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Girlfriend Can’t Say No!

“Please I need your help,” Marlon begged, his desperation taking him beyond the usual realms of assistance. Now it’d come to this, begging to a self proclaimed mystic in a clustered, side street, shop.

The issue was a simple one to explain but not an easy one to get help with. His quest for aid had taken him to doctors, to psychologists and to anybody who would listen. Plenty offered to help him but none of them could actually deliver.

He’d gotten to that point where a sign about magic crystals, mystic women and odd trinkets was enough to draw his attention and bring him in.

“My girlfriend never listens to a word I say! She won’t accept my opinion about anything!”

Everyone else he had gone to with that issue, they had always opened up the same way. They had always delved into whenever or not this issue was actually that serious; whenever it was something for him to be making such a fuss about. However for Marlon it had always been an issue.

All through his life Marlon had been a person who had the decisions made for him, not the one making them.

Finally he had managed to get himself a girlfriend after twenty plus years of trying but still he couldn’t manage to stamp his authority down. They moved in together because she wanted to, his protests meaning nothing. She redecorated, against his wishes. Dragged him everywhere she wanted, no matter how much he complained.

Now it was the big one, she wanted to have a child, a child he was expected to take care of! He wasn’t ready to trade his youth for that responsibility yet but his protests were falling on deaf ears. He needed a way to project himself, he needed a way to stamp down his authority.

“You see, she wants to have a baby…” he began to explain to the mystic, just like he’d had to with everybody else he had visited with his problem.

“No need to explain child,” she interrupted, “I understand your plight well, it’s already been shown to me and I have just the thing for you.”

From below the counter she pulled out a small, wooden, box that could nestle comfortably in two cupped palms.

Down she laid it across the surface of the counter, opening it up slowly to reveal inside an unremarkable ring, silver in colour with a bright red ruby embedded in the surface.

“This ring,” she explained to him, “is an enchanted item. When you wear it no woman will be able to say no to you. Their answer will always be a yes. For the one who is worried that your girlfriend never listens to you, now she won’t be able to ignore it.”

Despite the ring being so unassuming he was desperate. A trivial matter to some was a great ordeal for him. A chance to finally have his say in the relationship, to give the illusion that his opinion actually meant something, that was all he wanted.

“Oh thank you!” Marlon said to her, almost brought to the point of tears, his emotions bubbling out, “How much? I’ll pay anything.”

The mystic, looking like a stereotype pulled straight out of the screen, small or silver, took the ring from its container and thrust it firmly into his palm, wrapping his fingers around the small trinket.

“You don’t have to pay me a thing child. Just go and make the most of this gift.”

He grasped the ring tightly in his palm as he felt joy overflow his body. All the others had wanted to do was give him words, advice, encouragement about his self-esteem but this was what he wanted, results.

Sure a magic ring sounded like utter fiction but he was so desperate he was willing to believe in anything.


Marlon had affixed his hand with the magic ring, sitting outside their place in his electric car. Originally he’d had an SUV but a certain girlfriend of his had insisted they swap vehicles to something more green. Of course she’d gotten her way however all that was about to come to an end.

With confidence flowing through him and the ring firmly fitted in place he reentered his transformed domain, a bachelor’s pad transformed through his other half’s whims and wants, ready to reaffirm his dominance.

“Honey?” he called into the house, knowing she should have been back from work by this time.

“You back? Where have you been? You know that I wanted to go and check out that new place down on fifth today. It’ll be closing soon, we won’t have much time to go now.”

He’d only just gone through the front door and already she was telling him what to do. But no more! He no longer had to simply tow the line and follow the leader, he could now be the leader. He could put his foot down!

“Bex,” he said firmly to his girlfriend, “I don’t want to go.”

Subconsciously he rubbed his fingers over the ruby in the ring and waited for the magic to get to work, to finally give his opinions merit and to finally get his way.

“Well tough, we’re going,” she replied, completely popping his bubble.

It was the first test of his newfound authority and it had been a complete bust. The mystic promised him results but instead all he’d gotten was a dud. He’d built himself up so much that the rejection had left his body shaking.

“Will you listen to me for once?!” he screamed out, releasing all of his frustrations at once.

The ring glowed on his finger with a glint of red, a same glint which appeared in her eyes for a moment before she replied to him, as if she was speaking on autopilot.

“Yes,” she responded, her voice monotone, face blank of serious expression.

That momentary change in her body language, her expression, her tone, it was all very noticeable to him and he couldn’t help but be surprised.

Once again he tried telling her, “I don’t want to check out that new store.”

She’d swiftly returned to normal, as far as appearances were concerned. She no longer carried that almost robotic aura about her yet this time she replied to him differently.

“You don’t?” she said, almost disappointed, “I was looking forward to it too.”

He had to make sure he wasn’t dreaming, that he wasn’t about to wake up to discover he’d been experiencing some sort of fantasy.

“We aren’t going to that store today. We’re gonna… stay here instead,” he said, trying to think through his words to get the answer he wanted, “isn’t that right?”

Once again she seemed to turn almost robotic in her reply as she dulled over and responded with an icy cool, “Yes.”

Marlon’s mind raced back to what he was told by that mystery woman in the store. It will make it impossible for women to say no to him, only yes. So as long as he asks questions with a yes or no answer he can always get his way? Did it work with commands as well? He had to test it out.

“You will go to the fridge and get me a beer,” he commanded her, for some reason waving his hand in front of her face like he was attempting to pull off some sort of jedi mind trick.

Her face remained dull as she responded with another yes before she slowly trotted off obediently back into the kitchen, returning moments later with a beer in her hands.

“Here you go honey,” she said cheerfully. While her responses were trance like the actions she took afterwards were not, she simply followed through on her word.

It was unbelievable. His body went from shaking in anger to trembling in joy. His girlfriend never would have listened to a request like that in the past. There was no doubt in his mind that the ring on his hand was really magic.

“Open it for me,” he commanded, and she complied.

“Feed it to me,” he commanded and she delivered.

“Get me another,” he commanded once his drink was finished and off she went to fetch it.

The second time she vanished into the kitchen he actually pinched himself on the arm just to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. It hurt like hell which could only mean this was the real deal.

Back his girlfriend, Bex, came in from the kitchen with his second beer in hand. He could already feel dark intentions flowing through him as he watched her walking in.

He felt like he was a lucky devil when they first got together, before he found out what a tyrant she was. Now that he was the ruler of the household he could once again admire her good looks. Full lips, long lashes, a small chiseled nose and long locks of brown hair; not to mention she had a rocking body to go along with it.

His eyes lecherously watched her curves wiggling as she strutted in, beer in hand.

“Here you are hun,” she said, leaning over to hand it to him, his eyes ogling at her slight cleavage.

They say power corrupts. That isn’t surprising. The surprising thing is how quickly power can corrupt as Marlon took the beverage from her hands and smirked from ear to ear.

“You will lift up your top for me.”

He was about to have a lot of fun.


A brief bit of playing around with his girlfriend had allowed him to get a better grip of just what the magic ring was capable of doing.

First of all orders were the best. As long as he gave her a command she could not go against it. Her face would dull over, she’d reply with a yes and then she’d follow through like it was her own will.

Questions could also work, as long as they led to an answer situation which was yes or no. Multiple choices weren’t possible and wouldn’t trigger the ring but a direct question would work fine.

Opinions didn’t work. It didn’t matter what he wanted unless it was a direct command. Her opinions were different, he was able to implant a desire into her head but that was simply along the lines of asking a question.

So orders were absolute. Questions could work. Opinions didn’t matter. Not exactly what he went to the mystic looking for but he had no reason to complain. He’d been looking to have his voice heard, to have his opinion respected. Instead he got the power to get anything he wanted.

Bex had slowly stripped out of almost every piece of her clothing, apart from a small cutesy pair of white and pink panties, and was now giving her boyfriend a lap dance, just like he’d told her to do.

She’d always been the one who liked to be pampered. Her feet rubbed, her shoulders massaged, his lips nestling between her thighs; he’d never been able to get anything like a lap dance out of his curvy girlfriend.

Her hips rolled in place, grinding along his lap, that perky ass swaying with her movements. Her hands ran up through the back of her brunette locks as she worked her body sensually in place. He could feel the blood rushing to his lap, making his body grow hard.

“Oh baby that feels amazing,” he moaned out as he felt her softness rubbing against his firmness, watching her sexiness strut its stuff, “I want you… I mean, you will get down on your knees.”

“Yes,” she replied in the same monotone voice as she climbed down from his lap, dropping down onto the space between his legs, right onto her knees.

She seemed to remember everything but simply not register the ring in the process, simply accepting everything she said yes to as something she wanted to do. It was why he could weave her towards activities she would normally never perform because in her mind she’d readily agreed to take part.

“Now,” he commanded, his breathing growing heavier as he began to get more and more excited, “you will give me a blowjob.”

“Yes,” she said again, of course, as her hands hooked up into his pants and slowly began to strip him down.

First his belt was easily unbuckled and stripped away. Then unzipping him down was another easy job. Awkwardly she tugged on his pants and boxers in unison to wiggle everything down so finally his erect cock could spring up into view, the firm shaft almost slapping her in the cheek as she looked on from up close.

Just like she’d been ordered she opened up her soft lips and wrapped her mouth around the head of his cock, nestling it firmly in her sexual hold as she began to suck on his member.

Marlon had never imagined he’d actually be able to get a blowjob from his lover. Never before had she seemed to have any interest in returning the favor for what he’d been pushed into performing time and time again. Finally he was getting to feel her soft, velvety, lips running up and down the girth of his erect shaft.

He relaxed back in his chair, enjoying the good life of having his loving, obedient, girlfriend positioned between his legs, sucking off his erection, lavishing his manhood with her tongue, glossing him in her running saliva.

Moans poured from his lips as she worked up and down the shaft with her sloppy mouth, her head bobbing up and down as she treated with unexplained expertise, making his cock throb in just the right way.

His breathing grew deeper and heavier as the seconds passed and her mouth performed more on his body, trickles of her wet drool streaking down his shaft, glistening over his full orbs which tingled in anticipation. He was getting close.

“Hmm,” he groaned down to her, brushing his fingers through her thick brown hair, “that’s right baby, make me cum.”

“Yes,” she mumbled around his cock, her words squeezing her throat muscles around the head of his cock, sending another wave of pleasure coursing through him. He’d have to watch his words whenever he was wearing that ring.

He was already close before he’d inadvertently given her another command but yet she still played the part of the performer, of the servant.

One of her hands moved in low, to those packed orbs which she began to caress and massage in her hands, her other reaching down to the base of his drool covered member which she began to stroke up and down with fast, tight, movements.

Her lips moved to suckle around his head, bobbing swiftly around his glans with expert precision, making his body tremble in joy as his fingers clenched down tightly as he felt his orgasm surging through him.

He relaxed his body and let the orgasmic bliss wash over his body, closing his eyes tightly as he let out a deep, throaty moan as his orgasm erupted into her sealed lips and into her mouth, giving her a thick, full, hot helping of sticky, bitter, semen which trickled down her throat and filled her up.

With her insides soaked in cum she slowly peeled her lips back from his saliva covered member, trickles of white dyed saliva dribbling from the corners of her mouth.

“Open your mouth, show me inside your mouth,” Marlon told her, his breathing still ragged.

“Yes,” she replied, her words slurred by the thick cum which was pooled down in her mouth, Bex showing off all that hot white cream which stained her tongue.

Her breathing, her gargles, made the cum bubble with drool, leaking down over her soft lips, making her chin glistened in a sloppy white mess. She looked like such a slut, swirling the jizz around using her tongue.

“Now swallow it,” he commanded her, practically squirming in his seat in giddy joy.

She responded with the same messy reply as she closed her mouth and tilted her head back, her neck bulging from where the cum trickled down her throat.

Once she was finished eating up his cum she opened her mouth with a refreshing sigh, rolling out her tongue to show that she’d gobbled down every last drop of his sticky white fluids.

“All gone,” she told him. It was nice hearing her confirm back to him in that monotone voice but that natural expression she gave, acting through the motions of a mind warped, were the biggest delight to him.

The sight was even more stimulating that he imagined when he thought his command through. Despite only just having his orgasm squeezed from his body he was already rock hard all over again.

Her soft hands rubbed against his thighs as she looked up at him with those sensual eyes, her bottom lip curled up and latched in her teeth, softly nibbling along herself.

“Hmm you look pretty hard right now, and I’m feeling a bit excited too,” she explained, “and you know it is a good point in the month for me right now. How about we try for that baby?”

This had been the thing which had motivated his need for authority to begin with, her desire to have a child, to finally settle down. He had no interest in such things, he had no interest in being saddled down in the responsibilities of being a parent.

However, he was a weak man. Being offered up such a sexual buffet on a silver platter started him thinking with his lower head, not the upper.

Slowly she dragged her tongue over her lips, coating her pinkness with a light glisten of drool, her eyes alluring, dragging him into her will. He was the one firmly in control and still he was falling under her spell.

“I’ve already told you,” he told her, “I don’t want to have a baby.”

She purred up to him as she caressed her hands over his body, “Nonsense. Look how hard you are. Come on, put it inside of me and let’s start our family.”

Even though he had the ring as his disposal he could see it was a false sense of his opinion actually mattering. She still only wanted what she wanted, if she didn’t have to obey him thanks to the magic trinket there was no way she would.

The blood rushed to his head in frustration. He wanted to be listened to, not obeyed without question but if she refused to take in his opinion then he would gracefully accept warping her mind as punishment.

“You want a baby that bad?” he snarled down to her, “Then you’re going to have to earn it and you haven’t earned a thing yet. Turn around and show me your ass.”

“Yes,” she responded as she twirled around on all fours, wiggling her hips in his direction, swaying her round, curvy, ass contained in her soft panties.

Marlon hooked his fingers into the waistline and pulled them down to reveal what she had hiding below. A perfect, dripping, pussy waiting to be bred and a naughty little asshole twitching in the air.

“Come on dear,” she moaned up to him, shaking her ass around, “give me your seed.”

He didn’t want to give her what she wanted for once but he was so damn horny he could hardly contain himself. There was only one option.

“When I fuck you ecstasy will flood your mind and you will become a slut for my cock.”

“Ye--ah!” before she could finish her usual response he pressed his saliva coated shaft against her rear entrance and pressed himself into her taboo hole.

Just like he had commanded the moment he entered her body she was overcome with bliss and began to squeal out in joy, her tight insides firmly hugging against his throbbing member as he began to thrust himself into her behind, lusting for her body and for control.

Her pussy juices leaked out as her poor needy slit was left abandoned by his body as he sated his lust using her rear, her ass clapping back into his body as skin slapped into skin with a firm intensity which began to make her plush cheeks shine with a stinging red glow, milking more loud pitched squeals from her lips.

There was no agony in her voice, not from having her ass stretched open or her cheeks swatted by his thrusts, lust was racing through her body, addicting her to his cock.

Her fingers slapped up down along the underside of her body, arm outstretched up along the length of herself as she began to rub at her juicy mound which was throbbing so hotly as his firm manhood ravished her insides.

Marlon wrapped a hand into his girlfriend’s hair and pushed her down firmly onto the ground, his weight pinning onto her back as he unleashed all his pent up frustrations and needs swiftly into her tight passage.

