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    “Am I pleasing you, Master? I live to worship you - please tell me how I can best serve you...” 

      

    With a wet little pop, Julie pulled my cock from her mouth and nestled it in between her warm, soft breasts. I let out a moan as my swollen, sensitive head sunk deep into her silky mounds, caressed on both sides as a burst of precum let my cock slide slickly through her perfect cleavage. I couldn’t count the number of times I’d fantasized about Julie’s tits: grabbing them, sucking them or even just seeing them. Now I was doing more than I ever would have dreamed – more than I’d dared to think was possible. 

      

    This girl is so out of my league, I thought deliriously, watching as she pressed her tits together with her hands to draw them around me tighter. I felt feverish, like this couldn’t really be happening – but every inch of Julie’s warm, wet mouth had set my cock on fire with sensation. 

      

    “Fuck my tits,” she purred, staring up at me and locking eyes. She bit her lip at the force of my gaze and started sliding her body up and down my cock, massaging the shaft with the warm mounds of titflesh. I was in heaven. 

      

    “That’s so fucking good,” I panted, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Jesus, Julie, you’re so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re really doing this...” 

      

    She let out a little giggle and winked at me. “These breasts belong to you, Master,” she whispered, as seriously as if she were reciting a blood oath. “My tits are yours, to use in any way you choose, whenever you want. My entire body belongs to you, Master – I’m your possession. Your slave, your fucktoy...I live to please you, to perform any sinful act you desire...” 

      

    As enthralling as Julie was, the mention of sin made my eyes slide over to the book on the table next to me. There was quite a lot of sin inside of it – in fact, the picture on the page I’d left open showed two women on their knees, sharing the cock of a man in ceremonial robes between their glossy, pouty lips. That man was a magus, a caster of spells, and I knew that because I’d cast one of the book’s spells myself just a few minutes ago. 

      

    Julie had never given me so much as a second glance in all the months we’d worked together. Now she was obsessed with me: a brainless bimbo with no other thoughts in her head besides how best to make her Master come. And it was all thanks to my lucky find, the weird book and its litany of spells for every occasion. 

      

    To think I laughed at this thing, I thought, thrusting my hips forward as I fucked Julie’s tits exactly as hard as I’d always wanted. I had no idea what I was holding. I’m not that stupid anymore – no, this thing is staying with me… 

      

    The book had belonged to sorcerers throughout the ages, and now it was property of me. And making Julie into my personal property was only going to be the beginning… 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Had a good lunch, Gideon? You’ve got a long afternoon ahead of you. Check this out...” 

      

    My manager Kendra spread her arms wide like she was announcing the prize at a game show, drawing my attention to the boxes stacked behind the counter. It took a moment to realize that every one of them was stuffed with books – thick ones, from a casual glance. The door of the bookshop slammed shut behind me, the little bell nearly ringing off its hook as I forgot to ease it closed for the millionth time. 

      

    “Wow.” I tried to guess just how many books were stacked behind the counter. A thousand? None of them had been there forty-five minutes ago when I ran out to get a bite to eat. “Did one person bring in all these?” 

      

    “Kinda.” Kendra had an infectious smile, the kind that made you do it too even when you didn’t feel like it, and I did it now. “They’re from an estate sale. Unsold, so we got it at rock-bottom prices. Paid by the pound.” 

      

    “Looks...expensive.” It actually looked like a hell of a lot of bullshit work, but I liked my job way too much to say that to Kendra’s face. “I’m sure that big, important books like these you’ll want to inventory yourself?” 

      

    Her smile grew a touch more ironic. “Not a chance. This is all you, Mr. College. I heard the guy who owned these was into Medieval Studies. You might learn something.” 

      

    “I’m an IT major,” I said flatly. 

      

    “That’s why they call it liberal arts!” Kendra clapped me on the shoulder, still putting on the charm. “You’ll be expanding your horizons. And both of us know if I put Julie on it that stack is going to be the exact same size at the end of the day.” 

      

    I sighed, but I knew she was right about that, at least. Julie was a gorgeous young thing, and was probably the reason we got at least half of our male customers, but she wasn’t any good at organizing. Both Kendra and I knew she was kind of a ditz, and would get bored with any long tasks she got assigned. 

      

    “Just knock this out for me,” Kendra pleaded, leaning forward and putting her hands together. “Please?” 

      

    With the way she was bent over, I couldn’t help but see the deep valley of cleavage leading down into her tank top. The awful thing was, she knew I was looking. Kendra knew I had the same thoughts every other guy in her orbit did when they saw her long legs, ample breasts and dark hair catch their eye. She knew men went to bed fantasizing about her mocha thighs straddling their cocks, and she used that knowledge like a weapon. 

      

    “Sure,” I said with another sigh. Damn it, why was I so fucking easy to manipulate. “Put Julie up here so she can handle anyone who comes in, and I’ll move these to the back.” 

