and forth. “I remember, Sir...” 
 
      
 
    “Forget him,” I commanded, looking into her eyes. “You’re going to forget he ever existed. In fact, I’m the only man you’ve ever made love to. You don’t need anyone else but me – forget him.” 
 
      
 
    She pursed her lips in a confused little smile and said the words that made my heart leap into my throat: 
 
      
 
    “Forget who, Sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Nobody,” I told her. “Fuck, you look so gorgeous.” 
 
      
 
    “You like staring at my big titties, don’t you, Sir?” She wiggled her torso, letting them bob before my eyes. “Yeah you do. I love it when you look at me that way, Sir – like I’m a little whore you want to fuck.” 
 
      
 
    She took my other hand and put it between her tits, groaning deeply as I manhandled her. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to do more than just look? Do you want to fuck these titties, sir?” 
 
      
 
    April had never given me her tits to fuck before. We’d tried a couple times early in the relationship when she was a little drunk, but she’d never really had the size to make it work. But now her tits were gorgeous bags of fuck-flesh, aching to be wrapped around my throbbing shaft, and the idea of burying myself between them was too good to pass up. 
 
      
 
    “I want to fuck your tits,” I said, gripping them tight. “They’re so fucking hot, babe.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she giggled, blushing. “In that case, we need to set you free...” 
 
      
 
    She sank to her knees between my thighs, working at my belt. My pants came down, then my boxers, and my fat cock sprang free, dripping with precum. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, unable to contain herself. “You have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.” 
 
      
 
    I decided I liked her calling me Daddy. I liked it a lot. And she was right – my cock looked different than the one I had always known. It was thicker, girthier, sticking out from my like a throbbing pole coated in sticky precum. My dick had always been just as average as the rest of me; now it looked like something that ought to be hanging off a quarterback or a porn star. Thank you Dr. Mesmertainment, I thought, staring at it. ’Side effects’ indeed! 
 
      
 
    “Wrap those fucking tits around it, babygirl,” I said, gripping the back of her neck. “I want to feel you bouncing up and down on my shaft with those fucking funbags.” 
 
      
 
    “I want that so bad, Daddy! But I need to get you wet first!” 
 
      
 
    I was about to protest that my cock was plenty wet already, but just then she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her pouty lips and took me down to the base, not even slowing as my cock rammed its way down her throat. I groaned with pleasure as she bobbed on it, her naughty tongue twirling around the shaft as she deep throated me. I was amazed – she had absolutely no gag reflex. Blowjobs from April were usually quick and unsatisfying because she couldn’t take more than an inch or two of my down her throat without gagging; now she sucked me off like a champion whore. 
 
      
 
    “There we go,” she said, gasping as she pulled off me. “Fuck my tits, Daddy. Fuck them hard.” 
 
      
 
    She squeezed them together with her elbows, pressing the soft mounds against either side of my hard member. A thin trail of drool left her lips as she stared down at my cock, dribbling between her cleavage to give me some more warm lubrication. My thick shaft slid easily into her cleavage, cupped on both sides by heaving masses of warm, milk-dripping titflesh. I was in heaven, and she hadn’t even started titfucking me yet. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I can’t even see my cock,” I gasped, staring up at her. “Your tits are so fucking big!” 
 
      
 
    “They’re all for you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I’m so glad you like them. Do you want them to make you come?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, kneading one of her nipples with my fingers. Milk flooded my fingers, and this time I did bring them to my lips. The liquid was creamy and filled with me a warm, floaty high like downing a good shot of bourbon. “Show me what a good girlfriend you are, April. Make your Man come all over your face and tits.” 
 
      
 
    She needed no other encouragement. Gripping her tits tight with both hands, she worked them up and down on my cock, giggling with pleasure as the hard shaft slipped through her cleavage. The throbbing, purple head of my cock popped out between them on every thrust, and soon she was bending over it, treating it to quick little licks every time it left the warm cocoon of her tits. 
 
      
 
    I could feel myself expanding inside of her, growing harder and stronger – and she could feel it, too. 
 
      
 
    “You like fucking those tits, Daddy? You like the way my big fucking boobs feel wrapped around your cock?” 
 
      
 
    In response, I grabbed her sides and thrust my hips upward, fucking her chest with savage strokes. She gasped with pleasure as I took control, her fingers gripping her tits tight to keep them wrapped around my shaft. 
 
      
 
    “Take that fucking cock,” I growled, gripping her hair and forcing my cock further between her perfect breasts. “I’m gonna blow all over you...” 
 
      
 
    “Come for me, Daddy!” She was begging for it, her eyes shining as she imagined the load I was going to shoot all over her. “Fucking spray me down with your come, Daddy, please! You’re so fucking hot…!” 
 
      
 
    I felt myself reach the edge and tumble over, my hips moving of their own accord as I buried myself deep in my perfect girlfriend’s bimbo tits. I detonated, my load filling her cleavage and pooling around my shaft as I thrust inside her, penetrating her chest as waves of pleasure washed over me. As my cock popped out of the top of her cleavage, thick ropes of come shot all over her chin and face, coating her gorgeous doll features in bright white seed. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy,” April moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh Daddy, that feels so goooood...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it – but it was true. The feeling of my thick cock between her tits, the warm experience of my semen coating her face and chest – these things had sent my girlfriend over the edge into her own climax. Her face flushed crimson as she came, body writhing with pleasure as she rode out her own waves of bliss. Her fingers found her folds and rubbed hard, milking her clit as her free hand scooped come from her tits and brought it to her glossy lips. 
 
      
 
    “April,” I said, still basking in post-orgasmic bliss as I pulled away from her tits. “You are the most gorgeous thing I have ever seen.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Erik,” she giggled, her eyes slowly clearing. “You haven’t even seen my pretty little pussy yet. Do you want to? It’s dripping wet – I made it perfect, just for your cock...” 
 
      
 
    My gaze trailed down to the exquisite valley between my girlfriend’s thighs. Her slit was shining and hairless, a tight, perfect sheathe for my hard cock. And I was still hard; already throbbing with the need to bury myself inside her again. Dimly, I wondered what kind of stamina the WonderRay might have given me, then grinned at the idea of finding out. 
 
      
 
    Not needing to ask permission, I reached out and cupped April’s cunt, exploring her slit with my fingers. It was like I’d taken hold of the deepest, darkest part of her mind and given it a stroke – instantly she was rigid around me, her walls clenching around my fingers as I rubbed her. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck! Oh my god, don’t stop, Daddy!” She was panting with pleasure, like she hadn’t just come moments ago. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got more then that,” I said, pulling my fingers away. “Spread those fucking legs for me.” 
 
      
 
    Licking her lips, April scooted back on the couch, placing one leg on the floor and the other over the high back cushions. With her legs spread so wide, her ass and pussy were left in the air, dripping with moisture and crying out for relief. She was far up enough that I could fuck her standing up, and that’s what I decided to do: taking up my place in front of the couch, gripping her hips and burying the head of my cock in her folds. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy,” she groaned, rocking her hips forward to try and get me deeper inside her. “I’m not on the pill...” 
 
      
 
    Something about that set me off – made my cock even harder than it had been. “No?” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip hard, shaking her head. “No. And I feel so...it’s like I’m an oven down there. You feel it, right?” 
 
      
 
    I certainly did. Whatever Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had done to my girlfriend’s brain, it had also sent her fertility into overdrive. I’d never felt a female body so wet, so fertile, so ready to have a man’s seed shot deep into her womb. 
 
      
 
    “Would that be so bad, angel?” I ran the head of my cock up and down her slit, making her moan. “To be knocked up with my heirs? To have a big, swollen belly full of my babies?” 
 
      
 
    April cried out, and for a moment I thought she’d climaxed again. “Daddy, please. Please...fuck me raw. Put a baby in me?” 
 
      
 
    Normally this kind of thing would have sent off warning bells in my brain, but I was way past that now. Something primal, something almost caveman in my brain had taken control, and the idea of making April pregnant didn’t just feel hot – it felt necessary. I was supposed to breed her, to show the rest of the world I owned her, and she was supposed to come crawling to me begging for my fertile seed. As I slid inside of her, burying my cock inside of her tight slit, it felt like more than sex – it felt like truth. Like biology and need come together, like pure fucking dominance. 
 
      
 
    Her body welcomed me in, her tight walls gripping my cock like a long-lost friend as I shook her body with hard thrusts. She was wrapped around me, her entire being bent to serve me. As I pounded her into the couch, her cries sounded like a worshiper praising her King. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy! Thank you, Daddy! Oh fuck, keep fucking my tight wet little pussy! Isn’t it so hot and wet and perfect for your cock!?” 
 
      
 
    I thrust inside her hard enough to send up sparks, the friction between her wet womb and my cock sending pleasure through my body like I couldn’t believe. In no time at all I felt my orgasm approaching, hard and fast. 
 
      
 
    “You’re mine,” I grunted, filling her womb with my cock. “Gonna fucking fill you up. You’re gonna be so pregnant when I’m done with you...” 
 
      
 
    “Are you gonna come in me, Daddy?” April looked ecstatic at the prospect. “Fuck me harder, fuck me! I’m gonna come for you – make everything nice and tight for that fucking load! Get ready, Daddy….!” 
 
      
 
    April’s legs locked behind my back as another orgasm tore through her, tightening her womb until it felt like a second skin around my cock. The feel of it rippling through her sent me over the edge, erupting inside my girlfriend’s cunt with even more powerful bursts than before. 
 
      
 
    I kept coming, shooting again and again until it felt like I’d pass out from the sheer bliss. Finally, when her womb was soaked down with seed and dribbling from her super-sensitive cunt, I pulled out of her and shot all over her slit. Thick ropes of come coated her taut belly, dripping down to her ass and covering her thighs. Everything was a sloppy, gorgeous mess – milk from her massive tits leaked out, mixing with my come and making every inch of my girlfriend’s body white and shining. I looked over her, totally at peace, and surveyed my conquest. My slave. My Queen. 
 
      
 
    Then, as I stared, her hair began to shrink. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened as her perfect, glossy hair retreated, losing a half-inch of length as she lay there smiling. Her breasts shrank ever so slightly, barely noticeable but not stopping. For a moment, confusion filled me, then I looked over to the other end of the couch. The WonderRay sat there, totally undisturbed during all of our hard, no-limits fucking. 
 
      
 
    They said it would work for a limited time, I realized. But two shots makes it permanent… 
 
      
 
    Was I selfish enough to do that? To change my ex-girlfriend’s life forever – to make her my submissive bimbo servant? 
 
      
 
    “Hey babe,” I said, running my fingers over her breasts. She stirred from her trance, looking up at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re loving this, right? I mean, you’re totally cool with the way you look and act now?” 
 
      
 
    She looked confused for an instant. “Of course I am, Daddy. I love being your naughty little girl. I can’t wait until my belly is all big with your babies.” She wiggled her hips, thrusting her pussy upwards. “We’re going to have so much fun...” 
 
      
 
    “So you want to be this way,” I said. “You’d be totally happy staying this way forever. You don’t want to be like the old April again?” 
 
      
 
    “Eww,” she said, giggling. “No! Boring and flat-chested? Uh uh – I’m perfect now.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded approvingly. “You look perfect. You’re my perfect, submissive little bimbo, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
      
 
    “You want to be my little bimbo forever, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I do. I feel so complete when I’m serving you. I belong on my knees...” 
 
      
 
    I picked up the gun and held it against my girlfriend’s temple. She leaned into it, like she couldn’t wait to feel the gun’s effects again, and licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    I’d let her talk herself into it, but the truth was – it didn’t matter. No matter what she said, I was going to make this permanent. She was going to be mine, forever, and she was just going to be the first. There were lots of girls I’d like to see in the same position as April, on their knees worshiping me. Girls I had crushes on, girls who’d rejected me, famous girls an ordinary guy like me never had a chance with. And now I could have them all – and they’d do any dirty thing I wanted. They’d share me between them – a harem – and I’d be the King. Their God… 
 
      
 
    I fingered the trigger, then leaned down and kissed April deeply. “I love you, babe,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, Master,” my new slave whispered. 
 
      
 
    Grinning, I pulled the trigger.
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    “And after you shoot me with this gun, I’ll be...like you? Exactly like you?” 
 
      
 
    I groaned with pleasure, wrapping my fingers in my girlfriend’s perfect platinum-blonde hair and forcing her deeper on my cock. April bobbed up and down in my lap as I spoke, sucking my nearly foot-long dick without slowing or gagging. Her enormous breasts cupped the sides of my shaft, adding more sensation as her lips worked up and down my massive god-stick. 
 
      
 
    Nicole watched all of this, fascinated, her entire body tense and flushed with arousal. With my new powers I could smell how wet she was, how primed and ready my neighbor’s tight little cunt was to be bred by her new Master’s cock. She was dripping for me, open and ready, and I couldn’t wait to feel every inch of her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, my voice deep and full of command. “You’ll be just like my girlfriend here. A gorgeous, bimbo slut. Your body will be perfect, your mind will be empty, and you’ll feel nothing but the most amazing pleasure forever. Isn’t that right, April?” 
 
      
 
    My girlfriend pulled off my cock, gasping as she stroked me. “Let him do it,” she begged, her eyes flashing with desperate lust. “Come help me worship Daddy’s cock. He should have lots of girls – I know he’s always wanted to have two or three pleasing his cock at the same time. He’ll be so happy, and when Daddy is happy I...I...” 
 
      
 
    April’s eyes rolled back in her head as she came, pleasure tearing through her body and making her look even more beautiful, if such a thing were possible. Nicole watched her hungrily, her eyes making it clear she was imagining the same wonderful thing happening to her, and I could tell her resistance was slipping. 
 
      
 
    Soon, she’d tell me it was alright to pick up the plastic gun lying next to me on the couch and fire it at her, to change her into my perfect bimbo fantasy and let me have my way with her. But I wasn’t going to be satisfied with that. 
 
      
 
    I was going to make her beg to have the WonderRay used on her her gorgeous body. By the time I was done, she’d be on her knees praying for me to make her the next slave in my harem… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh God, don’t stop fucking me! Shoot another fucking load in me, Master!” 
 
      
 
    April writhed beneath me, her ass pressed against the kitchen counter, matching me stroke for stroke as I thrust deep inside her tight cunt. Her big tits bobbed in my face as I pounded away; leaning down I pulled one of her diamond-hard nipples into my mouth and sucked away. Warm cream filled coated my tongue, sending my cock twitching and spurting inside of her. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t stop. All around us were the remains of last night’s reverie: empty wine bottles and pizza boxes everywhere. It didn’t matter what we ate anymore: I was a chiseled sex god and she was my curvy bimbo goddess, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. My appetite for food had grown almost as large as my appetite for sex since using the gun to turn my girlfriend into my submissive bimbo slut, but none of it touched me. We’d been fucking non-stop for days, neither of our bodies showing the slightest inclination to stop. It felt so wonderful, dominating her over and over again. 
 
      
 
    “Get on your knees,” I said, pulling out of her and gripping her by the hair. “I want to shoot this load all over your face.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” April panted, getting on the floor and opening her mouth wide, her long tongue stretched out like a landing pad for my come. With a grunt I unloaded all over her, thick ropes of semen splashing all over her face and tits. It mingled with her milk, mixed with the streaks of loads I’d shot over her last night, left her looking as glazed and owned on the outside as she was inside. She was my slave, my slut, my plaything, and I was starting to realize I was never going to get tired of playing with her. 
 
      
 
    We’d called out sick from work for days. I had a half-dozen messages on my answering machine from Brandon, my asshole boss. April had been fucking Brandon behind my back before I’d discovered the WonderRay, and had been on the verge of walking out of my life forever. Now the guy who’d been trying to steal her from me was sitting around wondering what had happened. It made me smile, and I was going to have to do something about it sooner or later, but at the moment all I could think of was my own pleasure. 
 
      
 
    As the last bits of my load dribbled from my cock, I rubbed it along April’s plump lips and forced the fat purple head into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Suck it dry,” I commanded her, wrapping my fingers around her throat. “That’s good – you’re such a good little whore...” 
 
      
 
    April moaned with delight, her eyes fluttering as an orgasm rocked her body. One thing I’d discovered about my girlfriend’s new bimbo body was that compliments made her climax, and I wasn’t stingy about handing them out. I liked making April come – I loved the way it made all of her inner muscles tight and wet, priming her for my next fertile load. Not that she needed it; I’d lost track of the number of times I’d shot my seed into her womb but there was no doubt in my mind that she was pregnant. Soon she’d be showing, her taut little bimbo belly filled with my heirs, and I couldn’t wait. 
 
      
 
    As she came down from he peak, April sucked and slurped at my cock like it was her favorite treat. Pulling back, she stroked me and looked up into my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I want to serve you just like this forever...” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. We glanced at each other, each of us asking the other with our eyes if they knew who it was. 
 
      
 
    “Ignore it,” April whispered. “I want you to take me from behind this time...” 
 
      
 
    They knocked again, more insistently this time. And then they spoke… 
 
      
 
    “Hey, come on – open up! It’s cold out here!” 
 
      
 
    I recognized the voice immediately: our neighbor, Nicole. My brain immediately put her full-view in my mind’s eye: the stunning young Latina my girlfriend called one of her best friends. My cock twitched as I pictured her long dark hair, her tits barely constrained in her low-cut tops, those long legs of hers in tall fuck-me heels… 
 
      
 
    I was going to open that door. Hell yes I was. 
 
      
 
    “What is she doing here?” April whispered, staring at the door. “Oh no...what time is it, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I had no clue where my phone was, but there was a clock on the far wall of the kitchen. “A little after eight,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I brought wiiiine! Where the hell are you, April? I know you’re in there, I saw your car outside!” 
 
      
 
    “Is...” A look of confusion came over April’s face as she struggled to remember the most basic facts about her previous life. “Is it Tuesday, Daddy?” 
 
      
 
    That’s when it all clicked. Nicole and April had a weekly tradition: they would hang out at one or the others’ apartments, drink wine and watch trashy TV together, and gossip and make fun of their co-workers. I was usually working late that night, so they’d do it at our apartment most of the time. Before I’d zapped April, one of my chief fantasies had been coming home to find the two of them entwined in sapphic bliss on the couch, my girlfriend’s reaction to being discovered to invite me to join in a scorching-hot threesome. Now I could make that a reality, and the thought of it filled me with a savage, alpha-male thrill. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll be just a second,” I said loudly. “She just got out of the shower – she’s getting dressed.” 
 
      
 
    “Erik?” Nicole’s voice was slightly confused. “What are you doing home?” 
 
      
 
    “Go clean yourself off,” I whispered to April. “I’ll keep her distracted.” 
 
      
 
    A wide smile spread over my girlfriend’s face. “Are you going to make her a bimbo slut like me, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    A thrilled giggle burst from her throat. “Yay! Nicole is so sexy, and she knows how to do all kinds of things for guys – you’ll be very happy with her, Daddy. I can’t wait!” 
 
      
 
    She scampered off to prepare herself to meet her friend. I turned back to the door, pulling my pants up and raising my voice. 
 
      
 
    “I got sent home early,” I said, walking to the door. “Transformer blew at the office, knocked the power out...hey.” 
 
      
 
    I had opened the door, and Nicole was staring up at me with a shocked look on her face. It wasn’t until that moment I realized I’d gained a good deal of height along with my muscle: I used to be an inch or two taller than Nicole, now I towered over her like a true alpha-male. 
 
      
 
    “Erik? Holy shit, dude.” Nicole’s eyes bulged as she took in my muscled frame. “You look...wow.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said with a little smirk. “I’ve been working out.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll say! You’ve got to tell me what kind of workout plan that is – I bet April’s happy!” She flashed me a little wink as she walked inside the apartment, a bottle of wine in her hand. Until that moment, I hadn’t wondered whether or not Nicole might have known my girlfriend was cheating on me: but something about the easy way she said her last remark made me realize she had no idea. I was kind of surprised; bragging was the kind of thing I’d expect April to do. 
 
      
 
    “Did you guys have a party?” It took me a second to realize Nicole was talking about the boxes and bottles strewn about the room. She picked up a bottle and poured the little bit of wine left in the bottom into the sink, wrinkling her nose. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” I said, chuckling. “We’ve kind of been slobs lately.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, no judgment.” She put the bottle in the trash and glanced around, smiling. “I know how that is. I just lay around like a lump most days. You got a corkscrew anywhere around here?” 
 
      
 
    I liked the way her lips pronounced the word screw. I’d have to command her to say it a lot once she was mine. 
 
      
 
    I had an idea. “Here, give it to me,” I said, taking the bottle out of her hand. It felt strangely light, like a toy in my powerful hands. I unwrapped the top, balled up my fist and dealt a powerful smack to the bottom. The force of it shot the cork out like a bottle rocket, sending a light spray of pinot grigio into the air that splashed on Nicole’s top. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit!” She gasped at my show of strength, a visible flush on her cheeks. “Damn, Erik. How did you do that...” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe!” Just then, April came out of the bedroom, grinning as she slunk past Nicole like a cat and embraced me. If Nicole had been shocked at my transformation, she was struck utterly speechless by her friend’s. 
 
      
 
    “April...” Nicole’s eyes traveled all over my girlfriend’s new perfect bimbo body: lingering on her huge tits and wide hips, her curvy ass and flawless skin. “Wha...wha...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” April said, as if she was just noticing. She giggled into her fingers. “You like it? It’s the new me.” 
 
      
 
    “New you? You look...well, you look totally different!” 
 
      
 
    “All diet and exercise, babe,” April said with a grin. “Later on I’ll let you in on the secrets – if you’re not a bitch about it.” 
 
      
 
    “I have no clue what supplements you two are taking,” Nicole said, looking from one of us to the other, “but I want some.” She was clearly aroused just looking at us – and, I realized, who wouldn’t be? I was a capital-M Man and April my curvy priestess, and both of us smelled like we’d been having rough sex for hours. I was shocked Nicole hadn’t already dropped to her knees. 
 
      
 
    “So. Um.” Nicole was trying hard to get her composure back in our presence. “I brought wine. We were gonna order a pizza and rent that movie that just hit on-demand?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah!” April squealed like a valley girl and gave a little hop. “Can’t wait! But, um...is it okay if Erik watches with us? I mean, it’s usually just us girls, but he’s here, so...” 
 
      
 
    “I guess that’s okay,” Nicole said, her eyes glued to the outline of my muscles beneath my shirt. “Yeah, that would definitely be cool.” 
 
      
 
    I poured the two of them some wine (Nicole was breathless as she described my little strength trick to my girlfriend) and helped April work the on-demand menu on the cable box to rent the movie. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why I’m having so much trouble,” April said with another giggle. “They make these stupid things so hard to use these days!” 
 
      
 
    Nicole eyed her warily. “You just push the button. You’ve never had this problem before...” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever. I’m just glad we have a Man like Erik to help us girls out!” 
 
      
 
    Nicole looked a little irritated at that – she was a bit of a feminist – but one look at my muscles and I could see she thought having me around wasn’t so bad. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t paying attention to the movie as it started. I plopped down on the couch in the middle, between April and Nicole, and spread out. My arms were so big and muscled that they reached across the entire back as I relaxed – both April and Nicole could feel the comforting warmth of my power right behind them. April relaxed against it, sighing happily as she sipped her wine; Nicole looked uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    Two or three minutes in, I was already bored. I didn’t want to sit here and watch a movie – I wanted to fuck. I glanced over at my girlfriend, and she grinned back at me, downing her glass. 
 
      
 
    Well, I thought. What am I waiting for? 
 
      
 
    Scooping up April, I put her in my lap and wrapped my arms around her, clutching her tight. Nicole glanced at us and coughed, but I could smell her body reacting to the sight, becoming aroused. I wanted to take things further – I wanted to make her dripping wet, until the film was the last thing on her mind. 
 
      
 
    Taking April by the hair, I kissed her deeply. Her lips met mine, our tongues twining as her cunt responded with a flood of warmth. Nicole couldn’t help but look, especially as I reached beneath the flimsy dress my girlfriend had put on and started squeezing her ripe tits, milk stains already spreading across the front. 
 
      
 
    “Um.” Nicole scooted away as April spread her legs, straddling my waist. “PDA, you two. Hey...get a room?” 
 
      
 
    April already couldn’t hear her. My girlfriend yanked down her dress, exposing her firm, oversized tits to her Master. I heard Nicole’s gasp as I kissed her harder, hiking up her skirt and spanking her ass as she wriggled in my lap. The smell of sex was everywhere. 
 
      
 
    “What are you two doing?” She demanded. “I am right here, you know...” 
 
      
 
    “Suck me off,” I commanded, gripping April around the waist and murmuring against her neck. “Show your friend what a good little cock sucker you are.” 
 
      
 
    April bit her lip, her flawless tanned skin flushed with arousal. “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, sinking between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!?” Nicole looked scandalized. “I...I think I’m going to leave...” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t leave,” I said smoothly. “You haven’t even seen my cock yet.” April’s hands worked at my belt, setting me free. “Make sure she can see. Show it to her.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” April said submissively. 
 
      
 
    “And why do you keep calling him ‘Daddy’? That is so gross-” 
 
      
 
    Nicole broke off mid-sentence, her eyes going wide as saucers as April brought my cock out of my pants. The power of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had more than altered me – it had blessed me with what was possibly the greatest cock on Earth. It stood nearly a foot long, thick and veined and shooting bursts of precum at the touch thicker than most men’s loads. April cooed and mewled over it as she ran her hands down the shaft, sending streaks of precum dribbling down like water across the rocks of a deep, unfathomable river. Nicole was spellbound at the sight, frozen in the act of standing up. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t it beautiful?” April asked, looking up at her friend with eyes that burned with lust. “It’s so amazing. I’ve had it down my throat, in my cunt, between my tits, in my ass...there’s nothing like it.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you didn’t do anal,” Nicole said flatly. She looked bewildered, like any more pressing thoughts were just unable to enter her head. 
 
      
 
    “I do everything for Master, silly,” she said with a giggle. “He deserves everything – from any girl he wants.” She leaned forward like she was imparting a secret. “He wants you, bitch.” 
 
      
 
    “Me?” Nicole looked like she was torn between running from the apartment and sinking to the ground to join her. On the TV screen, the characters continued to prattle about their made-up problems, but no one was listening. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I said, leaning back as April suctioned her lips around the head of my cock and began to suck. “I’ve always fantasized about having the two of you together. Watch April at work – she’s really something, isn’t she?” 
 
      
 
    Nicole watched, stunned, as April worked her lips all the way down my mammoth shaft and took it to the base. My cock bulged within the walls of her throat, until each bob on my cock gave her an imitation Adam's apple stretching her out. 
 
      
 
    Nicole groaned with obvious pleasure as she watched. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “I had no idea you were suck a cocksucking queen, April...” 
 
      
 
    “I can do anything,” she said, pulling off me. “Anything Master commands me to do.” 
 
      
 
    A note of concern entered Nicole’s voice. “Master?” 
 
      
 
    “April understands the truth now,” I said, stroking my girlfriend’s hair like a cherished pet. “Her mind is perfect now, just like her body.” 
 
      
 
    “Perfect?” Nicole snorted, even though she still looked afraid. “She can’t figure out one-click ordering on your TV.” 
 
      
 
    “She doesn’t need any of those things,” I said with a smirk. “She has me to take care of her now. All she needs to know is how to fuck and suck my perfect God cock – and how to bring me more girls to do the same.” 
 
      
 
    Nicole took a step backwards. Her eyes shot to the door for an instant, like she was judging the distance she’d have to run to escape. I saw her see it, and I knew she saw me seeing her. 
 
      
 
    “I think I should go,” Nicole whispered. “You two can finish up the wine. I...I’ll talk to you later, April-” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head sadly. “No can do,” I said, gently pressing April’s mouth back down on my cock. “You’ve seen too much.” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t seen anything,” Nicole protested. Her eyes were wide and frantic now, the look of a cornered animal. “I wouldn’t tell anyone what’s happened to you two. I don’t even know what’s happened to you two...” 
 
      
 
    “This happened,” I said, pulling the WonderRay out from its hiding place between the couch cushions. 
 
      
 
    Nicole let out a yelp, reflexively holding up her hands. “Don’t shoot!” 
 
      
 
    “Calm down,” I said, laughing. “It’s not a real gun. It’s a toy – see?” 
 
      
 
    Slowly she lowered her hand, after staring at the device through her fingers. “What is that thing?” she asked angrily. “Why is it pink?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s the WonderRay,” I said, pointing it at her, “and it’s full of awesome science power. How do you think April and I got this way?” 
 
      
 
    Her jaw dropped. April stopped sucking me off for a moment and smiled at her, a big burst of precum shooting from my cock and coating her tits. At Nicole’s insistent look, she nodded. 
 
      
 
    “That thing did this to you?” Nicole asked. “It made the two of you…?” 
 
      
 
    “Impossibly sexy?” I finished for her, smirking. “Yep. April was cheating on me with her boss, did you know that?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think it was possible for Nicole to look even more shocked, but she did. “What? No! I had no idea!” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, the tip of the gun momentarily passing from Nicole to April’s head. “I felt justified in using the gun on her, even though I didn’t know it was going to work at the time,” I said. “She was screwing another man behind my back – a man who has the ability to wreck my life. She deserved to be turned into a slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah I did,” April whimpered. Her hands slid between her soaking wet thighs, my demeaning words turning her on more and making her just have to touch herself. Another little side-effect of my powers. “I’m a bad, bad girl. Daddy disciplined me with his big hard cock and now I’m all full of his load. I’m so good now. I’m sooo...goood….” 
 
      
 
    Nicole watched in amazement as April came, her gorgeous body contorting in pure ecstasy. I let her stare for a moment more, then caught her attention with the trigger of my gun. 
 
      
 
    “She deserved it,” I said again. “You, though...I think you want it.” 
 
      
 
    “Want it? No, I want to get away. Please, please let me go.” 
 
      
 
    “You would have run already if that was the case,” I said mockingly. “I can’t stop you – I’m too busy getting my nut in April’s sweet little mouth. But you keep watching, and you’re getting more and more turned on by the second. I can smell it on you.” 
 
      
 
    She looked ashamed, but at the same time her arousal spiked. Poor little Nicole was soaking her panties now that she knew I could tell – she was getting off on showing me how wet she was, how ready. 
 
      
 
    “One shot,” I said. “One pull of the trigger.” 
 
      
 
    “One shot,” she replied, saying it like a mantra. “And I’ll be...like her?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you want that?” I asked, glancing down at my girlfriend as she worked. “You’ll have a perfect body, made for pleasure. You’ll never have to worry about your job or your bills or your responsibilities, ever again. Your entire life will be sucking and fucking, coming over and over again on this massive fuck-stick until you never want to think about a single thing. Doesn’t that sound so fucking hot?” 
 
      
 
    I could see her fighting temptation. The temptation was winning. She bit her lip, staring at my cock like it held the secrets of the universe somewhere inside it if only she could make it come them out. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” she whimpered, lowering her hands. “Do it.” 
 
      
 
    Now that I had won, I couldn’t help but smirk. “You sure? Maybe you’re not hot enough to be in my harem...” 
 
      
 
    “What? No, please! Please, I...I want it!” 
 
      
 
    I grinned widely. “I was just kidding. I was never going to let you go, no matter what you said.” 
 
      
 
    Before she could respond, I pulled the trigger. A wave of force left the gun, making it vibrate in my hand like an electric toothbrush on steroids. The plastic heated in an instant, warm in my palm, but I wasn’t paying attention to the WonderRay now. I was staring at Nicole. 
 
      
 
    She reacted like she’d been slapped in the face. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as the WonderRay did its work. She stared down as her tits expanded in her shirt, groaning with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my Gawd,” she groaned, her eyes fluttering. “Oh my fuck that feels so good...” 
 
      
 
    Nicole tossed her head back and cried out, pure bliss infiltrating her body. Her already-big tits ballooned out, stretching the fabric of her too-tight shirt. Her hair didn’t get lighter, but grew until it was a shimmering mass of waves down her back, jet-black against her tan skin. Her curves grew, her mind shrank, and every moment of her transformation brought waves of pleasure to wash away the old Nicole, the doubting Nicole, the Nicole who worried and saved and thought about anything other than fuck fuck fuck all day long. 
 
      
 
    As she came down from her ecstasy, I twirled the WonderRay in my hand and pulled the trigger a second time. 
 
      
 
    Her whole body twitched, arms raising to cup her breasts as a wall of pleasure bigger than the first slammed into her body, rewriting her brain permanently. One shot transforms them, I thought. Second shot means they’ll stay that way forever. And I wasn’t taking any chances – I wanted Nicole in the worst way, now and forever. She’d be a perfect match to my harem – after all, she and my girlfriend were already friends. 
 
      
 
    Nicole sank to her knees and crawled across the floor on all fours, joining my girlfriend between my legs. She tapped April on the shoulder, distracting her from sucking me off, and as she pulled back Nicole grabbed her and locked her mouth on hers, kissing her with an intensity I never would have expected lay inside my neighbor. The two of them made out like drunk college co-eds, like teenagers having their first lesbian experience and realizing they loved it, and it was so hot I felt a new, fresh jet of come shoot from my cock, spraying everything. 
 
      
 
    Nicole broke the kiss and looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Was this how your fantasy of the two of us looked, Daddy?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head. “This looks way better than my fantasy.” 
 
      
 
    Nicole grinned and went back to making out with April – a moment later, she hiked up my girlfriend’s skirt and slipped two fingers into her folds, massaging her clit as she put on a show for me. 
 
      
 
    Something of their personality must stay in there, I realized, watching my girlfriend get fingered by my hot neighbor. From what I’d heard of their conversations, Nicole was definitely a more active girl than April had been: seeking out men, doing more things in bed, taking the initiative. I liked that – I liked it a lot. 
 
      
 
    After a few more seconds of pleasuring, Nicole pulled away from my girlfriend, leaving her wet and pleading. She put her arms across my knees and looked up at me with a naughty smile, then took the two fingers she’d had inside of April and sucked them clean as I watched. I liked that a lot, too. 
 
      
 
    “So,” she said as she finished. “What’s this I hear about you fucking April in the ass?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “I fuck April in the ass. All the time. Whenever I want, in fact.” 
 
      
 
    Nicole pouted theatrically. “You’ve never fucked me in the ass, Daddy!” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been my slave for like thirty seconds,” I said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    “So? Look at it.” She stood up, turned around and jammed her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants, bringing them down inch by inch over her perfect, heart-shaped ass. “Look at that big juicy ass, Daddy. Don’t you know girls like me looove taking it in the culo?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that does look good,” I said appraisingly. With most of my strength, I brought back my hand gave her ass a slap that made her cheeks redden and wiggle. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck! Oh yes, Daddy, do that again!” 
 
      
 
    “This hurts,” I said, slapping her other cheek. “But not as much as this massive fucking cock is going to spread out your dirty little asshole. You ready for that?” 
 