“I am the boss now,” he growled, the ring on his hand glowing brightly as he pushed his body into hers and his commands into her mind.

“Yes!” her usual monotone voice not being able to carry the same tone thanks to the lust circulating through her veins.

“From now on you listen to me!”

“Yes!”

“You do what I want!”

“Yes!”

“You serve me!”

“Yes!”

Truly the words of his subservient was almost as sweet a relief as feeling the tightness of her body clenching around his turgid manhood as they commenced in a taboo showing of lust, sweat coated bodies grinding and slapping together as Marlon felt his insides surging, approaching the limit of what a man could take.

His grip tightened on her body as the veins pulsed across the girth of his member as the air of the home was filled with the sound of hard, rough, passionate sex.

“I’m close,” he snarled out, half to her and half to himself, “I’m almost there.”

“Me too,” she moaned out, no longer stuck in that trance like state but still hypnotised by his words, her mind warped to do his bidding, to total lust for his cock stirring up her behind.

“Cum with me,” he commanded as he felt himself being pushed right over the edge, an eruption surging through his manhood, “Cumming!”

Her conformation was muffled under the sound of lustful cries as a double orgasm raced through the couple. Juices gushed from Bex as a mind shuddering, toe curling, body quivering rush of euphoria rippled through her body, sending her up onto cloud nine.

At the same time she was given such a feeling of bliss he began to cum, spraying his hot seed deep into her behind, wasting away the seed she had begged for, that she had demanded, instead releasing it deep into her behind, filling her up with the warmth.

His weight pressed her down into the floor, pinning her beneath his larger, stronger, body as he packed every rope of cum his shaft was releasing into her body, giving her no escape, making her experience that wave until he was finally milked dry.

In both mind and body Marlon felt incredible. It was the first time he’d ever been able to establish such dominance, he felt like he’d had an immediate promotion to the alpha in their two person pack.

Her body remained pinned under his, shuddering in place as she drooled and dripped onto the floor, the pulses of pleasure still surging through her veins as he put his mark into her body, both physically and mentally.

“There are going to be some changes around here,” he said, mainly for his own satisfaction, rubbing the ring on his finger as a wide grin crept across his lips.

It wasn’t what he was expecting, or quite what he wanted but he felt it was going to work out just fine.


Sister Can’t Say No!

Life for Marlon had taken a dramatic shift ever since he came into possession of the magic ring that meant his girlfriend couldn’t say no to him.

He had managed to reclaim his domain, the household that he’d surrendered to her renovations and decorations. Finally he was able to place his own personal stamp back on the home which had been feminized beyond his liking.

More than just the style of his home he had managed to take the reins of the relationship and finally put himself in the position of control.

Using the magic ring he had twisted the dynamic between the two so he was the one who control over her will, placing his desires at the forefront of her needs. The only thing he had yet to completely wipe out was her desire for a child, instead training her body to ache with lust for a less traditional and more taboo method of sex.

The new level of freedom had gone straight to Marlon’s head. The relationship between the two was nothing like it had been before, more master and slave than boyfriend and girlfriend. He was enjoying finally having control and was letting the power corrupt his personality. A once timid Marlon was oozing with confidence.

There was nobody who could bring Marlon’s mood down now that the bossy Bex was under his control. Or that was what he thought until there was a knock at the door to their home, Marlon not expecting anybody.

He opened up the door and looked onto his doorstep, his heart sinking in a matter of moments at the sight. Blonde hair, big tits, clothes a bit too revealing; Bex’s just as bossy and stubborn sister had dropped by unannounced.

“Yo Marly, how’s it hanging?” she said with a wide grin on her face. Here came trouble.


Katherine, or Katie as she went by, was Bex’s younger sister and was just as troublesome, perhaps more so.

A few years of junior she managed to have all of Bex’s bossy, stubborn sureness about herself while presenting herself as a bratty, slutty, seductress.

While Bex was good looking she didn’t show herself off; she dressed modestly and acted the same way. Katie on the other hand didn’t mind giving everyone a show, in fact she insisted on it.

Thanks to her blonde hair, her big tits and the fact she liked to wear mini skirts she was very popular with the opposite sex and she enjoyed the heck out of it, wrapping guys about her little finger to get anything and everything she wanted.

Bex had at least the good grace to get a boyfriend she could boss around, Katie simply extended her dominance to every guy who oogled her sexy, exposed, body for too long.

Being a guy who had a hard time stamping down his authority on anybody he had great difficulty dealing with an overly selfish teenage tease and even though he’d finally managed to get control over Bex that didn’t mean he suddenly had the recipe for dealing with her sister.

Once again Katie had decided to make herself at home, feet draped over the furniture as she drunk a beer she’d stolen from the fridge, showing off her pink panties which peeked out from under a black mini skirt.

Whenever her parents got sick of her, and she didn’t have any current fling close by who she could go and bother, she’d always come and mingle with her sibling, constantly getting on Marlon’s nerves as his household’s bossy female population was doubled.

Marlon watched on as the siblings took over the lounge again, Katie treating the home like it was her own. Usually he simply let things lie but he felt like a changed man, he no longer had to simply let things happen, allow people to walk over him. He could stand up for himself and that’s what he was going to do.

“Bex,” he called over to his other half, “Can I speak with you in the kitchen for a moment?”

Her face dulled over for a moment as she replied in her monotone voice, “Yes,” a red glint flowing over her eyes as she rose from the couch, next to her sister, and followed him to the other room as Katie called out.

“Hey Marly, get me another beer while you’re in there too, thanks!”

Grinding his teeth together in frustration at having his sanctuary besmudged he marched into the kitchen with his lover following. Swiftly he turned to face her as he ordered her, outside the range that her sister could hear.

“You will tell her she needs to leave.”

“Yes.”

“Good, you know I can’t stand her.”

“Hey don’t talk about Katie that way,” Bex scolded, just arriving back from her confirming trance.

“Don’t talk back to me like that and go and do it,” he ordered, his patience already tested by the arrival of that brat who frustrated him so.”

“Yes,” she obediently replied again, twirling around and returning back to the lounge where she confronted her sister, “Katie, you need to go.”

“What, why?” Katie protested, not enjoying being told what to do by anybody, not even her own bloodline. It was no wonder that her parents threw her out of the house so much.

“Because Marlon doesn’t like you and needs you to go.”

The way she said that so casually sent a shiver racing through Marlon’s spine as he listened in from the doorway to the kitchen. Shit, she couldn’t go against his commands but that didn’t mean she was going to do a good job with them.

“Oh is that so?” Katie snarled as she jumped up onto her feet, “Now I see what he needed you for.”

She began to storm through the lounge, stomping her feet into the ground like a petulant child, “Hey where are you coward? Show your face? Not man enough to tell me to fuck off yourself?”

Despite the fact he was getting towards a foot taller than he, and considerably stronger than her, that didn’t stop the fact he was intimidated by the force of nature which was just over five feet of bouncing blonde hair and jiggling curves.

“I-I can explain,” Marlon protested as his weak excuse for a hiding spot was quickly discovered and he had a furious teen marching down on him with fire burning in her eyes.

She began to twist her hands together, cracking her knuckles as she looked up at Marlon with a wide, sadistic, grin on her face.

“Yeah you got some explaining to do chicken,” she growled, her fiery temperature overflowing as she lunged.

“Stop!” he squealed out shortly before his fist came into sharp contact with his face, her body coming to a sudden halt.

“Yes,” she responded, her voices usual enthusiasm and spark being replaced by a low, lifeless groan, a red glint shining across her eyes.

Even though her sudden change in action, tone and personality was something he’d seen a lot of recently it still took him a few moments to actually register the scene. He was used to seeing it but that was all with Bex, his mind didn’t suggest that this was an option.

He had to test it, just to make sure, to confirm he wasn’t simply hallucinating having been smacked hard in the face, seeing stars.

“Put your arm down,” he commanded her, the fist still hovering in the air.

Slowly she lowered her arm down to her side as she answered back to him, “Yes.”

“No way,” he mumbled to himself as he rubbed his fingers across the magical, ruby encrusted, ring. He presumed that it would only work on his girlfriend, that she was the only one who the hypnotic powers would have an effect on. Was it possible that it worked on everyone?

Katie was still frozen in place, her body kept still by her mental lock. When she was still and not making a fuss he could really take a good look at her body and appreciate just how hot she was. Sure she looked like a bimbo but those huge tits on that small frame looked incredible.

He grasped a hand onto her chest, fondling one of those huge breasts which were barely contained in a small vest top, as a squeal popped from her lips, the only part of her which was still moving.

“Marlon!” she protested but he was quick to react.

“Be quiet and let me touch you,” he commanded, making her freeze up completely as her soft flesh sunk around his fingers.

Not only could he have control over his bossy girlfriend but he could now command her bossier sister as well. He was about to have a lot of fun.


“You two will be my obedient sluts for the evening,” was the command he gave to them once he had grouped them both together, the magic ring’s effects working on the two of them at the same time.

The pair responded in unison with the familiar word, “Yes,” which rung out like music to his ears.

“Now go and put on some slutty outfits for me.”

The siblings, no longer in a trance but still hypnotized, both obediently followed the command and vanished out of the lounge where Marlon waited, slumped down on the couch, waiting for his toys for the afternoon to return.

It took some time but the two returned and delivered on what he’d ordered, their sexy bodies exposed, not that Katie was doing much to cover herself up to begin with.

Katie hadn’t actually had to do much to make her outfit slutty. She’d simply stripped away her underwear, tied her vest top in a knot just below her chest to emphasize everything while showing off her stomach, along with dolling herself up in a thick layer of makeup.

Bex had been more drastic but had gone for a similar style, wearing her shortest skirt and pulling it up high to expose her thighs, one of her common shirts left unbuttoned, tied at the front to cover her modesty with makeup thick.

Along with the high heels the two had slipped into they wouldn’t have looked out of place prowling around street corners late at night, or hanging around shady clubs and strip joints. The two of them had the looks of real sluts.

“So hun, how do I look? Hot right?” Bex growled out in a low, seductive manner, tracing a thing along the v-shaped opening to emphasize her skin.

Katie pushed her arms high above her head, pushing out her chest, “How about me? I knew you totally had a lust for me, you dirty bastard.”

The two of them posing together sent the blood surging down to his loins, his manhood stiffening up in his jeans. He crooked a finger and beckoned the pair over.

He didn’t even need to activate the power of the ring. They’d already agreed to be his obedient sluts which meant as far as their minds were concerned they wanted to be his obedient sluts. When he called them over they followed, each moving to a side next to him on their couch.

“Free me,” he commanded, spreading his legs, exposing his stiff bulge.

“Yes,” they responded in unity, both of them dropping their hands down into his lip, fingers working to unbuckle his belt and slip it away, unzipping his fly to loosen things up before working everything away until his hard slab of cock was left fully exposed.

“Wow,” giggled out Katie, rubbing her fingers across the shaft of his manhood, “is it always this big?”

“You bet it is. Why? Jealous?”

“Me, jealous? I sleep with men this big all the time.”

“Shut up the two of you,” he commanded. For once they didn’t reply with that monotone agreement, the two of them simply nodding as their eyes glowed red. It seemed the ring could do that as well.

On her continued, “Up here Bex,” he pointed to his lips, “I want to feel your lips against mine. As for you Katie. I know you’re proud of those big tits. Get down around my cock and show them off for me.”

The girls nodded as they both got into positions. Bex simply sat up and pressed in closer to him, pressing her lips tightly into his as they began to make out, tongues sliding from their mouths as they joined in a lustful kiss.

Katie leaned down over Marlon’s lap, squeezing her hands into the sides of her breasts, cupping them together and wrapping her bosom around his engrossed cock, embracing that meat tightly in her tits.

A pleasant groan poured from his lips as her huge breasts squeezed down tightly around his girth, her entire body rocking up and down as she pumped his dick in her cleavage, skin slapping on skin as she bounced.

He was really living the dream, having two smoking hot sisters attending to his needs. He’d even managed to tame that bratty slut who had irritated him for so long. Now the thorn in his side was finally managing to give him some compensation for all those hours of misery and frustration she had caused, pleasuring his rock hard shaft with her sexy, little, body.

His cock throbbed between those tight breasts, glistening them with a shine as his saliva mixed with his lovers and poured from their mouths, dribbling across their skin which shimmered under the lowlights of the lounge.

Marlon could feel himself approaching his limit. His girlfriend sure was sexy but in the chest department she simply could not stack up to her busty sibling.

She continued to work her body, each of her hands working individually, giving him a new sensation as each breast rubbed in turn, grinding the large, soft, pillows along the shaft of his throbbing member, milking his body.

Soon he could contain himself no longer, his cock surging with energy as he groaned into the mouth of his lover and erupted, spraying his hot, white, cum up from her deep chesty valley, the thick ropes slapping Katie across the chin and face.

She kept the wrap of her chest tight around the base of his length, milking out the last of his orgasm, squeezing out the remaining shots across her face. Only once his orgasm had been drained from his length did she peel her soft, sweat matted, cum stained tits from his turgid rod.

He peeled his lips away from Bex’s, panting heavily as he rubbed his hands over the sexy body of the two slutty mind captives pressed into his body.

The two looked up at him with their sexual, seductive eyes but didn’t say a word. He sighed as he remembered his orders over them.

“You can both talk again,” he said as fact, the two of them once again using their voices to respond with a signature yes.

Katie swirled her finger over her chin, scooping up a thick layer of hot, creamy, white jizz, the slutty bimbo placing the mixture into her lips, slurping it clean with a giggle.

“Hmm Bex your man tastes delicious.”

“Is that jealousy I hear in your voice again?”

Siblings, always competitive. Sadly competition didn’t satisfy Marlon’s desires. He snapped his fingers to draw their attention before pointing to the coffee table in the middle of the lounge.

“Both of you lie down there. Bex on her front, Katie on her back. Panties off.”

The two of them responded in unison, “Yes,” before slipping away from his body to take their positions on the table, shimming their panties down their legs, dropping to their ankles before finally resting on the floor.

Bex dropped down onto her front, her slim body and smaller chest being squished in the wooden surface, her large, round ass being pushed upwards into the air.

The curvy Katie sprawled herself on her back, spreading her thick legs open, showing off her pink pussy as her hands curled up and rested on her plush breasts, squeezing them with her fingers.

Marlon grinned from ear to ear at the sexual sight which met him, clicking his fingers again, the actions of a master commanding his servants as he ordered them about.

“Now beg for me,” he commanded sternly to his mind controlled siblings.

“Hmm Marlon,” Katie moaned, once they’d agreed to his demands, “doesn’t my juicy pussy look so hot? You’ve tasted Bex before now why don’t you come and see what a younger, sexier model feels like?”

Bex countered, stretching her hands back, spreading her ass open, “Hun come to me, fuck me. Look it’s that tight asshole you love so much. Come and enjoy that hole you have trained so well.”

“What anal? Now aren’t you a dirty girl. You should know that butthole of yours will never be able to compare to my tight slit.”

Marlon made his decision as he approached the table, pressing himself between the outspread thighs of the younger sister, slapping the glans of his cock against her juicy pinkness before he thrust his body downwards, pressing himself inside with ease.

“Tight?” he growled down to Katie, “This feels more like a sluts pussy.”

He wasn’t in the mood for being gentle with her, not after how much she had irritated him for months. He was about to release all of his pent up frustrations into her juicy twat, bucking in and out, driving his fat meat rod deep into that curvy, jiggling, body and those soft, meaty, folds.

Loud squealing moans poured from Katie’s lips as her entire body rocked from his force, Bex watching on with a thick pout on her lips.

“No need to feel jealous Bex,” he told her as he reached a hand back and began to play with her plush ass, kneading and rubbing her with his fingers, “I’ll get to you next, first I need to put your brat sister in her place.”

Pleasuring the two at the same time he didn’t stop using his hips, slamming every inch of his throbbing manhood deep into her juicy body, milking more cries of pleasure from her lips like she had shots of cum from his dick.

“It’s so good,” she moaned in a ditzy slur, her tongue hanging out of her lips as her pussy was stirred around from her depths, “like I didn’t know you got it so good!”

“What, jealous?” Bex managed to pant out with deep breaths and hot cheeks.

“Yes!” Katie replied with a squeal as waves of pleasure coursed through her nerves, her body tightened up.

The sound of skin slapping together filled the air, mixing with loud grunts and hot squeals as the two of them close to their edge together, Katie’s fingers dragging deeply across Marlon’s back.

Finally enough was enough as he growled down at the bratty teen, “I’m at my limit. I’m about to blow.”

“Do it,” she squeaked out with a high pitch, “fill me, fill me with your hot cum!”

He didn’t have any choice in the matter, it felt too good for him to have the strength in mind to pull out of that hot, inviting hole. Instead he pressed in deeper and faster, sinking into her loins as an orgasm washed over both him and her.

The two joined together, sealed in place, as an eruption of hot seed unloaded from his throbbing length and a mind numbing orgasm raced over her, Katie’s insides throbbing and twitching in place as his cum filled up the depths of her body.

She was exhausted under him by the time he finished, drawing back from her pussy, letting a trickle of cream leak from her used hole.

“And now it’s your turn,” he growled out in lust as his attention switched to Bex who was already dripping in need even if once again her horny pussy would be left untouched.

With his cock freshly lubricated with her sister's juices, he moved onto his girlfriend, mounting her from behind, slowly squeezing his way into her tight, trained, hole, sending a squeal bursting from her lips.

He pressed in deeper and deeper until her plush ass settled tightly into his stomach, his hands latching around her body as he began to thrust, bucking forwards and spanking her lush behind, making her entire body jiggle forward and back.

Once again the sound of moans was filling the air, moving from one sister to another as Bex’s face was washed over with a look of blissful pleasure, finally getting the taste of her boyfriends cock which she desired so badly.

Everyday since the enchanted ring found a new home wrapped around his finger he’d been neglecting her poor, needy, dripping pussy and making use of her succulent, tight, asshole. He’d trained it into a hole which was ready made for accepting his lust, transferring it to her; she’d been turned into quite the anal slut.

Katie watched on in jealousy as her sister didn’t hide the waves of satisfaction that was washing through her body her face an open book of emotions showing the very height of her pleasure.

“Hey when is it going to be my turn again,” the young brat groaned, rubbing her hand down at her throbbing clit with need.

Marlon leaned in to his lover and whispered into her ear, Bex responding with the signature yes.

Before Katie could question what she’d been told her elder sister leaned over and shut her mouth up with a tight, deep, kiss that occupied her mouth from complaining with a sight more than pleasing on the eyes.

The two siblings made out as Marlon used the hole that he’d trained so thoroughly, milking out his lust with his lover’s tight asshole. He was close again, about to send another orgasm racing into the pair and he could contain himself no longer.

He grasped her hips tightly and kept her nice and firm, position his weight down onto her body, pinning her ass to his body, as an orgasm erupted through his shaft, his thick, veiny, pulsing meat releasing a hot rush of thick cum deep into her tight, cock hugging, asshole.

Once he’d been milked of that lust he slowly drew himself back from her ring, drawing back from her body, leaving her insides stained with his hot, white, cum.

Down he looked over his masterpiece, two hot, horny, lustful siblings making out together with cum leaking from their bodies. He was planning on putting an end to it there but watching the two sharing saliva got his emotions racing away.

He rubbed a hand back over the magic ring, treasuring is for the magic it had brought into his life, a way to turn around the relationship between him and his girlfriend and then her sister in the blink of an eye.

“Maybe I should let you stay here after all,” he said to her, but mainly to herself as the power hungry thoughts raced through his mind. Sure having a sexy, devoted, mind controlled girlfriend was good but having her hot, slutty, hypnotised sister as well? That would be living the dream.

But then he thought, if the ring truly worked on anybody why would he have to stop there? If the magic ring allowed him the chance to have any woman he wanted then who was he to look a gift horse in the mouth?

Marlon’s fun was only just beginning.


Neighbor Can’t Say No!

What do you give the man who already has everything? Even more of course.

Marlon’s life had changed rapidly ever since he’d came into possession of the magic yes ring. He went from being under the control of his bossy girlfriend to owning his own personal harem of her and her sister as well, both their dominant streaks being controlled by his newly acquired power.

When the female population in his home was suddenly doubled, and both of them were eager to please him, satisfying all his needs, Marlon felt like he was living the dream.

However after weeks of two sexy siblings working together to pleasure him the dream slowly began to turn back towards reality.

It wasn’t that the relationship between the three of them was getting sour. It wasn’t even that their touch was feeling any worse. It was simply that things only feel extra good when they are a treat. Sure having sex with two beautiful women is incredible but after doing it day after day it stops being something special and simply becomes something you do.

Simply put after a while even a harem can become boring.

Marlon spoilt himself by giving himself exactly what he wanted which is why when he found himself needing to add some spice back into his life to make things interesting again that’s exactly what he did, he found his next target and made his move.

His target? His next door neighbor Cheryl.

With the magic ring in his possession her chance of not becoming his toy? Zero percent.


Any guy would be lucky to have a neighbor like Cheryl. What guy wouldn’t like to have a sexy, tall, long legged beauty living in the house next door who likes to take advantage of the shine of the sun by bathing in the garden in a bikini?

Before Bex moved into his house Marlon often used to spend his afternoons spying on his sexy neighbor tanning her skin in the garden next door.

He’d barely actually spoken to her, he’d simply admired her from afar. It wasn’t hard to when she had such a striking body, the figure of a model with looks which were on point as well.

Winter had ended and its cold influence was fading away being overtaken by the dawning of spring and the return to hot days and shining rays of sunshine which meant Cheryl was back to her old ways of lounging in her garden. Marlon had been too preoccupied with his new sexually active lifestyle to admire her beauty but now his entertainment bubble had burst he was back to noticing her beauty.

The difference now from before the winter layoff was then he didn’t have a magic ring that allowed him anything he wanted. Back then admiring was the limit of his movements, now he could achieve more. His confidence was sky high when he knew he was basically untouchable.

When Cheryl was in the garden doing her thing, lying down on her back in a tight, dark blue, bikini that showed off her body, her skin being roasted by the rays, her already tanned flesh getting even golder as the minutes passed, Marlon made his move on her. Casually he peeked his way over the garden fence, leaning over as he called out to his neighbor.

“Hey Cheryl,” he yelled over to her as she tried to relax in tranquility.

She lowered her shades and peeked back to him, sighing out as she called back, “What do you want?”

He beckoned her closer with his hand and yelled back, “Come over here.”

When she replied with a small yes that lacked any energy he remembered he didn’t actually need to try and convince her to come over to talk, all he needed to do was order it and she came. Cheryl rose up from her sunlounger and strutted across her lawn, greeting him at the fence.

“So, what did you want?” she asked him, resting her arms against the first, wooden, surface.

Casually he uttered a phrase he would never had had the balls to say in a million years if it wasn’t for the magic ring which was radiating power on his finger, “Show me your tits.”

Her face dulled and the red glow cast across her eyes as she responded in that robotic tone, “Yes.”

Cheryl stretched her arms behind her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall down her chest and reveal her large tits to him. He could see the change in the color of her flesh, where her body had been tanned, as her breasts were still pale surrounded by a caramel coating.

He reached over to grasp at one of her perky mounds, squeezing his fingers into her chest but the moment he grabbed hold she swung out and delivered a hard slap across his face.

“Who the fuck said you could touch!?” she yelled out, his face stinging hard and glowing red. Just because he commanded her to show him didn’t mean her mind was suddenly going to allow him to touch. His power could be very precise.

However he was still angered by her slap. He felt insulted that she had dared to stand back to him and slap him, despite how forward his actions were. What he wanted he got.

Her slap had ignited a fire in his body. He’d been casually looking for more prey but the way she had stood against him gave him flashbacks to those days when he was powerless and he didn’t like those days one bit.

“I can, because I am your master!” he snarled back to her, “You are my slave and I can do anything I want to you, do you understand?”

She clouded over again as she replied, “Yes,” before coming back to reality a changed woman.

All the spark she had shown just moments ago when she had objected to his actions and slapped him hard across the face was drained away and what was left was a more timid woman who looked mortified all over.

“Sorry,” she whined out, getting close to the point of crying, “I didn’t mean to slap you, I’m sorry.”

“You better be,” he continued to growl, his dominating instincts thumping through his body, “but how the hell are you expecting to pay me back for this?” Marlon pointing to the glowing print marking his cheek.

She recoiled back, her squeaking voice still saying she was sorry, so very sorry, but not actually offering anything in the way of assistance.

His eyes leered back over her tall, elegant, sexy body. That was what he’d come here for in the first place. If there was anything he wanted as compensation for her poor behavior it would be a skin session with his attractive neighbor.

He tried to pick his words carefully. After all when he said he wanted something he would automatically get it thanks to his power. However sometimes he wanted to make them give it to him.

“I want you to take off your panties and show off your naked body for me.”

Stating his command as something he wanted stopped his ring activating. He could watch her squirm as she looked up at him weakly, lightly brushing his fingers down along the sides of her stomach.

“Right here? Right now?” she asked, her body shaking, “What if somebody sees?”

“Do you think you have a choice?” he said to her.

“Yes,” she said back robotically, his tongue slipping again without him thinking it through properly. Now he had to fix things.

“You do not have a choice,” he assured her, activating his power again.

“Yes,” she robotically replied before perking back up out of the trance, still squirming but slowly grasping at her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her long legs, wiggling in place until they settled down on the floor around her ankles.

Just like upstairs the flesh that she’d been hiding away from the sun was naturally hiding a patch of skin that was a lot paler than the rest. It gave a strong contrast compared to the rest of her caramel colored skin.

“Pose for me,” he commanded, making her body change from simply standing on the spot to squirming around, long limbs lifting and shifting around her body like she was a model posing for a camera that wasn’t there.

Her body was exquisite. His admirations that she could be a model from afar did not fade away now he was seeing her up close, in the flesh, in nothing but the flesh. She was a tall, thin, elegant beauty. He was so fortunate to have a neighbor as hot as her.

The only thing that couldn’t help but bother him was the small mound of wispy hair that was settled just above her pussy. Sure such a thing was natural but as a man who enslaved women with magic being natural wasn’t really something that interested him. He kept both Bex and Katie shaved at all times.

“I will be coming over in a few minutes,” he informed her as he pointed down to her crotch, “before I get there you will go back inside and shave that pussy until it is hairless. Do you understand?”

She complied with a yes, of course she did, that was the theme of his conquests after all.

“Once you are finished shaving you will dress into something sexy and slutty for me and wait for me to arrive. Now go.”

As soon as the trance dropped she spun on her feet and skipped back off her lawn and vanished back into her house to prepare herself for his arrival.

His cock was already throbbing in his jeans. That was the spark he needed, he needed a fresh conquest to reignite his strong feelings of desire. Of course he wasn’t done yet. That was practically foreplay. His true joy was just around the corner, or more literally, just one house away.


He allowed his new toy ample time to prepare herself before he knocked on her front door.

Marlon had left the two siblings under his care at home so that he could concentrate on enjoying his newest slave and her alone. They were the only two women he’d ever experienced, Bex being his first. Now he was about to bring his count up to three.

A few moments after he knocked the door creaked open, allowing him inside and allowing him the chance to lay eyes on the newest member of his harem.

Cheryl had taken his order to dress sluttily very seriously. Her feet had been squeezed into the largest pair of high heels that she possessed, the footwear coming in a bright, red, color.

She’d left her legs bare, those long limbs being her strongest quality and wisely left uncovered. Marlon’s eyes had to travel a long way until they finally caught the sight of another piece of fabric, a tiny pair of denim shorts.

The front of the shorts had been pulled open, the zip pulled all the way down low so that it showed off her pubic mound and the fact that she’d done exactly what she’d been ordered and shaved her pussy clean. There were no panties to speak of.

Her tanned midriff was left exposed, as was the majority of her body. All that she’d worn to cover up her chest was yet another bikini top. This one a pink tube top which left the way up to her shoulders uncovered, showing off those tan lines. Why did she even have such a slutty top in her wardrobe to begin with?

Even in the garden she’d been wearing a layer of makeup but between seeing her out in the garden and their current meeting she’d gone and dolled herself up again, adding to the layers and turning her complexion from modest to slut.

She didn’t say anything to him as he walked into her home and closed the door behind him, his eyes admiring up and down her body. Her long limbs, her exposed skin, her flowing brown locks and her sexy outfit. She waited for his approval.

“Very nice,” he said as a grin spread across his lips as he brushed his fingers along her sides, this time not getting a slap from his troubles.

As one hand caressed the curves of her body another went down and began to brush over her exposed pelvis, stroking a finger over her freshly shaved mound, making small shivering whimpers squeak from her lips.

“Good job,” he told her as he suddenly thrust his hand forwards, sinking his fingers into her shorts and down against her pussy, rubbing his touch against the pinkness which peeked out at him from within her spread booty shorts.

Her hands latched a hold of his shoulder and gripped onto him, Cheryl pressing her weight into him as he thoroughly rubbed his hand against her mound, rubbing between her pussy lips and starting the flow of her wetness down onto his skin.

Those long legs of hers shivered in place, knees trembling at the way he suddenly molested her body without any warning, sapping the strength from her form.

Marlon actually had quite a lot of experience in pleasuring women back when Bex was the one wearing the pants in their relationship. Being settled between her thighs tending to her needs was the way he was forced to spend many a night. Sure the tables had finally been turned but that didn’t mean those lessons had been lost.

His thumb pinned itself onto her sensitive nub, sealing it down under the force of his smothering thumb print as he rolled his touch around in slow circles, stirring pressure into her clit as his curled his fingers up to molest her dripping pussy.

Cheryl’s cheeks were stained red as she squirmed around under the control of his hand as he watched her carefully, reading her movements like an open book. He could see he was having an effect on her, that he was bringing her towards an orgasm.

The more time he’d spent using the ring the more he’d learn its tricks. He couldn’t control a person’s body but when things were truly mind over matter he could take full command. An orgasm? While physical stimulation worked truly somebody could be brought to a shuddering rush with only words. Hypnotism was a tool which could produce an orgasm and he could prove it.