      
 
    “I was born ready, Daddy! Please put it in me – let me show you how dirty your new slut can be for you...” 
 
      
 
    Gripping Nicole by the hips, I brought her big ass down in my lap. The head of my cock found her tight little pucker and worked its way in, sliding into her asshole easily from the mixture of come and milk coating it. 
 
      
 
    “Ooooh, shit,” Nicole grunted, relaxing herself as I slid in inch by thick, throbbing inch. “Oh fuck, Daddy, that’s so big. It fits me perfect...” 
 
      
 
    Finally I was all the way inside of her. The base of my cock stretched her tight little asshole, her inner walls wrapped around me like velvet. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” Nicole said, gasping. “Fuuuuuck that’s huge.” 
 
      
 
    “Told you,” I said, spanking a spot on her ass I had already hit, leaving it redder than ever. “You sure you can take it?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck yes I can,” she said, eyes rolling back in her head with the pleasure. “You fuck me as hard as you want, Daddy – I can take it all, just for you...” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to hear anything other than that. Gripping her hips hard, I thrust upward, filling her tight hole with my shaft and plunging even deeper into her. She cried out, everything going tense around me as she rode my dick, letting nearly the entire length leave her ass before diving back in to fill her again. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck that’s tight,” I grunted into her ear. “You weren’t lying – you do feel fucking great.” 
 
      
 
    “All for you, Daddy,” she babbled, the pleasure overriding her mind. “Give it to me harder, baby, harder! Fuck me, Master!” 
 
      
 
    It took me a moment to realize why she sounded so ragged and turned-on: then I saw where my girlfriend was. April had crawled between Nicole’s legs and was lapping at her cunt, pleasing her clit with long slow strokes even as I pumped my cock into her ass. Nicole was getting pleased from both ends and the pleasure was driving her wild, pushing her to be even dirtier and more extreme than the WonderRay. She started fucking back on me, forcing my cock deeper into her sweet little ass, and that’s when I knew I was getting close to coming. 
 
      
 
    “Gonna fill you up, slut,” I said, gripping her neck and pinning her body against mine. Her soft curves fit against my hard muscle perfectly, like two pieces machine-cut to fit together, and the sensation of a hot, flawless female body all over me sent me over the edge. 
 
      
 
    “Come in me,” Nicole begged, her own climax approaching. “I want you to shoot in my ass while I’m coming, Daddy – I want everything to feel perfect for you...” 
 
      
 
    Nicole came an instant after me, the walls of her ass quaking with pleasure as I drained the heavy load in my balls deep inside of her. She was so tight, and so perfect, that I kept shooting long after I would have thought I’d have stopped. The pleasure kept on, like a long, slow wave that filled me up and kept on pouring, leading me to splash everywhere. I pulled out of her ass and shot all over her cunt, her thighs, and my girlfriend April’s face. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, lying back on the couch and basking. “Fuck that was amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Daddy,” Nicole whimpered, sinking to her knees. “Let me clean you off.” 
 
      
 
    I started to protest, but then April joined in. The two girls held my cock between their lips, kissing hard and sharing their tongues as they teased my head and shaft. They took turns, passing it from one mouth to the other, and in no time at all I was hard and throbbing for more. 
 
      
 
    “You’re already so hard!” Nicole sounded drugged with pleasure and utterly amazed. “I love you so much, Daddy! I love that you can get so hard for your girls!” 
 
      
 
    I grinned and shot another thick streak of come, coating Nicole’s cheek. I could come on command now, because of course I could: I was the ultimate alpha-male. I wondered dimly if using the WonderRay just now had given me the power.  
 
      
 
    “You’re so bad, Daddy,” Nicole said, gripping my girlfriend’s neck and forcing her down on my spurting cock. “We are going to have so much fun together...” 
 
      
 
    And we did. What the three of us did to my apartment made my previous romp with April look tame in comparison. Long after the movie had finished and the TV shut itself off from lack of activity, we were fucking in new and exciting configurations. It wasn’t until morning that we finally passed out in a sweaty heap, my two girls snuggling against me submissively. When I woke up, I was in heaven, two perfect curvy beauties at my beck and call. 
 
      
 
    When she felt me awaken, Nicole rolled over and smiled at me, nothing but perfect love and affection in her face. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Master,” she said, the transformation turning her words into a sexy, smoky contralto. “Would you like me to wake April up, or would you rather fuck me first?” 
 
      
 
    “I have different plans,” I told her, running a hand over her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” She looked disappointed – but she wouldn’t be once I told her what I had in mind. “What is that, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve decided to stop ignoring my messages,” I said. “It’s time the three of us paid my boss a visit...”
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    “Is that thing on?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, holding up the phone. On the screen, a tiny image of my girlfriend April grinned, matching the real one pixel-for-pixel. Her makeup was perfect, her tight black top clung to her hypnotically expanded tits, and she was ready for her close-up. 
 
      
 
    “Should I take my ring off?” It was a voice from the side of the frame. 
 
      
 
    “No,” April said with a giggle. “It’ll look so good later. Master’s going to come all over it.” 
 
      
 
    “I am?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course you are,” she said, making a dismissive hand gesture. “Now, are you ready for me?” 
 
      
 
    I leaned back and nodded, getting the angle on the phone perfect. “Alright babe – 3, 2, 1.” 
 
      
 
    Instantly, my girlfriend’s face and body language changed. For an instant, it was like I’d never found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay, never changed her into a ravenous bimbo whore who lived to fuck and suck me dry – she was just my cheating, nasty girlfriend April. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Brandon,” she said, a small smile on her face. “I’m sure you’re wondering where I’ve been the last few days. I haven’t called, I haven’t come to your apartment, and I’ve been totally ignoring you. Given the circumstances, you might think my boyfriend Erik has found out about us – and you’d be right.” 
 
      
 
    A little giggle burst from her lips; she held her fingers to her mouth and winked. 
 
      
 
    “The truth is, Erik is a real man,” she said, her voice liquid sex. “I didn’t realize it until recently, but oh my god he fucks me like a beast. Nothing like you, sweetie: to be honest, you’re a lousy fuck. I just got a sick thrill from cheating with my boyfriend’s boss.” 
 
      
 
    “This is going to make him so fucking mad,” I said, chuckling. “He’s gonna blow his top.” 
 
      
 
    “He deserves it,” April said seriously. “And that’s why I’m sending you this tape, Brandon – to let you know it’s over between us. I don’t need any cock other than Erik’s big fuck-stick. And...” 
 
      
 
    She laughed, beckoning our third-party into the picture. “And neither does your wife.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon’s wife Emily sidled up next to April, shooting the camera a little wave. “Hi, hubby,” she said in a little voice. “Everything you’ve heard is true. Erik is just a better man then you – I can’t believe I was ever married to a little worm like you. Sorry not sorry!” 
 
      
 
    “She’s better than you deserve,” April said, turning to Brandon’s wife. “She’s got the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen. And it tastes incredible.” The two girls shared a lusty look, giggling. 
 
      
 
    Holy shit, I thought. He’s going to go insane. 
 
      
 
    As my girlfriend and my boss’ wife made out passionately, I made sure to get every moment. I had the tripod at the ready, prepared to transfer the phone to a vantage point where it could shoot the whole room. 
 
      
 
    “So you’re never going to see me again,” Emily gasped. “You’ll just have this video to jerk off to. Because Erik – come here, Master – is going to fuck me. And he wants you to watch.” 
 
      
 
    Putting the phone in its place, I took my position behind Emily and prepared to fuck her doggy style. Smirking, I held up the other item I’d brought to the party – my WonderRay, courtesy of Dr. Mesmertainment. 
 
      
 
    “And when I’m done,” I said with a laugh, “I’m going to use this on her again. It’ll make her mine...permanently. I want you to watch that, too.” 
 
      
 
    Already picturing the damage this video was going to do to my enemy, I buried the head of my cock in Emily’s warm folds and prepared to fuck her. 
 
      
 
    “You shouldn’t have fucked my girl, Brandon,” I said, flexing a bicep. “You deserve this...” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m so happy you were willing to meet with me today,” I said, pulling out the chair. “Thanks for dropping by.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, no problem.” Emily, my boss’ wife, sank down into the plush seat and allowed me to push it back in close to the table. As I made my way back around to my seat, I spared a moment to check her out. 
 
      
 
    Brandon definitely married up, I thought, picturing my boss in my mind’s eye. Brandon wasn’t a bad looking dude, but like me, he was decidedly average – or at least, I used to be average before I’d discovered Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. Either way, his wife Emily was a stunner: a gorgeous brunette with a smile that could light up a room, flawless pale skin, and curves that made every man in the office jealous when she’d occasionally show up to have lunch with him. She’d dressed conservatively for our meeting, but she wore her jacket and knee-length skirt like high fashion. One look at her and I could tell she was the kind of girl who was comfortable at high-society parties, sipping champagne in the backseat of a limousine, or having outrageously hot sex on the beach of some Caribbean island a guy like me could never afford to travel to. She was elegant, and classy, and her husband didn’t deserve her. 
 
      
 
    Why would you cheat on that, I thought, flashing Emily a smile as I sat down. Look at her, she has no idea. 
 
      
 
    Now that she was sitting down, Emily eyed my girlfriend warily. She had reason to be suspicious, although she didn’t know it: Brandon had been running around behind her back, cheating on her with my girlfriend April. After I’d used the WonderRay on her, she’d given me the whole story: how they met at the office, fucking on top of his desk, or in a car somewhere behind a nearby restaurant. The full details were even filthier, but I no longer cared about them: I had no need to worry about my girlfriend’s fidelity, ever again. And this wasn’t the reason Emily was staring, in any case. 
 
      
 
    She was shocked by her appearance. 
 
      
 
    “You...look a little different from the last time I saw you,” Emily said, phrasing it diplomatically. “Both of you, in fact.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled easily, motioning for the waiter to approach. The place we were in was a fancy cafe, popular with the city’s hipster crowd, and we’d agreed to meet between lunch and dinner when the place was at its lowest ebb. The staff, normally with nothing to do, was eager to serve us – I smiled as I watched them. One reason I’d chosen this place was because Brandon had taken April here on one of their “dates” - I doubted anyone recognized her now. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks!” April sounded like a pitch-perfect Valley Girl, a debutante of ditz. “We’ve been working out and doing this new diet. It’s soooo amazing!” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” Emily said in a tiny voice. Yeah, I thought, the Doctor Mesmertainment diet. And the ‘fuck Erik’s brains out’ exercise plan. 
 
      
 
    Before she could say anything else, the waiter appeared. Once we had ordered drinks, I laid back in my seat and looked over Emily with an appraising eye. She looked a little nervous, and why wouldn’t she be: it’s not every day one of your husband’s subordinates asks you to come to lunch with him behind his back. And when he brings his busty bimbo girlfriend, well – I could tell alarm bells were going off in Emily’s head. 
 
      
 
    As well they should, I thought with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    “So you told me there was something you had to say to me in person,” Emily blurted, looking between the two of us anxiously. After a moment, she blushed. “Forgive me for being blunt, I...I just know it can’t possibly be something good.” 
 
      
 
    Alright, time to go to work, I thought. Putting on a sad, empathetic face, I leaned forward and dropped my voice.  
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not,” I said. My low tone encouraged her to lean forward, and she did. From that angle, her breasts looked spectacular in her tight top – but I didn’t stare. I’d have plenty of time for that later. 
 
      
 
    “Emily,” I said, “I don’t know how to tell you this...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a big girl,” she whispered. “Just lay it out.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned and bit my lip. “Brandon is cheating on you,” I said. 
 
      
 
    It was like ripping off a band-aid. Emily leaned back, slumping into her seat, and over the next few seconds I saw nearly every possible reaction flicker on her face: doubt, anger, a little ‘I knew it’ expression, despair. A tiny, silent sob shook her slender frame. Her already pale skin paled even further. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know?” she said, wiping the beginning of a tear from the corner of her eye. I was impressed at her composure – she took the news of the affair much better than I had, to be honest. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen it,” I explained. “I don’t want to embarrass you, but...pretty much the whole office has. He hasn’t been discreet.” 
 
      
 
    She sighed, putting her elbows on the table and covering her hands. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh….” Her fingers tightened against her face, like someone trying to massage their sinuses. “Goddamnit, Brandon...” 
 
      
 
    She began to sob behind her hands, just managing to keep it under wraps enough not to cause a scene. For a moment, all thoughts of revenge or increasing the size of my harem left my head. This woman was going through the same pain I was – the anguish of discovering someone you loved had been treating you like dirt, fucking someone else behind your back. I felt awful for her, beyond awful. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry,” I said, and meant it. 
 
      
 
    “That asshole,” she whimpered, wiping her eyes with a napkin. “That fucking asshole. Cheating is bad enough – I’d leave him just for that – but flaunting it in front of the entire building? That’s a whole other level of low.” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” I said. “For what it’s worth, I’m so sorry. This isn’t fair to you – you shouldn’t have to go through something like this. It’s embarrassing and demeaning.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I need a minute,” she said, pushing herself away from the table. 
 
      
 
    I gave it to her. She scurried off to the bathroom, barely holding in tears. My heart went out to her – I knew too well how that felt. Suddenly I wasn’t so sure about what I was doing. Was this right? 
 
      
 
    April leaned over and ran her tongue along the inside of my ear, her hand gripping my cock and giving a squeeze. 
 
      
 
    “When are we gonna fuck her, Daddy?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Calm down,” I said gently. “You’ll get yours soon enough, slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she said, straightening up in her seat. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl,” I whispered, grinning as I watched her silently come. 
 
      
 
    By the time she was done, Emily returned from the bathroom. She’d calmed down considerably, but still looked distraught. She sat down, glanced at me with a helpless look, and sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Look,” she said. “I don’t know how to say this – I do believe you, completely. But do you have any proof?” 
 
      
 
    “Proof?” 
 
      
 
    “My marriage is over,” she said, biting back a sob. “And Brandon is the kind of asshole to go to court and say I’m making everything up, so...if you have proof of the affair, I’d really appreciate it. Not that I don’t believe you – again, I do. No offense.” 
 
      
 
    “None taken,” I said. I could see her point. Turning to April, I asked, “Do we have any proof?” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it, the question bouncing around her bimbo brain. “Ummm...oh yeah! I’ve got all the texts in my phone, and the dirty pictures he sent me...um, and I guess someone smart could look in my phone and, like, see all the places we went?” 
 
      
 
    She handed the phone across the table to Emily, who looked at it as if it were a live viper. 
 
      
 
    “You can have it,” April said comfortingly. “Daddy will buy me another one.” 
 
      
 
    New tears brimmed in Emily’s eyes. She stared at my girlfriend in disbelief, her face screwed up with repressed rage. 
 
      
 
    “You?” It was the loudest whisper I’d ever heard, an accusation pointed right at my girlfriend’s heart. “You’ve been fucking my husband!?” 
 
      
 
    April nodded like this was the most normal, boring question she’d ever been asked. “Yeah. Erik was also being cheated on – I was running around with Brandon behind his back. So he, like, totally knows what you’re going through.” After a moment of staring at Emily’s shocked, angry face, she added: “I’m not like that now or anything, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Now!?” Emily’s hands shook as she clutched the edge of the table. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” April agreed, nodding. A wide, vapid smile spread across her face. “Master fixed me.” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s gaze moved to me, and the look on her face was indescribable. I could tell her sanity was hanging on by a thread. My heart went out to her. 
 
      
 
    “Master!?” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    In that moment, I made a decision. Probably a stupid one, but whatever. Maybe the WonderRay had made me bold, maybe it had turned me into a savage caveman who lived to fuck, but I still had a heart under all this new muscle. And I knew what Emily was going through. 
 
      
 
    I realized I couldn’t shoot her. 
 
      
 
    Sighing, I put my hands on the table in a gesture of submission. 
 
      
 
    “I want to explain,” I said slowly. “But you probably won’t believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, trust me,” Emily said, nodding like she was going to start screaming at any moment. “I really, really want to hear this.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but you have to promise me one thing.” I held her gaze with all the command my new powers had given me, and felt her respond to it as naturally as a pack animal falling in line for its leader. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Listen to the whole thing,” I said. “The whole thing. Don’t get up, don’t run, even if you want to – just sit there and listen to the story.” 
 
      
 
    After a moment’s thought, she nodded. “Okay. I’ll do that. Just because...because it took guts to tell your boss’ wife he’s cheating on her. You’ve probably lost your job, you know.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not worried about that anymore,” I said with a chuckle. “I suppose I should start with this...” 
 
      
 
    Reaching between April and I, I gripped the plastic holster of the gun and placed it on the table. 
 
      
 
    “This,” I said, “Is the WonderRay...” 
 
      
 
    Over the next half-hour, I told Emily everything. I explained the whole story, from finding out my girlfriend was having an affair to discovering the WonderRay waiting by my apartment door when I came home to give her the last of her things. I produced the pamphlet that came with it (I had it in my pants pocket) and let her read the old-timey explanation of how it worked. She let out a laugh at the claim’s of its “awesome science power”, but once I told her how I’d used it on April and it had really worked, she grew quiet and serious. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hold back. I told her about how I’d turned April into a perfect bimbo slut, how I’d given the same treatment to our next-door neighbor Nicole, and how the WonderRay had transformed me into a chiseled, super-masculine sex god. I skimped a little bit on the filthy details, but I’m sure the picture was in her mind’s eye the entire time – me fucking April senseless with my foot-long god-stick, making her come again and again and again. 
 
      
 
    Our food came, and got cold, and we ignored it. Emily was spellbound, following every event of the last few days like a film plot. 
 
      
 
    “Finally, I decided it was time you should know about what happened between Brandon and April,” I said, only embellishing the truth a little bit. “So we took long enough of a break from the whole ‘hypnotic harem’ thing to invite you to lunch and break the news to you in person. Sorry it took so long.” 
 
      
 
    Emily looked curiously wrung-out, like she’d lived the journey along with me and had actually experienced all that hard fucking along the way. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted a cigarette, but restrained myself. 
 
      
 
    “It sounds crazy,” she said, a mad little giggle leaving her lips. “Totally nuts. But...I saw you!” She pointed at April, her finger shaking. “I ran into you at the gym last week, and you looked totally different. And you, Erik, no offense, but when I walked in I thought you must have some cousin who was an Olympic athlete or something...” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled at that. “Nope,” I said. “We’re us. Just...better, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Better,” she repeated, chewing on the word. 
 
      
 
    “I really am sorry,” April said, taking Emily’s hand and giving it a squeeze. “I was an awful, selfish person before Daddy showed me the way a real woman is supposed to act. If there’s anything I can do to help you, just tell me. I’m at your service...” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me the truth,” Emily said. “You brought me here to shoot me with that thing, didn’t you? That... WonderRay?” 
 
      
 
    I’d been too honest with her to turn back now. “Yeah,” I admitted. “The sex tape I told you about, the one I was going to send Brandon to rub his face in my new powers...you were going to be in it, too.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought so,” she said, thinking. “That would be stupid. He wouldn’t even recognize me if you shot me with that gun. I’d just look like April: huge tits, blonde hair, no brain.” 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t thought of that. “Yeah,” I said, “you’re right. Either way, I’m not going to shoot you, so you don’t have to worry...” 
 
      
 
    A wicked little smile flashed on her face. “Let’s do it.” 
 
      
 
    My jaw dropped. “Do it?” 
 
      
 
    “Make a sex tape.” She smacked one palm with her fist, grinning. “I want that asshole to hurt. Hurt like he hurt me by fucking around behind my back. And you two...I mean, damn. You’re basically the ultimate rebound sex.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you serious?” I asked. “You’re serious.” 
 
      
 
    “I have just found out that my husband is fucking your girlfriend, and that both of you were turned into sex masters by some science laser. Of course I’m not serious. But nothing is serious right now – and I need to just stop thinking for a bit and get my goddamn swerve on.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked the table, standing up. “Now are you two going to come fuck my brains out or not? Do you have a problem with that or something?” 
 
      
 
    April and I glanced at each other, grinning ear-to-ear. 
 
      
 
    “Just let me get the check,” I said. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Emily gasped. “Oh fuck, that’s so big. Jesus, Brandon’s cock looks like a thumbtack next to that monster...” 
 
      
 
    The camera was rolling, my girlfriend had told Brandon off, and I’d just put the phone on a tripod and pulled my pants down, Emily and April on either side of me. My girlfriend looked at my cock with hungry, lusty eyes, but without surprise: she’d done this more times than I could count. Emily, however… 
 
      
 
    “How do you even take that,” she gasped, looking at April. “Fuck, it must be a foot long...” 
 
      
 
    “Like this,” April said with a grin, fitting her lips around the head of my cock. Emily’s jaw dropped as my girlfriend took me down to the base, my massive fuck-stick sliding down her throat with practiced ease. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” Emily whimpered. “That is so goddamn hot...” 
 
      
 
    “If you can’t take it all, that’s okay,” I told her. “Help her with your tongue.” 
 
      
 
    As I stared down, Emily and April kissed, their lips on either side of my stiff, throbbing cock. Their tongues went up and down my shaft, teasing the sensitive underside and working down as they made out passionately. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my Gawd,” Emily groaned, sighing. “It even tastes amazing. Like pure Man.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I said, gripping her by the back of the head. “It feel so much better to put your mouth on a real alpha-male, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded enthusiastically, her face flushed with lust. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, enjoying the show. “Damn right.” 
 
      
 
    “You like what I’m doing? Even though I’m not like her?” Emily’s voice was ragged with need. Her nipples poked through her flimsy bra, which along with a pair of tight black lace panties were the only clothes she had on. “You want to fuck me even though I’m not a perfect bimbo whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Shit, you’re fucking gorgeous, Emily,” I said, petting her like I did my slaves. “You have no idea how bad I’ve wanted to fuck you.” 
 
      
 
    She grinned and ran her tongue down my shaft, making me shiver with delight. I realized something as she went down on me, something I was eager to explore. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want this to just be about me,” I said, pulling her back. “Let’s show this asshole how much more pleasure you’re feeling now that he’s gone. April, get between her legs.” 
 
      
 
    My girlfriend giggled and crawled between Emily’s thighs, pulling her panties to the side with her bright pink nails. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Emily asked. “Why- ohhhh...” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head as my girlfriend’s pouty little mouth closed over her soaking wet slit. April ran her tongue up and down her folds, getting her primed before encircling her clit with hard, demanding little licks. I could tell Emily was in heaven, her body tensing up with pleasure on every stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I said, turning her around. “Let’s get that bra off. Show the camera those sexy titties.” 
 
      
 
    As she faced the camera, I yanked off her bra, exposing her to whoever would be watching this video in the future. I stood over her, letting my cock droop over her face, which contorted with pleasure as April worked her cunt-eating magic. 
 
      
 
    “Please me,” I commanded. “Do to me what April’s doing to you.” 
 
      
 
    With a laugh, Emily’s head lolled back on her shoulders as she began to blow me from beneath, her mouth sucking at the underside of my shaft and balls. Her naughty tongue encircled my head, teasing it with long strokes that matched the ones April was giving her clit. I loved the sensation, couldn’t get enough of it, but the urge to grab Emily and pound away at her wet little cunt was growing stronger. 
 
      
 
    “I want to fuck you,” I said. “I want to fuck you from behind while you face the camera, so he has to watch every moment of your pleasure. I want him to watch you come.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she gasped, her whole face buried in my balls as she went wild, her tongue mimicking April’s frantic licks as she brought my boss’ wife to climax. “Yeah, I want that. I need you to fuck me, fuck me hard, oh fuck oh fuck that’s so good...” 
 
      
 
    Emily closed her eyes and screamed, pleasure tearing through her body as a mind-melting orgasm washed over her. Her pale body looked even more gorgeous as she writhed under April’s mouth, her tits bouncing up and down as she attacked my member with her tongue. She had lost control, she was wild, and I loved it. 
 
      
 
    “Get up there,” I said, taking her by the shoulder as she came down from her peak. “Spread your legs.” 
 
      
 
    Emily did, parting her thighs and getting on all fours in front of the camera, but as I came up behind her, I noticed something in her hand. It was the WonderRay, and as the head of my cock pressed against her folds, she lifted it and put it against her own head. 
 
      
 
    “This is your fault, you fucking asshole,” she said straight to the camera. “This is the sort of perfect sex you’re NEVER going to get from me. Oh my God, I’m gonna come so hard...” 
 
      
 
    With a squeal of delight, she pressed the trigger. 
 
      
 
    Her back arched like a cat’s as the gun began to do its work, pushing her big ass into the air and letting the head of my cock slide inside of her. The pleasure of me stretching her walls mingled with the pleasure of the WonderRay, sending her into spasms of sheer bliss. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” she yelled, coming harder than she had in her entire life. “Oh fuck I’m a bimbo, I’m becoming a bimbo holy shit it’s real it’s really happening...” 
 
      
 
    I reached out to grab a handful of Emily’s hair to force myself deeper inside of her, and what I grabbed was long and perfect. Her brunette hair had lightened, not totally blonde but several shades lighter, and it was a shimmering wave down her back that cried out to be pulled as I fucked her from behind.  
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I said as I slid inside her to the hilt. “You shot yourself. You made yourself a bimbo!” 
 
      
 
    “I...hee hee hee...” Her words were already dissolving into giggles, her mind rewriting itself as thoroughly as her body. “I wanted to stop thinking for a while! I wanted the best sex ever! I want you to make me come like nothing ever has before! I don’t want to be able to walk for a week after this...” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do the best I can,” I said...then grabbed her by the back of the neck and growled against her ear: “You filthy little slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy!” Her hips rocked against me full-force now, coaxing me deeper inside of her. “Fuck me proper, please!” 
 
      
 
    I was amazed as I pounded away inside her slick, welcoming walls. With every thrust, her pussy reconfigured itself around my shaft – becoming a perfectly tight, perfectly wet sheathe around my cock. I’d never fucked a girl as she transformed, but if this was the result, I was going to make sure to do it from now on. 
 
      
 
    “You’re such a good little slut,” I grunted into her ear. “Making yourself perfect for your Man...” 
 
      
 
    I grinned savagely as my words sent Emily over the edge, tossing her over the cliff into another toe-curling, sheet-clutching orgasm. I loved that I could make girls come by praising them. 
 
      
 
    Emily went wild as she climaxed, fucking me back with a manic fury that sent sparks flying at the point of contact between us. She bent forward, sticking her face in the camera and tossing her hair back over one shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Dadddddy,” she groaned, her lips in a perfect little ‘o’ of pure ecstasy. “Fuck me harder, Daddy, just like that! Fuck, you’re so perfect – you’re so much better than my loser husband!” 
 
      
 
    Goddamn, I thought as I increased my pace to match hers. I might be a little bit in love with this girl. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Jesus Christ that’s huge!” Emily bit down on her hand, groaning loudly around it as I thrust inside her tight womb, filling it to the brim. “Fuck, Daddy, that’s so right! I’m gonna come, Daddy, I’m fucking coming...” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s body began to shudder as she climaxed yet again around my cock, her velvet-soft walls drawing even tighter around me. Every thrust inside of her was pure bliss, a honey-warm sensation I never wanted to end – but end it would. I could feel my balls tightening against her slit, slapping against her as I fucked her from behind. I was going to shoot soon, and it was going to blow me away almost as hard as her bimbo climaxes. 
 
      
 
    “You’re fucking me so hard,” she groaned, not missing a beat as she came down from her peak. “I can tell you’re getting close. Ohhh, that big perfect cock is going to come! Where do you want to put all that sweet, sticky cum, Daddy?” 
 
      
 
    “Right in your womb, you naughty slut,” I growled, fucking her harder. I hooked my finger in her mouth and pulled, pinning her curvy body against mine. 
 
      
 
    “Look in the camera,” I commanded. “Don’t you look pretty with my cock stretching you out. Show the camera how pretty you look.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m soooo pretty,” she groaned, slurring her words. “I’m sooooo pretty...” 
 
      
 
    The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure. For a moment, everything fell away: the camera, the presence of my girlfriend, the fact that we were both getting revenge on a man who’d tried to ruin us. There was just her and me, and the perfect conduit of pleasure running like molten lava between us. I groaned as I came, gripping her hips tight and burying my face in her hair, and it was perfection. 
 
      
 
    She bucked on me hard, presenting her womb for my fertile load. I shot over and over, filling her to the brim and then some, leaving her sloppy and coated with my essence. As I thrust, another burst of pleasure filled me and I felt more come leave me, dripping from her slit and leaving thick trails down her thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God you’re coming so much,” Emily whimpered, unable to process the feeling of my seed dripping out of her. “Holy shit I’m gonna be so pregnant...” 
 
      
 
    I thrust a few more times for good measure, fucking my load deeper inside of her pussy. She gripped me tight, riding every drop of sensation as my cock slowed inside of her innermost walls. When I pulled out, she grinned like a cat and stretched her back, clearly satisfied. 
 
      
 
    “That was so fucking great, Erik,” she said, pulling me close and kissing me hard. “You’re so amazing,” she murmured low, quiet enough not to get picked up by the camera. It felt strangely intimate, even more than the sex had. “I’ve never met anyone like you before...” 
 
      
 
    She broke off, gasping, as she began to change. I fumbled for the gun before I realized she’d had it; I hadn’t chosen to make her this way and I didn’t feel comfortable making it permanent. To my surprise, the process of going back from bimbohood was just as pleasurable as the journey there: Emily’s body shuddered and sighed as her breasts shrank, her body went back to “banging” from “jaw-dropping goddess”, and her eyes began to once again gleam with that whip-smart intelligence. 
 
      
 
    “Holy...fuck,” she groaned, collapsing on the bed. “Oh Christ that was so good. Oh wow...” 
 
      
 
    April and I shared a glance. We’d never had anyone not make the WonderRay’s power permanent; I was curious what it meant. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Emily?” I asked. “How much do you remember of what just happened?” 
 
      
 
    She rolled onto her back, looking up at me, and I could see a deep satisfaction on her face. She looked like she’d just eaten the best meal of her life and was full and sleepy. 
 
      
 
    “Every. Perfect. Fucking. Second,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh my gawd it was so incredible...” 
 
      
 
    “You liked it?” That was good news. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Erik. You could make a fortune with that fucking gun, baby. Women would pay you everything they have to spend an hour having that much fun!” 
 
      
 
    I was happy. She remembered everything, and she’d enjoyed it. So I was curious… 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to shoot you again?” I looked at the gun where it lay on the other side of the bed. “Shoot you twice, I mean?” 
 
      
 
    Emily gave the gun a slow, longing look, like she deep down in her heart she wanted to say “yes, please make me your bimbo slave.” But after a moment, she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “No,” she said. “I...I have a life. Even if Brandon tried to ruin it. It was fun being a bimbo – a lot of fun – but it’s like going on vacation. It was one of the greatest experiences of my life, but I don’t think I wanna live there, you know?” 
 
      
 
    I could understand that. “There might be some effects anyway,” I said, motioning at my own muscles. “I’ve never shot myself, but look at me.” 
 
      
 
    “If those are the kind of effects I can expect, then bring them on,” she said with a smile. “But, um...this doesn’t have to be the only time you shoot me, right? I mean, I’d love to do this again sometime. Like, sometime really soon.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, thinking. Part of me knew I should just zap Emily anyway and get it over with – it was dangerous to have someone not completely under my power who knew about the WonderRay, and it’s not like she’d complain once she was part of my bimbo harem. But...I just couldn’t. I liked Emily too much – and part of me wanted to see where this could go. 
 
      
 
    “You’d be like a were-bimbo,” I said with a laugh. “That’s a weird idea.” 
 
      
 
    “I kinda like that,” she said with a naughty little smile. “Straight-laced girl by day...big-tittied cocksucker by night?” 
 
      
 
    “How about we go out tonight?” I asked. “You and me. We get to know each other a little better, and afterward we go back to my place, I put this gun against your head and we spend the rest of the weekend seeing how many orgasms our new bodies will let us have until we pass out. Sound good?” 
 
      
 
    Emily looked like she’d never heard anything better. She blushed as she nodded. “Hell yes it does.” 
 
      
 
    She glanced over at the camera, suddenly self-conscious. “I guess we should have cut that off, huh? We’ll have to delete this part...” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said. “We’ll leave it. This is what’s going to drive him crazy, Emily. Not that he just watched you getting fucked. That you’re honestly happier without him. I mean look at the way you’re smiling. You look gorgeous...” 
 
      
 
    I broke off as Emily squeezed her eyes tight. Her body shuddered like a leaf in a high wind, a series of low, amazed moans breaking from her lips. Her head rocked back on her shoulders and her thighs squeezed together as she came hard, her whole body shaking with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” she gasped. “I guess that’s a side effect of the WonderRay that isn’t going away.” 
 
      
 
    “I could have some fun with that,” I mused. “I mean, you show up in a nice dress to our date tonight and I tell you it looks good, you’ll be soaking your panties in an instant...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s like you’d be in control of my pleasure,” she said, riding out the last waves of her climax. “Oh my god yes that’s so hot...” 
 
      
 
    I grinned at the camera. I was going to have so much goddamn fun with this girl. 
 
      
 
    “I’m looking forward to it already,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Me too,” she said, the first of many giggles to come spilling from her lips. You’ve got a little bimbo in you after all, I thought mischievously. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t wait to give her a little more.
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    “Oh fuck you taste good. That’s right, spread those legs for me, you bimbo slut...” 
 
      
 
    I shut the door behind me, carrying in the fat stack of mail from my neglected mailbox. Ever since I’d found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay sitting by my apartment door a few weeks ago, checking the mail hadn’t been high on my list of priorities: and the moans coming from the living room were a big reason why. 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” I walked in, settling down in my recliner and dropping the mail on the table. “You two look like you’re having fun.” 
 
      
 
    Across the room, my girlfriend April lay spread across the couch, her gorgeous pussy perfectly shaved and dripping with wetness. Her pretty face flushed crimson as Emily, my boss’ ex-wife and the newest member of my harem slid two fingers into her slit, rubbing her folds in hard little circles. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, slut, come for me,” Emily groaned. “You said you were waiting for Master to get back – don’t you want him to see how pretty you are when you lose control?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck!” April looked like she’d pretty much lost control already – her hips ground down on Emily’s fingers like a cock, coaxing them deeper inside of her. “Look at me, Daddy! Watch me come! I’m so hot and wet for you oh my gawwwwwd...” 
 
      
 
    April’s eyes rolled back in her head as Emily’s fingers pounded in and out of her like a piston, pushing her bimbofied body to climax and tossing her over the cliff. She came with a series of cries and giggles, riding the slender girl’s hand like a champion whore, her entire body focused on looking as good and enticing for me as possible while she orgasmed. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Emily said, sighing with exhaustion as April came down from her peak. “Now it’s my turn.” 
 