“Orgasm, now,” he commanded her, his knuckles shifting as his hand squirmed and bulged out her spread shorts.

She responded with the monotone, “Yes,” before her tone shifted in an instance, lifting from a robotic rumble into a high pitched, plane shaking squeal as her mind willed an orgasm through her body.

Her body stood stiff in place, shivers racing through her as her eyes watered as orgasmic bliss washed over her, like a wave rushing from head to toe and back.

The moment Marlon removed his hand from between her legs they buckled down, her light hold on his arm the only thing which prevented her from toppling all the way down onto the ground.

He inspected his hand, dripping with wetness, Marlon drying his messy hand off in her long locks of brown hair, leaving it stained and sticky with her juices.

Cheryl didn’t seem to be thinking too straight as she was breathing heavily as she weakly clung to his stronger form, her mind seemingly in a daze, small twitches coursing through those long limbs and those hourglass curves.

“Don’t you think you should return the favor now?” he asked her.

“Yes,” she replied back, not able to reply anything else.

“Yeah that’s what I thought. I’ll allow you to suck on my cock then,” he told her as he unbuckled his jeans and let them tumble down around his legs, falling around his ankles, exposing his hard manhood.

Finally she released a hold of his body and finally arrived at the floor, her knees landing down as a thud as she settled down in the correct position for worshipping his throbbing cock with her eager lips.

He folded his arms and looked down at her like some sort of demanding master, waiting for his servant. Perhaps that’s what the magic ring had turned him into as he waited for the service he deserved.

Slowly she leaned up and wrapped her lips around the bulbous tip of his fat member, embracing his meaty length in her soft, wet, warm, insides.

Marlon didn’t offer her any assurances why she sucked him. She didn’t brush his fingers over through her hair or give her compliments about her technique. He’d been spoilt by being serviced everyday by two beauties, Cheryl simply had to prove she could stack up.

Closing her eyes as she worked her mouth up and down his erection, her lips squeezed in tightly around his girth, stroking him in her softness as the saliva dribbled down and glossed over his shaft, lubricating it in her drool.

It wasn’t her first rodeo as she rolled her tongue under his glans, licking over his sensitive spot as her head rolled forwards and back, bobbing along the length of rod slowly, pleasuring her new master with her mouth.

Finally he spoke down to her, “Bex and Katie can both do it better than that, it’s like you don’t even know how to use your throat. I expect better than this.”

He didn’t hypnotise her directly yet the triggers had already been imprinted into her head, the script where she had to obey him and wanted to obey him.

Needing to give him the pleasure he deserved, needing to pay him back for rubbing his fingers into her pussy and making her orgasm gushed out she wrapped her arms around his waist, grasping his body tight as she pulled her head in close, squeezing the tip of his lubricated cock into the tightness of her throat muscles, pushing the last inches of his length into her mouth as her lips sealed up against his body.

She held in position, trembling as her throat was bulged out by the size of his dick, no air able to gush down her mouth only able to barely flow into her nostrils but still it was hard to breath, especially when the only air she could reach was flooded with a powerful musky scent of a man.

Still she wanted to please him and held in position, keeping herself deep around his cock for as long as she could manage before she felt her insides gasping for air, her face starting to change from red to crimson.

Sharply she drew her head back, releasing a loud gasp of breath as the drool swung and slapped across her face, Marlon’s firm shaft standing tall, glistening and dripping with saliva.

Marlon hummed as Cheryl sat down on her knees, panting heavily, saliva dribbling down her chin. Finally he decided to actually give her some praise for worshipping his body.

“Hmm not bad,” he commented, “but I hope you know your mouth alone isn’t enough to satisfy me. I’m going to have to use your pussy as well.”

She couldn’t resist him, his will was her command. Slowly she lifted her body from the ground, stretching out those long, slender, legs as she strutted over across the landing, pressing her hands down tightly onto the wall.

Cheryl spread her legs open as she pressed her body backwards, perking her round ass out in his direction as she looked over her shoulder at him.

“You can use my pussy all you want,” she moaned, her words coming as hot breaths, dripping in lust. Her juices were still leaking out; she felt so horny.

He walked over and latched his hand into the back of her shorts with a commanding grasp, pulling down sharply to reveal her naked flesh to his eyes, tugging her booty shorts down those long thighs to expose her glistening pinkness which had been hiding below, his cock throbbing in desire, lubricated with her messy saliva.

The thick head of his manhood kissed into her wetness as he pressed his own hands up and rested them on the back of her own, keeping her pinned in place with his warm body pushing up into her, keeping her pinned and trapped as his manhood slowly began to sink into her body, making her squeal.

A hot squeak popped from her lips as her insides were packed full of that thick cock, her hands and arms shaking as she grasped up tightly against the wall, his fat cock settling deep in her.

He began to thrust his body into her ass, colliding with her softness with a thud, her booty bouncing and jiggling in place, starting to glow with a pink shine from the force of his member drilling up into her soft, velvety insides.

“Hmm,” he groaned out in pleasure. This was what he’d been looking for, he’d wanted fresh meat to satisfy his needs. He needed more women to pleasure his body, “it feels different from Katie, and from what I remember Bex felt like. Doing it with new women feels amazing!”

His eagerness just drove him onto to move faster, sharper, striking deep into her insides with powerful thrusts that hit her in just the right places and made squeaks of pleasure pop from her lips as her insides were stirred around by the shape of his shaft.

Shivers coursed through her legs as drips of juices leaked from her spread insides, splashing down on the floor and leaving small wet marks from the droplets as he milked the lust from her body and made her cry out with hot moans.

“It’s so good!” she squealed out, her face glowing red as she had her pussy pounded, her features being warped by the strong feeling of lust which was surging through her.

Marlon growled as he put all his strength into thrusting into that juicy body and making her ass ripple from the impact of his hips striking into her from behind, lust surging through him.

“You are my slave,” he commanded, his ring glowing as his words became gospel to her, “You are my property. You belong to me now.”

Her replies of yes were slurred by her moaning, groaning, her eyes rolling back up into her head as bliss was surging through her veins.

She was getting close, another orgasm was being built up in her body. Her mind had already accepted her place as his slave, not that it had a choice when it was being overwritten by a powerful magic, and her body was soon following the trend as it was surrendering to the pleasure of his body.

He was also on the edge of orgasm from the feeling of her body, her tight pussy clinging around his girth, trying to drain the orgasm out of him. With his own girlfriend's pussy off limits his experiences with pussy had been limited. Once again having a fresh taste of a hot, juicy, slit was sending waves of energy shooting through him.

Marlon arrived at his limit, the hot lust bubbling up in his core as he growled, his hands clenching tightly around hers, gripping on tight.

“Here it comes,” he growled into her from behind, sealing tightly against her pussy, “take my cum!”

It arrived, his orgasm and hers, meeting in unison. She shook, insides turning to jelly, bliss washing over her as his hot, thick, molten white cream sprayed deep into her pussy, filling her insides up with his virile sperm, his jizz being unleashed over every fold and inch of her soft love tunnel.

The two of them were locked together in place as orgasmic heaven baptized the two of them in pleasure, Cheryl shaking in place as moans weakly poured from her lips as Marlon sighed in satisfaction, his harem expanded again.

This was the feeling he’d needed, the feeling he’d missed. Conquering Katie had given him the spark to go on, now Cheryl had helped to reignite that feeling.

He got the ring to conquer his girlfriend but that is no longer enough. If he could truly have any woman he wanted them would three really be enough for him? He was a man who had become greedy. He was a man who wanted more.


Everyone Can’t Say No!

What do you give the man who can have anything he wants? Nothing, you simply wait for him to claim everything he desires.

The more that Marlon used the magic ring the more it dawned on him just how incredible it was. Its power was getting diluted in his mind as the time passed and he was stuck in a rut with only two members to his harem but when he branched out and added a third it really hit the nail right on the head.

In his possession he had the key to any woman’s heart. He didn’t have to limit himself to one woman, or two, or three, he could have as many as he wanted as well as anybody he wanted.

Capturing his sexy next door neighbor showed him what it was he truly desired, what truly excited him. The thing that got him going more than anything else was abusing his powers and capturing others in the possession.

With a new path, a new way, a new fantasy revealed to him Marlon managed to break out of those days of going through sex simply for the motions and moved into satisfying the desires that he had deep down; taking any woman he wanted.

There was an entire world of women out there who wouldn’t be able to say no when faced with the power of the magic ring. Marlon was going to use that to have all the fun he could ever want.


With an entire city full of women to choose from where would someone like Marlon begin? Well he didn’t have much of a plan, he was just heading towards the most densely populated area he could get to easily and looking around until he found someone that caught his eye. No woman was safe from him.

It didn’t take long for him to found a woman who met his fancy, he’d barely arrived into the center of town and already he’d noticed a sexy young thing hanging around that caught his attention.

Marlon didn’t need to bother around with things like chat up lines, smooth talking or buying dinner. He simply walked up to the girl messing around on her phone and called over to her.

“Hey,” he said, drawing her attention.

“Erm, yeah?”

He held up his ring hand, like that was somehow gonna help, the ring glowing as he gave his command to her, “You’re going to follow me and we’re going to go and have sex.”

Just as he expected, because there was nothing else that could happen, her face clouded over and her voice went close to robotic as she responded to him with the trademark word he loved to hear so much, “Yes.”

Marlon took a hold of her hand and guided her off to a special little spot he knew where it would just be the two of them. It was notably a restroom but that was the price he had to pay for getting cheap, easy, sexy with any woman he fancied at the drop of a hat.

She followed him obediently right into the room without a word of complaint, her body no longer in trance but she was still affected by his hypnosis. Her mind told her to follow him and to have sex with him, and that was just what she was going to do.

The moment the two were packed into the stall together he was stripping down out of his pants and exposing his erection and she was gasping, moaning and turning around, pulling herself out of her tight little shorts to expose her succulent white ass and waiting pussy.

“Come on let’s do it, let’s fuck,” she said back to him, the teenager wiggling her hips from side to side.

With a grasp of his hands on her hips and a push of his throbbing shaft upwards he found himself connected to her and her gasping out in hot breath.

She felt completely different to the other girls he had felt. Just like how every girl walked or talked or looked different their pussies were also all unique with different tightnesses, softnesses, spots where it felt best, folds and shapes grinding over him. The way that every woman was different, the way every sensation was fresh really excited him.

He held her hips firmly and drilled his shaft into her from behind, making her moan as the cubicle door rattled on its hinges from the impact of her modest, soft breasts slapping into the surface, her toes barely scraping along the floor as she danced on the very tips.

Being with a fresh yet still completely submissive and obedient woman was such a turn on for him and it really got his cock throbbing, ready to release all of his hot, surging, orgasm into her body.

Marlon pounded her curvy young frame into the door with all the power he could muster, making himself pulse and her body squirm in bliss as the moment of climax arrived.

“Here it comes,” he growled into her ear, “I’m going to cum. You want it inside of you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she moaned, even that trance like voice quivering from the orgasm building in her to the two of them arriving together in a wet squelch of juicy squirting cream dripping out as his hot seed went pouring in, squirting deep into her tight, velvety pinkness, staining it with white.

Pleasure was washing over him, a quiver of bliss racing through his veins. He knew it, he knew it ever since he took his neighbor and made her his bitch. Claiming fresh meat was the best.


Marlon did not come to the city just to find one girl to hook up with. He wanted more, he wanted excitement, he wanted action, he wanted sex with every beauty the city had to offer.

When he found his next prey he wasn’t even hunting for girls, he was hunting for food. The walk into the town and the sex which followed had left his stomach rumbling, in need of nourishment. When out on the move there was no better treat than some simple fast food.

After being disappointed that the person who served him was a man, which did stop the temptation he had to do try and get out of paying, he wandered through the joint for some place to eat his food.

In the back corner of the large fast food store he found a table which was occupied by two women eating together. They caught his attention the moment his eyes cast over them. Sure he was hungry but he couldn’t let two hotties go to waste, especially not two who looked like they were related.

“Excuse me,” he said as he approached, trying to word his language very carefully, “I wonder if the two of you are alone.”

Managing to avoid asking it as a question but as an outspoken thought he managed to get around the rings trigger, even if it did cause odd looks from the two pretty redheads.

“So what if we are?” the curvier and seemingly older of the two asked.

“You want me to join you, don’t you?” he said to the two of them.

The pair responded, “Yes,” in stereo as he took his seat next to the smaller of the pair, making her budge along so that he could sit down as well.

“I’m Marlon. What are you names?” he asked the pair, their cold and rightfully wary attitude of him already gone now that they’d gotten it into their heads that they wanted him there with them.

“I’m Kristy,” said the older, her hair more a natural shade of red.

“And I’m Kelly,” said the younger, her hair dyed into a bright artificial colour.

“And how are the two of you related?” he asked, fine to proceed as long as he skipped the yes and no questions.

“Can’t you tell?” Kristy asked in a slight gasp of shock, “We’re mother and daughter. Doesn’t she look just like me?”

It was even better than he’d imagined when he’d approached. Kelly may have looked red hot but Kristy looked incredible for her age. If anybody knew where the fountain of youth was hiding it was her.

“Honestly I thought you two were sisters,” he confessed.

“Stop it you, you’ll make an old woman blush,” Kristy laughed, however Marlon had bigger things in store for them than that.

“We’ll get to that soon. Hey Kristy you’re cool if I fuck your daughter here aren’t you you?”

The instant he came out with something so bold and rude Kelly snorted out the drinks he was sucking up in her straw. She was about to unload a verbal smackdown into Marlon before she heard her mother respond with a dreary, “Yes.”

“Mom what the fuck!?” Kelly squeaked out, “And what--”

“You want to fuck me,” Marlon interrupted her verbal tirade with, draining all of the anger away from her face as fast as he’d be able to click his fingers, making her blank, vacant and obedient.

“Yes,” she responded as well. Would anybody but him be able to make a mother and daughter agree to such a thing? Even if they were in a secluded spot in the restaurant it was still in public.

However that didn’t stop Marlon from opening up his belt buckle and then his pants, exposing his shaft which had gotten hard again in anticipation of the beauties he was about to sample and wrapping an arm around Kelly’s side, guiding her closer to his body, pulling her into him.

His hand dipped under her skirt as her body was straddled over his lap, brushing her panties to the side to expose her young pinkness that had been hiding below, rubbing his firm shaft against it.

She sat with her body pressed up against his chest, looking out at her own mother who had been hypnotised into accepting the sight of her own daughter being fucked in public, sat in a way that made it less obvious what they were doing as her hips were dragged down and her body was penetrated by that hard cock.

Her hands reached up and slapped over her mouth to muffle a moan. Even though she’d also been hypnotised into wanting to be fucked that didn’t mean she suddenly wanted to be seen. Even her own mother watching was embarrassing but she couldn’t help herself she wanted to fuck him so badly.

“Do we have to do it here,” she whispered up to Marlon, “somebody might see us. My mom can see us.”

“Of course we do, just seeing you got me horny and I can’t hold back. I guess we could always just not fuck…”

She seemed appalled by such an idea as she began to move her hips by herself, swinging up and down and thudding around his erection, trying to stifle her moans as she rode his dick, “No, I want to do it, I need to.”

“Kids these days, so full of energy,” Kristy commented as she watched on, eating her meal, paying it no mind like it was a natural everyday thing.

Kelly on the other hand had bitten down firmly onto her bottom lip as she gripped the table, hips bouncing up and down, his hard cock pressing deep into her loins, making her gush in lust and pleasure.

Marlon dipped one of his hands around the front of her body, dipping it under her skirt as he began to tease and toy around with her engrossed clit, rubbing it in his fingers, making her writhe in even greater pleasure, the muscles of her pussy throbbing around his turgid manhood.

He peeked over Kelly’s shoulder as she was groaning to herself under her breath so that he could address her mother.

“I think you did good job with this one Kristy, she’s one hot girl.”

“Oh stop it dear, no need to compliment me so much.”

“I guess not. After all we’ll fuck either way, isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” she said slowly, duly.

“In fact once I’m done with your lil girl I’ll move right on to you.”

“Yes,” she replied again in the same trance state.

He grinned to himself as he felt his orgasm building up. His fingers, the ones that were rubbing around her clit, grinding the sensitive bundle of nerves between his digits, helped to steady her in place as he thrust his cock up deep into her body, seeking out a final rush of pleasure to push himself over the edge. With how tight and wet her insides were, and the way her muscles were twitching and squeezing around him it didn’t take long.

Marlon grunted into her ear, into her hair as his hot rush of cum came bursting out of his engrossed member and up into the tight young vessel he had tending to his manhood, sending his waves of hot seed pouring into her loins.

However he alone wasn’t the only one feeling the blissful sensation of orgasmic heaven. Kelly was pushed over the edge by his last rush of life and his ending money shot deep in her body, making her gasp out and sink her teeth so deep into her bottom lip she threatened to draw blood, eyes flicking as her juices poured down onto the floor below in a sudden gushing rush.

With twitches of pleasure still surging through her Kelly dropped down off Marlon’s lap and to his side, her pussy leaking her own juices and the white creamed he’d poured deep into her body.

She was panting heavily as tiredness raced over her yet Marlon was fine, he was used to going multiple times. He took his attention off Kelly and moved it to Kristy.

“Your turn,” he told her, “First lick the cum from my cock then turn around and fuck yourself on my dick.”

She responded as expected, “Yes,” before she got to work, that red hair vanishing away underneath the table and then moments later Marlon felt something hot and wet being applied to his shaft.

Down under the table, on her hands and knees, the sexy MILF who looked far younger than she must have been was licking and suckling on his manhood, slurping up that messy taste, all of that creamy batter which remained clinging to his cock.

Her large ass wiggled from side to side as the wet sound of slurps ran up to his ears, mixing with the sound of panting from his side, her lips dragging all over his cock to suckle at every part that was left sloppy from his sex with her daughter, replacing the remnants of white with the glistening of drool.

Any softness that one orgasm would have caused him was forgotten about in an instance thanks to the support of her sucking lips getting him in the mood for another round of passionate plowing.

Once he saw her eyes peek up at him from below the table and felt her lips unwrap from his girth he told her, “Time to do as I commanded.”

No trance state triggered but it didn’t matter she’d already been hypnotised into doing the task, she’d already been instructed to turn around under the table and push back into him, squeezing her thick ass onto his lap, pulling up her skirt and sliding away her panties so she could sink his fat dick into her juicy pussy.

The moment he was in he could feel the difference between their bodies, one which was tight and young versus one that felt thicker, fuller, pumped with experience; after all age isn’t everything.

He slapped his hands into the sides of her ass and gripped a hold as she began to push herself back using her hands and legs to ride herself along the length of his hard manhood, his guiding hands and the rock of his own body back helping them to meet in the middle, helping him to push himself in deep.

Kristy too had to hide her moans. Both girls couldn’t resist fucking him, they had no issue fucking him, but they both knew they were doing it in public like naughty girls and couldn’t allow themselves to be caught; they had to be quiet.

Just like her daughter had done she bit down onto her bottom lip and muffled her whines into her mouth as the juices flowed from her mound as his movements got faster, his hands making her do the same as he controlled the pace of her hips with his squeezing grip.

Her thick ass collided with the underside of the table to make a thudding pounding noise as her large breasts jiggled around in her blouse, her entire meaty body jiggling from the impact of man meeting woman in the most intimate of ways.

She started to struggle to stay standing, supporting herself on her arms, as the limbs began to shake and shiver from the feeling bubbling up inside of her, those twitches which were circulating from her loins. Fortunately she didn’t need to support himself for longer, her was going to cumming too.

Just as he did with Kelly there was no warning he simply released his jizz when he was ready to, when his body could cope no longer. He pulled her in tight and pinned her down, pussy wrapped to the base of his shaft as he unleashed within.

Kristy shuddered as her own orgasm was achieved, the sensation of pleasure rushing over her as his hot seed pumped itself deep within her curvy body, filling the MILF up with all of that familiar male hotness until he felt himself run dry.

Once he was spent he slapped her on the ass, spanking her with a nice meaty slap as he commanded, “Pull it out now,” Kristy doing just that the jizz leaking down from her slit.

Marlon groaned in satisfaction. He’d came in for a bite to eat but instead had gotten to plow a daughter and mother combo right there in the booth. The only thing which was a shame was the fact he still hadn’t actually had anything to eat.

“Hey you two,” he called down to the mother daughter combo, “clean me up while I finish my food.”

The two of them replied together before they repositioned themselves, Kristy twisting back around under the table while Kelly leaned over him from the side, the two of them running their tongues over his manhood, glossing it with drool, slurping on the juices left decorating his shaft.

Marlon got to eating with a smile on his face. Was there anybody else who would get to eat the way he was eating? He truly owned this world.


Kristy and Kelly had simply been good fortunate to find. However they couldn’t fall into his lap anymore than the next women who were destined to become his love slaves.

It happened the moment he left the fast food restaurant, minding his own business when he heard a squawk from behind.

“There he is officer,” the voice said, “he’s the one who was doing disgusting things to those women.”

He turned around sharply in panic. He knew there was a risk of him being caught fucking in public but he didn’t think the police would get involved. However he was calmed when he actually caught sight of the officer in question; it was also a woman.

“Sir I need you to come with me, I have some questions to ask you,” she told him as she approached with the witness not far behind.

Marlon had tested out his ring and found it had no effect on men, it was only effective against women. If the officer had been a guy he may have been in bother but a woman made things very easy.

“You two come with me,” he commanded, the ring working its magic as the two had their faces dull over, eyes flash red as they responded yes in unison.

Eyes had been focused on him when the officer approached so he had to get them all out of the public eye, leading the two women down a series of back alleys into a location a lot more secluded.

Looking back over the two women he couldn’t help but notice that they were both quite the lookers. They both looked to be in their twenties or thirties, good figures, probably very fit; they’d delivered a jackpot to him, one he was going to take advantage of.

Once the three of them were all alone he turned back to confront the pair and told them, “To say sorry for falsely accusing me the two of you are going to strip naked and start making out together.”

“Yes,” their monotone voices responded as they began to strip out of their attires, showing him that those good figures he thought he saw under their clothes wasn’t just an illusion and was the real deal; the two of them had very nice bodies.

Once the two of them were wearing nothing more than birthday suits they pressed their feminine bodies up tight together and pushed in lip to lip and began to kiss deeply, making out sloppily in front of an excited Marlon who felt his shaft starting to throb again from the sexy saliva swapping sight.

He allowed them to continue for a few moments as he unbuckled his pants, an action he was having to do a lot, letting his turgid manhood spring free, already completely erect.

“Both of you face the wall, hands pressed down, asses pushed out,” he commanded again making the two of them take the action he desired, presenting themselves against a brick wall.

Marlon dug down into the discarded police clothing and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. He used them on his targets, joining them together by the wrists, keeping them side by side and stopping either of them from escape.

“Now we’re going to fuck,” he informed them, “until I feel you’ve made up for spoiling my day with lies.”

“Yes,” the two responded before the witness, fresh out of the trance, began to whine up to him.

“Oh I’m sorry for lying sir! Please forgive me, please use my pussy until I make it up to you.”

“No,” he told her, “for slandering me I’m going to let your pussy suffer. Instead I’ll use here.”

The here in question was the same hole that he used with his girlfriend, that tight asshole that squeezed so firmly and delectably on his pulsing cock.

He took her first, and her ass, his cock still carrying the drool of a family combo which made it easier for him to be able to slide into her from behind, his hands gripping onto her waist, helping to present that pert ass for him to fuck, his hips slapping into the round cheeks and filling the back alley with the pleasant sound of body crashing into body, skin slapping into skin.

Her groans panted out as she kept babbling to him about how sorry she was, despite the fact she’d actually been telling the truth but that had been wiped from her mind and as far as she was concerned she was a dirty little liar and in punishment she was having her taboo hole fucked hard.

Marlon could feel the difference in fucking an asshole over a pussy, he could feel how damn tight the clinging tunnel was, it was enough to milk his shaft dry.

The tight squeeze of her behind made Marlon groan as his fingers sunk down tightly against her round rear, a rush of orgasm racing up his body before it hit the magic spot and made his hot cum gush out, filling her behind with his thick white seed.

He pressed his hips tightly into her, as tight as he could reach with his body compressed tightly into her ass, until his orgasmed ran dry and he could slowly pull himself out of her cum leaking hole.

Even though he’d already came so much during the day and had just shot another load he wasn’t done, he couldn’t be done, as he had another hole to sample. He moved from the witness to the officer and looked over her from behind.

“I’m sorry for listening to her,” the policewoman groaned, “I’m sorry for interrupting sir.”

“Yes you should be sorry, especially now your friend has gotten me in the mood for anal so I guess I’ll sample you back here too.”

His hands gripped onto her hips as he pressed himself into her tight backdoors making her body jump and her moan release high pitched squeals as he began to plow himself into her booty.

Just like with the other girl the sudden pounding impact of his hips was filling the air with a pleasant clapping sound and he was making her ass glow pink from the spanking force of his body beating into her ass as he drove himself wild in her asshole.

The incredible sensation of anal, the lustful feeling of that taboo act of sex, it was making his cock throb again as he was getting to the point of another orgasm.

“This is it,” he told the officer as he kept her hips up in place, keeping her in position for him to drive his lust into, “I’m gonna make you sorry for doubting me.”

“Yes I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” she squealed out as his cock pulsed with thick veins, his orgasm imminent.

Again he groaned and tightly he gripped as the rush of seed came squirting through his throbbing shaft, an explosion of hot clinging whiteness pouring into her tight anus, coating it with a thick helping of jizz.

He pulled back from her, both of their holes dripping with his whiteness, cum trickling down their asses towards their soaked pussies. It was such a powerful sight, such a glorious sight; it was the sight of control.

“Before you get dressed you two will make each other cum then you may leave,” he ordered as he got himself changed again and began to leave the scene, leaving the two of them to handle the rest by themselves now he was satisfied.

“Yes,” softly and then the sound of hot moaning and wet rubbing was the last sound he heard as he left the two of them to their own devices.

Using the ring to simply pick up and drop off any woman he felt like was an even greater joy that he imagined it would be. Finally he’d found his purpose in life thanks to the magic ring. Now the question was who would his next conquest be?


Musicians Can’t Say No!

“Great job today,” the agent said to the girls who had just finished off a live performance.

While not being a globally famous girl band, yet, LovePlus were quickly growing with their songs rising up the charts and their name spreading from coast to coast all over the USA.

They’d pretty much just gotten off a stage for their biggest performance to date and it’d been a good one. They’ve loved it, their agent had loved it and most importantly the fans had loved it.

The four strong girl quad all slumped down in the lounge, their chests pumping and their bodies sweating after a night of dancing all across their stage as they burned out their vocal chords singing; none of that miming business from them.

However despite their voices, despite their singing, like all girl bands the thing that LovePlus were really getting lots of fame and attention for what the good looks of their singers.

Kimberly was a young, blonde haired delight.

Rin was the band’s bubbly Asian treasure.

Skye was the energetic brunette of the bunch.

Natasha was the band’s curvy and charismatic lead singer.

Together the four young cuties, all of them barely over the age of twenty one, were penciled in for great things. They were the fresh, new, hot act on the scene and everyone could tell that they were on the way to something big.

“Oh my god so tiring!” Skye sighed out, kicking off her shoes and shaking her feet up and down, trying to get the tension out of those soles.

“Wow that was batshit,” Rin added, “Did you see how many people were out there tonight? And they loved us, they totally loved us!”

Natasha leaned back with a wide grin on her face, “Yeah they did didn’t they?”

Kimberley joined in on the self congratulating, “I can’t wait for our next gig now, although I hope it’s not for another year or so. God my legs ache.”

As the four of them stewed in their success, bodies doing the same in sweat, there was a knock on the changing room door with caused a groan to ring out through the room.

“What seriously they want something?” Natasha groaned.

“Yeah I’m tired, go get rid of whoever it is,” Rin complained to their female agent who went to check the door.

She expected to find one of the people who worked at the venue, or possibly someone from a record label trying to snatch them away with a better office but instead it was just some dude who looked like he was a fan. He was dressed far too casually to be bothering LovePlus just after one of their shows. Weren’t security supposed to keep people like this out? What was he doing here?

“Sorry, no autographs,” was the first thing their agent, Coleen, said to the stranger who had decided to interrupt their victory parade. However he had other plans.

“You are going to let me in because I want to have sex with LovePlus and you’re going to allow me,” Marlon told her as he lifted his hand, showing off the magic ring which glew with a red shine, the same shine which was cast over her eyes as the annoyed look on her face was drained away and replaced with a dullness.

“Yes,” she responded obediently, as every woman was when faced with the ring. Marlon had done his research on the band to find this way to them.

Just as she agreed she let him into the room, the band lifting their brows as a stranger suddenly walked into their room when they didn’t want to be bothered by anybody.

“Erm, can we help you?” the leader singer asked as he walked in casually with their agent following close behind.

“Yes you can,” he told them, lifting his hand the same way he loved to do to show off even if it didn’t help the magic whatsoever, “you’re all going to give me my own private costume viewing, right here, right now.”

The moment when four faces all dulled in unity and responded with the same monotone rendition of the word yes was a thrilling one to watch, just as it was everytime.

Marlon licked his lips with four delicious pieces of meat to play with; five if the agent was counted as well, she was actually quite the looker if not older than the band members. So five fresh targets for him to toy around with as he wished. It was going to be a good night.


Because the music industry knew all about sex appeal the costumes that the girls wore on stage were always sexy little outfits which showed off plenty of skin. Of course tonight’s performance had been no exception with those matching cheerleader style outfits coming in four different colors.

Their cleavages were emphasized by the way the white cups on their colored corsets pushed up from below and those white mini skirts left the thighs to flick around sensually, peeking out over those white and color striped thigh length socks each girl wore. Marlon even made each girl put the matching ribbons back in their hair.

The only change he did make to their outfits was the treasure hiding beneath. Of course a pair of sweat coated panties, so wet and clinging to the body that it showed an outline, a preview of the pinkness hiding below, was very delightful but he gave the order and they had to go. Under each of those little dancing skirts would be one of LovePlus’ bare, pink, sweet mounds.