      
 
    “I love watching you work,” I said with a grin, sifting through the mail. I doubted there was anything important in there, but the last thing I wanted was to get evicted mid-fuck. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, sweetie,” Emily said, smiling as she climbed up onto the couch and motioned for April to get on her knees. Emily wasn’t a bimbo, but she had been – many times. I was still trying to wrap my head around that. The WonderRay’s power allowed me to turn ordinary women into submissive bimbo goddesses – I’d done it to my cheating girlfriend April first of all. But Emily had used the WonderRay on herself, and after it wore off she decided to stay her normal self. Normal self being a general term, of course – It was still an open question how much of her new, slutty behavior was something the WonderRay had done or something that had always been repressed inside of her. 
 
      
 
    After all, I thought, I’ve never used the WonderRay on myself, but look at me. My body was a thick slab of muscle, my cock easily a foot long and throbbing with need constantly. I shot come like a fire hose on command, could pick girls up like ragdolls and fuck them in every conceivable position. The WonderRay had certainly changed my body for the better, regardless of how much I’d used it. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Erik...come over here?” Emily crooked a finger as April’s head quested between her thighs. “I’d love to have that big cock down my throat while your girlfriend eats my cunt.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you’d need to be a bimbo to take all of this,” I said, giving my cock a stroke. A jet of precum shot from the tip, splashing the floor. I made a mess, but April was very diligent about cleaning my seed up – with her tongue, when commanded. 
 
      
 
    “Then maybe you should get your gun,” Emily gasped, her mouth dropping open as April found her clit and began to lick. “I come so much harder when that thing zaps my brain away...” 
 
      
 
    If I used the WonderRay on her, Emily would transform from her petite brunette self to a curvy bimbo goddess – a jaw-dropping, model-perfect beauty with soft, heavy breasts, long hair and a body built to take my mammoth fuck-stick. Another shot would keep her that way forever, but so far I had respected her wishes and let her change back after we’d had our ditzy bimbo fun. I kind of liked the contrast; Emily was a sexy, intelligent woman who turned into a brainless bimbo fuck machine on command. Beauty and the Beast, I thought, or Jekyll and Hyde… 
 
      
 
    I reached for the WonderRay – but as I did, my hand brushed aside part of the mail stack and I saw a letter with a name on it I hadn’t seen in years. 
 
      
 
    “Tom?” I picked it up, tearing it open in one smooth motion. The paper was expensive, cream-colored card stock stationary – the kind of thing you used for fancy occasions. 
 
      
 
    “Um, Erik?” Emily’s voice sounded a bit confused. “Aren’t you going to make me your bimbo?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Daddy,” April gasped, pulling back from the heaven between Emily’s thighs. “Make her your bitch...” 
 
      
 
    As I reached the end of the letter, I laughed. It was an invitation. “Well I’ll be damned...” 
 
      
 
    I looked up from the paper to see both girls staring questions at me. “It’s Tom,” I said, holding up the invitation. “Old college buddy. I haven’t seen him in years – he’s getting married.” 
 
      
 
    A big smile spread over Emily’s face. “Oh, how wonderful!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m invited, but apparently this has been sitting in the mailbox a while. The wedding is...” I counted off the days. “This weekend! Shit, that’s not a lot of time...” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got plenty of time, Sir.” Emily said with a giggle. “Besides, don’t you think your friend would love to see the new you?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a wedding,” April added. “So many hot girls will be there...” 
 
      
 
    I felt myself grinning. Tom and I hadn’t seen each other for years – wouldn’t he be shocked to see his boring old friend had become a chiseled alpha-male god? And April was right – the idea of adding a new girl to my harem at a wedding had a definite taboo appeal. 
 
      
 
    “Here, suck me off while I think about this.” I stood up, rising to my full dominating height and picking up the WonderRay. I crossed the room, letting my throbbing member bob in Emily’s face, and pressed the gun against her temple. 
 
      
 
    “You ready, baby?” I asked in a surprisingly intimate voice. 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip. “Yeah. Zap me, Daddy.” 
 
      
 
    I fired it point-blank into the side of her head. A wave of force rippled from the gun, the plastic vibrating in my palm. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yessss!” Emily’s head snapped back as if she’d been slapped in the face, the WonderRay’s power coursing through her. One shot makes her a bimbo, I thought, watching her body begin to change. Two makes it permanent… 
 
      
 
    One shot was certainly more than enough for Emily. Her face contorted in bliss as her body expanded, her hips and tits ballooning as her lustrous hair grew long and glossy down her back. Without the WonderRay she was a beautiful, petite little temptress – but one shot from it and she became a jaw-dropping bimbo goddess, a Queen who demanded the tribute of my massive god-stick inside of her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Daddy,” she groaned, her hands already working at my belt. “Give me that cawk...” 
 
      
 
    Another tug and my member sprang free, throbbing and dripping with precum. A fat burst shot across Emily’s new bimbo bust, making her moan with delight. April worked furiously between her legs, stoking her passion higher, but I could tell from the look in her eyes that her world had shrunk to the dimensions of my perfect, alpha-male cock. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit...” She ran her tongue along the underside, sucking my cream from the tip. “Oh Daddy. Thank you...” 
 
      
 
    Without another word, she deep-throated me to the base, taking me all the way down her slender throat. Emily’s tongue were velvet-soft as she worked them up and down my shaft, bobbing in my lap like the queen of blowjobs as she pleasured me. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her hair and forced her deeper, giving her the rough kind of use that would turn off the normal Emily but drive her bimbo form insane with lust. She gagged and moaned, tears of joy dribbling down her cheeks as I face-fucked her. 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh!” she moaned, her thighs squeezing April’s head tight. “Uh huh! Uh..Uh...Ohhhhh….” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came, climax infiltrating her body and burning away the last of her unneeded intelligence. At the same moment, I pulled myself from her gorgeous mouth and let myself go, spraying Emily’s face with burst after burst of fat, sticky semen. Bliss poured down my spine as I watched her bathe in it, rub it into her flawless skin, share it with my girlfriend April as she writhed in ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    April rose up from between Emily’s perfect thighs, her face covered in juice. They shared my load, dribbling it between their lips as they cleaned her face and tits of my sticky essence. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, watching them work. “I definitely want to take you to a wedding.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohmigawd,” April said, giggling. “That sounds sooo good...” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, Emily? You want to be my plus one?” 
 
      
 
    But Emily was already beyond the reach of my words. As I watched her come down from her peak, her eyes closed tight with pleasure, her long hair began to shorten. Slowly her curves shrank, her body reforming back to normal after her wondrous trip into bimbohood. 
 
      
 
    I always felt a little bit sad watching it. Emily seemed to have so much more fun as a buxom bimbo goddess – if only there was some way to convince her to stay that way forever. But she clung stubbornly to her intelligence, to her life as a smart, petite seductress, and I’d be lying if I said a part of me didn’t like her that way, too. 
 
      
 
    She sighed happily as the transformation fully reverted, her hand lazily sliding between her legs to massage her folds. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” she moaned, biting down on her lip. “God, somehow that feels better every time I do it. What were you saying, Erik?” 
 
      
 
    “I was asking,” I said with a chuckle, “do you want to go to this wedding with me?” 
 
      
 
    She giggled happily, the lips of her cunt gripping her fingers as she pumped them shamelessly in and out of herself, milking the residual pleasure of being a bimbo. “Yeah – I’d love to. Don’t you want April to go, though?” 
 
      
 
    “I...don’t think they’d like April as much,” I said, glancing at my blissed-out girlfriend. “No offense, babe.” 
 
      
 
    April pouted spectacularly, pulling a face that made me want to put her in pigtails and a school girl uniform. I made a mental note to do some shopping online later and went about soothing her. 
 
      
 
    “She can blend in better,” I said. “You’d be naked and on your knees in five minutes, and I don’t think Tom would appreciate that too much – not at first, at least.” 
 
      
 
    April frowned, but nodded. “Okay. I guess I’ll stay here, then.” Her expression turned excited. “I’ll make myself really, really ready for you, Master – I’ll be waiting by the door when you get home!” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds great,” I said, counting off the things I was going to need. “Now help get Emily cleaned off and we’ll do some shopping.” 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, fun! Yes, Master...” 
 
      
 
    And she bent over Emily, her tongue going to work. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Damn, Erik!” Emily’s eyes widened as we entered the venue. “This place is nice. You didn’t tell me Tom was loaded...” 
 
      
 
    “He’s not,” I said, looking around. “But maybe he came into some money...” 
 
      
 
    This place looked amazing. The wedding venue Tom and his bride-to-be had booked was top of the line – like something out of a storybook. I was strangely glad I’d brought a demure, sophisticated girl along for the ride instead of a trashy bimbo – as much as I loved April’s raw sensuality, she’d have stood out like a sore thumb in here. 
 
      
 
    “Or maybe he married up,” Emily added, nodding at a passing waiter. “You did bring the you-know-what, right, Erik?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and patted my jacket pocket. “Never leave home without it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the hard plastic of the WonderRay in my jacket. The gun was tucked deep in my pocket, and didn’t set off any alarms on the way in. Even buried in silk, it felt like a coiled viper ready to strike – it practically hummed with energy. I liked to think it was because there were so many beautiful, elegant women around. 
 
      
 
    Ball gowns. Bandage dresses. Hair done up in complicated, gorgeous tresses that must’ve taken hours to get right. Makeup sexy and thick enough to give a man a fetish. This place was a field day for the WonderRay, and the urge to whip it out and transform the hall into an orgy of elegantly dressed bimbos was strong. 
 
      
 
    “We should find your friend,” Emily said smoothly, stepping through the crowd. “Say hi before the service.” 
 
      
 
    I told her that was a good idea. “Where would he be? I don’t see him…?” 
 
      
 
    She chuckled, flashing one of those sexy smiles that almost made me want her to stay in a non-bimbo form. “You really haven’t been to a wedding in a long time, have you, Erik? Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    I did, and she led us past various groups of people, around a table laid with fancy wine and cheeses (she slapped my hand away from grabbing a couple goblets) and down a service hallway. 
 
      
 
    “The dressing rooms are always in the back,” she whispered. “Strictly segregated, of course; it’s bad luck for the bride and groom to see each other before the big moment.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I said. “I know that much, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Just checking,” she said, glancing at a door. “Ah, this is probably the one...” 
 
      
 
    The door slid open silently on its hinges. Emily put a finger to her lips, twisting them into a wicked little grin, then motioned for me to follow her inside. 
 
      
 
    It was a dressing room. The air was warmer after the chill of the concrete hall, and I could hear what sounded like someone muttering from a distance off. As we got closer, the sounds formed into words. 
 
      
 
    “God damnit, God damnit, God damn it...” 
 
      
 
    I rounded a corner to see Tom, his head in his hands at a table stacked with clothes. He was halfway into his tuxedo but it looked like he’d abandoned the effort at some point; it hung off him like a shed skin. As I watched, he sobbed into his hands. 
 
      
 
    I shot Emily a confused glance; she shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Dear God,” Tom said, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything. Anything. Just take this away from me. Not like this, God. Not like this...” 
 
      
 
    As his hands fell away, I gasped. Tom had been a good-looking guy back when we knew each other in college, and somewhere in his face was an echo of that easy-going good old boy. But his skin was pale and sagging, dark bags under his eyes and wrinkles covering his forehead. He looked haggard, like something was sucking the life right out of him. What the hell was wrong? This was supposed to be the best day of his life. 
 
      
 
    Tom heard me. He glanced up, catching sight of me in the mirror, and sprang to his feet. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing here!?” he said, louder than he had intended. 
 
      
 
    “I...I came to see you,” I said, holding up my hands. “To wish you luck. It’s me, Tom. Erik. Man, I haven’t seen you in years...” 
 
      
 
    “How much did you hear?” He looked furious. I took a step back involuntarily, and Emily moved into the gap. 
 
      
 
    “Enough to see that you’re very upset,” she said in a soothing tone. Tom looked like an angel had just stepped into the room. His jaw dropped, his eyes focusing on her. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “This is Emily,” I said, feeling a little awkward. “She’s my...my...” 
 
      
 
    Dammit. What was the proper word? 
 
      
 
    “I’m his girlfriend,” Emily said smoothly. “Erik has told me so much about you. But tell me, what’s the matter?” 
 
      
 
    She stepped forward and took his hand, and for an instant I was sure Tom was going to cry. Then he marshaled his nerve and shook his head. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing,” he said. “I’m fine. Just pre-event jitters, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “That didn’t sound like jitters,” Emily said, giving his hand a squeeze. “What’s wrong? Tell us.” 
 
      
 
    Damn, Emily was good. In ten seconds she’d managed to sound like his oldest friend, so sympathetic that I could practically feel his masculine facade crumble. 
 
      
 
    After a moment, he sighed heavily and dropped into his chair. “Have you ever had to do something you really, really didn’t want to do?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “All the time,” Emily said. “Less so since I met Erik,” she added with a smile. 
 
      
 
    Tom’s smile was an echo of hers, but faded quickly. “It’s my wife,” he said despondently. “Courtney. I...I don’t want to marry her.” 
 
      
 
    “Brother, you picked a hell of a time to realize that,” I said, looking around. “I mean, you’ve got how long until you walk down the aisle? An hour?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen it,” Emily added. “It’s beautiful, Tom...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s all Courtney,” he said, his tone like he was describing the worst day of his life. “She insisted on everything. I’m dead broke – mortgaged myself to the hilt – but she wouldn’t have anything less than a wedding fit for a princess.” 
 
      
 
    Emily and I shared a look. This was about the furthest thing from what I’d been expecting – Tom wasn’t the type of guy to get all submissive and whingey around a lady. 
 
      
 
    “Lots of folks get cold feet, or so I’ve heard,” I said in a conciliatory tone. “And yeah, people splurge on their weddings. But you need to calm down a bit, Tom...” 
 
      
 
    “She doesn’t love me,” he snapped, his face haunted. “You don’t understand. She’s been blackmailing me this whole time!” 
 
      
 
    I watched Emily’s eyes widen, and knew my own were doing the same thing. “How so?” 
 
      
 
    A sob broke from Tom’s throat. “This is so embarrassing,” he said, shaking his head. He couldn’t look either of us in the eye. “I never should have let things go this far. I should have taken my lumps like a man...” 
 
      
 
    “Tom.” I was shocked at how quiet and intense my voice was. I grabbed a chair and sat down in front of him. “Listen to me.” 
 
      
 
    He looked up, surprise in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I might be able to help you,” I said. “No, I mean it. Don’t look at me like that. You don’t know what I’m capable of. But buddy, you need to tell me everything, right now. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    Slowly he nodded. “Alright. Courtney was my co-worker. Well, intern. She’s a good ten years younger than me – the girl’s barely legal, but she’s smart.” 
 
      
 
    Emily cocked an eyebrow at the words barely legal and grinned at me. I ignored it. 
 
      
 
    “She was interning at the firm, and...she caught me doing something I shouldn’t have. Red-handed.” He shook his head. “I should have just taken it on the chin. I was so stupid...” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” I said, holding up a hand. He fell silent instantly. Dimly, I realized this was all part of my power: I was more persuasive now, the kind of man other men instantly fell in line behind. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t waste time feeling sorry for yourself,” I said. “What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    “One of the higher ups keeps a...I guess you’d call it a slush fund,” Tom said. “There’s so much in there, he barely even keeps track of it – just raids it periodically. As long as there’s enough in the kitty for him to take him and his mistress to Italy or Dubai whenever he wants to jet off, he doesn’t notice anything else.” 
 
      
 
    “You were helping yourself,” I said. It wasn’t a question, but Tom nodded. 
 
      
 
    “She had everything she needed to nail me to the ground,” Tom admitted. “I was stupid – I left too much of a trail. So she gave me a choice. Either I could do everything she wanted, or she could let my bosses know.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s pretty bad,” I said, thinking it over. “But that’s still a long road away from holy matrimony...” 
 
      
 
    “At first it wasn’t too bad,” Tom said with a little grin. “She just wanted me to buy things for her – clothes, jewelry. Even sexy little undergarments that she’d parade around in sometimes. She’s a good looking woman, Erik.” 
 
      
 
    Behind Tom, Emily made a series of gestures: she pointed an imaginary gun at her head, pulled the trigger and let her eyes roll back in her head as she shuddered; then she mimed giving a blowjob with an enthusiastic grin on her face. The message was clear: zap the slut. Only I wasn’t quite convinced. 
 
      
 
    “So you started fucking her, I’m guessing,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Tom nodded. “Yeah, if you could call it that. It’s almost always the Courtney show, though. I almost never get off: she teases me, makes me pleasure her, but only gives me mine if she’s in a good mood – or I’ve made another withdrawal from the first bank of Rich Asshole.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit.” I put a hand to my forehead. “Seriously? You’re still embezzling money?” 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t stop!” Tom took on a harried expression. “I need more and more – way more than I was taking before, just to keep her happy! Where do you think all of this came from – the big wedding, the fancy house, the honeymoon? I’m in deep, Erik, and she knows it. That’s why she wants to marry me: she knows I’m going to eventually get caught one way or the other. But by then, she’ll have half of everything, free and clear.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s like money laundering,” Emily said thoughtfully, “only instead of using a business, Courtney’s using you.” 
 
      
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” Emily said brightly, “I’ve heard enough. I think we should help Tom out. Do you agree, babe?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. I didn’t feel entirely right about this, but what choice did I have? A friend needed my help; and even if he was responsible for his own problems every step of the way, I felt obligated to use the very powerful escape hatch hanging out in my jacket pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said. “On one condition. You never make another withdrawal from that slush fund, Tom. You understand me?” 
 
      
 
    “I...I do,” he said, glancing from side to side nervously. “But I don’t understand. If I stop stealing, Courtney will have my balls. How are you going to convince her to stop?” 
 
      
 
    “Courtney isn’t going to have any trouble, buddy.” I reached into my pocket. “In fact, your bride-to-be is about to realize that everything you do makes her as happy as a cheerleader on prom night. Because of this.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled out the WonderRay. The pink plastic looked absurd in contrast with my high-handed statements, and instead of the awe-inspired look I’d imagined, confusion filled Tom’s face. 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” 
 
      
 
    “This, brother,” I said with a smirk, “is your salvation.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Who the hell are you?” 
 
      
 
    The bride-to-be glared at me, trying to close the door of her dressing room with one hand while adjusting her tiara with the other. I could have forced my way into the room, but I was too busy staring. Tom may have been a stupid, embezzling son of a bitch, but he was no liar. Courtney was a stunner. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said, putting on the kind of boring, courteous grin service staff wore like armor. “I’m Tom’s friend. I have a present from him.” 
 
      
 
    Instantly, her demeanor changed. “Well why didn’t you say so? Come in.” 
 
      
 
    I followed Courtney into the room, my eyes glued to her perfect, heart-shaped ass. According to Tom she’d started interning at his firm her sophomore year of college, but she didn’t look a day over eighteen. Long blonde hair framed her model-perfect face, her dress built to accentuate her perky bust and long, sultry legs. She looked more like a lingerie model showing off some sort of bridal fetish wear than an actual bride – and she was about two-thirds of the way to bimbo goddess already. My cock throbbed in my pants just imagining tearing that dress and plunging into her perfect, tight pussy from behind. 
 
      
 
    “So. A pre-wedding present.” Courtney reached her vanity and grabbed her veil, working it onto her head. She was obviously in the middle of the finishing touches to her wardrobe, the ones that separated the perfect brides from the mediocre ones, and I was lucky to grab her while she was occupied. 
 
      
 
    “Yep,” I said. “Big day.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s honestly a little more clever than I’d expect out of Tom,” she said with a chuckle. “He must actually think he’s getting laid on our wedding night. Well, maybe if this present of his is nice enough, he will. What’s-” 
 
      
 
    She turned around. Emily stood next to me at my shoulder, grinning. 
 
      
 
    “Who’s this? Is she part of my present?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you, Courtney?” Emily wasted no time in going for the throat, and it payed off: the bride’s eyes widened in shock and horror. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know who the fuck you two think you are,” she snapped, “but you need to get out-” 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” Tom stepped out from the doorway, staring his bride-to-be down. 
 
      
 
    “Tom? What the fuck is this?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said with a little smile. “I know it’s bad luck to see the groom right before the wedding. But I figured – you’ve given me so much bad luck already, what’s a little more?” 
 
      
 
    Courtney’s eyes narrowed. “Tom. Take your little bitch ass back to your room and get ready to walk down the aisle, you fucking sissy. And bring your asshole friends with you.” 
 
      
 
    Damn, that was ice cold. She didn’t raise her voice or get flustered at all. I was kind of impressed. Tom grimaced, shrinking back like he was accustomed to it. Fortunately for him, I wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” I said, stepping forward and reaching into my jacket. “Tom’s a friend of mine, and I was thinking he deserves to walk down the aisle with a girl who really cares about him.” 
 
      
 
    “Then you’d better go talk to his boss,” Courtney said with an acid little smile. “Because no one’s going to want to go out with his broke ass when I’m through with him.” 
 
      
 
    “God damn you’re hot,” I said with a laugh. “If it wasn’t for that damn attitude, you’d be just about perfect.” 
 
      
 
    “Why settle for ‘almost perfect’?” Emily said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.” Courtney looked around, expecting the worst. “The fuck you think you’re going to do to me-” 
 
      
 
    “I’m just giving Tom his wedding present,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at Courtney. “Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “If it helps, you’re going to love it,” Emily added. 
 
      
 
    Courtney tried to throw herself out of the way, but she waited a second too long. I pulled the trigger, a wave of force rippling from the gun as it vibrated wildly. The palm of my hand went red-hot as the device pumped its awesome science power into Courtney’s brain. 
 
      
 
    The effect was immediate. Courtney reacted like someone had been going down on her, giving her the best oral sex of her life, and only in the last two seconds had she become aware of it. Her eyes fluttered, her gorgeous tanned skin flushing as arousal coursed through her. 
 
      
 
    “Ooooooh,” she groaned, rubbing the soft fabric of her wedding dress. “Oh fuck...fuck...YESSSS...” 
 
      
 
    Her mouth widened into a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure, the muscles in her neck going taut as a climax stronger than multiple orgasms took control of her body. It melted her resistance, re-writing her brain and body as waves of pleasure crashed through her, wrapping her soul around the power of the WonderRay. In an instant she was writhing, she was submissive, she was soaking wet – the room filled with the smell of sex as she came. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t,” she sobbed, clinging to the back of her chair as she shuddered. “I can’t I can’t I can’t oh fuck...” 
 
      
 
    She tossed back her head and came again, stronger this time. All her higher functions – reason, logic, decision making – fell away, replaced by pure biology and lust. She was a conduit through which utter bliss flowed, and from the way every inch of her body reacted, I knew she wanted nothing more than to stay this way forever. 
 
      
 
    And then she began to change. 
 
      
 
    I snuck a glance at Tom as his bride-to-be’s body began to transform. His eyes grew as big as saucers, filling first with disbelief then excitement as Courtney’s already-long hair turned into shimmering platinum waves, her ample breasts grew into mammoth, gravity-defying slabs of fuck meat, and her ass blossomed into a luscious, dress-stretching booty that made my mouth water. Every change caused Courtney to writhe with a new wave of pleasure, like becoming a brainless bimbo was something she’d dreamed about her whole life and was now achieving. I saw Tom’s cock make a bulge in his pants and chuckled, nudging Emily. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” Emily whispered, clinging to me. “She is so beautiful, Erik. Is this what it looks like when you zap me?” 
 
      
 
    “You look even better, babe,” I said with a little grin. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmh,” she whimpered. Her hand grabbed my cock and began stroking me through my pants, stoking my inner fire. “Fuck watching this makes me so hot...” 
 
      
 
    Almost as quickly as it came, the storm left Courtney’s body – leaving a perfect, brainless bimbo behind. She looked at Tom with new eyes, her expression going slack and amazed as she took him in. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Sir,” she groaned, licking her lips. “You look so handsome in that suit. So manly.” 
 
      
 
    “You look...” Even though I’d explained how the gun worked to Tom, he still looked like he was having trouble believing what I’d just done. “You look incredible, Courtney.” 
 
      
 
    She giggled, biting her lip. Her dress, which had already been only half on her, now hung off her sexy body in shreds – clinging to her expanded tits and ass.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, sir,” she whispered in a smoky voice. “I can’t wait to be your girl forever, Tom. I want to spend the rest of my life making you so so happy!” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Tom looked like a man who’d just discovered a winning lottery ticket in his pants pocket. “You don’t just want my money?” 
 
      
 
    “Money?” Courtney giggled, sinking to her knees. “Baby, all I need from you is that big, throbbing cawk inside of me!” 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Tom said, watching with glee as Courtney worked his belt free. “Holy shit this is real. You really did this to her...” 
 
      
 
    “I cannot wait to watch him fuck her,” Emily whispered in my ear. “Will you fuck me while I watch?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Courtney got Tom’s belt off and undid his pants, letting his big cock swing free. It twitched as Tom stared down at his bride, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Daddy,” Courtney moaned, her eyes going wide. “You have the nicest cock I’ve ever seen...” 
 
      
 
    She stroked it hard a few times, then closed her velvet-soft lips around it, forming a perfect vacuum. Inch by inch his manhood disappeared down her throat, Tom gasping as Courtney deep-throated him. 
 
      
 
    “She’s never done that for you before, has she?” Emily asked, leaning over the vanity and hiking up her skirt. “I can tell.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” Tom said, amazed. “Fuck, this feels so good!” 
 
      
 
    “Suck him off, slut,” Emily said, encouraging Courtney’s bimbo brain. “Suck him off while Erik fucks my brains out.” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I was behind Emily, my cock pressing against her soaking wet slit. I buried the head of my cock in her folds and gently pushed, parting her soft walls a tiny bit at a time. Emily bit her lip and ground against me, demanding to feel the full thrust of my cock inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Give it to me,” she begged, her eyes fixed on Courtney as she worked. “Fuck, I’m so goddamn wet. My pussy is so warm and wet and perfect for you, sir, don’t you just want to bury every inch of that hard dick inside me...” 
 
      
 
    Well, what man could turn down dirty talk like that? I grabbed Emily’s hair and used it as leverage, stretching her walls as I filled her to the brim. Since I hadn’t zapped her, her pussy wasn’t the perfect bimbo sheathe I was used to – it was even tighter. I felt her tense up as more than half of my foot-long member entered her, her groans changing to disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit that’s big,” she whimpered, pressing her hips against me. “Go slow, Erik? Just until you’re all the way in. I want to feel you stretch me out.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled, my tongue hot against her ear. “I can’t wait to shoot right in your fucking womb...” 
 
      
 
    “Ohmigawd yes!” Courtney abruptly stood up, leaving Tom with a confused look on his face. She wiped her mouth and hiked up her wedding dress, giving her groom-to-be a look that was pure lust. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to come inside me, too!” she begged, her voice ditzy and high-pitched. “I want me and Erik’s bitch to be dripping with loads when I walk down the aisle!” 
 
      
 
    At hearing that, Tom could no longer hold back. His lust took control; he grabbed Courtney around the waist and shoved her big ass onto the desk, spreading her legs wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath her long gown, and Tom’s rock-hard cock slid inside of her easily. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah! That’s it!” She raked Tom’s back with her nails as he hammered at her cunt, filling her with long, slow strokes. “Fuck me, sir, fuck me hard!” 
 
      
 
    “Is she right,” I grunted into Emily’s ear, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Are you my bitch?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m totally your bitch,” Emily groaned, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “I’m your whore, your fuck slut, your fucking cum dumpster, just keep pounding my cunt with that fucking god-stick! I’ve never been filled like this before, and now I never want it to stop!” 
 
      
 
    “It won’t stop until I say,” I said with a smirk. “When I’m finished with you!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna come, Erik,” Emily gasped, like she couldn’t believe it. “Oh my god it’s so strong, I can’t stop it – I don’t want to stop it! Oh fuck, fuck me fuck...” 
 
      
 
    Emily’s walls clenched around me, fitting my cock like a second skin as she climaxed. A long, low cry of passion left her throat as she went weightless beneath me, all rational thought torn away by the massive cock inside of her. Every hard thrust spiked her pleasure to the limit, making her cry out with a new wave of bliss. She rode me as long as she was able, sobbing and begging me for more. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” Tom groaned. He was watching the two of us, just as Emily was watching him. “Fuck, I’m gonna come...” 
 
      
 
    “Come in me, lover,” Courtney begged, locking her legs behind his back and pulling him in deeper. “I want your baby! I want you to make my belly big and swollen with your heirs – I want you to breed me like an animal, make my big tits spray milk for you...” 
 
      
 
    Sounding like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing, Tom tossed his head back and let out a series of savage grunts, his hips pummeling Courtney’s. His face flushed crimson as he came, finally pulling out after the bulk of his fertile load splashed inside her womb and spraying his seed all over her gorgeous, expensive wedding dress. 
 
      
 
    The thought that he was marking her like an animal marks its territory, that everyone at the wedding would see the come stains all over Courtney’s dress when she walked down the aisle to take her vows, it was too much. I felt myself reach the peak, my balls working overtime to produce a hot, sticky load. I let go, bottoming out inside of Emily and fucking her as hard as I wanted. She was still blissed out, but able to coax me, rocking her hips against mine like she needed my load to live. 
 
      
 
    I blew hard, pleasure washing over me as fertile bursts of my load exploded in Emily’s womb. I kept coming, shot after shot, a flood that would have filled her bimbo pussy to the brim but instead gushed out, coating her slit and thighs. The feel of it set her off, made her rock her hips and demand more, and I was more than happy to give it to her: she milked me dry, until I had shot enough come to impregnate a hundred bimbo sluts. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Emily murmured, rubbing her folds as I pulled out of her. “I feel like a human cum rag. God, I feel so fertile...” 
 
      
 
    “Me too,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I can’t wait to swear to be your bitch forever, Daddy...” 
 
      
 
    I surveyed the scene. Tom looked in utter bliss, like he couldn’t believe his luck, but I had to make sure. “You do want this, right?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    After a moment, he nodded. “Uh, yes. Hell yes. Please make Courtney this way permanently. You can do that, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yep,” I said, picking up the WonderRay. “Come here, Courtney.” 
 
      
 
    She gave a squee of delight and came forward, until the end of the WonderRay was pressed against her forehead. 
 
      
 
    “We’re getting married soon, but this is the real ceremony, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
      
 
    She held out her hand, and Tom took it. He stood next to her, grinning proudly. “I love you, baby.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, Daddy. I want to do this forever. Now shoot me.” 
 
      
 
    “You want to do the honors, Tom?” I asked, the urge filling me. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks.” He took the gun and held it against his bride’s head. “You’re mine forever now: body and soul.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so happy,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I just-” 
 
      
 
    He pulled the trigger. 
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    “Hell of a wedding,” Emily said, rolling me over. “Fun times.” 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes and grunted. The two of us were in a guest bedroom at Tom’s house, where we’d collapsed after the festivities. The audience had been surprisingly receptive to the “new” Courtney, and the reception had been one hell of a party. I had a vague memory of both Emily and Courtney’s mouths wrapped around my cock, then Emily begging me to slide my cock inside Courtney’s tight little pussy...but the rest of the night was a blur. Going from how sore I was, though, it was a good time. 
 
      
 
    “You know, I think you could make a career out of this,” Emily said with a tired smile, snuggling me. 
 
      
 
    “Out of what?” 
 
      
 
    “Helping people. Up until now, you’ve used the WonderRay to help yourself. Yesterday, you used it to help a friend.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right,” I said, pulling her close to me. “Maybe I should. “I mean, I’m not gonna go all superhero, but – there’s a lot of people out there who could use the WonderRay in their lives.” 
 
      
 
    “Guys with bad marriages,” Emily said. “Guys who keep getting friend-zoned. Lonely nerds...” 
 
      
 
    “Wait a second.” I found my pants (they were lying on the floor next to the bed) and pulled out my cellphone. “You just made me think of something.” 
 
      
 
    “What? All my talk of lonely people give you an idea?” 
 
      
 
    “Lonely nerds,” I clarified, pulling up my social media account. I’d seen the ads for a week – lots of guys I knew were excited about attending – but I hadn’t thought about it, until… 
 
      
 
    “Look at this,” I said, handing her the phone. 
 
      
 
    She read the ad, a slow smile spreading across her face. “The 25th Annual Grace City Science Fiction Convention,” she read, laughing. “I thought you said you weren’t going to be a super hero...” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lot of lonely nerds,” I said. “Lot of guys who could use some help. And if I have to dress up like a super hero, you and April have to be slutty female superheroes. Spandex.” 
 
      
 
    Emily grinned. “I...kind of like the sound of that.” 
 
      
 
    So did I. 
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    “Hey, you! Yes I mean you, dude! Come over here!” 
 
      
 
    The man looked at Emily warily, glancing up and down the hallway like he was expecting some kind of prank. The sounds of the convention were a dull roar from this barely-used path. He looked like he’d gotten lost – he had no idea this was his lucky day. 
 
      
 
    “Hi.” He stepped forward. A big lanyard around his neck let me know his name was Steve, over top of a nerdy t-shirt. 
 
      
 
    “We don’t have much time,” Emily said, pulling him across the corner. “You have to help us.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong – oh!” The man’s eyes widened as he caught a full glimpse of Emily and April’s costumes. Both my girls were wearing barely-there superheroine outfits, so tight that even where they covered their supple flesh, they let every guy who stared at them know exactly what they looked like naked. Which men had been doing most of the day. 
 
      
 
    “You have to help us,” April said with a giggle. “There’s an evil mind control villain who’s trying to cast a spell on this convention!” 
 
      
 
    The man looked between both girls like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but didn’t want to be caught staring. “Uh, okay? How can I help…?” 
 
      
 
    “The evil Dark Spiral is trying to cast an aura over this entire convention center,” Emily said smoothly. She was much better at her role than April. “If he succeeds, every woman in this building will be changed forever!” 
 
      
 
    “That...sounds bad,” the man said, deciding to play along. “Changed how?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s casting...” Emily paused and leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “An anti-blowjob spell.” 
 
      
 
    “We have to stop it,” April added. 
 
      
 
    The man’s mouth dropped open. “Who...who are you girls?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Emily said with a giggle of her own. “Sorry. I should have introduced us first. I’m Hypno Bitch, and this busty heroine on her knees is Bimbo Girl. We’re the super heroes sworn to stop Dark Spiral and his evil Ray of Lust!” 
 
      
 
    I stifled a chuckle. This was hilarious. 
 
      
 
    “And the only way we can do that,” April said, her hands working at the man’s belt, “is to blow you. We have to destroy his anti-blowjob spell!” 
 
      
 
    If I had thought the man was shocked before, it was nothing compared to his reaction now. “B...blow me?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll take one for the team, right?” Emily sunk to her knees next to her busty partner, their poses pulling their spandex costumes even tighter around their breasts. “The only way to resist Dark Spiral’s power is if we suck a big, sticky load out of your cock.” 
 