He looked at the four of them prancing around in front of him with their tummies exposed and the slight thigh gap flashing him; it was such a delectable sight.

Marlon groaned out as he rested his hand on Coleen’s head, the ebony skinned agent bobbing up and down as she was settled on her knees, down between his thighs, her lips and tongue working over his shaft, her drool painting across his firm member that only got more excited with such young, sexy, hot things posing for his pleasure.

“Pull those skirts up higher,” he commanded the four of them, “make those skirts even shorter.”

The four responded in unison as they grasped at their waistbands and pulled up, the reveal of their stomachs being swallowed up in exchange for more of those dancer’s legs and a peek at the nude pussies hiding below.

He could feel himself getting to the point of orgasm but before he reached his limit he locked his fingers into her dark hair and dragged her head up. He’d came here to taste the delights of four up and coming gems, not some random woman he’d never seen before.

“You’re done for now,” wait there he told the agent, getting the response he imagined, or more he knew he would get, before turning his attention back to the four LovePlus members, “Okay girls each of you is going to tell me why you should have the honor of having sex with me first.”

Once they were done with their trademarks lines it was the energetic Skye who decided to go first by jumping forwards and announced her reasons before any of others could get their words out.

“Like everyone knows I’m the most popular in the band! I’m cute, I’m lively and I’m sexy as fuck! Come on man you know you wanna come and bang me!”

“Excuse me?”, Natasha scoffed as she stepped forward, “If anybody is the most popular, if anybody is the star in this band it’s me. If you wanna fuck, if you wanna hook up with us girls then who wouldn’t take the lead singer first? Please sir, I get so damn excited after a performance and I wanna blow off some steam. Don’t you wanna know what the pussy of the headline act sounds like?”

She lifted up the front of her skirt, showing off her slit and her slight wetness, licking across her lips nice and slowly; sensually before his eyes.

“You’re only the lead because you have the biggest tits,” Kimberly complained as she too took the punt, “but that doesn’t make you as sexy as me. Don’t listen to these hacks dude, you wanna fuck the hottest first don’t ya?”

“Oh please sir,” Rin said as she approached, “I love this band so much and I love each and every fan of ours. Lemme thank you for all your love and support by letting me pleasure your dick in my tight asian pussy.”

Decisions decisions. He loved to see them all fighting with each other but he easily picked out his favorite from the four of them as he crooked his finger over to Rin.

“It looks like only one of us cares about the fans and not just how much everybody loves you, come here Rin you can ride my cock first.”

Dumbly and absent mindedly she responded with, “Yes,” as the other girls watched on in the background, pouting and scowling.

As the Asian delight was mounting onto his lap he peeked over her body and addressed the three losers who had been put in their place, “The three of you make out with each other until I need you.”

All of their visible annoyances were wiped away in a matter of moments as they responded and then got straight to making out, swapping saliva and grinding up against each other, hands rubbing and sliding, fondling visible flesh.

While they suddenly had their attention occupied Marlon could hold his hands onto Rin’s sides as her silky smooth hands rested on his shoulders, her body straddling his lap as she lowered herself down, kissing her pussy lips into his hard, throbbing, bulbous cock, slowly sinking her tight Asian body downwards, penetrating the saliva lubed shaft into her body.

The moans of the popstar filled the air as her insides spread to accommodate his size, her tight juicy pussy hugging around his manhood, fingers squeezing into his shoulders. He’d already felt the sensation, the different shape, tightness and softness of many different women but this was the first time he’d ever been inside somebody famous.

Sadly the bodies of the famous weren’t an alien invention or a pleasurable cyborg form made specifically for milking the lust from men, it was just a normal body no matter how sexy, delightful and exciting. However that didn’t mean she didn’t feel good, feeling her riding up and down with bouncing hips was amazing.

Marlon leant his head back as he moaned out as her body bounced and jiggled in her sexy outfit, the scent of those sweat dripping bodies tickling his nostrils making him lust for her body and with her mind hypnotised and her pussy filled she was lusting back for him.

She began to moan and ramble, slurring out messy worship, “Thank you for all you support! I want to pay you back, I want to pay you back for every dollar you spent on us, every song you bought, every concert you attended! Please fuck me until you’re satisfied!”

His hands moved down from holding onto her hips to grasping ahold of her soft, round, ass, gripping it tightly in his fingers, kneading the bubbly behind as he guided her up and down, the thud of her meaty body slapping into his lap as their groans filled the air.

He felt himself getting driven to the edge by her sweet pussy and the succulent moans she was flowing into her ear, the way her hot breaths caressed into him. Her famous body was driving him wild and he was about to show her so in the most vivid way imaginable.

“I can’t take it any more, I’m cumming, I’m giving you all my support,” he grunted, fingers clenching down on her ass as he flooded her tightness with his thick, hot, load.

Truly he wasn’t a big supporter of the group, he certainly wouldn’t call himself a fan, he could just admire some hot girls when he saw them and he knew he wanted a piece of them.

His cock pulsed with activity as he unleashed his pent up load into her pussy, her squealing moans filling up the air as she clung onto his larger body, trembling and quivering as she herself was washed through with an orgasmic wave of bliss, small shivers coursing through her nerves as she quaked in joy.

Marlon’s warmth spread through her loins as she groaned in lust, the two of them locked together in blissful pleasure until he felt all of the energy, all of his thick cum milked from his body, all of it being held deep into her, the heat radiating from her core.

She was exhausted, panting as she hung over his shoulder, her fingers clinging into his back as the rolling of her hips ceased and she was slumped down against his strong chest.

As he slung his head back, panting to catch his breath, he noticed the eyes of the three girls left over were peeking over towards him, even as they rubbed all across each others bodies and swapped saliva with tongue swirling kisses.

“You three, stop now,” he commanded as held Rin’s hips and guided her up from his lap, parting their bodies with a wet, sloppy, pop, “Now come and clean me up.”

They all let out another yes as the trio quickly darted to his location and dropped down onto the floor, between his legs, and began to lick and suckle as his shaft, cleaning off the messy juices that had dripped down from their pop partner and from the left over dribbles of cum which stained his shaft.

Marlon groaned pleasantly as he allowed the girls to worship his manhood, their bodies draped across his legs as they all worked to find space to slurp the taste of his erect member.

“Not bad,” he told them, “but I still need to go ahead and pick favorites again.”

“Pl--” Skye tried to start but he pushed his hand forward in front of her facing, making her draw back her remark.

“However I don’t believe the three of you can be trusted to beg without arguing again, isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” they all replied to him, bending wills so easy with convenient magic as his disposal.

“So new game. You three will dance for me and I will take whoever I enjoyed the most next.”

After registering they had heard, understood and of course accepted his request the three of them pulled away from his body and positioned themselves equal distances apart in a line in front of him where they began to perform.

Skye energetically dove straight into things with a very fast and eager version of the band’s signature dance routine, swaying and shaking her body around, her moves sloppy yet brimming with energy as her pussy flashed from the flicks of her short skirt.

Natasha went with the same moves however she was notably spot on, all of her movements flowing in together, the lead singer of the band showing perfect coordination, her luscious curves jiggling with every movement.

Kimberly on the other hand did something very different as she began to slide her hands up over her head, exposing herself as her hips rocked and rolled from side to side, her legs lowering as she began to grind against the air itself in a raw sexual display.

Marlon found himself up onto his feet pushing the blonde up against a wall as he pulled her skirt up to reveal her pussy, sliding himself inside with ease, feeling the shape of yet another unique girl wrapped around his cock.

“Thank you!” she squealed out in happiness at having her tightness packed with his pulsing manhood but the other two weren’t happy at all, Marlon peeking over his shoulder to see more spoilt pouts.

“Stop sulking,” he told them with a click of his tongue, “if you’re that desperate for cum… wait, better than that; go and clean my seed from Rin’s pussy.”

Another problem solved, their annoyance melting away as they dropped down into their knees and crawled to their fallen comrade, spreading her legs open as they wiggled in deep, licking and lapping their tongues at the white cream which trickled from her dripping mound.

With the rest of LovePlus occupied Marlon could put all his attention into Kimberly, pinning her tightly against the wall as he used all the strength he could muster into his hips to drive in sharply, his body coming into a sharp slapping contact with her ass, bouncing it in place with the clapping impact.

The blonde squeaked, moaned and groaned as her body swayed back and forth, her feet barely scraping along the floor as her chest swayed in her outfit, his throbbing erect delving deep into her folds with every quick thrust, making her legs tremble and her juices flow.

“You wanted to fuck me so bad didn’t you?” Marlon growled into her ear.

“Yes,” she slurred out before her squeals and clinging got even tighter, the need for his attention being amplified by his rewriting of history.

“You will never forget about this cock,” he added, causing the same reaction.

“Yes,” she started in her dullness and then continued as soon as the trance faded away, “Yes, yes, yes, yes! I’ll never forget, this dick is too good!”

Her loud cries of pleasure made Skye and Natasha very jealous but they couldn’t do anything but wait for their turn, to wait for him to be done screwing their band mate; that wouldn’t take long however.

Marlon could feel himself approaching his limit, her tightness squeezing up another large pulsing orgasm from his body as his hands gripped tightly as her sides, fingers curling in and sinking against her flesh as the wave of euphoria rushed through him and he snarled out like an alpha claiming its prey.

“Cumming,” he growled as he used his entire body as a support, pushing her up flat against the wall, compressing her down as she was sandwiched between body and the hard surface, twitches running through her legs as he released all of that hot, thick, flowing clean into the depths of pussy, bathing her insides in his juices.

His juices got hers flowing as well as she cried out in blissful pleasure, quaking in heavenly ecstasy from his actions, driving her totally wild for his manhood.

Once he was done there was no hanging around, there was no gentle kissing or romance or anything romantic; Marlon was all business. The moment he was spend he drew back from her body and let her fall down onto the floor with a squelch as her legs crooked and her cum leaking mound slapped into the ground.

He turned around and looked at the two tucking into their cum meal and asked, “Next?”

His words triggered the two of them as they both turned around, still on all fours as they tried to race other to him for attention.

“Me, me, me!” Skye eagerly panted out, a dollop of cum still hanging from her soft lips.

“No me, it’s gotta be my turn now,” Natasha whined.

He’d came this far now, it only felt right to leave the lead singer until last so he took a hold of Skye’s hand and pulled her up to feet, Natasha left with something to really whine about.

“Masturbate until I need you,” he told her, “get yourself ready for me while you watch.”

Even though he’d already used so much energy fucking two girls already he still had the strength to be able to hoist up Skye in his arms, his grip strong around her body, fingers locking under her thighs as he hoisted her up from the ground and held her against his body.

Down he lowered her as she was facing outwards having to lift her hands up nice and high just to be able to wrap around his neck, fingers joining together once they met. As soon as she managed that grip he pulled down firmly and pushed himself nice and deep into her wetness.

With Natasha watching from below, fingers rubbing over her own mound, rubbing her engrossed clit, Marlon began to bounce the energetic little minx up and down, his cock sliding in deep to her tight, vice like insides, balls slapping against her from below as he vigorously drilled his erect member up nice and quickly into her tight, young, slit.

Skye’s face was quickly changed from one of excitement into one of total overwhelming bliss as that meaty cock pounded into her succulent pussy, making her squeal in total joy.

The juices which were being pumped out of her tightness were showering down and splashing over Natasha’s face as she quivered, two of her band mates already down for the count and another one getting there, her face warped as her pussy was being drilled hard from below.

From her front row seat she could see every movement, every pulse, every thrust as the inches vanished up into her soaked pinkness and then drew back to slide in all over again, rutting to satisfy the desires of the two.

Marlon was loving it as was Skye, and she wasn’t hiding it well with her body trembling, her face showing so much emotion and her words the same as she began to squeal out, “It’s so good, so good! Natty this is the best, the best you gotta try it!”

The splashes down on the lead singer become a sudden spray at the spunky dancer reached her orgasm and began to squirt out, bathing Natasha’s features in glistening juices; and her orgasm triggered Marlon’s.

From down below she could see those balls throb and churn as an eruption of hot seed was sent spraying upwards, unloading deep into the loins of the euphoric Skye, her body being pumped with rope after rope of hot, thick semen that clung to her insides, refusing to let go just like her tight muscles didn’t want to release his cock.

Marlon had to take command and pull her body back up, his strength still surprising after another orgasm; he was clearly well trained after his time spent at home with his girlfriend and her sister. That was probably why after he laid Skye down on the couch his cock was still erect.

“Your turn,” he said down to Natasha who was watching in awe, almost terrified by his might, its might, but she had to feel it for herself. With his voice coming as a command and the way her mind went into trance she didn’t actually get a chance.

How she ended up with her legs latched around his hips and her arms wrapped around his back, her lips pressed into his, tongues swirling together passionately, was something of a daze, her mind was totally focused on his sensational manhood. It was so big, so thick and it stretched her tight insides just right.

She couldn’t stop herself from releasing such loud, slutty, moans as he rocked his hips and drove every inch of his throbbing shaft deep into her body, stirring up her insides, making her fingers and toes curl up tight in pleasure.

Her meaty ass wobbled and her large tits, compressed into his body, shook up and down, her wide curves flowing and shaking along with the impacts of his firm thrusts, the air being filled with the sound of skin slapping together.

Their lips parted with another messy, sloppy, pop as the trails of drool splashed down over her lips and dribbled down her chin as she panted and moaned out, lustfully chanting, “I waited so long, so good, so good!”

All of them had been tranced, conditioned to lust for his cock; all of them had been hypnotised to make his length drive them crazy and the same was happening to her.

She clung into him tightly like she never wanted to let go of his body, like she never wanted to release his cock as it pounded up and churned her insides, making her eyes roll and her body quiver, her juices flow and her heart thump. Euphoria was rushing over her.

Their bodies grinded together her large tits rubbing against his strong chest as her ass thumped around his cock which buried itself to the hilt deep into her wetness. She was driving him to his limit and it was going to give her that same happy ending all her band mates had received.

His fingers clenched down into her meaty sides, gripping her tightly as he felt himself being pushed over the edge my her soft insides and the way they grinded all over his pulsing meat.

He held her in place, not letting her escape a growl rippled from his lips as his knuckles turned white and he told her, he told her firmly, “I’m cumming, I’m going to cum deep in your fertile pussy.”

She squealed out as the warmth erupted inside, waves of his hot orgasmic cum shooting from his throbbing, veiny member to take its place deep within her pussy, her body being filled just like all her friends had felt, all of LovePlus having their famous pussies packed to the brim with thick, warm, potent jizz.

Only once she was overflowing did he released her and let her slowly tumble backwards off his body and drop down onto her fat ass with a meat thud.

He stood above her, still erect, feeling all powerful with all the girl band carrying his seed, all of them turned into toys for his pleasure.

“I hope you aren’t all thinking of resting,” he told them, “because I’m not satisfied just yet. I need to make the most of getting some star studded pussy. Line up again.”

The four of them all managed to comply as they slowly began to lift their exhausted bodies back up into a line, displayed for his pleasure. The band's long night of performing wasn’t other just yet.


Boyfriend Can’t Say No!

The magic ring had completely rewritten the script of Marlon’s life. Before he got it he was a weak sap who was dominated by the commands of his girlfriend and pretty much anybody else who wanted to stamp their authority over him.