      
 
    “We need it,” April said. 
 
      
 
    The man looked like he’d just won the lottery. “Yeah,” he said, running his hand down April’s cheek. “I, uh...I can do that...” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Emily purred, helping April bring her perfect lips on the man’s throbbing cock. “You’re such a hero, sir. You’re doing the galaxy an incredible service...” 
 
      
 
    As April bobbed on the man’s cock, sending spasms of pleasure through his body, I reached into my pocket and gripped the handle of the WonderRay. 
 
      
 
    I feel like Santa Claus, I thought, except I’m giving out an entirely different kind of present. And every girl at this con… 
 
      
 
    I pictured the women I’d already seen throughout the day: sexy cosplay girls in revealing outfits, teasing every nerdy guy in the building. 
 
      
 
    All of them are about to become my little helpers, I thought. 
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    “How do I look?” Emily thrust her chest out and pursed her lips. “Be brutally honest. I’m not setting foot in that place until my Hypno Bitch makeup is perfect.” 
 
      
 
    “You look amazing,” I said, and meant it. “Every guy in there is going to be cumming in their pants at the sight of you two.” 
 
      
 
    A naughty smile spread across Emily’s face. “Good. They better. Do you have any idea how hard it was to squeeze into this fucking suit?” 
 
      
 
    I had an idea. As I looked Emily up and down – the girl who, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had become more than a slave but something less than a girlfriend to me – I couldn’t help but admire the jaw-dropping sexiness of her cosplay. Emily hadn’t chosen one specific superheroine to dress as – instead, she was a hyper-sexualized version of several girls I sort of recognized, put together into a melange of lust. Her spandex top fit her like a second skin, cut so low that her perky breasts nearly spilled out of it when she leaned forward, A tiny mask covered just her eyes, dark purple to go with the dark, glossy purple lipstick she wore. Her skirt was criminally short, and I knew from experience that there were no panties underneath of it. Completing the ensemble were a pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots the same dark purple, wrapped around her sexy legs so tight I couldn’t help but imagine what they’d look like in the air with her legs spread. I knew no one else would be able to, either. 
 
      
 
    “I know, I know,” Emily said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “It would look better if you zapped me. But there’s no way I’d stay bimbofied the entire con. The first time I came, I’d shrink back down and ruin my costume.” 
 
      
 
    “Unless I made it permanent,” I said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    She playfully punched me on the shoulder. “Oh, stop,” she said with a smile. “You’d never do that. Hypno Bitch is Dark Spiral’s right-hand girl. Besides, you already have a bimbo to serve your every need...” 
 
      
 
    Both of us glanced over at April. If Emily’s costume was scandalous, April’s was full-on illegal – it covered barely more of her luscious body than a string bikini would have. Her tight spandex ‘hot pants’ were basically just a pair of panties, so tight that every curve of her perpetually-swollen, needy cunt was clearly visible. Two thin strips of fabric ran up from them in a ‘V’ shape, just barely covering the nipples of her gargantuan bimbo tits. The narrow bands of fabric drew tight over her shoulders and formed an ‘x’ across her back before clipping into the tiny patch of fabric covering her ass – other than that and her long platinum blonde hair, she was nude and dripping. April was Bimbo Girl, Dark Spiral’s other hypnotic servant. 
 
      
 
    I was wearing a suit. Emily had decided Dark Spiral wore a suit, apparently. 
 
      
 
    “Just kidding,” I said with a smile, giving Emily a pat on the ass. “You know I love both of you just the way you are.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she said – then her cheeks reddened. “I have to call you Master,” she explained. “We’re your servants. It’s part of the cosplay.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I said with a smirk. My hand moved to smack her ass again, but at the last moment I slid it beneath her pert cheeks and rubbed her folds beneath her skirt. “Dark Spiral is very hands-on with his slaves,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” Emily groaned. “You’d better stop that, Master, unless you want my thighs dripping the entire time I walk around this convention...” 
 
      
 
    “And who’s to say,” I growled, my breath hot against her ear, “that I don’t want that?” 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me!” The voice was high-pitched, and sounded like it was a little bit offended even at the best of times. “Excuse me, you three!” 
 
      
 
    I slipped my hand from Emily’s cunt just in time. One of the convention staff who had been hanging around just inside the entrance had caught sight of us, and was making her way over with a walk that said trouble. She wasn’t a bad looking girl – short red hair, tight white button-down...she’d look pretty good in a costume, just like Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl. 
 
      
 
    I decided to make her my first catch of the day. 
 
      
 
    “I need to speak to you before you enter,” the woman said. A big lanyard around her neck announced her as “Stacy: Convention Staff.” 
 
      
 
    I feigned boredom and reached into my jacket. “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    She squinted as she looked the three of us over. Her eyes widened at Emily’s outfit, then her jaw practically hit the concrete as she examined April’s. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you three supposed to...be, exactly?” She adjusted her glasses as she spoke. 
 
      
 
    Emily spoke for me. “This is Dark Spiral,” she said, jerking a thumb at me. “He’s a mind-controlling supervillain.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” She didn’t sound convinced. 
 
      
 
    “And we’re his devoted slaves,” Emily continued. “I’m Hypno Bitch and this is Bimbo Girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Hiiiiii,” my Bimbo Girl said with a giggle. 
 
      
 
    “Uh...huh.” Stacy sniffed. “That doesn’t sound very feminist.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s not feminist at all!” Emily’s eyebrows rose, and a big smile spread across her face. She was clearly enjoying this. “In fact, Dark Spiral loves nothing more than using his wicked Ray of Lust to turn feminists into depraved, cock-worshipping sluts!” 
 
      
 
    Stacy’s face went pale with shock. She had obviously heard enough – too bad for her we couldn’t have reached some kind of agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Look, I don’t know what kind of convention you think this is,” she said angrily, “but you’ll have to take your fucked up sex comic cosplay somewhere else. You’re skirting the edge of the dress code as it is,” she said, pointing a finger at Emily, “but her...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not cosplay...” I said, cutting her off. I pulled the WonderRay out of my jacket and pointed it at her head. 
 
      
 
    “...It’s my life.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled the trigger. The gun went wild in my hand, vibrating against my palm and growing nearly too hot to touch. A wave of force rippled out from the tip, striking Stacy and making her double over with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “And now it’s your life, too,” Emily said with a naughty little grin. “Welcome to the harem, slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my...oh fuck...” 
 
      
 
    Stacy closed her eyes tight, shuddering as if she could throw off the sheer bliss coursing through her veins. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘o’ of ecstasy as waves of pleasure washed through her brain, rewriting her core. Her short red hair lengthened, growing lustrous as it trailed down her back; her breasts and hips stretched the fabric of her clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you two go on inside,” I said, gesturing at the door. “I’m going to have a little fun with our newest playmate.” 
 
      
 
    Emily nodded, then shot me a question: “Should we activate the plan?” 
 
      
 
    The plan was something we’d been discussing even before we’d even booked tickets to this event – back when Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl were just jokes Emily had come up with while we were fucking. After I’d used the WonderRay to turn my friend Tom’s cheating bride into a perfect submissive slut on his wedding day, I’d had a surprising revelation: I could use this gun to help people. And that was just what I planned to do. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I said, my eyes still on Stacy’s body as the WonderRay did its work. I found the transformation so erotic; it was so much fun to watch the woman lose all control, give in to her new impulses. “Go find the loneliest-looking nerds and offer yourselves to them. Mouths and tits only, though, for now – our new girls are going to handle the rest. Just get people talking for now.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, they’re gonna talk,” Emily said with a smirk. “Everyone will be looking for the cosplay sluts making a game out of sucking guys off. It’ll definitely get the kind of atmosphere we want.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. I’ll meet up with you in the main auditorium in a bit. Good hunting.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master.” Abruptly, Emily sprang forward and threw her arms around me, nuzzling my muscled chest with her face. 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” she whispered, a sob breaking from her throat. “I love you I love you I love you...” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” I said, patting her ass. “Go be a good little slave for Dark Spiral – got it?” 
 
      
 
    In a flash, her walls were back up – and a naughty smile was plastered on her face. She turned to April and raised a fist in the air. “Who are we?” 
 
      
 
    They had rehearsed this part. “The Whores of Dark Spiral!” April yelled. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. And soon, every woman here will be one of us. Let’s go.” She led April into the convention hall, the two most gorgeous cosplay bitches I had ever seen. Everyone’s going to be staring at them, I thought. They’re going to be so distracted, they won’t even see me coming. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” I said, looking back down at my prey. “How are you feeling?” 
 
      
 
    Stacy’s eyes shined with lust. Her new body was beyond voluptuous – she looked like a fertility goddess ready for a breeding ritual. Her cheeks flushed crimson, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she looked up at her new Master. 
 
      
 
    “I...” a giggle left her lips, and she put her fingers to them – gasping at their plump, glossy feel. “I feel so wonderful, sir. What did you say your name was? Dark...Spiral?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I said, taking her hand. “You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral now. You belong to me.” 
 
      
 
    “You...you’re right,” she said, some of the glazed look leaving her face. “I do belong to you. It feels...it feels so right to belong to you, to have no will of my own. No worries – no cares...I’m...ohhhhh...” 
 
      
 
    Without the slightest bit of shame, she unbuttoned her jeans and slipped her fingers into them, rubbing her clit in hard little circles. She cried out, biting her lip from the rush of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so horny,” she whimpered. “Please fuck me, Master. Please? I can be so good for you...” 
 
      
 
    I looked around for a suitable spot to fuck my newest conquest – it wouldn’t do to be caught by the authorities, not yet. Immediately to the side of the convention entrance were a bank of restrooms; I led Stacy there, her hand shaking with excitement in my massive, muscled palm. 
 
      
 
    Once we were inside, I shoved her inside of a stall and pressed her up against the cold partition. Her tits had grown so large that I could see them from the back, spilling out from both sides. She let out a low growl and thrust her ass towards me, pulling down her jeans with her thumbs. 
 
      
 
    Underneath she was wearing a pair of white cotton panties; with a commanding grunt I tore them right off her, leaving them in shreds. 
 
      
 
    “Ohmigawd you’re so strong,” she groaned, pressing her curves against my hardness. “I bet even if I said no right now and told you that I didn’t want it, you could just pick me up and make me take your cock, couldn’t you, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t play games with me,” I growled, ripping her jeans down the rest of the way. “I know how badly you want this.” 
 
      
 
    As soon as her pants were off her legs, she spread them wide, giving me a bird’s eye view of her dripping folds. Warmth radiated off of her cunt, juices staining the inside of her thighs as they quivered with need. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she admitted, pressing her face against the wall of the stall. “I need this. I need you to fuck me, Master – I need you to own me...” 
 
      
 
    “Once I own you,” I said, taking her hair and wrapping it around my fist, “You’ll do everything I say. I should tell you now: I have every intention of giving you to other men.” 
 
      
 
    “Other men?” She started to protest, but then the head of my cock pressed against the entrance to her folds and all her thoughts ceased. “Yes, Master! I’ll fuck whoever you want, just please fuck my tight little pussy!” 
 
      
 
    Thrusting my hips like a jackhammer, I entered her. Her tight walls fit my cock like a second skin, making my shaft throb and twitch with bursts of precum as I filled her womb. It was perfection – with the WonderRay’s commands controlling her every move, she met me with the perfect amount of pressure and angle before I even knew what I needed. Before long we were shaking the stall with my thrusts, the entire room clattering as I quite literally fucked her brains out. 
 
      
 
    “Pound me, Master!” She clung to the wall, one hand digging its nails into my thigh like she might collapse if she let go. “Fuck my pussy like you own it! Give me every inch of that fucking dick!” 
 
      
 
    With a grunt, I smacked her ass, then gripped her throat as I bore down, locking into a hard rhythm that left her gasping. I could feel my balls drawing up against her folds, getting ready to deposit my fertile load in her pussy. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to make yourself available,” I grunted, pinning her against the wall. “Any man at this convention who wants to fuck you can have your body however he wants. You’re a whore, only you don’t need to be paid. You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral, and you live for my commands. Say it! Say it and I’ll shoot my load inside you!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a Whore of Dark Spiral!” The walls of Stacy’s cunt clenched around my cock as she lost control, giving herself up to orgasm. “I’m a WHOOOORE of DARK SPIRAL! I fucking live for every fucking command you want to give me…!” 
 
      
 
    With a savage grin, I pulled out of her sopping cunt just before the ultimate moment. A look of surprise reigned on her face, but an instant later I grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, attacking her tightest, most private channel with my shaft. I sunk inside her to the hilt, making her scream with delight as I claimed her, body and soul. 
 
      
 
    “Your body is mine!” I cried as the first bursts of come shot from my cock. “Your soul is mine! Submit to Dark Spiral! Feel his seed!” 
 
      
 
    I’m really getting into this whole ‘villain’ thing, I thought dazedly. It was a little silly, but I didn’t want to stop – it felt much too good to stop. 
 
      
 
    Stacy groaned and rode me with her ass, milking me dry as I continued shooting in her tight little pucker. My balls emptied, draining inside of her, and when I finally removed my mammoth rod a veritable torrent of come trickled down her womanhood. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted you to breed me, Master,” she said, pouting. 
 
      
 
    I was too far into my role to stop now – it was like I had no control over what happened next. I reached out and slapped her, full across the face, then before the shock left her eyes I grabbed her hair and pulled, making her wince and sink to her knees submissively. 
 
      
 
    “You do what I tell you,” I growled, sounding like a real supervillain. “You have to earn my load, slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Master,” she whimpered, speaking quickly through the pain. “Tell me what to do, how I can please you, I’m so sorry Master so sorry...” 
 
      
 
    I let her hair go. What was I thinking? But I liked it. Maybe a little too much. 
 
      
 
    “You can be a good whore for me today,” I told her. “Go join your sisters on the convention floor – they’ll get your clothes in the proper shape to be one of my sluts. Then, I want you to offer yourself to any man who wants you – but unlike my two lieutenants, you will give anything to these men. Even if they want your ass, even if they want to breed you like the worthless animal you are, you will spread your legs and say ‘Yes, sir.’ Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” she replied in a tiny, scared voice. My cock roared back to full mast at the sound of it. Suddenly I wasn’t done – I felt a dark, sinister impulse taking hold of me, making me want to dominate this little slut further. Was this something the WonderRay was doing to me, the same way it had given me my alpha-male body and my foot-long god-stick? Or was it something that had been inside of me all along, just waiting for the power to make it a reality? 
 
      
 
    Either way, I realized: I didn’t care. It was fun to be Dark Spiral. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I said, grabbing my newest slave by the shoulder. What was her name again? Sarah? Stacy? It didn’t matter: she was just a piece of fuck-meat, another whore to breed and control. Only Emily and April were anything else – and I was beginning to feel a little fuzzy on them, too… 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master?” She looked up at me, the dark makeup she’d applied before the convention running in twin smears down her cheeks. “How can I please you?” 
 
      
 
    “Clean this off,” I commanded, thrusting my cock in her face. When she just stared at it, I slapped her, hard. As her mouth dropped open, I forced my cock into her velvet-soft mouth and down her throat. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm...” she groaned, my cock disappearing into her mouth. She gagged, coughing, but finally relaxed and took it all the way down. A mixture of my come and her juices dribbled from the sides of her mouth as she stared up at me, her eyes begging for my approval. 
 
      
 
    “That’s a good little slut,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. She shivered with pleasure, her body already addicted to my praise – it made her come instantly. Good. 
 
      
 
    “Now hold it right there,” I said, taking her head by both sides and gripping it tight. “I’m going to fuck your face just like I fucked your ass.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh huh,” she groaned, her mouth filled with cock. 
 
      
 
    Grinning, I thrust inside her as hard as I could. Her eyes widened like saucers, but her new bimbo body could take it – she had been built for this, reconfigured to take a foot-long cock down her throat. Soon I lost all restraint and tangled my fist in her hair, pinning her against my balls as I fucked her throat with abandon. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I grunted, throbbing and twitching in her throat. “Taste that fucking load, slut. You live for that fat fucking cock down your throat...” 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long – I could come on command now, and I didn’t waste any time holding back. What was the point? At the peak of my thrusts, I suddenly yanked my cock free of my slave’s mouth and exploded all over her. Thick ropes of stringy, sticky come coated her face, dribbling down her neck and covering her tits. The feel of it sent her off into another climax, her fingers scooping it up and bringing it to her lips like an offering. She coughed as she forced it into her mouth, debasing herself utterly as she begged for my approval. 
 
      
 
    “Now what do you say, slut?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Thank you for honoring me with your cock...” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now get to work.” Without any further ceremony, I stepped over her and left the stall, stepping back into my pants as I did so. I left her in a heap, mindlessly pleasuring herself as the details of her defilement played on a loop in her mind’s eye. It seemed impossible that I had once treated these girls with tenderness, even love...they were fuck-slaves, creatures created for my pleasure. Nothing more. 
 
      
 
    A small crowd had gathered around the door of the bathroom – probably drawn by the sounds of primal, submissive sex echoing from inside. Most of them were women, many in costumes, and their eyes shined with terror and disgust as I exited. 
 
      
 
    “Hello there,” I said, reaching into my jacket. 
 
      
 
    “What were you doing in there?” someone yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Get security!” 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m Dark Spiral,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at the hottest girl in the crowd, “and this is my kingdom now.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed the trigger. Then I pressed it again, and again, and again. Women fell, writhing in pleasure, and as each did I put the WonderRay against their head and pulled the trigger a second time. Permanent. 
 
      
 
    Dimly, I realized I had just made a mistake – the girl in the bathroom. The one whose name I could no longer remember.  I had zapped her, I had fucked her, but I hadn’t made it permanent. Whatever, I thought with a smirk. It doesn’t matter. Maybe I’ll pick her back up later – or not. She was worthless. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to fuck all these men,” I said, staring at each man in the crowd for a moment before turning to my new slaves. They were all in the throes of transformation, but they could hear me. “Pleasure them in any way they choose. You are but instruments for male pleasure – you have no will of your own. Then come inside the convention center and join your Master.” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” one man asked – but his gaze was already locked on a busty blonde girl, currently coming her brains out as her tits grew larger than her head. The man’s girlfriend? Someone he wishes was his girlfriend? His stepsister? It didn’t matter. 
 
      
 
    “Take them,” I said, gesturing at the slaves. “They are my gift to you.” 
 
      
 
    As I walked away, the men began to fondle and finger the slaves. They moaned with pleasure, begging for more, already beginning to use their new powers of seduction to make sure the men fucked them. 
 
      
 
    I’ve been using this thing far too sparingly, I thought, hefting the WonderRay. Time to build a harem. 
 
      
 
    And grinning, I entered the convention center. This was my Kingdom for the day – time to make my servants kneel.


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Zapping The Stepsister 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m, like, so sorry I didn’t help you before, bro. Pretty please let me make it up to you?” 
 
      
 
    My cock throbbed with need as I stared down at my stepsister Nadia, on her knees in front of my bed. Her hands worked at my belt, trembling a little bit as they let my thick manhood out of my pants. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry. I was such a bitch to you,” she whimpered, gasping as my cock sprang free and pressed against her cheek. “Oh my gawd you’re so big, bro. If I had known you were sporting this wood, I’d have jumped your bones a long time ago...” 
 
      
 
    No, you wouldn’t have, I thought with a smirk, stroking her hair like a cherished pet. You didn’t think about anyone but yourself until you met my new toy… 
 
      
 
    It was sitting on the bed next to me, still warm from the last time I’d fired it. The WonderRay, a powerful gift I still didn’t understand – but fuck understanding. All I knew was, it had turned my brat of a stepsister into my willing slave, and I was going to enjoy that to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    It was time for a little payback. 
 
      
 
    “It’s your fault I was in prison in the first place,” I growled, cupping her chin. She was so weak before me, so submissive. It stroked the primal part of my mind, made me want to dominate her. “If you’d stuck up for me, they never would have locked me away.” 
 
      
 
    “I know! God, I know – I’m so sorry!” A naughty smile crept across her face. “I know how I can make it up to you.” 
 
      
 
    She gave my cock a stroke and hiked up her skirt, showing me her bare, shining slit. “Why don’t you breed me, bro? Put this big fucking cock inside me and shoot a load right into my womb! I want to have your babies, Troy – I want them so bad I can’t think straight...” 
 
      
 
    I was having trouble thinking, too. The only thing I could focus on was her tight little body – the way she was offering it to me made me want to pin her to the ground and take her, consequences be damned. 
 
      
 
    Breed my stepsister? A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip of my cock at the thought. Well, if she insists… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Your ride’s here. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    I walked out into the yard, squinting against the cold glare of the afternoon sun. A heavy iron door slammed shut behind me, like the cover of a book closing after the last page is read. I turned around for a last look at Stillbrook Penitentiary, the prison that had been my home for the last two years. Two long, miserable fucking years. 
 
      
 
    Leaning over, I spit into the dirt, keeping my eyes on the walls. Good riddance, I thought. 
 
      
 
    There was a car waiting for me, a tiny black coupe with the sticker of one of those new ride-sharing companies in the back window. The state couldn’t even spring for a proper taxi cab – figures. 
 
      
 
    “Troy West?” The driver glanced at me over his sunglasses. He wasn’t much older than I was – looking at him was almost like staring into a mirror at what I might have been if I hadn’t been put in a cell. It hurt a little bit. 
 
      
 
    “That’s me,” I said, opening the back door. 
 
      
 
    He frowned at my backpack. “That all you’ve got?” 
 
      
 
    Grinning, I hefted it onto my shoulder and deposited it onto the seat next to me. “It’s all I had when I came in here,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The driver shrugged. “So, where to?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a moment. Where did I want to go? If I was being honest, the answer wasn’t where but when: I would have given anything for a time machine, a one-way ticket back two years to just before my life had done a swan dive into the shitter. But seeing as that wasn’t available, I’d have to take the next best thing. 
 
      
 
    “Home, I guess,” I said, reading him out the address. He punched it into his sleek-looking phone and bolted it to the dashboard. 
 
      
 
    “Buckle your seatbelt,” he asked. “Oh, and before I forget – this is for you.” 
 
      
 
    He reached into the passenger seat and handed me back a package, about the size of a vinyl record and thick as a paperback book. I took it gingerly, looking for some kind of label. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is this – a ‘get out of jail’ present?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” the driver said, pulling out of the prison parking lot. “A courier gave it to me right before I drove over here – said it was for you. I figured you’d know.” 
 
      
 
    Frowning, I shook the box. It was decently heavy, but nothing moved inside. “Did he say who it was from?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, hang on.” The driver turned back to his dashboard, which was covered in gadgets I didn’t recognize: I had a lot of learning to do with regard to technology, obviously. He pulled up his phone and opened some notepad application he’d saved. 
 
      
 
    “It’s from a Mia Winters,” the driver said. 
 
      
 
    “Hot damn!” That was a name I hadn’t heard in a long time. Mia had been one of my best friends back in high school – an egghead who used to get teased mercilessly by this crew of boys before I knocked a couple of their heads together. If she’d been in town instead of college when I got arrested, I had a feeling she’d have found some way to get me out of trouble. “How is Mia these days? I haven’t heard from her since fucking high school...” 
 
      
 
    “That’s all they said,” the driver replied with a shrug. “Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    I put the package next to me and leaned back into the seat. The car was actually pretty comfortable, after all.  
 
      
 
    “You not gonna open it?” 
 
      
 
    “In a bit,” I said. 
 
      
 
    First, I wanted to watch us drive away from Stillbrook. And then I never wanted to see that place again. It had stolen enough of my life already. 
 
      
 
    The driver pulled out onto the long road leading back to the highway. A minute or two after the prison disappeared over the horizon, I caught him glancing at me in the rear-view mirror. 
 
      
 
    “So how long were you in there for?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I thought of fucking with him, spinning some crazy murder story to make me seem harder than I really was, but discarded the idea. If I was going to turn over a new leaf, I needed to start telling the truth. 
 
      
 
    “Two years,” I said, playing with the tape on the side of the mystery package. 
 
      
 
    The driver whistled low in his throat. “Two years,” he repeated, as if he couldn’t imagine being stuck between the same four walls that long. I could sympathize. “You mind if I ask you what for?” 
 
      
 
    I caught his eye in the rear-view. “I didn’t do anything,” I said evenly. “I’m innocent.” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled, that annoying that’s what they all say laugh that drives me crazy. “Hey, it’s over,” the driver said. “You don’t have to make any excuses with me-” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not,” I said sourly. “I really was innocent. I wasn’t the one dealing drugs out of my parents’ house – my scumbag little brat sister was. But her friends, my parents, everyone took her side. They pinned it on me, and I’m the one who went to jail.” 
 
      
 
    The driver looked stunned. “Holy shit,” he whispered. “Some family.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, they’re a real piece of work.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would they do that?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Probably ‘cause she’s my stepsister. Her Mom’s a rich bitch, and my Dad’s the poor boy who swept her off her feet. Which makes me about as popular as head lice on her side of the family.” 
 
      
 
    The driver nodded. “So when the perfect sister got caught selling her friends pills out of their fancy house...” 
 
      
 
    I made a little gun with my fingers and clicked my tongue. “Bingo. Our promising daughter and her bougie friends couldn’t be into drugs – it’s all the fault of that boy from the wrong side of the tracks.” 
 
      
 
    The driver shook his head. “That sounds pretty messed up. Assuming you’re not making all this up, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “You said it,” I countered. “Why would I lie? I already did the fucking time.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened a fraction, then his expression softened. “Hey, I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s just, you know, all these guys in jail say they were set up – it’s kind of a stereotype.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh believe me, I’m used to it,” I said, lying back in my seat. “If it wasn’t, somebody might have believed me.” 
 
      
 
    The ride went in silence after that, and pretty soon I started to wonder what was in that package. So I got in between the edge with my fingers and peeled back the tape, slowly getting it open. 
 
      
 
    Finally I had one end folded up, and tilted the box to see what fell out. I didn’t know what I was expecting, but it sure as hell wasn’t what slid into my lap. 
 
      
 
    “Holy fuck, it’s a gun,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The driver looked so spooked he nearly jerked the car into traffic. “A gun!?” 
 
      
 
    “Relax,” I said with a chuckle. “It’s a toy. Toy gun.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” He swerved back into our lane. “Who would send you a toy gun?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I’m trying to figure out, if you’ll shut up a second and stop trying to kill me,” I growled. The gun was a little over a foot long, made of gray and red plastic like one of those video game guns from the 80’s. A glance inside the barrel revealed a curved lens, just like a laser pointer. 
 
      
 
    I frowned at the device, turning it over in my hand. Why had Mia sent me this thing? I certainly wasn’t up on the latest video games, though I knew she was a gamer – was this the newest thing? Was there a console waiting for me at home to plug this into as a sort of “welcome back to civilization” present? 
 
      
 
    A second later I noticed the markings on the sides. Written in tiny, ornate letters on one side of the barrel were the words WonderRay Mk II. Along the other side, in an old-school sci-fi font was the brand: Dr. Mesmertainment. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know what this is?” I asked, sticking my hand between the seats so the driver could see the gun. 
 
      
 
    I watched the driver’s eyes slide to the toy and back. “Doctor Mesmertainment?” He shrugged. “Never heard of it, no.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not like the newest video game or whatever?” 
 
      
 
    “Man, those things are old.” He chuckled, fiddling with something on the dash. “They haven’t made light guns outside of arcades in years.” 
 
      
 
    I knew that, too – but then, what was the point of this ‘gift’? I tilted the box vertically, checking to see if anything else was inside, and two pieces of paper slid out into my lap. One was a thin note written in Mia’s precise, cute handwriting. The other was a pamphlet, presumably the instructions. 
 
      
 
    I started with Mia: 
 
      
 
    Troy, 
 
      
 
    I’m really sorry I couldn’t come greet you now that you’re out – I’m working on something big. And I’m double sorry about the way everybody screwed you over. (As if there was any doubt you were innocent, the one time I came over to see your folks Nadia was BRAGGING about putting you away. It made my blood boil!) 
 
      
 
    It made my blood boil just reading it. That little bitch had the stones to tell my best friend all about how she’d set me up. She had no shame. 
 
      
 
    So I got you a little present, the note continued. I think it’s time things started going your way, and this might give you a chance at that. Don’t ask me where I got it from – that’s a secret. Just read the directions, and use responsibly. 
 
      
 
    P.S. I’m doing you a solid here – I hope you’ll respect me enough to not to use this on me the next time I see you. ~M 
 
      
 
    Use it on her? I had been confused before, and I was confused now. Mia’s note hadn’t helped clear up what this thing was one bit. How was it supposed to help me get even with my family? 
 
      
 
    Frowning, I folded up Mia’s note and slid it into my pocket. Then I turned my attention to the pamphlet. It was written in an old-school 1920’s font, like it was advertising a speakeasy or some shit, and curved across the top of the page was the legend: 
 
      
 
    Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay – Special Edition! 
 
      
 
    That made sense – that was what was written on the gun, after all. But if I had thought I’d had an idea of what this thing was supposed to be for, the next paragraph obliterated that completely: 
 
      
 
    Have you ever wished you could alter the MINDS AND BODIES of those around you, making them your perfect playmate? Wonder no more! Using Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AWESOME SCIENCE POWER, the WonderRay reshuffles the atoms of THOSE CLOSEST TO YOU, allowing you total freedom to pursue your interests without arguments, interruptions, or other worrisome problems! 
 
      
 
    I glanced from the paper back to the gun. What the hell was this thing? I read on: 
 
      
 
    Using the WONDERRAY is as easy as pushing a button!: 
 
      
 
    ONE SHOT from the trigger activates the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER! Enjoy comfort, convenience and perfect obedience from your subject for a limited amount of time! 
 
      
 
    If you like the effects, a SECOND SHOT from the unit will make the effects of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay PERMANENT AND IRREVERSIBLE, creating a subject who will WORSHIP YOU for as long as you desire! No more worrying about inconveniences like FREE WILL any more! NOTE: second shot MUST be administered during the first shot’s effect period in order to become PERMANENT! 
 
      
 
    As always, SATISFACTION is GUARANTEED! If you aren’t completely thrilled with the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of the WonderRay, please contact us at... 
 
      
 
    That was all it said. Someone had clipped the contact information off the bottom of the page, or it had never been there in the first place. Flipping the paper over, I found an additional message printed along the bottom in the tiny font used by pharmaceutical companies to hide side effects: 
 
      
 
    WARNING: Prolongued use of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay may cause the USER to experience side-effects such as: increased ATTRACTIVENESS, dramatically higher STAMINA and ATHLETICISM, along with an increase in SEXUAL DESIRE and POTENCY. Among FEMALE SUBJECTS, side-effects include dramatically increased FERTILITY, a sudden interest in SUBMISSIVENESS and alterations in PRIMARY SEXUAL CHARACTERISTICS such as BREAST and HIP SIZE. Remember to always use Dr. Mesmertainment’s products RESPONSIBLY! 
 
      
 
    “This has to be a joke,” I muttered, folding the paper up and shoving it in my pocket. It had all the markings of a prank, but there was only one problem: Mia wasn’t a prankster. The idea of pulling a mean joke on a friend, especially one who’d just gotten out of prison was utterly alien to her. So either she thought this thing really did what it said on the in, or… 
 
      
 
    Or it really does work, I thought. 
 
      
 
    But that was crazy. You couldn’t just point a gun at somebody and make them want to fuck you. I pictured pointing the WonderRay at some gorgeous model, watching as she tore her clothes off and sunk down to her knees, begging to please me. It was a pretty picture, for sure, but bore no resemblance to reality. 
 
      
 
    Besides, I thought, looking out the window, if this thing was real I wouldn’t go after models – not at first, anyway. I’d get some revenge. 
 
      
 
    My stepsister. Her bratty friends. And the bitch my Dad married. Now there was a group of girls who deserved to spend some time getting turned into drooling bimbo sex slaves. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, I was hard. Two years without a woman will do that to you. I was going to need to find a bar or a club as soon as I got settled. Did people even do that kind of thing anymore, or was it all on your phone now? 
 
      
 
    I glanced up and caught the driver staring at the WonderRay in the rear-view mirror. “So what is that thing?” 
 
      
 
    “Some kind of prank,” I said, picking the thing up. “A gag gift or something. Somebody’s fucked up sense of humor.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would they give you a gun?” The driver’s eyebrows drew together. “That seems fucked up...” 
 
      
 
    “It’s supposed to make girls drop their panties or something,” I said, shaking my head. “Some kind of ‘dumb gun’. It’s got a list of side-effects longer than my arm...” 
 
      
 
    We pulled up to a stoplight, and the driver whistled. “Well, I’d like to see that girl with no panties. Looks like she isn’t wearing any to begin with...” 
 
      
 
    I could see what he meant. There was a young woman jogging past the car as we waited for the light to turn, and from the looks of her we weren’t the only people staring. She wore a tight little athletic top and skintight yoga pants, neither of which did anything to hide her firm, round tits or her mouth-watering ass. Two years of repressed lust surged to life in my cock all at once, making me as hard as an iron girder. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, she’s gorgeous, I thought, fingering the WonderRay. There was a crazy idea in the back of my head, getting clearer and clearer. Before I could stop myself, it took hold. 
 
      
 
    “Stop the car,” I said, holding up a hand. “Don’t go yet.” 
 
      
 
    The driver raised an eyebrow but didn’t move – thankfully there were no cars behind us. I found the control for the window and let it roll down with a mechanical whirr. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me! Excuse me, miss?” I stuck my head out the window, motioning to the jogger. She gave me a confused look, as if to say who, me? then came walking over. 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” She asked. Her dirty blonde hair was done up in a tight ponytail, her lips glossy and plump. She was the prettiest thing I’d seen since they’d put me in jail, and I wanted her so bad I could taste it. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to ask you something,” I said quickly. I needed to act fast before I lost my nerve. “My driver has gotten us quite a bit lost, you see.” 
 
      
 
    She visibly relaxed: both at the explanation and the word ‘driver’. I knew that made her think I was wealthy, and not some random creep. She took a step forward, almost within arm’s reach. 
 
      
 
    “Where were you headed?” she asked, glancing down the street. “I know this area pretty well. Are you trying to get to a hotel…?” 
 
      
 
    It was now or never. By the time she glanced back at me, I had the WonderRay sticking out the window, pointed at her head. 
 
      
 
    If this doesn’t do anything, we’d better drive fast. 
 
      
 
    The girl’s eyes widened. “What the fuck-” 
 
      
 
    “How does this make you feel?” I asked, pulling the trigger. 
 
      
 
    I heard the driver yelling something, but in that instant the only thing I could focus my mind on was the wave of force that shot out of the tip of the gun, nearly sending me back into my seat. Holy shit, I thought, it really does something! The girl’s head rolled lightly backward, like someone had pressed two fingers against her forehead and pushed. Her mouth dropped open, cheeks flushing with warmth as the gun did its work. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit!” That was the driver, staring at me with all the color drained out of his face. “You shot her. You just fucking shot her...” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t paying attention. I was looking at the girl. 
 
      
 
    Her head rolled on her shoulders, like someone waking up slowly from a long nap. The flush in her cheeks wasn’t going away, in fact it was growing deeper, and as I watched she bit her lip and batted her eyes at me. At me. 
 
      
 
    A giggle left her lips. “That made me feel good,” she said, peering past me towards the interior of the car. “Really, really good.” 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t just her mood that had improved. As I stared, her breasts began to expand, stretching the already taut fabric of her top. Her ass moved likewise, until her jogging outfit threatened to rip at any moment. My brain wanted to tell her to get inside and find something to cover up with, but my cock… 
 
      
 
    “You’re about to bust out of that outfit,” I said, leering at her. 
 
      
 
    She glanced down. “Oh my gawd!” She ran hands over her breasts, groaning with pleasure as she cupped them. “They’re sooo big! What happened?” 
 
      
 
    “Here,” I said, opening the door. “You should get inside before people see you.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohmigosh, thank you!” She said brightly, giggling again. I slid back, letting her park her fabulous ass in the seat and close the door behind her. “You’re so nice, Sir. And sexy too...” 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I said with a smug grin. “Call my Troy.” 
 
      
 
    Inside, of course, I was anything but calm. Holy shit, it really works. Mia was right! My new toy had the power to turn a girl I’d just met into a ditzy bimbo willing to get into the backseat of a car with a stranger. Would it make her do more? 
 
      
 
    “Um...” The driver was openly gawking at the jogger now. “What should I do?” 
 
      
 
    “You’d better drive,” I told him, patting the back of his seat. “Keep heading whichever way you were going.” 
 
      
 
    With another amazed glance back at our new passenger, he pulled past the stoplight and headed back down the road. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” I said, turning to the girl. “Where were we?” 
 
      
 
    “Umm...” The girl bit her lip, staring at the bulge in my pants. “I was just thinking of how awesome you are, and how awful it must be to have that big, hard thing in your pants...” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “It is awful. I wish someone could take care of it for me.” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up with an idea. “Ohmigawd! What if I, like, sucked you off? Wouldn’t that make you feel sooooo good?” 
 
      
 
    I leaned back, still reassuring myself that this was real. “It sure would,” I said, unhooking my belt. “You sure you’re alright with that?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course! I love sucking cock. It’s what bimbos like me were built for.” She reached down, yanking my belt off and tossing it in the floor. With a growl of lust, she climbed on all fours across the seat and pulled my cock out of my boxers, staring at it in awe. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god you’re so big,” she gasped, giggling with excitement. “It’s been a long time since I had something this big in my mouth!” 
 
      
 
    God, she was so dirty. I loved it. “I bet you’ve sucked off lots of guys,” I said, tangling my fingers in her hair. “Men at parties, in clubs – total strangers even. You’ll suck any dick someone puts in front of you, won’t you slut?” 
 
      
 
    “I...I...” She frowned, a look of confusion passing over her face. “I used to...not like cock,” she said, in the tone of someone saying they didn’t like pizza or sunshine. “I was all about girls. But now I can’t think about anything else. It’s like there’s this big sexy man in my face all the time yelling cock cock cock, and it makes my little pussy soooo wet… 
 
      
 
    Oh wow, I thought, watching the girl bend over me. I’d snagged a lesbian jogger, and turned her into an arrow-straight, cock-worshiping bimbo. Awesome science power, indeed. 
 
      
 
    But I could worry about that later. Right then, I needed to release two years worth of pent-up seed – and this girl was wet and willing. 
 
      
 
    Pushing her down gently, she made a perfect seal around my cock with her glossy, velvet-soft lips and began to suck. The suction was incredible; the sensation of her gently humming and drawing more of me in so amazing it was a challenge not to come right then and there. I disappeared down her throat inch after wonderful inch, until she was bobbing in my lap without a care as we sped down the road. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing back there?” The driver risked a glance in the back-seat. His face went white as a sheet when he saw what was going on. “Holy shit, Troy!” 
 
      
 
    “Just drive,” I growled, gripping the girl’s head with both hands. Nothing was going to stop me now – not when I was so close to feeling release. 
 
      
 
    “I should have had this every day,” I heard myself mutter. “I should have had some girl sucking my cock whenever I wanted for two years...” 
 
      
 
    To my surprise, the girl let my cock out of her mouth with a wet little pop, stroking it hard as she looked up at me. Her eyes shined with devotion, her nature totally changed to submission. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so right, Master,” she whimpered, running her hands back and forth as she stroked me. “You deserve lots of girls. Big-tittied bimbos to worship this fat fucking cock.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, amazed. “Yeah, that’s right I do. Damn right.” 
 
      
 
    With another giggle, she ran her tongue down the underside of my fat purple head, lapping up a stream of precum. 
 
      
 
    “A man like you should have a whole harem of babes,” the girl said. “Some for their mouths, some for their tits, some for their asses. Some to get pregnant.” She giggled again, her breath hot against my shaft. “Wouldn’t you like that, Master? Breeding little sluts with your seed?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, I wanted that very, VERY much. 
 
      
 
    “Pull over,” I said, tuning to the driver. “Next exit.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” He looked bewildered – I couldn’t blame him, but if he thought he was going to get between me and this perfect vixen, he was mistaken. 
 
      
 
    “Pull over and find us a quiet spot,” I insisted. “I’ll make it worth it, trust me.” 
 
      
 
    He grumbled to himself, but did as I asked. The jogger went back to sucking me off, gleefully working her lips up and down my shaft as she gave me the best blowjob I’d ever received. I had some vague notion that before she’d met the WonderRay, this girl hadn’t been a cocksucking queen: no gag reflex, no hesitation, a variety of filthy moves – but somehow I’d given it all to her. 
 
      
 
    The roadway was replaced with trees. The air grew colder, the sun blocked with shade. We’d driven off some no-name exit and were heading into the forest. 
 
      
 
    “There,” I said, pointing at a gravel path. 
 
      
 
    “That one? There’s a farm three miles down that way,” the driver said, pointing at the sign. 
 
      
 
    “We’re not going three miles,” I grunted. “Drive until you can’t see the road and pull over.” 
 
      
 
    He did so. As soon as the car slid to a stop, I pulled the girl’s head out of my lap and cupped her chin with my fingers. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to breed you?” I asked. It almost wasn’t a question. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes shined with lust, like I’d just asked her if she wanted a luxury beach vacation on her own private island. “Oh, Master,” she groaned. “I would be so honored to carry your heirs...” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to hear anymore. “Get out here,” I said, grabbing her. It was strange; it was so easy for me to pull her out of the car and lift her up. I felt like a caveman carrying a woman back to my lair; the sensation made me feel manly and powerful. She was like a rag doll in my arms as I tossed her down on the hood of the car and tore off her yoga pants.  
 
      
 
    I heard the driver yell something, but he didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except for the sweet, wet little thing beneath me and the throbbing need in my cock. 
 
      
 
    “You want this,” I growled, yanking down her top. “You want me inside you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master!” She locked her heels behind my back, pulling me inside her. “Please, please fuck me! Put a baby in me, Sir!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re in love with me,” I told her, watching her eyes change as the suggestion hit home. “You’ve been in love with me since the moment you saw me. All you can think about it serving me, making me happy with your tight little body.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Master,” she gasped, “let me show you how good I can make you feel!” 
 
      
 
    With one hard, smooth stroke I drove all the way inside her and buried myself there. Her walls were snug enough against me to shivers down my spine, tighter and wetter than any woman I’d ever been with. Dimly, I wondered if that part of her had been changed by the WonderRay too, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that she was perfect, and she was mine. 
 
      
 
    “Harder, Master,” she begged, matching me stroke for stroke. Her ass pressed hard against the hood of the car, her shoulders against the windshield. “Make me yours…!” 
 
      
 
    I responded in kind, fucking her as hard as I could. Every thrust inside of her sweet, tight cunt was heaven. I felt my balls slap against her opening, growing tight as I approached release. I was already on the edge from her perfect mouth, and her pussy held me so tight I felt like I was going to explode any moment… 
 
      
 
    She felt it too, responding like she was made for my pleasure. Every muscle inside of her tensed up as she came, her back arching and her face nuzzled against my neck. As she cried out, she put her lips to my ear and whimpered: 
 
      
 
    “Come in me, Master! Fuck a baby inside of me, please...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t hold back any more. My cock twitched inside of her, spurting hot jets of cream as I came. My hips kept thrusting, pumping my load deep inside her super-fertile pussy as her walls milked me dry. She bore down on me with a groan, going so deep it felt like my balls were about to slide inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “I want it right there,” she whispered, her inner muscles sucking in my load. “I want it all in my womb, Master. I want to make you so proud of me...” 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, she slid off my cock and sank to her knees in front of the car. She squeezed her tits together, running them along the underside of my cock as she lapped the last few bits of come from my shaft. 
 
      
 
    I let out a sigh that had two years behind it. Two long years of frustration, longing and anger – melting away as a gorgeous blonde bimbo ran her tongue down my shaft. I felt better than I had in years; like a real man. Kings didn’t feel this good about themselves. 
 
      
 
    Once the girl got me cleaned up, I led her back to the car, opening the back door like a gentleman. She giggled as she adjusted her seat, kissing me deeply when I got in on the other side. 
 
      
 
    The driver was stunned. Beneath his shock, I caught a distinct whiff of jealousy – something the bulge in his pants could attest to. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, let’s head home,” I said, leaning back in my seat. The blonde curled up in my lap like a cat, her head resting between my thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit.” The driver did not start the car. “Holy fucking shit.” 
 
      
 
    “I know!” I lifted my hands, as if to say what can you do? “It’s amazing. Guess that little toy works after all.” 
 
      
 
    “You expect me to just...keep my mouth shut about all this?” The driver looked like he had no idea what to say. “I don’t...this is crazy...” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, I was thinking you wouldn’t have to keep your mouth shut about it at all,” I said, grinning. “I have a better idea.” 
 
      
 
    I watched his gaze travel from me to the WonderRay. “You’re not...you can’t use that thing on me...” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Oh, of course not,” I said. “It wouldn’t work any way, I don’t think. I was talking more about practical matters.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, a low groan left the blonde’s throat. As the driver and I stared, she bit her lip and looked up at me with concern. 
 
      
 
    “What’s happening, Master?” Her breasts had already begun to lose some of their impossibly perfect perkiness, and her ass was shrinking. “I feel so strange...” 
 
      
 
    Two shots, I thought. “Nothing, dear,” I assured her. “I’ll make it go away.” 
 
      
 
    Picking up the gun, I put it against her head. She sighed happily, pressing her temple to it. 
 
      
 
    “Please shoot me,” she whimpered. “I need it, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you do, dear. By the way, it seems silly to ask this now, but: what is your name?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she said, her eyes lighting up with surprise. “It’s-” 
 
      
 
    I pulled the trigger.  
 
      
 
    “Didn’t matter anyway,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    Every muscle in her body tensed up as she came, sobbing and crying out my name. Her breasts expanded back to their perfection, her hair growing even glossier and sexier. Two shots makes it permanent, I thought. Awesome science power. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Master,” she groaned, purring like a cat. “Thank you...” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I said. “Here’s what I want you to do, pet. You see that man there?” 
 
      
 
    I pointed at the driver. He looked at me like I’d lost my mind, but I didn’t stop. “Yes,” she said sleepily. 
 
      
 
    “From now on, you serve him,” I told her. “I want you to do whatever he says and worship his manhood, just like you did with me. This will make me very, very happy. You understand?” 
 
      
 
    I had expected a bit of hesitation, but there was none. “Yes, Sir!” She sat up and slid out of the car, shaking her ass as she made her way to the front seat. 
 
      
 
    “So, hot stuff,” she said in a smoky voice, crossing her legs in the front seat. “What’s your name?” 
 
      
 
    The driver looked at her like he’d won the lottery. “B-Brent,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Brent,” she repeated, rolling the syllables over her tongue. “What a sexy name, Brent...” 
 
      
 
    “I need a driver,” I said. “Thanks to my...special circumstances, I can’t get a driver’s license for the foreseeable future. So I need someone to help me get around. I could use this girl, but I doubt she’d be able to tell the gas from the brake at this point – and she’d get less than fifty feet before sucking me off in any case.” 
 
      
 
    “So that’s the deal?” Brent stared at the gorgeous blonde, obviously wanting her. “You give me your sloppy seconds in exchange for silence?” 
 
      
 
    “Sloppy...” I laughed. “Brent, I’ll make sure you get plenty of girls. Soon I’ll have more of them than I know what to do with. But I need someone to help me out – someone who can catch me up on the last two years. People are using their phones for everything from hooking up to calling a cab. I need a crash course in modern living.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow. Well...alright.” Brent was still looking at the bimbo like he wanted to gobble her up. “I’m gonna need more than just girls, though – even sexy-as-fuck girls like you, miss, no offense.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about gas money.” I sat back in the seat, folding my arms. “I’m gonna be loaded soon. Someone owes me money, big time, and I intend to collect.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Who?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s where we’re headed,” I said. “Right on your phone. That blue dot? That’s my stepsister’s house.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened. “Stepsister?” 
 
      
 
    “The one who put me away. That’s home, I’m afraid. But now that I’ve got this gun, I’m going to make it a bit more comfortable. So let’s go, already?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Brent put the car in drive and got us back on the highway. “This has definitely been the weirdest shift of my life, Troy.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you think I feel?” I patted the WonderRay, looking at it with pride. Thanks, Mia, I thought. You saved my life. Now I understand why you told me not to use this thing on you. 
 
      
 
    I wondered if I was going to be able to keep that promise. But first, I had some payback to dispense: and my sister and her friends were about to find out what it was like to get well and truly fucked. 
 
      
 
    Here I come, bitch, I thought, speeding down the highway. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Zapping The Stepmother 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    What a perfect fucking bimbo, I thought, staring down at my stepmother’s wet little pussy. No wonder Dad had to have a piece of her. 
 
      
 
    Two long years away from home had done nothing to diminish my Mom’s appearance: hell, she looked even hotter than she had the day I was put away. My balls ached as I watched her big, firm tits rock up and down with her breathing, the nipples rock-hard and poking out of the thin fabric. My cock tented my boxers, throbbing and dripping precum, and all I could think about is how amazing it would feel to climb on top of her right that second. 
 
      
 
    She rolled over in her sleep, her gorgeous ass sliding across the bed. I’d never had the slightest idea that Susan went to bed without any panties on, but I wasn’t complaining. Her legs spread even wider, her finger trailing down her thighs as she called out in her sleep. 
 
      
 
    Time to wake her up for some fun, I thought. Giving into my need, I reached out and grabbed her breasts, manhandling the soft flesh beneath my fingers. The feel of it made my cock twitch anew, another spurt of precum coating my shaft. I was so wet I didn’t even need her to be primed, but she was: so wet and ready, dreaming of sex. 
 
      
 
    As my thumbs ran over her hard nipples, her eyes fluttered, just the whites showing. A low groan left her throat, part confusion and part pleasure. In the darkness I saw her eyes open, the haze over them slowly fading. 
 
      
 
    “Troy?” Mom’s voice was uncertain, like she wasn’t completely sure this wasn’t a dream. “What are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Hey Mom, I’m home,” I said with a smirk. Before she could react, my free hand snaked between her thighs, two fingers entering her cunt and finding her clit. “Were you dreaming about me?” 
 
      
 
    At the sensation of me penetrating her, all Mom’s inner muscles clenched up. A little whine of bliss left her throat as I found her clit and started to rub, her back arching until her ass was an inch off the bed. Her mouth dropped open, cheeks warm with lust. 
 
      
 
    I’m so jealous of these fingers, I thought. Soon enough my cock would replace them, and then I’d be in heaven. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Mom scooted backwards, my fingers leaving the wet, wonderful haven of her folds. She stared up at me, fear warring with arousal on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m out of prison, Mommy,” I said with a smirk. “Just got home. I was going to go see Nadia first, but she’s not in her room. Lucky you – you get to be the first to feel this inside you.” 
 
      
 
    As I spoke, I rubbed my cock through my pants. It wasn’t asking for release as much as demanding it, taking control of my entire being and removing all my thoughts that didn’t involve fucking my mother’s brains out. I wanted to own her, and Nadia too, and make both of them perform every dirty thing I could think of for my entertainment. 
 
      
 
    Of course, twisting the knife like this was fun, too. 
 
      
 
    Mom’s eyes were as big as saucers as she backed up, her shoulders hitting the headboard. “What the fuck are you doing in my room?” She hissed, getting a little bit of her old viciousness back. “Leave right now or I’ll call the police.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed coldly, reaching across the bed. “The police won’t do anything, Mom. Want to know why?” 
 
      
 
    My fingers closed around the WonderRay. After just a few short hours, the gun already felt like an extension of my body, a perfectly natural thing to use on every woman I met. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Jesus,” Mom said, staring at it. “You’ve got a gun!” 
 
      
 
    “Relax,” I said with a lopsided grin. “This is a toy, Susan.” 
 
      
 
    At the use of her real name, my stepmother relaxed ever so slightly. A moment later, she reached out for the comforter to cover her nakedness. Oh, that won’t do, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her wrist, savoring the way my strength overpowered her so easily. 
 
      
 
    “Let me go!” She pulled her hand away, closing her thighs. My cock wept at being denied that perfect view of her folds, but I knew soon it would be all the sweeter for waiting. “How did you even get in here?” 
 
      
 
    “Your maid let me in,” I said, running the barrel of the WonderRay down my mother’s taut little belly. She was on the other side of forty, but Susan kept her body in peak physical condition, looking younger and more athletic than most girls my age. She was a sexy blonde MILF, and I was going to love making her my bimbo. 
 
      
 
    “That’s bullshit,” she whispered, watching the gun barrel move. “Robyn would slam the door in your face...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m welcome here now,” I said. The WonderRay snuck down another inch, until it was grazing Mom’s thighs. “Robyn’s was very eager to make me feel right at home, in fact. Want me to tell you what she did?” 
 
      
 
    I slid the barrel of the WonderRay into my Mom’s folds, letting the edge brush her clit. She shuddered, biting her lip as she tried to fight the pleasure. The urge to pull the trigger, to shoot a wave of bimbo-making, mind controlling force directly into my mother’s womb was nearly impossible to resist. Yet somehow, I did – it was so much fun to make her squirm. I wanted to see the look on her face when she realized I was telling the truth. 
 
      
 
    “You’re sick,” Mom grunted, her leg shaking as the tip of the WonderRay parted her folds and entered her. “Forcing yourself on our maid. Molesting your own mother...” 
 
      
 
    “She begged me for it,” I said, thrusting inside of her. “She dropped to her knees and tore off that ridiculous maid costume you make her wear – it barely even fits her now, anyway – and asked if she could please give the man of the house a blowjob.” I watched the look on Mom’s face, mingled pleasure and fear as I started to fuck her with my new toy. “How could I say no to that?” 
 
      
 
    “The p-p-police must be on their way,” Mom protested. “She’ll have called them...” 
 
      
 
    This time, I couldn’t control my laughter. “Do you want to know what your precious maid is doing downstairs right now? As if you’ve ever cared about her, anyway.” With savage glee, I slid the WonderRay out of my mother’s cunt. Her juices glistened along the side, covering the Dr. Mesmertainment brand. Inspiration struck me; I lifted the barrel and brought it to her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Clean it off,” I commanded. “Now.” 
 
      
 
    Mom shot me a look of utter disgust, but after a moment her glossy lips parted to admit the tip of the WonderRay. It slid into her mouth an inch at a time, stretching her opening wide as I forced her to deepthroat it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s good,” I said, watching tears bead at the edges of her eyes as she gagged. “Soon you’ll be able to take things much bigger than that without breaking a sweat, Mom.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled the gun out of her throat. She came off it with a wet pop, coughing. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a monster,” she said, her voice quivering with fear. “How dare you?” 
 
      
 
    I cocked my head, fixing her with an even gaze. “That’s really what you’re going with? I’m the monster?” 
 
      
 
    Mom’s eyes gleamed. There were two years of gossip and hurt feelings behind them. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said in a bratty little voice that made me want to slap her. “I’m a good person. A good mother...” 
 
      
 
    “You know,” I said, shaking my head, “I think you honestly believe that.” 
 
      
 
    “What did I do?” She sat up, jaw set hard. “What did I do to deserve this?” 
 
      
 
    “You never loved me, for starters,” I said, standing up. I towered over her now; the WonderRay was already working its magic on me. “Not like you love Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    “Nadia is my daughter,” Susan said, putting all the emphasis on the last word. “Of course I love her.” 
 
      
 
    “And I’m not really your son,” I said with satisfaction. “Which makes it perfectly okay to put me behind bars for a crime I didn’t commit.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t do that,” Mom protested. “That wasn’t me-” 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t do the deed, but you certainly didn’t stick up for me,” I said, cutting her off. “You were more than happy to let me be carted away as long as your precious family avoided scandal. As long as nothing came between you and your fancy mansion and Nadia’s future Ivy League application.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me like she was trying to come up with something to say...but remained silent. 
 
      
 
    “It cuts both ways,” I said with a grin. “Since you’re not my real Mom, I have no problem with breaking into your room in the middle of the night and having my way with you.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes widened; her face lost its color. “You’re sick...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, calm down,” I said, taking a step backwards. “I’m not going to do it yet. I want you to see something first. I want you to understand what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
      
 
    A note of confusion entered Mom’s face: confusion that I wasn’t forcing myself on her, that I was giving her an opening to run. “What are you going to do to me?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “Come downstairs,” I commanded. “Now.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Mom got out of bed. I could see her wasting time on purpose; trying to think of some way to escape me. Little did she know that I was holding the trump card; one blast from the WonderRay and she wouldn’t even want to escape. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” I said gruffly. “Now.” 
 
      
 
    “I have to put some pants on,” she protested. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, grinning like a wolf. “I’ve already seen your pretty little pussy, Mom. It’s nice and tight – it’s been two years, but I can still recognize a snug little slit like that.” 
 
      
 
    She was shocked into silence. I let her go first, the WonderRay digging into her back. I had no idea if she thought I was lying about it being a toy, but I didn’t really care. Either way, it was dangerous enough. 
 
      
 
    The house was just as huge as I remembered. We left Mom’s wing, heading down the huge staircase in the entranceway, and went into the living room. As we got closer, the sounds of moaning and bodies moving in sync grew louder and louder. Susan’s cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and shock. 
 
      
 
    “Is that…?” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a final shove into the room. On one of the plush couches studding the luxurious space, Mom’s maid bounced up and down, riding my driver’s cock. Sweat stood out on her flawless mocha skin as her tanned thighs gripped his manhood, her nails digging into his shoulders. Her breasts bobbed in his face, several times the size than they’d been a few hours ago, and as we watched he opened wide and sucked hard on her pebble-hard nipples. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” Mom groaned, shock covering her face. “What are you doing, Robyn?” 
 
      
 
    “Miss West!?” Robyn turned, but her hips didn’t miss a single beat. Brent’s cock worked inside her swollen cunt, spreading her lips wide as his hips thrust upward. “I, um, I’m kind of in the middle of something! I thought you were asleep!” 
 
      
 
    The look on Mom’s face was utter bliss for me. Her shock and confusion knew no bounds. It was like watching someone come having a bad trip, her brain feverishly trying to process what she was seeing. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” Brent groaned. He grabbed Robyn by the hips and forced her deeper on his cock. “I think I’m gonna come!” 
 
      
 
    With a little look of apology from Robyn, the maid turned her attention back to Brent. “That’s right, baby,” she cooed, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Shoot your fucking seed in me, Sir. Fill my womb with your hot, sticky cream...” 
 
      
 
    With a series of harsh, primal grunts, Brent rammed himself as far into Mom’s maid as he could go, his cock swelling up as he reached his climax. His groans became a cry and he buried his face in her sweaty tits, his hips jerking as he spilled his load inside of her. Robyn tossed her head back and howled with bliss, pressing his face into her chest as his climax sent her into her own simultaneous orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Mom watched, utterly stunned as her maid and new guest came down from their peaks. Robyn giggled, kissing Brent deeply as he fucked his load inside her with slow, gentle strokes. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sir,” Robyn said, hopping off his dick and giving him a little curtsy. “Please let me know if there’s anything else I can do for you...” 
 
      
 
    “What...is the meaning of this!?” Mom’s voice was ragged, on the edge of sanity. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t blame her,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. “She’s just doing what the WonderRay told her to.” 
 
      
 
    Brent lay back against the plush couch, watching my Mom with a satisfied gaze. “This is your Mom, Troy? Jesus, what a babe! Hot mom, amazing house – I’m really jealous, man.” 
 
      
 
    “You just had the maid I’d fantasized about since I was twelve ride your cock into the stratosphere,” I said with a smirk. “I’m the one who ought to be jealous.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh sir, I’d be more than happy to please you,” Robyn said quickly. “I live to serve...” 
 
      
 
    “STOP!” 
 
      
 
    All of us fell silent, staring at Susan. 
 
      
 
    “No one is doing anything until someone explains to me what the FUCK is going on here!” Mom looked like she couldn’t decide whether to punch me or the maid. “Have you all lost your fucking minds!?” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all,” I told her. Grinning, I dropped onto the couch next to Brent, who was just finishing pulling his pants back up. “Why don’t you get us a couple of beers, Robyn?” 
 
      
 
    To Mom’s shock, the maid curtseyed again like we were honored guests. “Of course, Master,” she said, practically skipping toward the kitchen. A trail of Brent’s come dribbled down her thigh, covering her fishnet stockings. 
 
      
 
    “Master?” I was surprised Mom hadn’t passed out yet. “She calls you Master?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I said, laughing. “You remember Mia, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” Mom looked like she wanted to spit the word out. “That little slut came by once after you went away. Nadia handled her.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m well aware of how she handled her.” I hefted the gun, letting Mom admire its length. “In fact, that’s why I have this. A little ‘welcome back to life’ gift from Mia.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, Robyn came back into the room, two ice-cold beers carried on a tray in her hand. “Here you go, Master,” she said, placing both of them on the table. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “Before you go, I wondered if I might use you to prove something to my mother?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes flickered to Susan for an instant. “Of course, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Good.” I pointed the gun at Robyn’s head and thumbed the trigger. “Just relax and enjoy this.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Mom said, taking a step forward. She was too slow to stop me. “You said that thing was a toy-” 
 
      
 
    I pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    A wave of force shot from the gun, covering Robyn with shimmering walls of light. She cried out, her tanned skin flushing crimson as every muscle in her body drew taut. She came with shuddering, ragged gasps, pleasure infiltrating her like an invading army...and as we all watched, she began to change. 
 
      
 
    Not that she hadn’t already, but a supplemental shot from the WonderRay caused an almost exponential growth in bimbo characteristics. Robyn’s breasts expanded like balloons, the fabric of her top pressing tighter and tighter until it ripped clean down the middle. Her perfect, heart-shaped rear pushed outward until the back of her short skirt was more like a napkin placed over the crack of her ass. Her legs lengthened, her lips grew softer and glossier, and her hair cascaded down her back in waves. Fuck, she looked gorgeous. 
 
      
 
    As we all stared, drops of milk began to dribble from her swollen nipples. Apparently a third shot from the WonderRay caused lactation in addition to all its other bimbofying effects. My mouth watered at the sight of it, its powerful pheromones filling me. I wanted that sweet cream in my mouth. I wanted to drink it down, making it part of me as I owned her sweet cunt with my cock. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit.” Mom sat down on the couch with a heavy thud, fainting against the cushion. “What did you do? How…?” 
 
      
 
    “That is so fucking awesome, boss,” Brent said, watching Robyn’s ass she strode across the room. “That friend of yours sure knows her shit.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and turned to Mom. “The gun did this,” I told her. “The WonderRay. And I’m going to do the same thing to you, and Nadia, and everyone else who put me away.” 
 
      
 
    A low moan left Mom’s throat. I caught her eyes flickering to the door, then back to me guiltily. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” I said, a wicked grin spreading across my face. “I’ll make you a deal. Since you’re such a good person.” 
 
      
 
    A measured look entered Mom’s eyes. “What kind of deal?” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s play a game,” I said, jerking a thumb at Brent. “He just came inside your maid’s tight little pussy. And I’m guessing it wasn’t the first time she’d gotten you off, was it, Brent?” 
 
      
 
    Brent shook his head. “She sucked me off first. Insisted.” 
 
      
 
    “So, he’s a little bit more tired than me. What I’m suggesting is we have a little race. Robyn comes back in here and sucks Brent off again...and you suck my cock.” 
 
      
 
    I had thought Mom looked shocked before. It was nothing compared to this. 
 
      
 
    “If you think I would...debase myself that way,” she stammered, “you’re crazy!” 
 
      
 
    “If that’s how you’d rather things were,” I sad, feigning disappointment. “My cock is already on a hair trigger from seeing you with no panties on. If you can get me off with that sweet little mouth before Robyn gets Brent’s busted-ass dick to come, I’ll let you go. You’ll never have to know what it’s like to have the WonderRay put against your temple and fired into your brain, scrambling you into a bimbo.” 
 
      
 
    She was considering it. Actually considering it. “And,” she said, thinking carefully, “Nadia?” 
 
      
 
    “Nadia fucked me over,” I said with a snarl. “She’s mine, no matter what. But what do you care? The only person you’ve ever given a shit about is yourself.” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it for a few moments more, then came to a decision. “Alright,” she said, frowning down at my bulge. “But you’d better keep up your end of the bargain...” 
 
      
 
    “Then you’d better get sucking,” I said, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Unless you want to become a brainless little bimbo.” 
 
      
 
    Mom sank to her knees, a sour look on her face as she worked at my belt. Next to us, Brent spread his legs and pulled his own jeans off, grinning up at Robyn. 
 
      
 
    “You’d better hurry, Mom,” I teased. “You definitely don’t want your maid to get a head start.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re disgusting,” Mom said, running a finger along the underside of my shaft and making a face. “I wish they’d never let you out of jail...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m starting to lose my erection,” I said, slapping her cheek with my fat purple head. I wasn’t, of course – I was as hard as I’d ever been watching her squirm – but the look of fear that flashed in her eyes was too wonderful to resist. 
 
      
 
    With a final squeal as if to say I can’t believe I’m really doing this, Mom opened wide and took my cock down her throat. She gagged gently as my shaft swelled inside her, the wet tightness of her mouth sending shivers of pleasure up my spine. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that’s so good,” I said. With my free hand I reached down and pulled one of her tits out of her top, squeezing it roughly in my fingers. “Yeah, keep going. Harder. You do want me to come first, right?” 
 
      
 
    Mom gave me the finger as she deepthroated me, bobbing up and down on my cock as fast as she could. “Fuck you,” I heard her groan, the words audible around my cock. 
 
      
 
    “That’ll come soon enough if you don’t hurry,” I said, watching Robyn inhale my driver’s cock down her slender, tanned throat. “He looks like he’s getting pretty close...” 
 
      
 
    “Ah hate yoo,” Mom grunted, gagging gently around my girth. Yet still she worked, sucking me off like her life depended on it. Gripping the side of her head for leverage, I thrust myself deep into her, loving the sensations that thrilled through me. Maybe I was going to come first, now that I thought about it. Mom’s mouth on my cock felt so good… 
 
      
 
    Just then, Robyn laughed with glee. Both of us stopped and turned to see. She had pulled off of Brent’s cock and was stroking onto her heaving tits – and he was spurting like a fountain all over her. He grunted in rhythm as each burst shot from the tip of his dick, coating her tits in pearly white seed. Mom’s maid grinned mischievously as she milked Brent’s cock dry, leaning forward so as not to miss a single drop. 
 
      
 
    “God damn it,” Mom whispered, her face falling. “I was so close...” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” Brent said sheepishly. “She was just...ahh fuck that’s so good...so enthusiastic.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re the worst maid ever,” Mom snarled, watching her servant rub Brent’s cream into her firm breasts. “I should have fired you years ago.” 
 
      
 
    To my surprise, Robyn rolled her eyes, not missing a stroke as she milked Brent of the last few drops of his seed. “Aren’t you going to shoot her?” she asked. “She’s so annoying...” 
 
      
 
    Mom’s mouth dropped open as if she’d never heard anything so vile. And as she turned to me, she saw the gun in my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am,” I said. “Sorry, Mommy...you lost the race. Don’t worry, though, you’ll get a nice consolation prize.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t do this,” she said quickly, eyes wide with fear. “Please. I’ll help you get Nadia, I’ll do anything you want...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right,” I said, pulling the trigger. “You will.” 
 
      
 
    A ripple of pure force fired from the gun, rolling through the air like a wave. Mom had just enough time to flinch as it barreled into her, rolling her head back on her shoulders. She cried out, but not in pain – there was no mistaking the sound that left her throat for anything but pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” Robyn whimpered, her hand snaking between her thighs. “Was that what it looked like when you shot me, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t answer her: I was transfixed. Every moment I stared at my stepmother, she grew more beautiful. First her already-blonde hair lightened to a platinum sheen, trailing down her back in golden waves that begged to be held in your fist and pulled. Her breasts grew inside her tight top, stretching the fabric to the breaking point as she struggled to tear it off. I’d always been able to point to Mom’s boobs as her best feature in an academic kind of way, but staring them down in all their glory as they became mammoth gravity-defying orbs was something else entirely. As the WonderRay did its work, she became a sleek, curvy goddess, a queen of bimbos with a body built for hard, dominating fucking. No man could look at her and think of anything but primal, sheet-clawing sex – no man could want anything but to bury his cock deep inside her and fill her with his heirs. 
 
      
 
    Mom’s face flushed crimson as the WonderRay finished its work. I couldn’t imagine the pleasure she was feeling, but I knew I wanted her to give it right to me. 
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling, Mom?” I asked as she slowly came out of her trance. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me as if seeing me for the very first time. Her skin flushed, sweat stood out on her forehead as she gasped at the sight of my throbbing, fully-hard cock. 
 
      
 
    “I...I feel good,” she said, a little giggle leaving her lips. Even her smile was perfect: her teeth movie star white, her lips perfect glossy cushions for a cock. “So good. But it’s so hard to think. I was...I was mad at you, wasn’t I?” 
 
      
 
    “Why would you be mad at me?” I scoffed. “You’re on your knees in front of your stepson’s cock. Aren’t you right where you ought to be?” 
 
      
 
    She licked her lips, the thought of my member in her mouth clear in her eyes. “You’re so right,” she whimpered. “I feel like I should serve you. Like whatever I was thinking of doesn’t matter now, and I should just suck you off until you come. Isn’t that what a good mommy is supposed to do?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re welcoming him home,” Brent offered, giving Robyn a swat on her ass. “The way a good little bimbo should welcome her Man.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” Mom’s perfect lips formed an ‘o’ of surprise. “Robyn! You look so...amazing!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Miss West.” Mom’s maid giggled, putting Brent’s hand back on her ass and inviting him to squeeze. “I’m so happy your son shot me with that gun. I’ve never been so turned on in all my life!” 
 