Ever since his encounter with the mystic and with the power to warp minds radiating from his finger he was able to pick and choose any woman he desired, steering away from just a one woman relationship into a harem and then just being able to pick and choose who he fancied at a time that best suited him.

Over a short period he’d been able to have sisters, neighbors, celebrities, police women, mothers and daughters; he’d tasted the delights of dozens of women in different positions and he wanted more.

However somebody couldn’t help noticing that the man who had only acquired the ring only to help him with his girlfriend and his issues was using it for, unsurprisingly, different reasons. She’d allowed him to run wild for so long so she could collect data about her artifact but now it was time to reel him in before he got out of control.

Marlon had been allowed to the rule the roost, to dominate the city for too long. It was time for a change.


There was nothing to suggest that Marlon’s spell of glory was coming to an end when he returned home from another successful day of sexually conquest. The only thing unusual was the lights in the house were off, the room's cast into darkness.

Marlon entered the dark domain, the building quiet for once. He expected to come back to find his harem waiting for him; his girlfriend Bex, her sister Katie and his neighbor Cheryl. Instead there was nothing.

“Hey where is everyone?” he called out as he flicked the lights on, looking over the empty house.

After he was left to his own devices for a few minutes, trying to find where all his lovely women were hiding, he finally heard a sound that wasn’t being caused by him. Turning he found his girlfriend Bex almost sneaking up on him.

“Woah babe don’t do that,” he sighed out, “So what’s going on? Where’s the other two?”

“I sent them home,” she explained casually.

“You what?” he responded, confused by her words.

“Home, away, gone. They aren’t here anymore they’ve returned back to their homes,” she explained, helping it to sink into him that his harem had been disbanded.

He didn’t understand, he had them fully under his control thanks to the yes ring, they shouldn’t have left and he shouldn’t have had his commands play second fiddle to his girlfriend. He was supposed to be the one in control.

“Home? What do you mean home?”

“Didn’t I--”

“You know what I mean Bex. Why have they gone home? They were supposed to be here, they were supposed to be waiting here for me to return so why have they gone? Why did you tell them to leave? How did you?”

“Well I guess you could say I was bored with playing second, third, fourth fiddle,” she said as she marched over to him from her position lounging up against a doorframe, staring into him as she closed the distance between the two, “So I broke up your little collection you were starting to build.”

She sounded like the Bex of old over the submissive, obedient, woman that he’d gotten used to ever since he’d gotten the magic ring around his finger. Was it possible that the hypnosis had worn off? Well if that was the case she’d need a second dose!

“Be quiet this instant,” he commanded, holding his hand up as he liked to do to give himself a mental image of strength and control.

Then he heard a word he hadn’t heard in at least weeks, a word he didn’t truly believe he’d ever hear again.

“No,” she said, firmly, clearly.

Despite how clear the words had come out of her mouth his brain didn’t process them properly. It was too shocking, too surprising to fully accept the truth; he was in disbelief.

“What did you just say to me?” he asked, leaning in closer, making sure he hadn’t misheard.

“I said no Marlon. What’s wrong, you seem surprised, almost like you didn’t expect me to be able to say no to you.”

She’d banged the nail right on the head and he was suddenly lost for words. He’d been able to say whatever he wanted, do whatever he wanted but suddenly he had no idea what he was to do anymore. He was a picture of shock as he stared into his ring, checking it. Was it broken?

“Oh it’s not your ring that’s broken,” she said to him, snapping his attention.

“How did you know about that?...”

“Well I got a visit from a strange woman who said you paid her a visit and that same woman also gave me this,” Bex lifting her head up high to help draw his attention to the necklace hanging around her neck, a sapphire dangling from the base of that golden chain.

“Is that?”

“If you have a magic ring then I guess this is a magic necklace, one more powerful than your toy so I want you to sit!”

“Yes,” he responded dully as he was pushed into a trance, dropping down onto his knees on the floor before he realized what was happening. Suddenly the tables had been turned, he was the victim, he was the one who couldn’t say no.

“I can see why you liked playing with this power so much,” she commented, twirling the more powerful necklace around in her fingers, “but playtime is over Marlon. Your ring, give it to me.”

He had no chance of resisting, her power was like his had been, absolute. He fell into a trance and the next thing he knew he was willingly pulling the ring from his finger and handing it over to her, stripping all of his power away; all of that amazing power now gone.

“Very good Marlon, you were always better listening than commanding in the first place,” she giggled to herself, “maybe I have to remind you of that? At the very least you need to be given a taste of your own medicine, don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” he responded, her commands hypnotizing his mind more and more with every trance.

“I thought you’d see it my way,” she said with a large grin, “This is going to be fun.”

Marlon’s reign at the top of the food chain was now over. He was back to square one except this time Bex was going to keep him there by force.


Powerless, that was how Marlon felt. He’d felt powerless in the past, that was what had prompted his desperation in the first place, that was why he had visited the mystic and begged her for help. But this was a lack of power on a completely different level.

Before Marlon felt like he had no control. Now he knew he had no control.

He could have at least happily slipped into a state of blissful ignorance like all of his slaves before him, happily thinking that they were getting exactly what they wanted when they were just acting like puppets, dancing to the strings he commanded. Marlon was not being afforded that same luxury.

Bex made sure he was aware he was being punished, that he was aware he was being hypnotised. She didn’t just want to give him a taste of his own medicine, she wanted him to know it too and to know how bitter it was.

He had been commanded to change into nothing more than his underwear and to kneel down, his hands being tied behind his back by his girlfriend turned mistress who pushed her feet forward, wiggling her toes in place and letting her foot sway as she commanded, “Lick.”

“Yes,” he dully said to her in total obedience before he began to lick, running his tongue up and down.

There was no way he could stop himself, his mind was telling him to do it, telling him he was not allowed to stop because his mistress didn’t want him to. It wasn’t even playing the part of pretending these were natural thoughts that belonged just to him, that were of his own creation; his brain knew it was being hypnotized and was eager to tell him so, to let him know he was being strung along at her pace.

Still there was no rest for the wicked and Marlon had been very bad taking advantage of so many people, innocent or not. He had no choice but to worship the feet of his girlfriend, to drag his lips, his tongue, his mouth over every inch of her foot, his hands unable to massage so his jaw having to pick up the slack.

He could taste the light ting, the flavour of her sweat dried into her skin but still that wasn’t enough to break through his metaphorical shackles. He was serving her in every way she desired.

Bex waited in silence, watching her man eagerly lick all over her foot before she dragged it away, telling him, “That’s enough slave.”

“Yes.”

“Now don’t get too excited, you need to lick my other foot too. Go on, worship it,” swapping the fresh for the unkempt, making his moment of relief last for mere moments before he was pushed back into servitude.

“Yes,” he responded once again, the necklace just as potent as the ring if not more so, forcing him back into kissing at her foot like an obedient little puppy.

“I bet you never had anybody rub your feet?” she commented idly as she leaned back in her seat, relaxing as the tingles ran up her legs, “You probably just got them sucking on your dick didn’t you? Like a damn pervert.”

“Ye--” he tried to respond but she bopped him straight on the nose with her big toe.

“Wording things is hard when you’re just too willing to say yes to me. Yes, yes, yes, I can see why you enjoyed this power so much, heck I’m enjoying it too. So what you just got all those women you enslaved to suck your dick did you?” pushing her toes into his mouth as he tried to answer in his trance like state again, stuffing his mouth and making the drool dribble down along his chin, between her wiggling digits, “You know that kinda sounds like fun. I may not have a cock but I still have something else for you to wrap your lips around.”

She withdrew her foot with a wet squelch, her toes glistening in drool as she pulled her feet down and instead spread her legs open. She’d been waiting for Marlon to return, for this moment, so under her skirt she wasn’t wearing any panties and had her wet pussy totally exposed.

“That witch or whatever she is let me keep my memory so I know how you’ve been neglecting me down here. Now you’re gonna make it up to me. Lick, now!”

“Ye--” but once again she cut him off, she wasn’t a doormat at heart like him who jumped for joy anytime she heard someone agree with her. She was used to getting her way, she simply wanted the end product.

“Less talking, more licking my man servant, just like the good old days before you decided to get all cocky with me.”

With his face buried between her legs, into that mound which had already grown excited, brewing with juices, he began to lick and slurp with one messy licks as his groans came pouring out.

Bex bit down on her bottom lip as she traced her fingers through his hair, grinding herself against his face, rubbing herself onto his lips and around his tongue, getting her soaked pussy eaten out by her obedient slave.

Foot worship, cunnilingus, there weren’t many more obvious, powerful, sexual ways a woman could establish dominance over a man and in return he show his submission. While drilling into his very nature his place she got off on her position of power.

“That’s right, that’s good, keep going,” she commanded, the way he released his voice into her pussy actually feeling kind of pleasant, the vibration of his groaning words rippling through her insides.

She was already wet before he’d even gotten started, the power swap already doing wonders for her sexual conditioning but this was just making her juices flow that much more potent, his face, his lips being glistened and painted in her moisture.

Her head hung back, pressing firmly into her seat as her back arched and her finger lock tightened in his hair, groans pouring from her pursed lips as trembles of pleasure coursed down through her body. His tongue was getting her just where she licked; what a natural.

It wasn’t long until she felt herself actually being driven to the point of orgasm, when the fluttering of butterflies in her loin suddenly became an overbearing rush of sensations.

She tightened up, her body stiffening in place as she pressed firmly into his mouth and began to cream herself of her juices, gushing them over his lips, his body, staining him in wetness as an eruption bubbled from her insides, blissful ecstasy surging through her system.

With her insides feeling oh so sensitive she dragged his head away with force before he sent her spiralling down into another orgasmic, squealing, rush, panting heavily as the had a drunk happy look on her face.

“Good bitch, good boy, you did very good,” she told him, “but don’t think this means that I’ve forgiven you for cheating on me. If I wasn’t such a kind girlfriend, if I didn’t love you so much, you’d be lucky to be walking away with all your bits and bobs still in tact.”

A shiver ran through him as he heard her words, the sadistic glint in her eyes showing she wasn’t kidding.

“I-I’m sorry!” he began to babble out, a small feeling of terror creeping up his spine, “The power, it got to me, I couldn’t help myself!”

“Well you better hope that I can help myself,” she giggled, with a wide smirk, “because I have more in store for you. After all there was something I wanted but you didn’t, wasn’t there?”

She could only mean one thing surely, the big life change which had been at the center of this entire story, at the center of him gaining the magic ring in the first place. Bex was still waiting for her baby and he had a feeling she was going to get what she wanted.


Marlon found himself pressed down onto his back, stuck on their bed. He hadn’t wanted to go there but he couldn’t say no to her when she commanding him to position himself down atop the sheets, exposed and ready for her.

Any ideas of moving were also not permitted. Bex had told him to keep still, that he wasn’t allowed to try and escape. He had no option but to remain her captive.

His girlfriend had also stripped down to nothing but a certain magical necklace which hung from around her neck and dangled between her breasts.

“You know I like my men submissive,” she said as she sat at his side, rubbing her fingers along his body, trailing over his form, “it’s why we were such a good couple. I wanted and you delivered; you were so good to me. However then you went and made a big mistake.”

Her hand reached up to his jaw, gripping tightly as she pushed his head upwards, slowly starting to mount onto his body, to straddle his stomach, letting him feel that wetness dripping down onto his skin.

She leaned in close, letting her lips hang just short of his ears, letting him feel her hot breaths rolling out, stroking him.

“I know you didn’t mean to cheat on me, a submissive like you just let all the power go to his head and I’m prepared to forgive that… when I’m ready.”

Down he was pushed back into the sheets so he could get the full sight of her sitting on his body, pinning him down, not that he had a way to move anyway.

“I reckon I’ll be feeling a lot more generous when you finally stop chickening out of your responsibilities and give me exactly what I want. So tell me, lover, are you finally ready to give me my baby?”

Of course with the magic necklace in her position he could only have one answer.

“Yes,” he replied in his trance like state, making her lips curl in a wide grin as she pushed her hips upwards and brought herself back down with her juicy, wet, waiting pussy engulfing around his erect cock for the first time in what felt like forever.

While she was a slave she’d only been subjected to sex using her ass, she’d been kept as an anal slave while all the girls around her had their pussies filled up casually. Men could be such thoughtless pigs, it was no wonder that sometimes they had to be kept on a short leash.

Finally having her pussy filled with a cock for the first time in so long made her squeal out in pleasure, her needy body which had been starved, aching for true sex, finally getting just what it craved.

“Oh it’s been so long,” she panted out as she settled her weight down, letting the sensation of his meat spear piercing her insides spread through her whole body, “You only used my back door you naughty boy, you knew this was what I wanted all along. Now you’re simply powerless to stop me. The king has fallen, all hail the queen.”

Bex dragged her hips up and slammed back down, her wet mound slapping down into his lap, into his crotch, milking another moan from her lips as Marlon grunted, trying to keep his mouth shut, his cries muffled.

He may have had a hot, sexy, woman riding up and down on his lap, stroking his erection in her hot, tight, insides but it wasn’t for his pleasure. He was but a meat toy meant to satisfy her, to fill her.

She kept her hands pressed down tightly onto his chest as she worked her hips up and down, colliding onto his body every time her hips dropped with a squelch and a clap of skin meeting skin, moans slipping freely from her mouth as she freely enjoyed her mind controlled prize.

Marlon tried to hide the truth, that he was enjoying it as well; he did not want to give her the satisfaction of seeing that he was succumbing to her charms, to her domination. However the slave couldn’t hiding anything from the master, she knew he was loving it, she could feel his body reacting and see his face gritting up trying to hide it.

“Look at you trying to fight it despite the fact we both know you want to submit and cum inside of me, you want to fill me up, you want to feel amazing as my servant.”

“Yes,” he groaned as his mouth fell upon.

“Then confess to me. Beg me for release.”

“Yes,” he began in the trance state but then he was brought back to earth, forced into begging, “Please Bex, let me cum. I’m sorry for everything, I’m sorry for what I did to you, to everybody. Please forgive me and let me cum inside, please let me give you the baby you always wanted.”

“Deserved,” she decided to add into his plea.

“Deserved, always deserved!”

“My what a good slave, even if there is no way you could have resisted me even if you wanted to. I wonder when I give you the signal if you will be able to hold back?” she said with a drunken giggle as she kept rolling her hips up and down, pumping his firm shaft in her tight insides, milking out his lust, “Do you want to see if it will work honey?”

Like a broken record he responded to her, “Yes.” It was almost cute how predictable it was, but he couldn’t help it bless him.

“I had a feeling you’d say that. Well then let’s see. Cum for me, now,” she commanded as she dropped her weight down completely on his lap, burying herself to the hilt around his girth.

He responded to her in the usual fashion before gritting his teeth together and groaning as he felt his insides surrendering to her command, his body willing himself into release and his body choosing to relent, the hot surge of orgasmic finish.

Up into her body, that horny body waiting to be bred came hit hot, virile, thick seed which pumped up in full ropes, exploding through every inch of her soft, silky, wet insides, filling her fertile womb up with the ingredients to turn her dream into reality.

It’d been so long, far too long since she’d felt this sensation and she savored every second of it, every second of that hotness filling up her loins, the fertile cum breeding her body, her man finally giving her the seed she craved.

The sound of groaning that was rippling through the air drew to an eventual close once Marlon’s orgasm faded away, leaving all of his cum swelling the depths of Bex’s body, her hand stroking tenderly over the radiating warmth in her stomach.

“I really don’t understand men,” she sighed out in satisfaction, “why did you even need those other women when you had someone like me waiting for you at home? Luckily for you I’m very loyal, I don’t need to shop around for more men. I’m happy having one slave to tend to my needs.”

She traced a finger slowly and sensually over his lips, teasing him as he was stuck below her, panting heavily, trying to regain his breath.

“I’m sorry Bex,” he told her, “I’m sorry for everything. Can we go back to the way things used to be, before I messed everything up?”

“Hmm something like that,” she giggled as she twirled the necklace in her fingers, “but this time I’ll be sure to keep you on a very short leash.”

Last time he went begging to a psychic for some control in their relationship; that wasn’t going to happen again.


Bex got her wish, she had a bun in the oven; a baby was on her way. The harem had been broken up for good and none of them remembered a thing, leaving a very strange and confusing gap in their memories. Everything was back to normal, in a way.

It was still Bex and Marlon living in their house together with him being wrapped around her little finger, except now it was less with a thread and more with a chain.

Like a queen she was sprawled across the couch, watching what she wanted to watch on television while Marlon tended to her feet, massaging them with his hands. She wasn’t evil, she still allowed him to go out with his friends and do his own thing on occasion but when he got home he had to remember who his mistress was.

“Come on a little bit firmer,” she commanded, “I can hardly feel a thing down there.”

“Yes,” he responded, his eyes glowing with a blue hint as the necklace around her neck shone, casting the hypnosis on her poor boyfriend, his hands starting to squeeze down, fingers digging into the soles of her feet.

“Hmm much better, you’ve gotten good at rubbing feet Marlon baby. Soon I hope you’ll be that good at shoulder rubs, I’m gonna need them once my belly starts to get bigger.”

It was still early days, she wasn’t showing yet but the tests had came back positive, they were going to be one big happy family.

“Excited to be a daddy?” she asked him and of course there was only one response he could give.

“Yes.”

They were going to be one big happy family indeed, she was going to make certain of it.


Boyfriend Can Say No!

The magic ring had completely rewritten the script of Marlon’s life. Before he got it he was a weak sap who was dominated by the commands of his girlfriend and pretty much anybody else who wanted to stamp their authority over him.

Ever since his encounter with the mystic and with the power to warp minds radiating from his finger he was able to pick and choose any woman he desired, steering away from just a one woman relationship into a harem and then just being able to pick and choose who he fancied at a time that best suited him.

Over a short period he’d been able to have sisters, neighbors, celebrities, police women, mothers and daughters; he’d tasted the delights of dozens of women in different positions and he wanted more.

However somebody couldn’t help noticing that the man who had only acquired the ring only to help him with his girlfriend and his issues was using it for, unsurprisingly, different reasons. She’d allowed him to run wild for so long so she could collect data about her artifact but now it was time to reel him in before he got out of control.

Marlon had been allowed to the rule the roost, to dominate the city for too long. It was time for a change.


There was nothing to suggest that Marlon’s spell of glory was coming to an end when he returned home from another successful day of sexually conquest. The only thing unusual was the lights in the house were off, the room's cast into darkness.

Marlon entered the dark domain, the building quiet for once. He expected to come back to find his harem waiting for him; his girlfriend Bex, her sister Katie and his neighbor Cheryl. Instead there was nothing.

“Hey where is everyone?” he called out as he flicked the lights on, looking over the empty house.

After he was left to his own devices for a few minutes, trying to find where all his lovely women were hiding, he finally heard a sound that wasn’t being caused by him. Turning he found his girlfriend Bex almost sneaking up on him.

“Woah babe don’t do that,” he sighed out, “So what’s going on? Where’s the other two?”

“I sent them home,” she explained casually.

“You what?” he responded, confused by her words.

“Home, away, gone. They aren’t here anymore they’ve returned back to their homes,” she explained, helping it to sink into him that his harem had been disbanded.

He didn’t understand, he had them fully under his control thanks to the yes ring, they shouldn’t have left and he shouldn’t have had his commands play second fiddle to his girlfriend. He was supposed to be the one in control.

“Home? What do you mean home?”

“Didn’t I--”

“You know what I mean Bex. Why have they gone home? They were supposed to be here, they were supposed to be waiting here for me to return so why have they gone? Why did you tell them to leave? How did you?”

“Well I guess you could say I was bored with playing second, third, fourth fiddle,” she said as she marched over to him from her position lounging up against a doorframe, staring into him as she closed the distance between the two, “So I broke up your little collection you were starting to build.”

She sounded like the Bex of old over the submissive, obedient, woman that he’d gotten used to ever since he’d gotten the magic ring around his finger. Was it possible that the hypnosis had worn off? Well if that was the case she’d need a second dose!

“Be quiet this instant,” he commanded, holding his hand up as he liked to do to give himself a mental image of strength and control.

Then he heard a word he hadn’t heard in at least weeks, a word he didn’t truly believe he’d ever hear again.

“No,” she said, firmly, clearly.

Despite how clear the words had come out of her mouth his brain didn’t process them properly. It was too shocking, too surprising to fully accept the truth; he was in disbelief.

“What did you just say to me?” he asked, leaning in closer, making sure he hadn’t misheard.

“I said no Marlon. What’s wrong, you seem surprised, almost like you didn’t expect me to be able to say no to you.”

She’d banged the nail right on the head and he was suddenly lost for words. He’d been able to say whatever he wanted, do whatever he wanted but suddenly he had no idea what he was to do anymore. He was a picture of shock as he stared into his ring, checking it. Was it broken?

“Oh it’s not your ring that’s broken,” she said to him, snapping his attention.

“How did you know about that?...”

“Well I got a visit from a strange woman who said you paid her a visit and that same woman also gave me this,” Bex lifting her head up high to help draw his attention to the necklace hanging around her neck, a sapphire dangling from the base of that golden chain.

“Is that?”

“If you have a magic ring then I guess this is a magic necklace, one more powerful than your toy so I want you to sit!”

“Yes,” he responded weakly, his body slowly starting to lower down but before he completed the action he suddenly felt a surge of energy coursing through his veins. His body stopped in place and he clenched his hands together and told her firmly, “I mean, no.”

Bex looked taken, “W-what?”

“I said no.”

She had no idea what happening. The mystic had told her the necklace was perfect, that it would place him under her control, that he wouldn’t be able to say no but here he was saying it to her.

“Hey this isn’t right, you aren’t supposed to be able to say that,” she protested, shaking the necklace in place, “what’s wrong with this piece of junk?”

“If you still think I’m the same man I used to be,” he told her, holding up his ring hand again, “then you’re very much mistaken. I am no longer some doormat, I am the man of this house. Do you understand!?”

The ring shon red but it wasn’t the same light glow as usual. It was bright, it was intense, it was almost blinding. The ring had excelled to new levels with Marlon’s new dominant attitude powering it up. Bex’s necklace didn’t stand a chance.

“Yes,” she said dully, her eyes glowing in the same stunning red color as his ring.

He swore he wouldn’t go back to just following orders and he meant it, from now on he was the one going to be in control and nobody and nothing was going to change that. That included the strange women who had instigated this counter offensive. That included the mystic who had tried to stab him in the back. It was time to pay her another visit.


The mystic didn’t look surprised to see Marlon when he returned to the shop. She actually showed him a wide smile.

“Oh you’re back. Did your mistress send you to return the ring?” she asked him, not doubting her plan had failed for even a second. That was why she was about to be in for a nasty shock.

“No I thought I’d bring it here personally,” he informed her, holding up the ring on his hand.

She couldn’t really work out what was going on or why he was acting so strange. He was supposed to be closer to an obedient puppet and why was he still bothering to wear the ring despite the fact he was now the submissive party? All was about to reveal itself.

“Here,” he said, lifting something from within his top, revealing he was wearing the necklace as well, “I brought this with me as well.”

“Huh, what’s the meaning of this!?”

“The meaning of this is you tried to betray me you witch and now you’re going to get a taste of your own medicine.”

Finally it dawned on her what had happened. Her face twisted in shock but quickly settled back towards a grin.

“Oh I see, the poor girl failed did she? No matter, I’ll just have to take the ring from you myself. After all it won’t work on me. My ring has no effect on me.”

“Except it’s not your ring anymore,” he growled out, “It’s mine!”

Again the ring began to glow with a brilliance, blinding, intensity, one that even made that mystic shiver in place in awe at the power radiating from the small relic.

“Impossible… the ring isn’t supposed to be so powerful. How did you?...”

He didn’t need to offer her any sort of explanation. He just grinned as the ring filled him up with that hypnotic, mind warping power and delivered the decisive blow to his greatest enemy.

“From now on this ring is mine and so are you. From now on you’re going to be my obedient slave.”

She was supposed to be immune from the ring but it was out of control, it was now stronger than she was. Her eyes glowed red as she whined weakly before her mind was completely put in trance, and she replied in the same dull way as everybody else who fell under the ring’s spell.

“Yes.”

A grin creeped over his face as he approached the mystic who was now standing still, obediently waiting for him.

“I’d say I’m sorry for this but after the way you turned on me I can’t say I am you old ha...llo there.”

His sudden change in tone came about seeing her face from up close, behind the veils she wore, without the poor lighting and that low hanging fringe. He thought she was some old wench but it turned out she was quite a young beauty.

He’d considered ways of punishing her but seeing how hot she was quickly changed his mind. After all before she got involved he had been building himself a harem composed of beauties. Now he had another one here under his control. It would be a waste not to take advantage of her assets.

“New plan,” he told her, “I want you to get down here in front of me and I want you to pledge your obedience to me by sucking my cock.”

“Yes.” she responded diligently before quickly moving her slim body around the counter where she dropped onto her knees in front of him.

He unbuckled his jeans and allowed his meaty cock to flop out, the mystic getting to work nice and quick, wrapping her lips around the tip of his shaft, her tongue coming out to lick and please over the bulbous head.

She didn’t look like a woman who would have any talents for sucking cock but she was surprisingly skilled, her talents getting him hard nice and quick. Once he was erect it meant he could help guide her head down the inches as well, turning her kiss into a blowjob.

The youthful mystic bobbed her head up and down the length of his cock once she embraced him fully. Each bob brought her a little further down, her wetness glistening his manhood and helping to ease that large shaft into the tight confines of her throat.

Marlon was loving the sensation of her tight insides squeezing around him. It was driving him towards something hot and explosive. Her surprising skills were taking him towards an orgasm.

“Oh you slutty girl, I was right to reconsider with you,” he groaned, his hands holding around her head as she worked her lips up and down the shaft, “I’m gonna blow any second now.”

Still she worked, she pumped and stroked using her mouth, her hot, wet, insides taking him to the very heights of pleasure.

When enough was finally enough and he couldn’t hang on anymore he used those gripping hands to bury her head down tight into his crotch, keeping her pinned down in place, lips to the base of his shaft.

“Here it comes. Cumming!” he growled as his orgasm struck, his hips jerking forwards into those lips, sealing himself inside, unloading rope after rope of cum down her throat, directly into her stomach.

He kept a tight hold of her throughout the duration of his orgasm, not letting her free until he was finally done spraying out his ropes of jizz, marking her insides white. Only once his balls felt empty did he decide to let her go.

She coughed and spluttered as she was finally given a chance to wheeze air. He didn’t feel any sympathy for the she-devil though. He just grinned and called down to her.

“Did you enjoy that bitch?”

The mystic paused her gagging to look up at him, spit dripping down her face as she told him, “Yes.”

Marlon laughed to himself. He had done it, he had even taken down the mystic. Now there was nobody who was able to stand in his way. Now he was firmly the one in control.

“Well then, I guess it’s time we went home.”

He was victorious. It was time for him to claim his prize.


Thanks to the power of the ring it didn’t take Marlon long to rebuild his harem. All it took was one line and both Katie and Cheryl were back under his spell. Once again he was the king of his own castle and he had a loyal batch of slaves working under him, and that included one more.

“Master, may we have sex today?”

His newest slave looked on in envy as the naked bodies of Cheryl and Katie were sprawled over his sides, his hands playing with their soft bodies as between his legs his girlfriend, Bex, could be found sucking on his rock hard member.

“Sorry you haven’t earned that right just yet. I think you need a few more weeks of teasing until you finally deserve the honor of playing with me.”

Chantelle, the mystic who had been trying to control him, was watching on in lustful need as she rode on her fingers. She was a beautiful young girl with a stunning body he was proud to add to his harem, however he still felt a little scornful about how she had tried to take his power away from him which was why she was ordered to tease and edge herself constantly while watching him play with his harem.

She’d been toying with herself for weeks, ever since she came back with him, and still hadn’t came. He’d decided she wouldn’t be allowed to cum until they eventually had sex together. When that happened was going to be completely up to him.

“Yes Master, sorry Master,” that obedient slave moaned out as she watched him with a hand between her legs, her juices coating those fingers and the floor below.

Marlon grinned as he watched her once again deny herself from orgasm while he happily indulged in his, Bex using her oral talents to drive him towards a messy conclusion that sprayed all the way down her throat. It was his third orgasm of the day and it wasn’t even midday.

He was living the dream and with Chantelle now under his thumb there was nobody capable of taking that dream away from him. He was the king and there was nobody out there in any position to remove him from his throne.


Other Books You May Be Interested In

If you enjoy my latest book then why not check out some of my new and popular stories?

Anniversary Bundle

Ten of my my popular stories spanning a year of publishing together in one box set.

Complete Collections

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Complete Series

The Alpha Male: Complete Series

Daddy’s Best Friend: Complete Series

Mother Bimbo: Complete Series

From Bully to Bimbo: The Complete Series

The Bimbo Virus!: Complete Series

Body Swap in the Family: Complete Series

Don’t Tell The Frat: Complete Series

Card Control

License to Control: Claiming the MILF

License to Control: Claiming the Brat

NEW ~ License to Control: Claiming the Colleague

NEW ~ License to Control: Claiming the Harem

Systems and Spirals

Corrupted by Email

Corrupted by Gaming

Corrupted by Webcam

Sexy Society

Lust Bug: Patient Zeros

Lust Bug: Better off a Bimbo

Lust Bug: I Wanna Be A Bimbo Too

Lust Bug: Miss President

Computer Warp

Reprogramming: First Entry: The Cook

Reprogramming: Second Entry: The PA

Reprogramming: Third Entry: The Manager

Reprogramming: Fourth Entry: The Supervisor

Reprogramming: Fifth Entry: The Boss

Voice Warp

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Mother Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Sister Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Teacher Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Clerk Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Popstar Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned The Agent Into A Bimbo

App Warp

Level 1: The Landlady

Level 2: The Boss

Level 3: The Teacher

Level 4: The Teen

Level 5: The MILF

Level 6: The Artist

Level 7: The Neighbor

Level 8: The Dancer

Level 9: The Farmer

Level 10: The Demon

And be sure to check out my full catalogue for more of my work.
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