      
 
    “Do I look like that?” She turned back to me, her lips still wide and begging to be filled with cock. I had a feeling she’d be making that face all the time from now on. 
 
      
 
    “Even hotter,” I said, watching her swoon. “Suck me, Mom.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, dear,” Mom said, a naughty smile playing on her face as she stroked me. “My, you’re such a big boy. I bet you’ve got two years worth of come stored up in those big, heavy balls just for Mommy, right?” 
 
      
 
    “All for you,” I lied. I’d come a half-dozen times already between Robyn and that jogger, but there was no reason Mom needed to know that. “I need to come so bad, Mom. I need relief...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby, Mommy is right here for you!” Mom giggled, running her tongue along the underside of my shaft. “You know as long as you’re my son, there’ll always be a welcome place for this cock...” 
 
      
 
    With that, Mom slid the head of my prick between her lips and sucked in, hollowing her cheeks as she worked her tongue around the tip in swirls. I had no idea where she’d gotten that trick from, but it felt so good I nearly unloaded in her mouth right then and there. 
 
      
 
    “You like that?” It was a rhetorical question; Mom could feel the way I swelled inside her mouth. “Let Mommy show you how deep she can take you...” 
 
      
 
    Opening wide, she slid her lips down my shaft an inch at a time, leaving red trails of lipstick down my cock as she deepthroated me. It was so similar to the way she sucked me before, but different – where Mom’s blowjob had been reluctant and forced, it was now enthusiastic and gleeful. Before, she sucked me like it was her job – now she sucked me like she loved me, like she wanted nothing more than to make me happy. I loved it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, Mom yes,” I grunted, taking her by the back of the head and thrusting down her throat. I bottomed out inside her, using her mouth like a primed wet pussy with the added bonus of a naughty little tongue. “Yes yes keep going I’m going to come…!” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the wave building inside me. Mom could feel  it, too: as my cock twitched and swelled inside her she locked into a hard rhythm, preparing herself to swallow my seed. 
 
      
 
    “Mommy, yes!” I didn’t care if Brent and Robyn heard me – I wanted to proclaim my love for this gorgeous bimbo, and I was going to do exactly what I wanted from now on. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Mom! I’m gonna come in your mouth Mom I’m coming down your throat I’m really coming…!” 
 
      
 
    With a final, primal thrust, I filled her throat as deeply as I could and let go. Pleasure washed over me in waves, hitting my brain with each spurt as I filled her with my hot, creamy load. Mom’s eyes fluttered, her skin flushing with heat as she felt it thick and salty on her tongue. She sucked greedily, taking every drop of my seed like a perfect little whore as I drained two years worth of hurt feelings and anger straight into her wet little mouth. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, Mom slowed her slurps, her lips sliding up and down my cock with agonizing slowness. She locked eyes with me, keeping her gaze fixed on me as she milked every last drop of seed from my cock. 
 
      
 
    “God damn, you are filthy, Mom,” I said, relief flooding my limbs. “Drain those fucking balls, you slut.” 
 
      
 
    Mom took me all the way to the base, practically inhaling the last few drops of my load. As she pulled off, she planted a kiss on the head of my dick, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel better now?” She looked up at me hopefully. “Did my mouth make my big hard son feel like a real man?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah,” I groaned. Patting her head like a cherished pet. “You’re the best Mommy ever, Susan.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck...” Her eyes squeezed tight, a squeal breaking from her lips as she came with a cry. Apparently my compliments had the power to make Mom climax without even touching her. That was an ability that might be a lot of fun… 
 
      
 
    “So,” I said, leaning back. “You love this, right?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I love serving you, Son. It’s my whole purpose in life – to make my big, hard man happy. Just like I used to make your father happy.” 
 
      
 
    “Except you’ll do things for me you never did for him,” I growled, putting my hand on the back of her neck and pulling her close. “Nothing is off-limits between us. You’ll never, ever tell me no. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded eagerly, the wickedest smile I’d ever seen on her face. “Oh, we’re going to have so much fun, Troy...” 
 
      
 
    “I know, Mom,” I said, putting the gun against her temple. Two shots makes it permanent, I thought. I think I’ll celebrate by splitting Mom with Robyn. Watching her eat out her own maid would be one hell of a thrill… 
 
      
 
    “Do it,” she begged, cocking her head against the WonderRay. “Make me your girl forever, Son. I love you.” 
 
      
 
    “One thing,” I said, turning the barrel in a slow circle, taunting her. “Where is Nadia? Betray your daughter, and you’ll really be my pet forever.” 
 
      
 
    There was no hesitation. “She’s at Riley’s. She’s been there for a week: Riley’s parents are on vacation in France.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I said. “You’ll take me there?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. Her body shook like a leaf; as I watched, her breasts lost just a tiny bit of their firmness. If I didn’t shoot her soon, she’d revert back to my normal stepmother – and neither of us wanted that. 
 
      
 
    “Is this where she’s running her drugs?” The gun dug into the side of Mom’s head. “The ones she framed me over?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s so much more now,” Mom said, matching the gun in intensity. “I can show you. She’s got a whole operation: she’s using barely-legal teeny-boppers to move product. All of them should serve you, Sir...” 
 
      
 
    I felt my eyes widen. Now that did sound interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Very good, Mom,” I said with a smirk. “You pass.” 
 
      
 
    The amount of relief that flooded my Mother’s body was almost shocking. “Shoot me,” she begged. “Please, shoot me, Troy. Then put a baby in me...” 
 
      
 
    Was I man enough to do this? Enslave my own mother? With the promise of turning my bratty stepsister into a brood mare? 
 
      
 
    Hell yes I was. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Mom,” I said, pulling the trigger. She was mine, now and forever. My possession. Finally. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Zapping The Strip Club 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Bitch’s Crystal, I thought, looking at the entrance to the club. Sounds like an appropriate place for my sister to hang out. 
 
      
 
    It was the hottest strip club in the entire city, and it wasn’t hard to see why. Just two blocks away from the campus of one of the state’s most respected, cosmopolitan colleges, it had a constant stream of the two things a club needed to be successful: horny customers and sexy young co-eds looking to make extra money. Even at early afternoon in the middle of the week, there was a small crowd milling around the entrance waiting to get in. I could hear the deep thrum of the bass from across the street, could practically smell the perfume. 
 
      
 
    I felt none of the nervousness I normally would have experienced entering a place like this as I made my way across the street. The WonderRay was tucked in the pocket of my jacket, practically humming with power at the proximity to so many gorgeous, half-naked women. I’d never gotten to frequent strip clubs before: I’d spent the time of my life most men started enjoying them behind bars, thanks to my rich bitch of a stepsister. So it was poetic justice that somewhere inside this bar was Nadia, the girl who’d had me locked away two years for a crime she’d committed. 
 
      
 
    According to my stepmother, the Crystal was popular for far more than the quality of its lap dances or wet t-shirt contests: a group of rich girls were using it to sell drugs to their over privileged friends. Ever frat on campus had this place on speed dial. No doubt if I’d had the normal life I’d been entitled to, I’d have been inside a couple of times already. I’m ready to start making up for lost time, I thought, nodding at the bouncer. 
 
      
 
    Inside, the smell of smoke filled the room. Neon lights covered both sides of the bar, bathing the room in a light that was both dim and too bright at once. I sized up the place like a lion looking for a gazelle, taking my pick of the local ladies. I was in no hurry; all things came to he who waited and had a gun capable of turning women into perfect bimbo playthings. 
 
      
 
    In order to find Nadia, I needed a girl to give me the heads up, and it wasn’t long before I spotted one. She was lounging by the bar, bent over it in a way that made me instinctively think of how it would feel to be behind her, both hands spread across the wood. Her features were Asian, her body petite but with curves that stretched the fabric of her tight minidress. It clung to her like a second skin, and one look at the big zipper in the front told me it was the kind of outfit that was designed to be taken off as soon as she found a customer with a roll of bills and a hard-on. I had plenty of both thanks to the WonderRay, and looking at her I was more than willing to find out what kind of services the Crystal offered. 
 
      
 
    I caught her eye as I made my way to the bar, sidling up beside her. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” I said without a hint of anxiousness, my gaze traveling up and down her body. “Look at you.” 
 
      
 
    She grinned. Why had I ever been nervous about girls before? The WonderRay had cured me of it, but it hadn’t needed to: all I needed to do was project the front of a confident, in-the-know alpha-male and it was like I became one. 
 
      
 
    She looked me up and down, no doubt estimating the size of my cock and my wallet in the same instant. Apparently she found both more than pleasing. Flashing a model-perfect smile, she leaned over to display her ample cleavage. 
 
      
 
    “Hi there,” she said, her voice seductive and smoky. “You looking for a dance, Sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Sir,” I repeated, grinning. “Oh, I like that.” 
 
      
 
    Her smile grew wider: the look of a fisherman who known their hook has hit home. “I thought you would. How about you take me into the back and I can show you something better than these girls?” 
 
      
 
    I followed her gaze. On stage, an all-American blonde in a cheerleader outfit slowly removed her top, tossing it to the stage as strangers cheered. Her tits had the perfect, gravity-defying perkiness you only saw on barely-legal co-eds or celebrities, and I was sure this girl had youth on her side. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, she looks pretty spectacular,” I said with a smirk. “Maybe I’ll just stay out here and try my luck with her…?” 
 
      
 
    “Stacy?” My Asian cutie snorted. “She’s a total cold fish. She looks good, but she has no idea how to treat a man – she’s only here to make a quick buck between classes.” 
 
      
 
    “And you’re not?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I am.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue along the inside of my ear. The feeling was so surprising that I shivered beneath her, reeling with sensation as her tongue dove deeper into my ear. Oh fuck, I thought. Instantly I was hard, and her hand between my legs a moment later just made it all the more apparent. 
 
      
 
    “But I like it,” she said, pulling away and flashing me another smile. “Now come on and be a good boy and let me dance for you. I’m so bored and you look like fun.” She indicated the private rooms along the wall and took my hand, leading me like she was the one who’d chosen me. I liked that; I enjoyed it when a woman was the one to take the initiative. It wasn’t the sort of thing that had happened to me before the WonderRay – I never attracted that kind of girl – but with my muscles and my confidence, I was starting to realize a whole new class of babe was now in my league. 
 
      
 
    “Would you like a drink first?” the stripper asked, glancing over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I decided to take a chance – there was no one following us back to these rooms, no bouncer to stop me. I reached out and slapped her ass, making her pretty lips open in an ‘o’ of surprise. 
 
      
 
    “All I want is you,” I said, flashing her a cocky grin. “I can’t wait to see what you’ve got on under that dress.” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing with heat. “I could have you thrown out of here for that,” she whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Wow. Was she getting turned on? I hadn’t even used the WonderRay on her yet. “Yeah, but you won’t,” I said, giving her other cheek a squeeze. “You want to see how much cash I’m packing along with this dick. And I get the impression you’re a girl who likes to have a good time.” 
 
      
 
    Her ears perked up at the words. “You got something that’ll make me have a good time?” 
 
      
 
    Yes I do, I thought, but not what you think. “Oh yeah,” I said, nodding. “The good stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck yeah,” she said, for an instant dropping the smoky, seductive demeanor and becoming a college student excited to score free drugs. “Let’s dance, boy. What’s your name, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “As long as you’re with me, my name is ‘Sir’,” I told her. “What’s yours?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re one of those guys, huh?” Her grin told me she’d dealt with ‘those guys’ before and loved every minute of it. “Well, sir, I’m Kelly. And this is your private dance room...” 
 
      
 
    She opened a door in the hallway and led me into a narrow stall: not much more than a chair and a set of mirrors. They were on every wall, even the ceiling, designed to give the customer whatever view of the merchandise he wanted. The bass thrummed through the walls, shaking the glass as my new friend Kelly shut the door behind us. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t there a bouncer or something?” I asked. “To keep me from getting too handsy?” 
 
      
 
    “Why, were you planning on getting handsy?” She cocked an eyebrow. “Sit. Sir.” 
 
      
 
    I did. The chair was surprisingly comfortable. I could get used to this place – and I was starting to regret not getting that drink. 
 
      
 
    “You shut the door,” I said with a smirk, “because you don’t want Nadia to see you getting high on company time.” 
 
      
 
    It was a guess, but from the shocked look on Kelly’s face I knew I had hit a bullseye. Of course Nadia would want to be one of the people who managed the girls: she lived to micromanage people’s lives and make them miserable. And if a girl like Kelly worked for a girl like my sister, I knew she’d hate her almost as much as I did. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know Nadia?” she asked warily, moving to the tiny dancing space in front of the chair. 
 
      
 
    “We’re old friends,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged that off. “So anyway, you said you had the good stuff-” 
 
      
 
    I held up a finger. “Ah ah. After our first dance. I have to get to know you first, Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “You got the cash?” 
 
      
 
    Still grinning, I reached into my wallet and pulled out two crisp hundred-dollar bills. I had thought Kelly had been shocked before when I mentioned Nadia’s name, but that was nothing compared to the way her eyes turned to saucers at the sight of the stack of bills in my wallet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh wow,” she whispered, taking the two hundreds from me and stuffing them in the pocket of her minidress. “Okay. But even though there’s no bouncer, some of the rules still apply. You can get a little handsy, but too much and I’ll get your ass kicked out before you can say ‘sexual assault’. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    “A little ‘squeeze titties’ and ‘slap ass’, but nothing more extreme than that,” I said. “Got it.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Alright.” Then something surprising happened: a genuine, gleeful smile spread across her face. Why wouldn’t it, I realized – she’d probably just made more money than she saw in an ordinary hour, with a promise of way more coming soon. Plus free drugs. 
 
      
 
    “This song,” she said, jerking her head towards the source of the music, “is my fucking jam.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next few minutes, I got to understand exactly what Kelly meant when she said she put the girls on the main stage to shame. She was a vision; a vixen that oozed sex. Her job was to get guys harder than they could stand, trick them into parting with their hard-earned cash for the chance to maybe blow a load in their pants while she danced for them: and although I didn’t have a lot of experience with strippers, Kelly had to be one of the best. 
 
      
 
    Underneath that tight dress she was only wearing a lacy red-and-black bra and a pair of thong panties, along with her six-inch fuck-me-heels. Her lingerie matched the lighting in the room, so that her skin practically glowed as she rocked her hips and teased me in time with the beat. 
 
      
 
    She rolled into my lap, pressing her back against my muscled chest. Her ass dug into my lap, grinding against my hard-on, and I was in heaven. 
 
      
 
    “Unlatch my bra,” she whispered, running that naughty tongue along my ear. 
 
      
 
    I reached up to do it, but she stopped me. “Uh huh. Not like that.” Then, to illustrate, she lifted herself up on her heels and pressed the clasp against my mouth. 
 
      
 
    With my teeth, I thought, my brain on fire with excitement. Naughty girl… 
 
      
 
    After a few seconds of testing, I managed to unlock the clasp with my tongue. She sighed with relief as it sprang free, the confining fabric slipping to the floor as her big, firm breasts spilled free. My hands were at them immediately, kneading the warm flesh beneath my palms as my cock swelled up so much I could barely think straight. As my fingers reached her nipples, I made a discovery so shocking I nearly came in my pants right there: she had piercings. Tiny metal studs ran through each diamond-hard nipple, making them full and super sensitive. 
 
      
 
    “Woah, Sir,” she gasped, moving her ass in a circle in my lap. “Slow down just a bit, baby, okay? Grab that bottle for me.” 
 
      
 
    She pointed to a shelf along the wall; reaching out I felt my fingers close around a bottle. I didn’t know what it was, but I handed it to her – and a second later, she popped the cap and poured the contents over her breasts. It was some kind of oil, and in moments it was warm and slick, running down her full breasts and belly. My fingers ran in circles around her nipples, teasing them as she teased my cock with her hips. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck that’s good,” she whimpered, pulling away with a little laugh. I grunted with frustration, but she smiled at me as if to say it would be worth it. 
 
      
 
    “Let me go ahead and take these off,” she said, hooking her thumbs in either side of her panties. The bass was pounding now, shaking the mirrors as she moved. Looking in them, I could see every inch of her perfect body as she slid her panties down her tanned thighs to expose her tight, trimmed slit. She was bare other than a thin strip of hair above her clit, like the top of an exclamation mark. Her lips were swollen and dripping, her arousal filling the tiny booth with the thick, primal musk of sex. 
 
      
 
    “Now where were we,” she asked, running her hand over my bulge. “Oh yes. Somebody’s missed me already...” 
 
      
 
    She sat back in my lap, grinding her naked sex across my slacks. My cock swelled as she ran her slick pussy over my pants, leaving trails of her juices along the fabric. I didn’t care; I wanted her so badly. Before I knew what I was doing my hands were moving down from her oiled tits to her belly, sliding between her thighs… 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” Kelly gasped, gripping my wrist and pulling it away. “Alright, Sir. I think we need to calm down just a little bit...” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want to come?” My breath was hot and heavy against her ear. “Maybe I’ll just have to make you...” 
 
      
 
    “No, seriously.” Something hard entered her voice, cutting through her own arousal. She squirmed in my lap, still rocking her hips against me but using her heels for leverage. “I’m here to get you off, dude, but touching the slit is not going to happen. Just enjoy the ride, huh?” 
 
      
 
    She put my hands on either side of the chair and moved back on me with a grin, pressing her back against me. 
 
      
 
    “I think I might keep you just like this,” she murmured, happy now that she thought she’d taken back control. “Pinned here, wishing you could touch me. I love the way I can feel your cock straining against my lips, getting so hard and swollen...are you going to burst in those pants for me, baby?” 
 
      
 
    I was going to burst, alright. But blowing a load in my boxers was the kind of thing that might have happened to the old Troy. The new one took wet little sluts like Kelly, made them his bimbo slaves. 
 
      
 
    I shifted my weight to one side, sliding my wrist out of her grip. She frowned, but since it was still holding on to the chair she let it go. I leaned down and ran my lips across her neck, savoring the way she shuddered with pleasure at my touch. 
 
      
 
    “You sure you don’t want to get off?” There was an edge of mockery in my voice. I could tell that Kelly was just as horny as I was, her dripping pussy as full of need as my rock-hard cock, even if she was managing to control herself. “I could make you feel so good...” 
 
      
 
    “This is for you, Sir,” she said, deftly deflecting the question. “Just lay back and think about how good my round, sexy little ass feels running over your cock...” 
 
      
 
    While she was distracted, I’d reached into my jacket pocket. Now my fingers closed around the warm handle of the WonderRay, trembling slightly at the power contained within. 
 
      
 
    Kelly felt it, too: or rather, she felt something. “What have you got there, Sir? You giving me some of the good stuff?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah,” I said, pulling it free by inches. “Really good. I’m going to blow your fucking mind, slut.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyebrows drew together. She obviously didn’t like being called that word: not yet, at least. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, look,” she said, a little bit of the co-ed creeping back into her seductress routine. “Just because I let you do a little blow off my tits does not mean we’re going to fuck, okay? I’ll make sure you get off, but it’s going to be in your pants...” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get off however and wherever I want,” I growled, putting the WonderRay against her temple. 
 
      
 
    I could see her expression change in the mirror. It was a pretty picture, her sexy body and long, spread legs tensing up as her mouth dropped open, her lips heavy with dark lipstick. She was pinned against me, all soft curves against my hard muscle, and the barrel of the gun looked positively delicious against her head. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!?” Her eyes shot to the mirror, weighing the situation. “Is that some kind of toy?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s the WonderRay,” I said, and now it was time for my tongue to tease an ear. “It’s going to make you feel so good, Kelly. Better than any drug.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t what the fuck kind of perv you are,” she said, trying to rise to her feet, “but this dance is over. You’d better get out now before I call the cops...” 
 
      
 
    “You are really gorgeous,” I said, running my free hand between her thighs. “I’m going to make you come, and then I’m going to make you mine.” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” she whimpered – but she spread her legs wider, her hips rocking upward as if her own body betrayed her. “Don’t...” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never shot somebody with this while they were coming before,” I mused, fingering her folds. “Normally it makes girls come – I wonder what it’ll do to you...” 
 
      
 
    “P-please,” she whispered – although whether to stop or to keep going, I didn’t know. I didn’t think that she knew either – she looked terrified, but every inch of her body was trying to coax me deeper. My fingers found her clit and spread her folds, encircling it with hard, driving strokes. Instantly her cheeks flushed with warmth, radiating from her like an oven as I stoked her pleasure higher and higher. 
 
      
 
    Her leg began to tremble. Her eyes rolled back in her head, face going slack as pure bliss infiltrated her body. 
 
      
 
    “No,” she whimpered – but as I went to remove my hand, she grabbed my wrist and forced it in deeper. “Unh, fuck, don’t fucking stop...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re close,” I growled, biting her earlobe. “I’m going to make you come, Kelly, whether you want me to or not.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I want you to,” she gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Really? Then ask nicely,” I said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Sir,” she begged, rocking hard against me. All her previous thoughts of resistance had been washed away by pleasure: I knew that as soon as she came, she’d demand that I leave, but in the moment all she wanted was the sweet release of bliss. “Please make me come all over your fingers, Sir...” 
 
      
 
    With my thumb still working her clit, I slid two fingers inside of her, moving them hard like a cock. She cried out, her wet walls gripping them, welcoming them inside of her. She was tight and warm and utterly perfect. Lucky fucking fingers, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit,” she groaned, raising herself up on her heels. Both legs were shaking now as she quite literally rode my fingers, bringing herself to the peak. “Fuck, Sir, I’m gonna come….” 
 
      
 
    I let her go a moment more. Just as she came, as I felt her walls clench around my fingers and knew sweet release was just beginning to wash over her, I pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    I had never used the WonderRay in such a tiny space before; I should have known what was going to happen. The usual wave of force was more like an explosion, the recoil slamming my hand back so quickly I nearly shattered the mirror hanging on the stall’s door. The gun went white-hot in my hand, vibrating gently as it poured it’s power into Kelly’s body. 
 
      
 
    Her cries stopped immediately, like someone had severed a thread. Yet, strangely, her body didn’t relax. I wouldn’t have been able to see what happened next if there weren’t mirrors on all the walls of the booth, but they gave me a pornographic view of the WonderRay’s effects on Kelly’s body. 
 
      
 
    She was drooling. Only the whites of her eyes showed, her lips trembled as pleasure like nothing I’d ever experienced coursed through her body, rewriting her mind. Dimly, I wondered if I’d gone too far and broken her, just before her eyes snapped open. She heaved out a massive breath, leaning forward and staring at her own reflection in the mirror. At the sight of herself, she let out a relieved little puff. 
 
      
 
    Then she started to change. 
 
      
 
    She stared at her reflection with a drugged expression as her breasts grew, the oiled-up orbs becoming even firmer and fatter as they expanded. Her hair lengthened down her back, lightening each second until it went from jet black to dirty blonde. Her ass… 
 
      
 
    Oh wow. Her ass had felt amazing in my lap before, but now just having it over my pants felt like sex. Kelly’s hips expanded, her curves growing ample as her waist shrunk. Her nails lengthened, going bright pink as she gripped my legs. I was a little worried for her, but from the look on her face this was the most wonderful thing to have ever happened to her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my GAWD,” she groaned, giggling to herself as the transformation completed. “I look so fucking... hawt!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes you do,” I said, putting the gun down. “You are one sexy fucking bimbo, Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmh, I’m all naked and oiled up,” she said, turning in my lap to face me. Her long legs straddled me on either side, and her legs wouldn’t have reached the floor if it weren’t for those heels. “I...I can’t seem to remember what the hell I was doing! Isn’t that weird?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not weird at all,” I said, taking her by the side of the head and stroking her neck. “A dumb little slut like you doesn’t need to remember anything. But I think you can figure it out, right?” 
 
      
 
    She pulled a face. “Huh?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re naked, oiled up and straddling a guy with a giant hard-on. What else could you be doing besides fucking him? You are a bimbo stripper, after all.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, right!” She giggled again, running her fingers down my chest like she couldn’t believe all this was both real and hers. “Oh my God you’re so fucking sexy, sir. How would you like me to please you first?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ve been running that mouth since I walked in here,” I growled, slipping a finger between her lips. She sucked it greedily, and I felt my cock twitch in response. “Why don’t you show me what else that dirty little mouth can do?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sir,” she said with a grin, sinking down to her knees in one fluid motion. “I can’t wait to taste your cock. I love cock so much – I could suck it all day...” 
 
      
 
    I bet you could, I thought. The WonderRay had affected Kelly’s mind just as much as it had her body; now she was my submissive plaything. Anything I suggested for her to do just seemed like second nature to her – no need to beg, argue or coerce her into anything. I lay back against the seat and sighed with pleasure as she worked at my belt. 
 
      
 
    “Oh wow!” she cried, gasping as my cock slid free of my slacks. “Fuck, that is big!” 
 
      
 
    She gripped me gently at the base and squeezed, running the soft flesh around my rock-hard shaft up and down until a fat pearl of precum dribbled from the head of my cock. “Geez, you’re so big. And hard. Is all this for me?” 
 
      
 
    “It is,” I assured her. “You live for big cocks like this, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “I...I do,” she whimpered. The tiniest flicker of the old Kelly passed over her face, but faded in an instant. “It just feels so right to be on my knees for you, Sir. So natural. I mean, look at me: I’m a gorgeous slut who knows exactly how to get a guy hard and make him come. I was born to serve a big, strong alpha-male like you, Sir!” 
 
      
 
    A big, strong alpha-male. That was what I was now, wasn’t it? Yes, it was. And I was going to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    “Suck me off,” I commanded, running my hands through her hair. 
 
      
 
    Without any further resistance, she made a perfect little o with her glossy slips and slipped them around the head of my cock. They were as soft as velvet and nearly as slick as her oiled tits, caressing me as she slowly pulled me into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my shaft, thick trails of saliva lubricating my dick as she took it all the way down her slender throat. A few moments later I felt her nose against my hips and her tongue against my balls and looked down. It was like we were linked; I couldn’t tell where her lips ended and my cock began. 
 
      
 
    A glance at the mirror gave me an even better view: Kelly’s bare back and perfect, heart-shaped ass as she faced me on her knees, her long hair a mess as she bobbed on my cock. The man being pleasured didn’t look like the average strip club patron – more like the leader of a conquering army. He had an easy smile as the Asian girl deepthroated his cock, as if such things were just what he deserved for being himself. The more I watched, the more I liked being this person – and the more I loved watching Kelly debase herself for me. 
 
      
 
    I wonder if I might have gotten a little bit of that WonderRay blast, I thought with a grin. It WAS point-blank in a space the size of a closet, after all. 
 
      
 
    Such concerns could wait until later, though. It was hard to think of anything except Kelly’s perfect, wet mouth wrapped around my shaft. She took me all the way to the base again, gagging ever so gently around my cock, then pulled back and worked her tongue around the shaft, edging me until I was insane with desire.  
 
      
 
    “Enough. Make me come,” I commanded, taking her by the sides of the head. I thrust my hips upward, fucking her throat with hard, driving thrusts. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she struggled to take me, gagging and gasping as I took her mouth like I owned it. From the front, she almost looked as if she wasn’t enjoying herself – but a glance in the mirror revealed that to be a lie. Juices dripped from her swollen cunt, her pussy squirting all over her thighs as she pleased her King. She loved being used like this, and I wanted to hear it from her own lips. 
 
      
 
    “You’re okay with this, right?” I growled as I fucked her throat. “You can stand a little pain to get your Master off, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmh hmmmm,” she hummed, her thighs convulsing with pleasure as I took her. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s right,” I said. My balls slapped against her chin as I worked harder, drove deeper, reaching the brink. “You’d do anything for me. You don’t mind how uncomfortable it makes you, as long as Master is happy. You love me. You live to serve me. Don’t you, Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded as best as she could with a mouthful of cock. Tears dribbled from the corners of her eyes, and not just from the blowjob. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so happy, aren’t you? So happy I’m about to come?” 
 
      
 
    Her nodding grew more enthusiastic. The tightness of her throat, the willingness of her submission, all these things brought me right to the height of pleasure and pushed me over. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, here it comes,” I grunted, thrusting upward. “I’m gonna fucking fill you up…!” 
 
      
 
    My cock twitched and spurted in her throat, sweet cream filling her as pleasure washed over me. After the teasing and lapdance from Kelly’s lean, sexy body, I’d already been on a hair trigger, and her sweet little mouth was just the release I needed. The pleasure was like bombs going off, fireworks exploding behind my eyes as I rode her mouth. Burst after burst of white-hot, virile seed drained from my balls into her mouth as she milked me dry. 
 
      
 
    Finally I felt my ass drop back into the seat, Kelly’s wet mouth sucking me clean with slow, loving sucks. I felt drained and happy, like a new man. From the mirrors I watched Kelly at every angle as she cleaned my cock, first with her lips then her tongue. Finally she planted a long, slow kiss on the fat purple head, almost tender as she pulled back and looked up into my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for letting me pleasure you, Master,” she said, her eyes shining with devotion. “Did I do a good job? Did my mouth make you feel all better?” 
 
      
 
    “You did very well,” I said, loving the way my compliment sent a burst of pleasure through her body. “Now get up here. I want that pussy next.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master,” she purred, rising to her feet. “How would you like me?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. Given the fact that we were in a tiny closet covered in mirrors, a position that gave me the best view sounded like fun. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around,” I said, spreading my legs. “I want you to ride this cock from behind. I want to watch your body as you’re being fucked.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said with a giggle, licking her lips. She turned around, putting both hands on either side of the mirror and spreading her legs wide. “I love you, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “I love the way you fuck me,” I replied, grabbing her hips. “Come here.” 
 
      
 
    In one smooth motion I was inside of her, my cock parting her lips and driving deep inside her cunt as she settled in my lap. She was dripping wet and oh-so-tight, her insides remade for my pleasure just as surely as her other features. My big, throbbing cock was just barely able to fit inside her tight sex, bottoming out with the tip pointed straight at her waiting womb. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” Kelly gasped, rocking her ass and testing my cock from different angles. “Oh, you just barely fit inside me, Master. You’re so big...” 
 
      
 
    “I want you tighter,” I growled, grabbing her by the shoulder. “Cross your legs.” 
 
      
 
    “Do what, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “Cross them,” I said, pointing at her reflection in the mirror. “Lean back and cross your ankles, slut.” 
 
      
 
    She shifted, moving to an angle that let another blessed inch of my cock penetrate her sweetness. Warily at first, then with growing confidence, she tested out my command. One ankle crossed over the other, so that only the tips of her heels touched the floor – but the movement bound her thighs together, made every inch of her wet walls as snug and tight as a virgin’s.  
 
      
 
    “How do I do anything?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder. “I can’t move...” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got it,” I grunted, grabbing her hips. “You’re my dirty little fuckdoll now.” 
 
      
 
    As she gasped and cried out with pleasure, I lifted her up until just the head of my cock remained in her folds then slammed her back down, grinding against the walls of her cunt hard enough to throw sparks. In moments she was sobbing with bliss, her head lolling on her shoulders as she begged me to keep going, to never stop, to always be her Master. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy, I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, no longer anchored to anything like reality. “Your little girl is about to come all over your cock…!” 
 
      
 
    “Come for me, angel,” I murmured, going with it. “Daddy wants everything inside you to be sweet and tight for when he comes.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Daddy! I want to make everything perfect for you! I’m going to...I’m gonna...oh fuck…!” 
 
      
 
    Everything inside of Kelly clenched up, gripping me tight as she rode my cock through the throes of her own orgasm. Heat rolled off of her cunt like a furnace as she came, my cock ramming in and out of her like a piston. I didn’t stop, I couldn’t stop, all I could do was fuck her harder and harder while her long nails dug into me and she begged me to never stop fucking her… 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what was happening I was right at the brink, the sight of her from every angle riding my perfect cock driving me on. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to come,” I growled, putting a hand around her throat. “I’m going to come inside you and fill you with my babies. You want to have a big, swollen belly for Daddy, slut?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Daddy,” she gasped, barely able to speak around my fingers. Her face flushed crimson as I squeezed, loving the utter control I had over her body. I moved her up and down, controlling how much pleasure she got. I controlled her airflow. Every part of her body was mine now, and I was about to make my mark on the very sweetest: I was going to come inside of her womb. 
 
      
 
    “Please come for me, Daddy,” she begged, half-awake as I squeezed tighter and tighter. I rammed harder, fucked deeper, filled her to the brim and then some as I felt a titanic orgasm approaching like the wave of a tsunami. “I want to have your babies. I want you to feel so good inside of me...” 
 
      
 
    With a series of harsh, primal grunts, I bottomed out as much as I could inside of her and finally let go. My cock exploded with energy far beyond anything that had occurred in her mouth – a veritable torrent of spunk exploded from the head of my cock, bathing her walls in fertile baby batter. Wave after wave of cream flooded her walls, leaving them soaked and painted as it dribbled down the sides of my shaft. The pleasure was impossible, enormous, unstoppable as I slammed her hips down on me again, and again, and again. 
 
      
 
    Finally I let her go. She gasped and coughed, collapsing against me as I rode out the final throes of my pleasure. As I came down from my peak, I slowly worked within her, pushing my load deeper into her womb. Her eyes rolled around in their sockets as she slowly came back to herself, the red marks of my finger standing out like tattoos on her neck. She’s going to be bruised tomorrow, I thought, and smiled. I wanted every girl in the place to know that I had done that, that she was my property now. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you Master,” Kelly said, her voice a little bit hoarse. “I love you so much. I’m so happy you think I’m worthy to carry your seed...” 
 
      
 
    You and everyone else, I thought. I’d already made the decision – once I finished dealing with Nadia, I was going to make the Crystal my personal club. Every girl inside would serve me, their bodies transformed into perfect bimbo fantasies. I’d be rich, well-known within the city, and I’d have an endless supply of tight young co-eds to zap and turn into my harem slaves. 
 
      
 
    All I had to do was conquer Nadia, and I was set. 
 
      
 
    After I pulled out of Kelly, I buttoned up my pants and watched her search for the remains of her outfit. “Leave it,” I commanded. “I like you the way you are. You should be naked all the time for me.” 
 
      
 
    She stopped, a smile spreading across her face. “Yes, Master. I love being on display for you. Would you like to fuck me again?” 
 
      
 
    I would, but I had other business to attend to. “Not right now. First, I need you to take me somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes lit up at the chance to please me. “Anywhere, Master. Command me.” 
 
      
 
    That was hot. “Where’s Nadia? I need to see her.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly frowned. “Why do you want to see her, Master? She’s...not even nice. She’s a C-U-N-T if you get my drift. Any of the other girls here would be waaay more fun to hang out with...” 
 
      
 
    “Nadia,” I said in a commanding tone, “is my sister. And I’m about to do to her what I just did to you.” 
 
      
 
    Her mouth dropped open in shock. “You’re Nadia’s brother? And you’re going to make her your bimbo slave?” 
 
      
 
    For a moment I thought this was going to be a problem, but then Kelly jumped into the air with a squeal. “That is so hot!” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I said, concealing my relief. “Now where is she?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, she stays in the office in the back,” Kelly said breezily. “I’ll take you there right now – we shouldn’t waste any time. I can’t wait to see Nadia get on her knees for you...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t either. The walk over was a breeze – some of the girls stared at Kelly, of course, but a few seconds with the WonderRay and their looks at her new tits and the fat streak of come running down her thigh was full of jealousy, not suspicion. By the time we’d made it to the back hallway, half the club was under my control – and the rest would be as soon as Nadia was mine. 
 
      
 
    The office turned out to be way back – up several flights of stairs, at the top of the building. If it weren’t for our WonderRay-enhanced bodies, we’d have been wheezing and coughing by the time we made it to the top. 
 
      
 
    “What is this place?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a loft,” Kelly answered. “They were supposed to turn it into condos, but it just...didn’t happen, I guess. You can see the whole city from up here – I guess that’s why Nadia likes it.” 
 
      
 
    Sounds good, I thought. An office with a view of the whole city sounded perfect for me. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go,” she whispered, coming to a large executive door. There were voices coming from inside, but as I reached it they hushed. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, sis,” I said, holding the WonderRay close as I opened the door. “Guess who just got home...” 
 
      
 
    I opened the door – and froze. My stepsister Nadia sat behind the desk, looking as gorgeous and frigid as ever. But she wasn’t alone. 
 
      
 
    Mia sat in the chair next to her. And she was pointing a WonderRay of her own right at my head. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Zapping My World 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I said drop it,” Mia commanded, her WonderRay pointed directly at my head. “Put it on the table. Now.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this. Mia, my oldest friend, the nerd girl who had given me my WonderRay in the first place, was demanding that I give it up. I was literally inches away from my goal, seconds away from turning my bratty stepsister into my bimbo whore, and she wanted me to surrender. Why? 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to me with that?” I asked, nodding at the WonderRay. “Turn me into a bimbo?” 
 
      
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” The voice wasn’t Mia’s; it was one of the only voices I knew even better than my former friend’s. That sneering, giggly, better-than-you tone could be only belong to one girl: Nadia. The woman who’d put me behind bars for a crime she was guilty of; my bitchy stepsister. 
 
      
 
    “You.” I felt my lips pull back in a snarl as I looked at her. Nadia was as gorgeous as ever: two years had ripened her barely-legal beauty into the model-perfect figure of a naughty co-ed. Just looking at her sent the primal caveman part of my brain into a frenzy; I wanted nothing more than to slam her down on her own desk, spread her legs and pump my fertile load deep inside of her. 
 
      
 
    But there was the little matter of this gun in my face. 
 
      
 
    “Sit down,” Mia said, pointing the WonderRay for a second at the plush chair in front of the desk. “Put your gun down on the floor next to you when you do.” 
 
      
 
    What choice did I have? I sunk into the chair, the cushion deflating beneath my ass like my hopes of bimbofying Nadia. The WonderRay fell to the floor with a clack. 
 
      
 
    “Good boy.” Nadia turned to my companion Kelly with a look of disgust. “Leave us.” 
 
      
 
    I expected her to protest, but the stripper just shrugged and walked away, leaving me at the mercy of my stepsister and my nerdy best friend. 
 
      
 
    “Some customer service you’ve got here,” I muttered as she closed the door behind her. “If this keeps up, sis, I may have to give your establishment a negative review...” 
 
      
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” she said, cracking her knuckles with a malicious grin. “So you’re back, huh? Two years behind bars and you somehow thought that I would welcome you back to the family?” 
 
      
 
    I paid her no mind. She didn’t deserve it, and there was no way I could convince her to spare me. But Mia? 
 
      
 
    “I get why she’s doing this,” I said, jerking my head at Nadia. “But you, Mia? Hell, you gave me my WonderRay in the first place!” 
 
      
 
    Mia shook her head. There was no trace of friendship or empathy in those eyes; none. She was an even more gorgeous girl than she’d been before I was put away, but it was all wasted beneath that stare. 
 
      
 
    “I gave you your gun so you could get revenge,” she said slowly. I frowned at her tone; she almost sounded drugged. “To help you make things right.” 
 
      
 
    “To make them right with Nadia,” I growled, pointing at my stepsister. “The person who fucking put me away is right there!” 
 
      
 
    “Then I heard what you were doing,” Mia said, shaking her head. “Nadia told me everything. You’ve been using the WonderRay to enslave girls, make them worship you...even breed them like some kind of fucked-up King.” 
 
      
 
    I mean, she was right, but what did it matter? I was doing exactly what the WonderRay was designed for: it was all right there in the manual. You can’t exactly give a guy a toy that will make all his sexiest dreams come true then scold him for using the thing. It didn’t make any sense. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right,” I said, trying to sound sincere. “I might have...gone a little overboard. Two years behind bars will do that to a guy. I tell you what, why don’t you just let me use it on Nadia, then we’ll call it even? I’ll have her, you’ll have both WonderRays, we’ll all be happy...” 
 
      
 
    “How can I trust you?” The color drained from Mia’s face, like she was looking at something she truly feared. Again her response didn’t match her voice in the slightest, and a little voice in the back of my head starting screaming that something was very off about this whole situation. But what Mia said next stopped me in my tracks. 
 
      
 
    “I made you swear.” Her eyes brimmed with tears. “What was the one thing I made you swear before you opened that package, Troy?” 
 
      
 
    Uh oh. What had I done? I wracked my brain, trying to remember the day I’d walked out of jail and into my new life. I pictured Brent’s car, the weird box with the manual and the WonderRay inside, the note… 
 
      
 
    The note! 
 
      
 
    “You made me promise never to use the WonderRay on you,” I said, confused. “But I never did, Mia. And I never would. I swear...” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t bother.” Her laugh was harsh and cold. “I know you’ve wanted to fuck me since high school, Troy. I don’t believe for a second that you wouldn’t use the WonderRay to turn me into a stupid, busty little slut...” 
 
      
 
    None of this made sense. “Mia...I would never. I know how important your intelligence is to you. I mean, sure, I’d fuck you if you were into it, share a couple bimbos with you, but I swear I never thought of breaking my promise. I owe you too much.” 
 
      
 
    “You...” Again she went white as a sheet. The WonderRay trembled in her hand, pointing down and away from me before steadying. “Stop...” 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t the Mia I know,” I said, feeling an awful certainty starting to form in the back of my mind. “You wouldn’t give me this gun then try and take it away. You wouldn’t trust me with your life then turn on me. What...what happened to you, Mia?” 
 
      
 
    Behind us both, Nadia sighed. “Mia, I think you need to calm down, right now.” 
 
      
 
    She put a peculiar emphasis on the phrase, and instantly Mia looked more at ease. Her color returned, her grip on the WonderRay going tight. But her eyes...her eyes were glazed over in a way I knew all too well. 
 
      
 
    She had the eyes of every girl I’d ever shot with the WonderRay. 
 
      
 
    “You did this to her,” I said, turning to Nadia. “What the fuck...” 
 
      
 
    “That gun is a toy, but this one isn’t,” she said, lifting a pistol from behind the desk. It was a huge, matte-black monster with a barrel as dark as death, and I felt the bottom drop of out my stomach as I stared down it. 
 
      
 
    “You bitch.” The muscles in my legs went taut as my mind screamed at me to run. “You brainwashed my friend?” 
 
      
 
    “Mia, be a dear and give me your gun, will you?” Without even looking, Mia handed the WonderRay back to Nadia. “Thanks. This thing is so cool, by the way. Worth every penny, even if I had to drain a couple of Mommy’s credit cards to pick one up off the black market.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth tasted like ash. “You’ve been using the WonderRay?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I have, you stupid shit. How else do you think all these hot-ass bitches agreed to work here for less than minimum wage? Not to mention keeping their mouths shut about all the drugs Delta Phi is moving out of here...” 
 
      
 
    “You tricked me. Was...was all of this a setup?” 
 
      
 
    Her lips twisted in that smug, better-than-you smile. “Didn’t you think it was a little odd how I was always one step away from you? That the princess was always in another castle? Not everything was planned out, but enough of it was. Now I really get to fuck you over.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it. My mind refused to accept it: but there was the gun, pointed at my head. There was my friend, brainwashed and helpless. “What are you going to do,” I asked, swallowing hard. “Shoot me?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed loud and long, grinning with malicious glee. “Shoot you? Of course not: in fact, I’m going to help you get your dick wet.” 
 
      
 
    I had just enough time to be surprised at that before she snapped the next part of the trap closed. “Mia?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress?” The fact that she so casually called my sister Mistress terrified me. Somehow I just knew that Nadia was a much crueler person to serve than I could ever be. 
 
      
 
    “You’re asleep,” Nadia said, still smiling at me. “You’re asleep and you’re having a sexy dream, the sexiest fucking dream you’ve ever had. You’re so hot, and so wet, and your body is just ripe and ready to get fucked by the hottest guy you’ve ever seen...” 
 
      
 
    Mia groaned and arched her back, spreading her legs to either side of the chair. Beneath her short skirt she didn’t have on any panties, and her bare slit shined with juice as she parted her folds. “Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Yes, yes...” 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s simple,” she said, jerking the gun at my friend for a second. “You’re going to fuck Mia. I got her all warmed up for you. Isn’t that great?” 
 
      
 
    It did not sound great. And from the way Nadia was grinning, I knew there was way more to it then that. 
 
      
 
    “No way,” I said, shaking my head. “That would feel way too much like rape.” 
 
      
 
    “It is rape,” she said, her smile widening like I’d just hit the nail on the head. “And once Mia’s cunt is pumped full of your gross fucking sperm, you’ll be going back to jail for way longer than two years. In fact, with your history I bet you’ll be an old man when they finally let you out. An old, useless man who missed his whole fucking life.” 
 
      
 
    Wait. She could not be saying what I thought she was saying. “You’re...you’re insane. You’re going to frame me for rape?” 
 
      
 
    Nadia made an inquisitive face. “I’m shocked,” she said. “You really do have a brain in that head.” 
 
      
 
    “No one will believe that,” I said quickly, but I knew it wasn’t true. I was a criminal, after all. “Mia wouldn’t...” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a witness,” Nadia said, her every word dripping with venom. “And Mia will say whatever I tell her to say. The story will be irresistible: you got out of prison after two long years and got hornier than you could stand at my strip club. You wanted Mia, your oldest friend, to give you some relief, and when she said no, you turned violent. You raped her, and I caught you but it was too late. With your come inside of her, no one will believe you’re innocent.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re...you’re fucking crazy!” The urge to run welled up in me like a geyser about to burst, but the gun in my face kept my glued to my chair. “You’re a monster, you sick fucking bitch!” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever. You and your whole side of the family are nothing but trash. The day your Dad married my Mom was the worst day of my life, and I can’t wait until you’re back behind bars getting fucked in the ass where you belong.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re insane,” I said, unable to even look at her. “I’m not doing this. I’m not going to...to violate my best friend...” 
 
      
 
    Nadia turned the gun sideways. “Take your dick out,” she said slowly, savoring every word, “and stroke it.” 
 
      
 
    I had no choice. What could I do? There was a fucking gun pointed at my head. I turned to look at Mia, lost in her own world of lust and need. Fuck, she did look good: she’d been right about me wanting to fuck her. I’d spent almost as many nights in the slammer dreaming about her tight little pussy as I milked my cock as I’d fantasized about Nadia, and here it finally was. And it would ruin me. 
 
      
 
    I wanted you in the worst way, I thought with a gulp. This was certainly the worst way. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and started to stroke, picturing Mia’s tits. Her wet little mouth as she knelt before me, preparing to suck me off in some world where I was free and none of this had happened. Despite everything, I felt myself start to swell. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.” I heard Nadia lean forward as I grew. “Keep stroking that dick. Get it nice and hard.” 
 
      
 
    It was awful, but Nadia’s coaxing was having an effect on me as well. With my eyes closed, I could almost imagine her sitting on the edge of my bed, saying these things to me as she undid her top. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you’ve got a big cock,” Nadia said with a giggle. “Now I understand why Mom was willing to marry a prick like your Dad. You’re so thick...” 
 
      
 
    Huh? Coaxing was one thing, but this was above and beyond. It almost sounded like she was… 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open. 
 
      
 
    Nadia sat behind the desk, her eyes fixed on my cock as I pumped it in my fist. A sheen of sweat stood out on her forehead; her cheeks flushed with warmth. It sounded utterly impossible, but a glance confirmed it: my sister was turned on. Very turned on. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck that little bitch,” Nadia whimpered, writhing in her seat. “Pump your big, hard cock in between her tight little walls, use her until you explode. You’re only going to get one come before you’re back in jail for the rest of your life, so why not just use her tight little body until every drop of your load is deep in her wet little cunt...” 
 
      
 
    I felt my eyebrows graze my hairline. Nadia was really getting into this. And then, suddenly, it all made sense. I’d been thinking of the note Mia left me inside that box, but I’d missed the real clue: the operating manual. Which included a list of very interesting side effects… 
 
      
 
    There’s a way out of this, I realized, hope flaring in my chest. If I can just take the fucking pistol out of the picture… 
 
      
 
    I looked back at Mia. Did I have the guts to try this? It was either that, or stick my cock in my best friend without her consent. Death before dishonor, I thought, a little smile flickering across my face. 
 
      
 
    “What are you waiting for?” Nadia’s tone was starting to get downright feverish. “You should be ramming that slut so hard it’s like you’re trying to fuck her throat from the other end...” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t do it,” I said. The words were out of my mouth before I could stop myself, reconsider or get scared. I turned to face her, letting go of my cock and allowing it to point straight at her. “You’re just going to have to shoot me...” 
 
      
 
    Her grip tightened on the gun. 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “But I don’t think you will. You’re way too horny; you don’t want to spoil that with a murder.” 
 
      
 
    The look on her face was everything I could have ever wanted. Shock, anger, disgust and the belated instinct to hide her feelings warred on her face, before she spat out: 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about? I gave you an order-” 
 
      
 
    “I should have listened to you more closely,” I said, cutting her off. “That tone in your voice when you talked about framing me for rape, talking shit about my Dad...you’re getting off on this, Nadia. And not just in the euphemistic sense, either.” 
 
      
 
    There was a pause before she spoke, like she was trying to figure out what to say. “I’m warning you,” she finally spat, turning the gun sideways like some sort of comic-book gangster. “I will blow you away...” 
 
      
 
    “How many times have you used the Bimbo Gun?” I laughed as I realized. “You probably don’t even know. Can you count that high anymore? Hey, how many fingers am I holding up?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not funny,” she said in a petulant little voice. But her eyes were frightened. Now was the moment of truth: when I had her cornered, would she give in or fight back? 
 
      
 
    “I’m betting that WonderRay you bought didn’t come with a manual,” I said, leaning forward. “Or you tossed it the second you saw it. You should always read the fine print, sis. That big, powerful wave of force that shakes your hand when you turn some girl into a ditzy, cock-thirsty bimbo? Some of it ends up on the user. Side effects.” 
 
      
 
    Nadia’s mouth worked furiously, but her powers of persuasion had left her for the moment. 
 
      
 
    “Since I’m a guy,” I said, “like all the people intended to use the WonderRay, my side effects looked like this.” Before she could stop me, I pulled up my shirt. My abs were rock-hard beneath, and I saw her eyes widen and her breathing quicken at the sight of my muscles. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t get these in prison, believe me,” I said with a smirk. “I’m guessing something similar happened to you: your clothes barely fit you. Fuck, it looks like you’re wearing a bra two sizes too small.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you,” she whimpered, but those eyes couldn’t get enough of me. 
 
      
 
    “You should let your girls free,” I told her. “It’d feel so good. After all, I should get a peek since my manhood’s on display...” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t deserve anything,” she said, her voice trembling. “You’re ruining everything!” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not about deserve,” I explained. “It’s biology. Girls were never intended to use the WonderRay. Every time you shot Mia to keep her in line, every time you scrambled the brains of another one of your stripper drug peddlers, you got a little bit more of that bimbo inside you. Changing your body, changing your mind.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not true,” she whispered, thumbing the safety back on the pistol. “You’re lying.” 
 
      
 
    “It probably happened so slowly, you dismissed it at first,” I explained. “But look at you now. You’re a dumb, horny bitch who’s fucking drooling at the idea of watching my alpha-male cock pound Mia’s tight, wet little cunt...” 
 
      
 
    “Ooooh fuck,” Nadia whimpered, squeezing her thighs together. “Shit...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re so turned on you can barely stand it,” I said, taking a step forward. Another foot and the gun would be within arm’s reach. “You want to touch yourself, don’t you? Go ahead, do it. I don’t mind.” I got close enough to smell the waves of arousal rolling off her. Nadia smelled wet and feral, primed and ready for a fertile load. 
 
      
 
    Smirking, I took hold of the gun. She let out a dismayed little moan but didn’t stop me as I tossed it aside. 
 
      
 
    “I want to watch you,” I said, taking control of the situation effortlessly. It was so easy, so simple to slip into command, like I was born for it. “Touch yourself, sis. Now.” 
 
      
 
    “You asshole,” she whimpered, her hands sliding between her thighs. “I wish they’d kept you caged up where you belong...” 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of caged,” I said, eyeing her breasts. “How about these?” 
 
      
 
    Before she could respond, I reached out and tore her shirt down the front, ripping the fabric with my strength. As soon as it started to give, her tits did the rest – her shirt was already so tight around her bust that her tits were practically throbbing. My eyes widened as the rest of the shirt came off, her big soft breasts spilling over the cups of her bra. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get those puppies free,” I whispered, grabbing the front of her bra and tugging. 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” she sobbed, her hand opening and closing between her legs. “I...I...” 
 
      
 
    “Those tits look so amazing,” I said, grinning at her. “They’re crying out for a warm, wet mouth all over them. Can’t you feel it?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes fluttered as the bra came loose, her mammoth tits spilling free. I couldn’t stop the gasp that came to my lips at the sight of them. Nadia must have been using the tightest corset on the market to hide the mammaries she’d grown thanks to the WonderRay: her tits were enormous compared to her slender frame, massive orbs with an eighteen-year-old’s firmness and smooth, tanned skin. I reached out and gave one a squeeze, and felt a spike of pure arousal shoot through my cock as warm milk dribbled over my fingers. 
 
      
 
    “No wonder your titties are so swollen, sis. I bet they’re so sore being hidden in those tight tops all the time, aren’t they?” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I totally feel that. Let me make them feel better...” 
 
      
 
    My mouth found Nadia’s nipple and started to suck. She cried out, arching her back with pleasure as a stream of sweet cream coated my tongue. Holy shit, she tasted amazing! The WonderRay didn’t just give my stepsister massive, milk-filled tits, it filled her with some kind of ambrosia. My cock went stiff as an iron girder as I sucked, my free hand snaking between her thighs. 
 
      
 
    “I could shoot you,” I murmured, pulling back. “I could take the WonderRay and make you a brainless, bimbo slave. And you wouldn’t stop me. But where’s the fun in that?” 
 
      
 
    I pulled Nadia’s panties to the side, her pussy gushing like an oven with an open door. I’d used my powers to make dozens of girls my adoring, oversexed slaves, but I’d never felt a cunt so utterly turned on like this before. Nadia was primed for my seed, aroused to the point of delirium, and all I wanted was to stoke her passion even higher. 
 
      
 
    I found her clit and ran my thumb over it, and she was lost. Her body shook like a leaf in the wind as I milked her nub, sending shocks of pleasure through her young body. I put my hand around her neck and squeezed, loving the feeling of complete control it gave me. She leaned into it, her eyes begging me for more as her lips tried to form words. 
 
      
 
    “You tried to ruin my life,” I told her, slipping two fingers inside of her. “But you gave me everything I’ve ever wanted, Nadia. A strip club full of hot women willing to obey my every command, a boatload of money, connections to every important person I could ever want dirt on...this place is perfect.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll never give...oh my godddd!!!” Nadia’s walls drew tight around my fingers, welcoming them into her warm cunt. Her inner muscles felt like heaven, squeezing and releasing my digits as I stroked her clit. I’d never been so fucking jealous of fingers before. 
 
      
 
    “You ever just hate someone so fucking much, you loop back around to being utterly obsessed with them?” I was close enough to feel the tiny trembles in Nadia’s lips as she absorbed my words. “I despise you, sis. You’re the worst person I’ve ever met. And I have to have you.” 
 
      
 
    “G...go to hell,” she sobbed, her hips grinding against my fingers. 
 
      
 
    “I already have. You put me there. Now it’s time for that sweet body of yours to take me to heaven...” 
 
      
 
    My cock was already hanging out of my pants, so a quick tug put my slacks on the floor. I kicked them away, giving my cock a stroke with the same fingers that had been inside my sister. Juice covered my shaft, making everything slick and tight and awesome. 
 
      
 
    Nadia watched me hungrily. “I can’t be attracted to you,” she muttered, groaning with need. “You’re poor. You’re trash...” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to hear that talk any more. Before I knew what I was doing, I smacked her across the face, slapping her cheek so hard it reddened. Her gorgeous mouth formed a perfect ‘o’ of surprise, and it was like all the haughtiness just drained out of her. Something inside Nadia reacted at being treated this way in a deep, primal sense: like her body was just waiting to be dominated. 
 
      
 
    Before she could get a hold of herself and start mouthing off to me again, I decided to put those lips to better use. I gripped the back of her head and bent her down over my cock, parting her lips with the fat purple head and sliding into her mouth. She groaned with unexpected delight as my meat stretched her, entering her throat inch by throbbing inch. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, almost weak with relief. Nadia’s took my cock in her mouth like a champion cocksucker, like the kind of escort only the super-rich could afford. I felt myself bottom out in her throat, her wet mouth taking me all the way to the base without gagging. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft, hitting all the right spots as I started to thrust inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right,” I growled, taking her mouth. “This is where you belong, you rich brat. On your knees, taking my cock. You’re a whore. A skank. A fuckdoll. Say it.” 
 
      
 
    I yanked her off my cock, watching her gasp and groan. “I’m a whore,” she whispered, tears rolling down her face. “I’m your fuckdoll!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re trash,” I said with a smirk. “A trashy little bimbo. And you love it.” 
 
      
 
    I saw her fight, but it was clear biology had won out. Nadia wasn’t going to do anything to stop me, at least not until we were done. 
 
      
 
    “I love it,” she admitted, pulling a face. “I love being a dirty little whore.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah,” I grunted, filling her mouth in one smooth stroke. She coughed, her neck drawing tight around my tip as it pumped deep down her throat. “You’re a whore. You’re my whore. I’m gonna make you apologize for everything you’ve ever done.” 
 
      
 
    Two years flashed behind my eyes as I pumped my cock into Nadia’s pert little mouth. Two years of waiting behind bars, of frustration, of always being denied. Even after blowing my load inside dozens of girls thanks to the WonderRay, a core of that frustration still remained. It was unfair that Nadia had so much, and I had so little. It was unfair that she’d spent the last two years getting even richer while I went to jail for her crimes. It was unfair that she was so young, and hot, and completely untouchable by her criminal stepbrother. 
 
      
 
    With every thrust down her willing throat, the core began to melt. And I felt my balls tense up against my shaft, preparing to pump a thick load into my sister’s mouth. I was so close now, true relief only inches away, but there was something else I needed to make those feelings disappear for good. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed Nadia by the hair and pulled her off my cock just before I came. Her eyes shined with confusion and frustration: why hadn’t I let her finish? 
 
      
 
    “Apologize,” I grunted, my own voice sounding unfamiliar to my ears. “I want to hear you say you’re sorry. For ruining me...” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I felt hot tears bubbling behind my eyes. My stepsister looked up at me, her perfect bimbo face filled with shock, and I could barely contain my emotion. 
 
      
 
    “How could you do it? I’m your own brother, goddamnit! You fucking bitch...” 
 
      
 
    “Shh...” Nadia stroked my cock, her eyes burning with guilt as she looked up at me. Was she even capable of guilt? Was this all a dream, some fantasy my broken mind had come up with while I sat inside solitary confinement? Was my sociopath of a sister even capable of saying she was sorry. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered, her hand moving so slowly and so sweetly over my shaft. She looked up, gazing straight into my eyes. “I am so sorry, Troy. I never should have done those awful things to you.” 
 
      
 
    There it was. After so long, it was like an orgasm of its own. I felt bitterness draining from my body as she milked my cock, her sweet words soothing my soul. 
 
      
 
    “I know I can never make it up to you,” she said, the beginnings of a tear in the corner of her eye. “Those are two years you’ll never get back – no matter what I do, I can never give them to you. All I can tell you is I promise to spend as long as it takes until you tell me I’ve made things right.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah?” I saw a naughty smile flicker across her face as I spoke. “You’re willing to let me take the lead like that, sis?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” she said, teasing the underside of my shaft with just the tip of her tongue. “How could I ever tell my big brother no?” 
 
      
 
    Oh yeah. That was the stuff. “Make me come,” I commanded, gripping her hair. “I want to shoot all over your pretty little face.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” Nadia said with a giggle. “Blow for me, bro. Shoot that big load all over my sexy, pouty little bitch face. Haven’t you always wanted to just spray me down?” 
 
      
 
    I had. God, I had wanted this for so long. I’d fantasized about it every time I shot my load for the last two years, and here it was at last. I felt my body reach the edge and crash right over, no hesitation. My cock stiffened in Nadia’s hand, beginning to twitch as she laughed with delight. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” I groaned. “Here it comes…!” 
 
      
 
    Pleasure rolled over me like a tidal wave as I let go. Burst after burst of hot, sticky seed exploded from the tip of my cock, bathing my sister’s face in my spunk. She opened her mouth, catching it between her glossy lips as more of it shot across her chin and hair. I kept on coming, firing more than I ever thought my balls could hold, until it dribbled down her neck and into the hollow between her breasts. As I came down from my peak, I ran the head along the underside of her chin and slid it between her tits, groaning with the aftershocks. 
 
      
 
    “There we go,” Nadia whispered, taking the head of my cock into her mouth and sucking it clean. “Good boy. That’s my good, dirty brother. Show your sis how much you love her.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I love you,” I groaned, pushing her down on my cock. “I hate you so much, but I love you. I can’t fucking take it any more...” 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” She pulled off with a grin and winked at me. “You know what would really make things alright between us?” 
 
      
 
    “More of that?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “A baby. You know I’m not on the pill, right?” 
 
      
 
    I did not know that. And as my eyes trailed down her body, lingering on the soft valley between her thighs I felt myself harden back to full mast at the thought. 
 
      
 
    “I figured you might like that,” she said with a giggle, watching me swell. “I’d have to carry your seed inside me, make my belly all swollen and big with your heirs...they’d link me to you forever. They’d be proof that you own me, that I’m just a toy for you to fuck and breed.” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” I gasped, gripping her hips. “When did you get so fucking dirty, sis?” 
 
      
 
    “When that gun of yours turned my brains into bubblegum,” she said with a ditzy grin. “Now all I can think about is fuck fuck fuck. Even if you hadn’t come around, I probably would have had to give the place to Mia: there’s no way I could run it much longer. I keep wanting to be one of those girls instead of running them...” 
 
      
 
    Now that was an interesting thought. My own stepsister, shaking her ass and showing off her tits for the pleasure and money of total strangers? My very pregnant stepsister giving lapdances to men and carrying the cash to her Man in her teeth? Yes and YES, motherfucker. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna breed you,” I said, like I just realized. “I’m going to fucking knock you up, Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    She stood up and parked her ass on her desk, spreading her legs wide. Her fingers found her folds and parted them, letting me see the juicy inner walls my cock would soon be wrapped up by. 
 
      
 
    “I want you so bad,” she admitted. “You know, the whole time you were in jail, I had this awful fantasy? I’d lie in bed at night, imagining you’d broken out of prison. You’d smash in my window, climb into my bed before I could do anything and rape me. Your hands at my throat, your big dick in my pussy, taking back everything you’ve ever wanted...god, I used to come two or three times a night picturing it.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you’re so dirty,” I said, taking her throat in my fingers. “Did I hold you like this?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm Mmm,” she said, shaking her head. “Harder. Yeah, like that...” 
 
      
 
    I squeezed harder, until her ass was practically lifted off the surface of the desk. “Did I ask you what you wanted in your fantasy, sis? Or did I just take what I wanted from you, without asking?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes widened as her face reddened beneath my fingers. “You...took me...” 
 
      
 
    I flashed a savage grin. “Exactly.” 
 
      
 
    With one smooth, hard stroke, I parted her folds and buried myself inside her to the hilt, bottoming out inside of her. Her eyes rolled back as she felt me strike home, filling her most sensitive flesh with my girth. She felt amazing wrapped around my shaft; like she was always meant to be there. It was over, I had won: Nadia was mine now, and there’d be no repeat of the nasty antics that had led to me losing two years of my life behind bars. 
 
      
 
    Now I was free to let go – and fuck my sister as hard as I’d always wanted. 
 
      
 
    I moved inside her like a piston, pumping my fuckstick so deep it grazed her cervix before pulling alll the way out and letting the head run over her clit before penetrating her again. In moments she’d gone completely wild, bucking and thrashing against me as I fucked her, moving in perfect time to give me the deepest reach and the best angle. 
 
      
 
    “Your cunt feels even better than I imagined, sis,” I grunted as I drove deep between her walls. “I think I might keep you around to get my dick wet for a long time. You want that?” 
 
      
 
    She struggled to get the words out, her body shaking as I gripped her throat and fucked her. “Yes,” she finally sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “God, I’m holding you so fucking tight,” I said with a wicked smirk. “You’re just barely holding on, aren’t you? What if I squeezed just a little tighter...” 
 
      
 
    I did, and the change in Nadia was electric. Her inner muscles went taut around me, milking my cock as I drove into her oh-so-tight cunt, and her face was starting to look more purple than red. 
 
      
 
    “I could just keep doing this,” I told her, looking her straight in the eye. It was important for her to learn the truth: that submission to me wasn’t a game. It was very, very real, and could have very real consequences. “I could just keep squeezing and squeezing until you slip away. You said she’s a witness, she could be my witness. I could kill you and no one would ever blame me for it. You’d deserve it.” 
 
      
 
    She saw I meant every word. And in that moment, I’m pretty sure she thought I meant to do it, too. Strangely, she didn’t fight or try to get away: she sucked in all the air she could through her nose and bore down on my cock, grinding me almost harder than I could stand. An instant later, the rest of her body flushed to match her face and her eyes rolled back in her head. She trembled like she was having a seizure, her inner muscles spasming around me. 
 
      
 
    For an instant, I thought she was passing out. Then I realized: my sister just came. 
 
      
 
    Laughing, I relaxed my grip on her throat. “Did the idea of your brother choking you to death get you off, you filthy bitch?” 
 
      
 
    Before she could answer I smothered her mouth with my own, pulling her towards me as I pumped myself into the deepest reaches of her core. She nodded, her tongue entering my mouth and stoking my passion even higher. 
 
      
 
    God damn, I thought, that’s incredible. My stepsister had a guilt complex I was going to enjoy exploiting again and again. There was probably no twisted dominance stuff she wouldn’t do if choking her half to death made her come like a fountain all over my cock. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna fill you up,” I told her, grabbing her ass as leverage to go deeper. “Gonna fucking breed you, Nadia...” 
 
      
 
    She met me stroke for stroke, until her pussy felt like an extension of my own body. I’d felt amazing since I got out of prison and discovered the WonderRay: experienced the heights of pleasure. But as I pumped away inside my sister, rapidly approaching the summit of my passion, I realized that I had never truly felt like I’d come home until just then. 
 
      
 
    “Love you, sis,” I admitted, growling into her neck. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, I love you so so much,” she whimpered, clinging to me. “Please come inside me bro, fucking shoot it in me...” 
 
      
 
    With a series of harsh, primal grunts, I pounded deep into her womb and let go. My cock exploded anew with a fresh series of thick, creamy bursts, shooting past her cervix and straight into her dripping, fertile womb. She cried out as it drained into her, her cunt clenching around me and sucking me in as she came. Her nails dug into my back hard enough to draw blood as she cried my name, going dead to the world around her as pleasure infiltrated her body. 
 
      
 
    We came down from our peaks together, moving slowly and milking each others’ aftershocks for all they were worth. Finally I pulled out of her oh-so-slowly, running my cock along her dripping slit. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus I am drenched,” she said with a giggle. “There is no doubt in my mind that you just made me pregnant, Troy.” 
 
      
 
    “Me either,” I said, looking down at her cunt. It was a sloppy mess of come, the lips swollen with juice, her clit standing out from the folds like a hard little pearl. Suddenly there was something I very much wanted to see. 
 
      
 
    “You’re mine now,” I told her, pulling her in for a kiss. “You belong to me, and I’m never going to let you go.” 
 
      
 
    She flashed a naughty little smile. “Mommy won’t like that one bit,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “’Mommy’ is already part of my harem,” I said with a smirk. “I’m looking forward to putting the two of your against each other and letting you compete. You know Mom’s always had that competitive streak...” 
 
      
 
    “No way can she keep up with me,” Nadia said, wiping a streak of my come from her face and sucking her finger clean. “I’m MUCH dirtier than she is.” 
 
      
 
    I could find that out later. For now, I looked around the office. My office. This whole place was mine now, and if all the sexy sluts like Kelly didn’t serve me yet, they soon would. And all their bellies would be swollen and fat with my heirs. 
 
      
 
    I was home. And this time, no one was going to frame me or fuck me over. I was in control. 
 
      
 
    The WonderRay sat on the table. I picked it up, feeling its weight in my hand. And I’m always going to stay in control, I told myself with a smile. 
 
      
 
    “That shit with the trigger phrases,” I said suddenly. “What you did to Mia. Can you show me how to do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” my sister said with a shrug. “It’s easy enough to implant triggers once you zap someone. Should I bring one of my girls up here to show you how it’s done?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head slowly, grinning. “Wake her up,” I said, pointing at Mia. “You know what my number one all-time fantasy was growing up?” 
 
      
 
    Nadia made a mock-innocent expression. “Holding a girl’s hand at the movies?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You and Mia together. I want her to clean up that load I left inside of you, with her mouth.” 
 
      
 
    Nadia shuddered imagining how good that would feel. “I think I can do that. Sir.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, holding up the WonderRay and examining the strong, straight lines of its construction. I bet you can, I thought with pride. I think people are going to do what I say from now on. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Zapping The Feminists 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hey hey, ho ho! This den of filth has got to go! 
 
      
 
    I stepped out of the car and frowned at the crowd gathered around the Bitch’s Crystal. Normally a huge crowd standing outside the doors of my own personal strip club was a good thing, but these didn’t look like paying customers. For one thing, they were all women, for another they were all holding signs and marching in a slow, steady circle down the block. What the hell was this about? 
 
      
 
    “Did you know about this?” I asked, tossing the keys to my sister Nadia. She was also staring at the crowd, a look somewhere between confusion and amusement on her gorgeous face. Ever since I'd come home from being behind bars for two years, a lot of things amused Nadia: she'd been transformed into a busty bimbo slut by her own hand thanks to side effects from the brain-altering WonderRay. Nadia had thought to use my wonderful gift for her own enrichment, keeping a stable of sexy strippers and drug runners in line with hypnotic powers; instead, it had forced her to confront the truth of how my stepsister really felt about me. Ever since that day we'd been fucking like bunnies, and the Crystal was now my personal base of operations: the first of many "I'm sorry" gifts Nadia gave me to try and make up for putting me in prison in the first place. So far, it was working.  
 
      
 
    Today, Nadia was dressed in a tight little babydoll gown that was nearly see-through, her low-cut bra and thong panties clearly visible beneath the fabric as it clung to her curves. Her tits and ass made my jaw drop every time I looked at her, and her outfit gave the impression that this was less a girl who ran a strip club than one who was ready to rip her clothes off and shake her ass for men at the slightest opportunity. A pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots completed the ensemble. I liked dressing my sister up in filthy little outfits, watching other people stare: it gave me a feeling of power, of ownership. Nadia was my property, my sexy bimbo Queen, and showing her off felt as natural as flaunting a fancy car or a gold watch. I liked it. 
 
      
 
    The people across the street were no less immune to Nadia's charms. As we stepped out of the car, heads turned to look at us, regarding us with disgust and anger. The protesters - because by now I could see that that's clearly what they were - were nearly all women, all young, carrying signs with angry slogans like "stop exploiting our girls", "not in our neighborhood!" and "Protect Our Daughters" with mean looks on their faces. One of them featured a cartoon drawing of a hooker, with a big red circle like an old-school 'no smoking' sign drawn around it. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, them," Nadia said, rolling her eyes. "This happens every now and then, Sir. College students, they always have a bug up their ass about one issue or another. They'll usually get bored in a couple of days and go do something else." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, but right now they're harassing my customers," I growled, my eyebrows drawing together. “They need to go protest somewhere else.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, sir,” Nadia said, pressing her curves against me. “It’s the middle of the day. Nobody’s walking in the club with a stack of hundred-dollar bills right now anyway. Let them have their fun – that’s what I do. They’ll get bored in a couple of hours and go back to posting mean things about people on the Internet.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I eyed the line of protesters skeptically, some of whom were staring at me and Nadia in ways I did not like. “That’s how you dealt with these people when you ran the place?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Yep. Of course, if you want to do something different, that’s totally your right. You own the Crystal now, just like you own me.” She put her fingers against her lips and giggled. “Maybe once we get inside, me and one of the other girls could help take your mind off all this…?” 
 
      
 
    That had been what I was thinking already; ever since I’d scrambled the brattiness right out of her head Nadia loved splitting one of her strippers with me. It was quickly becoming my favorite afternoon snack. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said gruffly, waving vaguely at the marchers as if a gesture could make them go away. “We’ll do things your way today, sis. Now get that sweet ass in motion.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her ass a swat as she walked by, making her jump and squeal in delight. She walked away from me, swaying back and forth the same way she did on stage, calculated to make everything above her ankles look tight and enticing as hell. I loved to watch my sister walk away, almost as much as I liked to see her crawl forward on her knees. I was so entranced by the movement of her perfect heart-shaped rear that I didn’t even notice the way the protesters were crowding us until one of them shoved me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” I whirled on the person, trying to see who had done that, but they’d already sank back into the mass of women holding signs. The urge to do something welled up in me, to take dominance of the situation the way I did in my business and my personal life, but I reminded myself that that wasn’t appropriate here. The very last thing I needed was to be accused of attacking a woman; that was the kind of negative publicity that could tank the Crystal, even if the hotness of its gorgeous submissive bimbos were off the scale. 
 
      
 
    “Sir!” one girl cried, putting her sign between me and the front door like some sort of spear. “Do you have any idea what you’re supporting by being a customer of this place?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh. “Customer?” I guffawed, watching with pride as they shrunk back. “I’m not a customer. I own the place.” 
 
      
 
    This was not what they wanted to hear. 
 
      
 
    Instantly the entire group crowded in, barely giving Nadia and I space to breathe. Signs waved dangerously close to my face, every girl wanting to get right up in my personal space and give me their personal opinion about my business. I lost track of the number of times “misogyny” and “pimp” and “ruining our city” came out of the mouths of girls young enough that they ought to be having fun and making money inside. They stopped short of physical violence against me, but only just. 
 
      
 
    Nadia, however, was not so lucky. 
 
      
 
    I turned just in time to see a short Asian girl reach out and grab a fistful of Nadia’s hair, trying to bring her to the ground. She staggered, her tall heels not helping her keep her balance, and cried out in surprise and terror. “What the fuck are you doing?” she cried, reaching out to try and slap the girl away. “Are you fucking crazy?” 
 
      
 
    The culprit screamed so loud I started scanning the street for the police, just in case. We did not need to bring the cops into this. She took another swipe at my stepsister as she turned away, heading to the relative safety of my arms. 
 
      
 
    “She’s a whore!” the Asian girl declared. “All the girls who work there are whores!” 
 
      
 
    I’d been acquainted with these girls for all of fifteen seconds, and I’d already had enough. “Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in a don’t shoot the messenger gesture. “Who’s in charge here? Which one of you is the leader?” 
 
      
 
    Primal instinct told me that whichever way the woman these girls thought of as their leader started to sway, they’d do the same. Talking to her and deescalating the situation seemed like the easiest way to get the crowd to disperse. 
 
      
 
    “We don’t have a leader,” the Asian girl said, scoffing and rolling her eyes. But even as she finished, a girl who looked slightly older than most of the crowd stepped forward. 
 
      
 
    “I organized this, if that’s what you mean,” she said coldly, hand on her hip. “What do you have to say?” 
 
      
 
    I took a good long look at this girl, noting how the eyes of everyone else in the crowd seemed to naturally follow her. She was definitely the alpha female, from the way she carried herself to her looks. Everything from her shoulder-length blonde hair to her conservative outfit said she was a professional, but there was a hint of curvy sensuality her clothes just couldn’t hide. She looked like the kind of girl who’d take for-fucking-ever to loosen up, but when she did it would be one-hundred-and-ten-percent worth it. I liked her the instant I saw her. 
 
      
 
    You look like you’d be a lot of fun, I thought. I know just what might get you to drop that little miss ice princess act, too. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure exactly what you mean,” I said, gesturing to the front door. “Why don’t we go inside and talk this out...” 
 
      
 
    The crowd immediately began to boo me. “There’s no way she’s stepping inside that den of patriarchal male bullshit!” the Asian girl screamed, louder than the rest. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, okay, thanks,” I said, shushing her. “Look, I’m more than willing to hear you out. If I’m doing something illegal or harmful to the community, I want to know about it. I’m just asking that you come inside, have a seat and maybe a drink and talk this over, and the rest of you go back to your women’s studies classes or whatever you do with your free time.” 
 
      
 
    The girls flanking the leader on either side looked shocked and furious at my words, but the queen herself stayed completely cool. I’d have to remember that; this was a girl who didn’t rattle easily. 
 
      
 
    “I have no interest in hearing what you have to say,” she told me. “You know perfectly well what goes on inside the walls of your own establishment.” 
 
      
 
    “Enlighten me.” 
 
      
 
    It was a bluff, but she called it without blinking. “Just look at this girl here,” she said, indicating Nadia.  Do you honestly expect me to believe this woman is just here to dance?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh...yeah?” 
 
      
 
    The leader scoffed. “She’s walking around in public wearing less than most of the city’s prostitutes. The girls inside the Crystal provide more than just lap dances to your customers – they’re giving out sexual favors. Not to mention they’re dealing drugs.” 
 
      
 
    A round of cheers greeted her words. I couldn’t help it, I started to see red. I was surrounded by a crowd of people ideologically opposed to my very existence, who’d be more than happy to see me shut down forever. And this was after I’d ensured that Nadia’s business of running pills and coke through the Crystal was completely shut down. 
 
      
 
    “That’s bullshit,” I said angrily. “I shut that trafficking shit down myself. You can’t get anything stronger than whiskey in the Crystal, and I’d be happy to prove it...” 
 
      
 
    Instead, she cocked an eyebrow. “I noticed you didn’t even bother claiming there’s not whoring going on under your roof,” she said triumphantly. “That actually makes me feel a little bit better – at least you’re honest about what filth you are.” 
 
      
 
    The girls on either side of her were going nuts – tossing dirty glances and worse gestures my way, waving their signs like it was going out of style. If I didn’t do something this was going to escalate to way more than just a little friendly picketing. Visions of the Friday-night frat rush danced through my head, only with a line of badly-dressed co-ed rejects emasculating every one of my customers as they tried to get in the door. These bitches didn’t understand: there was nothing more American than a college kid getting drunk at a strip club for the first time, and if they happened to get their dick a little wet in the process, what was the harm? They were making memories that would last a lifetime. 
 
      
 
    Somehow, looking at little miss feminist though, I just knew she wouldn’t see things my way. 
 
      
 
    Time for a little backup, I thought, reaching into my jacket. The WonderRay lay tucked inside, inert but practically throbbing with awesome science power. It looked like a toy gun right off the back of some 50s sci-fi magazine, but one shot from it would turn any of these Gloria Steinem wannabes into bimbos so busty, so ditzy and so down for whatever that they’d put any of my strippers to shame. I could have just yanked the thing out of my jacket and started turning protesters into worshipers like some kind of beer commercial on steroids, but not right out in the street. All it took was one witness and I wouldn’t just lose the Crystal: I’d be back in jail, living my worst nightmare. I’d spent two years behind bars thanks to my stepsister Nadia and her brat friends, and even though I’d forgiven her I had no intention of ever going back to prison. Hell no. Still, just having my fingers on it reassured me; reminded me that I was the one holding all the real power in this situation. 
 
      
 
    “Look, nothing illegal is going on here,” I assured the crowd, my fingers clutching the WonderRay. “If you’d like to come in and verify for yourselves, that’s your right, of course. There’s no cover charge for ladies, and we’ve even got some applications behind the bar if you’re interested...” 
 
      
 
    More boos. I was starting to get used to them, though; maybe even like them a little. The idea of getting under these prudes’ skin held some appeal. 
 
      
 
    “We’re not going anywhere,” the leader told me. “You’d better get used to us, because we’re going to be here for the rest of the day. And the day after that, and the day after that. Your customers are going to have to get used to us, too.” 
 
      
 
    Jesus, that little smirk. I wanted to smack it right off her face; then maybe bend her over and give her some real smacks until she was begging for more. It would be fun to watch that icy veneer melt, a little bit of real fear coming into her voice as she realized just how much fun it was to submit to a hard, hungry alpha male. But there was nothing I could do; she was surrounded a crowd of angry feminists in bad clothes and worse makeup. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, how about I just call the cops, huh?” I threatened, taking in the whole crowd with a gesture. “All of you are obstructing the flow of traffic, blocking off my fucking bar...” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” the leader said, batting her lashes in a doe-eyed way that made me furious. “Bring them down here. I’m sure they’ll want to pick up your little hooker friend there for solicitation.” 
 
      
 
    “This is my girlfriend,” I snarled, putting a hand protectively around Nadia’s waist. “And if one more of your girls lays a damn hand on her, you’re gonna find out what happens when you make me angry.” 
 
      
 
    The leader stepped forward, going toe-to-toe with me. I had a good six inches on her, even in her heels, but she stared up at me like she was looking at the most pathetic goober she’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    “Is that a threat?” she asked sweetly, hands on her hips. 
 
      
 
    I’d had just about enough of this shit. “No, it’s a fucking promise,” I growled, grabbing Nadia and shoving through the crowd. They yelled a little more and tried to shove back, but before the group could get much steam going we were through the doors and into the Crystal. 
 
      
 
    Inside, the place was nearly deserted. An old Metallica song crackled from the jukebox, the bass turned up about three times louder than the treble so it rumbled through the floor. Other than one dancer, a pink-haired punk girl behind the bar and a couple of guys doing shots, the bar was empty – even for mid-afternoon, the place was dead. Those girls outside were the reason why. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamnit!” I sat down at the bar and slammed my hands on the countertop. The punk girl pursed her lips and shot me a sympathetic look, like she was about to crawl onto her hands and knees and start sucking me off until I felt better. I caught her eye and held up two fingers. “Beers, please.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and started to pour. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, running a hand over my face. When it was gone, Nadia sat next to me on a barstool, handing over my glass. The liquid was cold and refreshing, but it did nothing to move the core of anger in the pit of my stomach. Only ramming my cock deep into that smug co-ed bitch was going to do that. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Master,” Nadia said, kicking back a third of her own drink. My sister hadn’t been into any alcohol (other than girly cocktails and vodka punch) before we’d gotten together; but I’d taught her to drink like a proper bar girl. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not your fault,” I said, staring at my reflection in the mirrored wall over the bar. I looked pissed, and more than a little hopeless. It was the look of a guy who knew his number was up, despite all the good things that had happened to him. 
 
      
 
    “Even if they don’t leave, it doesn’t matter,” Nadia said with a shrug. “We have each other, and you have the WonderRay. We can go anywhere – do anything!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but it’s the principle of the thing,” I said, taking the WonderRay out of my jacket and placing it on the counter. I finished the rest of my drink in one long pull, sighing with pleasure as it made its way down my throat. I laughed at my own reflection and pointed the gun at the wall. “This den of filth has got to go,” I said ruefully, chuckling. “Bang, bang.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly something in my head clicked. I was staring at the barrel of the gun in the mirror, and if I squinted hard I could just barely see something in the dead center: a tiny little glass lens, the kind you found inside those old arcade guns from the 80s. I’d noticed it when I’d first got the thing, of course, but discovering the WonderRay had the power to turn girls into sex-crazed bimbos had kind of shoved minor details like that aside. Now I started to wonder. 
 
      
 
    “Nadia,” I said, my voice sounding far away. “Move down the bar.” 
 
      
 
    She pursed her lips, looking confused. “Sir?” 
 
      
 
    “That barstool down there,” I said, nodding at the furthest one. “Go sit over there for a minute. I want to try something.” 
 
      
 
    She still looked confused, but did as I asked. I stared at her sexy ass as she wiggled her way down the bar, straddling the stool like a stripper pole before parking her sweet little pussy on it. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see if this works, I thought. I took the gun and held it at an angle, pointing it at the mirrored wall of the bar. Closing one eye, I held it steady until I could see Nadia’s reflection in the tiny lens. We formed a triangle; and if this worked the way I thought it would it might be the answer to all my problems. 
 
      
 
    Opening my other eye, I focused on Nadia and pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    Instantly a wave of force rocked the gun, firing from the tip and making the whole thing vibrate in my hand. It grew nearly too hot to hold, the warmth familiar to me as I kept it from slipping. At almost the same moment, the mirror behind the bar shook as if something had hit it – and then Nadia’s mouth dropped open. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” my sister groaned, writhing in her seat. “Oh holy fuck...” 
 
      
 
    Nadia gripped the bar tight enough for her knuckles to go white, her mouth dropping open as pleasure tore through her body. Her lips formed a silent scream, then she tossed her head back and really let loose. It was an instant orgasm, her inner walls tightening as her hips gripped the barstool and ground against it, riding out the waves of her bliss. 
 
      
 
    It worked, I thought triumphantly. Holy shit it worked! 
 
      
 
    When I was a kid, I’d done an experiment with our old TV, seeing how far I could get away from the set and still change the channel with the remote control. This is what you did when you were a poor white trash kid without much entertainment. By the time my Dad had noticed, I’d taken every mirror and reflective surface in the house and set them up in a big network, setting them around corners and over obstacles so that I could stand on the back porch and fire that invisible beam through every room in the house, eventually turning the TV on or off. This was, in essence, what I’d just done with the WonderRay – bounced its ‘awesome science power’ off a mirror. 
 
      
 
    And if I could do it once, I could do it again. 
 
      
 
    A couple people turned and stared as Nadia rode out the last few throes of her pleasure, but quickly went back to watching the stripper bump and grind through her routine. The Crystal had the kind of reputation where a girl climaxing on a barstool wasn’t out of the ordinary in the least – and I was going to keep it that way, feminists be damned. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Chloe,” I said, eyeing the bartender. “I need you to do something for me.” 
 
      
 
    She grinned. I could see the wheels turning behind her head: the boss watched a girl come and popped a stiffy, now he wants me to put it in my mouth and make it all better. “Absolutely boss. You want it right here, or would you rather take me upstairs?” 
 
      
 
    “Not that,” I said, then after a moment, “not right now, at least.” 
 
      
 
    She frowned. “Then what, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Go upstairs to that new VIP room we remodeled a couple weeks ago. There’s a big mirror in one corner of the room; one of those full-length things like a vanity. You know what I’m talking about?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “It’s pretty heavy.” 
 
      
 
    “Get a couple girls to help you. I want you to grab it and bring it downstairs, put it right in front of the door. But I want you do it at a bit of an angle, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure boss. I can do that real good.” She bit her lip, looking me up and down. “Maybe after that I can do a little more for you?” 
 
      
 
    God damn, she was thirsty. Usually I loved that in a girl, but I had a group of feminists at my doorstep, trying to get me shut down. “Business comes before pleasure,” I assured her, giving her ass a spank as she walked past me. “But there will be pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sir!” She headed upstairs to do my bidding. I was still getting used to that; after two years in prison, it was nice to give an order and just know instinctively that someone was going to obey. I liked that feeling almost as much as I liked draining my balls inside Nadia’s sweet, tight cunt, and no one was going to take either thing away. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later they had everything set up; the mirror was a gaudy thing it but it did the trick. It sat at an angle, so that from where I was standing by the bar I could see anyone approaching the door from outside. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said, giving it a last once-over to make sure everything was set. “Open the doors.” 
 
      
 
    The girls did as I asked, the doors swinging outward into the street. They locked on large doorstops, holding them totally open. A couple of the feminists jumped back as they swung, then shot the mirror a dirty look. 
 
    “What is this supposed to be!” One of them yelled. “You want us to watch what’s going on in your filth pile!?” 
 
      
 
    That was that mouthy Asian chick. You, little miss, I thought, are going to be the first to fall. 
 
      
 
    I picked the WonderRay up off the counter and aimed it at the mirror. In it, I could see most of the group as they marched in a circle around the street, blocking the way into my building. The Asian girl stood a few steps closer to the door than everyone else, cupping her hands around her mouth and yelling something I didn’t care about. She had no idea what a huge target she was making of herself. 
 
      
 
    Come on in, I thought, pulling the trigger. The water’s fine. 
 
      
 
    She froze up immediately, like someone had hit her with a Taser. Her back arched, her mouth falling open as her eyes went wide with pleasure. Her compatriots didn’t notice; they were too busy chanting slogans and waving signs to see her breasts start to expand beneath her t-shirt, her hips and ass widen as her legs lengthened and her hair went glossy down her back. In moments she’d gone from a pretty cute girl to a bimbo goddess, the perfect model employee for the Crystal. 
 
      
 
    She stared down at herself in awe, taking it all in, then she started to walk inside. 
 
      
 
    A couple girls noticed, but it was too late – they weren’t about to follow her in. They walked as far as the door and turned back, calling out for their lost member. The Asian girl ignored them, walked right up to the bar approached me, trembling. 
 
      
 
    I turned around, another drink in my hand, and leaned back against the counter. “Hi there.” 
 
      
 
    “H-Hi. I, um...” 
 
      
 
    “I like the new you.” I put down my drink and stared up and down her body, savoring the blush that rose to her cheeks as she saw me enjoying her body. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, even her voice utterly transformed. It was a lusty, ragged whisper. “My new body...I love it! It’s like this is the person I was always meant to be...” 
 
      
 
    I cut her off smoothly with my finger, pointing to the stage where one of my girls was just finishing up a song. “You don’t think that girl is a whore anymore?” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it for a moment, her eyes shining as she watched the young blonde’s ass shake. “No,” she said, “no I do. But oh my god she looks so hot...” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you go up there and strut your stuff,” I told her, gesturing with my drink. “Be like her. Show them how fucking dirty you are.” 
 
      
 
    A smile spread across her face like I’d just given her permission to drive my sports car. She sashayed across the floor, discarding clothes behind her like they were castoffs she no longer needed. With a hop, she landed on stage next to the girl (Jane, I realized, the other girl’s name is Jane). I didn’t know the Asian girl’s name, but it didn’t matter: neither of them really mattered. All that mattered was they were gorgeous, naked and writhing on stage. 
 
      
 
    People who’d only been half-paying attention suddenly snapped to as the second girl ripped open her top, letting her big soft tits spill free. Jane looked like she’d been given a banquet, and moments later the girls were in each others’ arms, grinding to the beat as the Asian girl offered Jane her heaving, perfect tits. 
 
      
 
    With the mirror in front of the door at an angle, everyone outside could see what was going on up on stage, too. And it was clear they didn’t like it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god, Soojin! What are you doing?” There were angry jeers from outside as their former feminist arched her back, crying out with pleasure as Jane’s tongue encircled her nipple. As far as the two girls were concerned, though, they were a million miles away: even the customers were past their notice. I couldn’t even bring myself to care: it looked like the two of them were about to fuck each others’ brains out onstage, and that was just the kind of thing I liked to have happen in the Crystal. More crazy things for customers to tell their friends about meant more business. 
 
      
 
    Just then, I heard the mirror rock on its hinges. Someone shoved it backward, and then she came barreling into my bar like she owned the place: miss feminist leader herself, the gorgeous blonde prude organizing the whole thing. 
 
      
 
    “Get down from there!” she yelled, trying to capture Soojin’s attention. “Have you fucking gone crazy!?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d say she’s finally sane.” 
 
      
 
    She whirled around, a look of utter rage on her face as she took in my smug grin. “You,” she snarled, putting more dripping disdain in one syllable than most women could do in an entire tirade. Oh, I was going to have fun with this one. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, me,” I said, elbows on the bar. “Why are you harassing my employee, exactly?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you did to her, you son of a bitch,” she cried, advancing on me swiftly, “but I’m gonna make you pay...” 
 
      
 
    She really did look like she was about to try. I had a good six inches and forty pounds on her, but rage does funny things to a person – if she was able to reach me, she might actually be able to do some serious damage. 
 
      
 
    As she closed the distance, I grabbed the WonderRay off the counter and aimed it at her head. She flinched for an instant, thinking it was a real gun, but then instantly resumed her march. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to let her go,” the girl said, her breasts straining against the fabric of her confining top with every step, “then you are going to shut this fucking hole down!” 
 
      
 
    “Why would I do that?” I asked, waving the WonderRay. “I’ve got just as much right to be here as anybody else!” 
 
      
 
    “Because I SAID SO!” The mask was well and truly off now. Underneath all that rhetoric, the fake camaraderie of ‘feminist’ protest was the simple anger and desire for control of a fuckin bully. 
 
      
 
    “You’re not allowed!” Tears of anger streamed down her cheeks as she picked up a glass from the bar and hurled it at my head. It missed, shattering against the mirrored surface with a crash so loud it actually made a couple regulars look away for a moment from the lesbian show unfolding on stage. “You’re not allowed to do things that make other people feel uncomfortable! You are supposed to have respect and tolerance for everyone, you fucking fascist sexist misogynistic PIG!” 
 
      
 
    “Fucking hell,” I said, shaking my head. “Would you shut up already?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes went wide; I’d hit her deep. Then she started to chuckle. Instantly, something down in my core recoiled at it. It was the smug, snide little awful laugh of every customer who’s just realized an employee has done something they can go to their manager over, of the ambulance chaser who was just injured in a lawsuit-worthy fashion, of every kid in school who wasn’t just going to tattle on another kid but was fucking excited about it. 
 
      
 
    It was the most awful sound I’d ever heard in my life. I had to make it stop; I had to kill that thing inside of her before it grew and infected every one of those misguided girls outside. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna get you in soooo much trouble,” she whispered, grinning like some kind of monster. “I have friends at all the feminist blogs and websites, you fuck. Once the internet hate mob gets your details, they’ll never let you go. They’ll take this place, then harass you everywhere. Any job you take, they’ll be right there to give your boss an earful. You’ll be ruined forever!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not the first person to tell me that,” I said with a nod. “Want to know what I did to the first girl?” 
 
      
 
    She shot me a confused look, as if she couldn’t believe how calm I was. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “This.” I pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    She tried to throw herself out of the way, but it was too late. She screamed, her terror giving way to pleasure as the dark thing inside of her loosed its icy fingers from around her heart. Her knees hit the floor of the bar as tears streamed down her face, her tits and hips ripping through the fabric of her too-professional garb.  
 
      
 
    I was stunned. I’d never had anyone have a reaction like this to the bimbo gun before. Despite everything she’d said to me, all the awful things she’d promised, I felt a strange sympathy for her in the back of my heart. 
 
      
 
    I leaned over her, grabbing a bar napkin and dabbing at her eyes. “You okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Okay?” She sniffed, looking up at me. “No! I’m not okay, Sir, I’m not!” 
 
      
 
    “Hey hey hey, what’s the matter?” Was this some side effect of the WonderRay I’d never seen before? Usually the instant I shot a girl she was good to go. This sort of thing I had no experience with. 
 
      
 
    “I was so...I was so awful!” This sounded more to my liking. “I was a monster...I tried to turn all those women against you, turn them against men...oh my god...” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly she threw a hand over her mouth as if remembering something horrible. “Ahh!” 
 
      
 
    I got the wastebasket in place just in time. She heaved over it, sobbing like a drunken sorority sister, but nothing came up.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered, her hands trembling as she gripped it. “Fuck!” 
 
      
 
    I’d had enough. I could spend all night soothing this girl’s wounds, getting her into a place where I could maybe have some fun with her, or I could take advantage of her more...primal nature. I had an inkling of what might snap her out of this, and I was more than willing to take the risk. 
 
      
 
    Without warning, I grabbed her by the neck of her shirt and hauled her to her feet. She stared at me, wide-eyed with surprise as I stood an inch from her face. 
 
      
 
    “Get,” I snarled, grunting like a caveman. “Over. Yourself!” 
 
      
 
    Then I slapped her. Not hard – I would never really hurt a woman – just enough to bring her to her senses. Her eyes went glazed for the tiniest instant then cleared, her trembling ceasing. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sir,” she said, rubbing her cheek. “I don’t know what came over me just then.” 
 
      
 
    “You needed to snap out of it,” I growled, taking control of the situation. “I know you feel awful – and you should. You’ve been a bitch.” She flinched at the word, like it caused her physical pain. I could almost see the thought processes forming in her brain: must please men never be a bitch always be a good girl, but I had to help them along a bit. “All you need to do in order to be good is apologize.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me as if I was some kind of genius. “You’re right!” Her face lit up. “I want to apologize. Please let me apologize, Sir – please?” 
 
      
 
    I was more than happy to oblige. “Get on your knees.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me as if she was seeing me for the first time: my muscles, the way I towered over her, could use her body so easily – and she bit her lip, flushing hard. “Yes Sir. I’d be happy to...” 
 
      
 
    She sank to her knees, working at my belt. “I’m such a silly girl,” she said, licking her lips as she worked to free me. “Tell me what to say, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Say: ‘I’m sorry for being a stupid feminist bitch’,” I commanded. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for being a stupid feminist bitch,” she said quickly, unzipping me. My cock throbbed inside my slacks, hot and thick. “I don’t want to be a bitch ever again, I only want to be a good girl for guys from now on, tell me how to be good...” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not a feminist anymore,” I growled. 
 
      
 
    I felt her fingers close around my cock; it throbbed in her hand. She stared at it in awe, her mouth dropping open.  
 
      
 
    “Oh I’m definitely not a feminist anymore,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “You understand that women are meant to serve men.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m meant to serve men,” she repeated, stroking me. Fuck that felt good. 
 
      
 
    “Your entire existence is meant to make men happy,” I said, “like those girls up there. To please them. To worship them.” 
 
      
 
    “I will always make men happy,” she said, her voice caressing the syllables like some kind of religious chant. “I will please them. I will worship them...” 
 
      
 
    “Show me how you worship, baby,” I grunted, the head of my cock grazing her lips. “Worship that fucking dick...” 
 
      
 
    She opened her mouth and took me all the way to the back of her throat, not hesitating for a second. In moments she was bobbing back and forth between my thighs, my fingers tangled in her hair as I thrust my hips forward in time with her mouth. The girls on stage had moved onto fingering each other along with the beat, and between them and the show going on at my knees I felt a wave rush up my spine almost immediately. 
 
      
 
    “There you go,” I grunted, spasming hard against her lips as I filled her mouth. “I’m about to come. Take it all – good girls take every drop...” 
 
      
 
    I reached the peak and deliriously sped over the edge, thrusting harder and faster as I felt my cock beginning to twitch. Pleasure washed over me in a wave and I felt thick ropes of come shoot from my cock, filling this nameless girl’s throat as her former friend climaxed on stage to enthusiastic cheers and applause. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, she slowed down and cleaned me off. When she was done, she showed me my load in her mouth, then swallowed it down. 
 
      
 
    “Did I do good?” she asked sweetly. “Did I make you feel all better, Sir?” 
 
      
 
    She had – but I wasn’t done with her yet. “Come here,” I grunted, hauling her to her feet. 
 
      
 
    I took her behind the bar and pinned her against the wall, right next to the ugly scratch she’d created when she threw that beer stein at me. “You see that?” I growled.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to pay for that,” I told her, parting her thighs with my hand. I grabbed one of her legs and put it up on the bar, so that her lower body resembled an upside-down ‘L’: she was so flexible. She must’ve been a cheerleader or dancer before this whole ‘feminism’ thing kicked in. 
 
      
 
    “How will I pay, sir?” she asked, putting her cheek against the cold glass. 
 
      
 
    “By giving me something,” I told her, spanking her. She squealed with delight and I felt her pussy gush with juice. “Something only a woman can give a man. An heir.” 
 
      
 
    I had no need of additional heirs – hell, half the girls in the Crystal were pregnant, not to mention Nadia – but another couldn’t hurt. And the way her body reacted – like I’d just reached in and stroked the most primal part of her brain, sending her utterly wild – god damn was it every worth it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she begged, thrusting her pert ass against me. “Please, sir: please fill me with your seed. I’m not on the pill, the old me would never have done anything for a man’s comfort – just fuck me, Sir. Breed me until I’m all full.” 
 
      
 
    It was like she’d let loose the animal in me. I pinned her against the glass, lifting her up and spreading her folds with my fingers. My cock was already back at full-mast, ready to fill her until she was begging to come. With one hard stroke I drove it inside of her, ramming her all the way to her cervix. Her eyes rolled back in her head as I bottomed out inside of her, the contact sending shivers of pleasure through her body. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” she whimpered, clinging to the wall. “I had no idea submission felt this good! I was so wrong about feminism!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re damn right,” I grunted, fucking her hard. Our bodies shook the wall hard enough to send bottles crashing to the floor, but I didn’t care. Neither the crowd in here or the crowd out there mattered to me now: the only thing that mattered was pumping as much of my come deep inside this girl’s womb as possible.  
 
      
 
    My balls ached, but it was my duty to keep pumping inside of her. Every primal instinct in me, every desire to be a man cried out to make her come, to ready her body for my virile load. I buried myself inside her to the hilt, grinding against her inner walls tight enough to send up sparks. Reaching around, my thumb found her clit and stroked it in time with my thrusts, sending her into the stratosphere. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t stop,” she begged, clinging to me. “I’m so close – I’m gonna come!” 
 
      
 
    “You’d better,” I growled in her ear. “You’d better make everything in there tight and wet so I can feel it working my shaft, so that you can suck in every drop of my come...” 
 
      
 
    Her words broke into a cry of passion and she pressed her curves against me, her body quaking as she climaxed. I could feel the walls of her pussy spasm around me and knew it was time to drop my load. I locked into a hard, unstoppable rhythm and pounded away, like I was trying to fuck her right through the wall, and as she came down from her peak and begged me for more I just kept on inside of her. 
 
      
 
    I forced her flat to the wall just as I felt myself let go. The contents of my balls boiled up my cock before exploding inside of her, filling her womb with thick, creamy goodness. I held her there, pumping slower as I made absolutely sure every drop went deep into her womb. She cried out with relief and devotion as she felt my cock fertilize her cunt. The coolness of the wall matched the warmth of my seed as it flooded her, making all the connections in her brain grow fuzzy with lust. 
 
      
 
    When it was all over, I pulled back and went in a few more times, just to make sure she was nice and plugged. She continued to sob my name, begging forgiveness for all of her imagined crimes. She still didn’t understand that was all over now; that she belonged to me. 
 
      
 
    I’d help her understand, though. I was dominant that way. 
 
      
 
    As she became lucid, I held her face in my hands and made her look at me. “Hey,” I growled, until her eyes cleared and she looked at me with something like sense. “Hey.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much, Master,” she whispered, biting her lip on the last word like she was still afraid of it. Soon it would be as natural to her as being bred. “Thank you for freeing me.” 
 
      
 
    I had no time for thanks, though. There was work to do. 
 
      
 
    “Go outside,” I commanded her, “and tell your friends how amazing this all is. Then invite them to come inside and get the same present you got.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” she answered, her cunt still dripping with my seed. Out on the street corner she would make quite a sight – maybe one crazy enough to get those feminists to leave and not come back. Or maybe, just maybe, I’d hook one or two into coming inside: if for no other reason than to harass me some more. 
 
      
 
    A note of concern entered her eyes. It was cute that she already cared so much about me. “But, Master,” she asked, “what if they don’t believe me? What if they refuse to see the truth?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” I said, picking up the WonderRay. I held the barrel against her head, and like so many girls before she looked almost relieved to see it – drawn to it on a primal level. She wanted our new arrangement to become permanent just as much as I did, if not more so. 
 
      
 
    “If you can’t convince them,” I said, pulling the trigger and flooding her body with pleasure, “I have ways to show them the light. I can be very convincing.” 
 
      
 
    And I was. 
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    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 
 
    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 
 
    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Cheat Code 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code: Volume One 
 
      
 
    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Control 
 
      
 
    Roommate Control: A Novel 
 
      
 
    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roommate Corruption 
 
      
 
    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 
 
      
 
    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Demon Prince 
 
      
 
    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 
 
      
 
    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Free Use Bimbos 
 
      
 
    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 
 
      
 
    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Corrupter 
 
      
 
    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 
 
      
 
    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
    
Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page. 
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