      

    “You’re the best!” She did a little skip step, which made her breasts jiggle in ways that made me have to adjust my legs to hide what was going on in my pants. “You know the drill: organize by type. Anything that looks super-rare, put it aside and I’ll take a look at it when I get back from the gym.” 

      

    “Hold up.” I stopped in the middle of reaching for one of the heavy boxes. “You’re going to the gym?” 

      

    “Perks of being the boss,” she said, flashing another of those model-perfect smiles in the doorway. “Besides, I’ve got to work on my figure – I’m not getting any younger. New year, new you, right?” 

      

    “New year, new you,” I muttered, shaking my head as I started moving the boxes. “If only it were that simple.” 

      

    I definitely had my work cut out for me. Before long I was sweating as I carried box after box of books into the large back area we used a combination storage and break room. It took the better part of an hour before I had them all out of the area behind the counter and to somewhere I could catalog them. I pulled up a seat, took a few minutes to drink some water and work the kink out of my back, then popped open the first box and got to work. 

      

    Five minutes later, I realized that this was going to be an even bigger challenge than Kendra had implied. Whoever she’d bought these books from had been one hell of a scholar, but an eclectic one. I was finding books on animal husbandry and rare diseases from the 1960’s right on top of crumbling volumes that looked like they might fall apart to dust at any moment. Unfortunately, not much of it looked saleable – our customers were more of a ‘chick lit’ or ‘book I was assigned for class’ kind of crowd. 

      

    Within a short period of time I’d started grouping things into three piles: the complete junk, the stuff we might be able to put on the dollar racks outside the storefront, and the books that might actually be worth something. The third pile was the smallest by far, and as I popped open more boxes it didn’t seem to be getting any bigger. 

      

    I was flipping through the ‘H’ volume of an old encyclopedia, wondering where the other twenty-five volumes might have gotten to when I heard a cough behind me. “Working hard?” 

      

    I turned so fast, I dropped the book. Only dumb luck kept it from landing on my foot. 

      

    “Shit!” Julie took a quick step backwards, grinning awkwardly. “I didn’t mean to startle you, Gideon. You okay?” 

      

    As always, I found myself tongue-tied and struck dumb in Julie’s presence. She always looked like she was either just about to go to or just coming back from cheer practice. Her tight athletic top was emblazoned with her sorority’s logo, stretched tight beneath her tanned cleavage. A pair of yoga pants hugged her hips and ass like a second skin, leaving nothing to the imagination. The way she was dressed, anyone with half a brain who looked at her knew exactly how she’d look naked – and that was exactly the image I was trying to force out of my mind as she smiled at me. 

      

    “Yeah,” I finally said, turning to the big pile of books to distract me. “I didn’t hear you. I’ve kind of had tunnel vision working on all this.” 

      

    Julie picked up a book from the top of the “junk” pile and scanned the cover. “The Temple of Mnemosyne: Eidetic Memory and the ‘Rewind’ Effect,” she read, scoffing at the huge tome. “Does anyone actually read these for fun?” 

      

    “Nobody’s going to be reading those,” I said with a nod. “They’re the junk pile. I think Kendra’s going to be bummed when she finds out how much of a bust this was.” 

      

    Julie just shook her head and flashed one of her patented gorgeous, all-American cheerleader smiles. 

      

    “Honestly, I don’t know what she’d do without you, Gideon,” she said, pouring herself a cup of coffee. She took a sip, decided it wasn’t warm enough, and put it in the microwave. “You do so much for her – it’s clear you really love this place.” 

      

    “Uh huh,” I said, a little distracted. When she turned around and reached up with her mug, it did utterly amazing things to everything below her midsection. I felt like a caveman, struggling not to smack her over the head with a club and drag her back to my den. 

      

    Julie turned a bit – and caught me staring. For a moment, my blood froze, but that knowing smile just spread right back across her face. She giggled, and then the microwave dinged. As she turned back to get her coffee, my heart hammered in my chest. 

      

    She caught me checking her out, I thought, and she’s not upset. Hell, she seems kind of interested… 

      

    We’d been working together for months, and I’d made the worst secret in the world out of having a crush on her. Maybe this was the moment for me to finally make my move? 

      

    “So hey,” I began, trying to keep my voice smooth. “You know that concert after the game on Friday? I was actually thinking of going, and...” 

      

    She turned around and my heart jumped into my throat. She was grinning at me, the most inviting look in her eyes I’d ever seen on a woman. She licked her lips, and I just about melted. You could have heard a pin drop in the room as she stepped close to me, put her lips against my ear, and whispered… 

      

    “Dream on, nerd.” 

      

    That wicked little giggle exploded from her lips as she stepped back and took a sip of her coffee, watching for my reaction. My face felt like it was made out of stone – like if I didn’t hold it perfectly still, it would crack into pieces and that would be the end of me. 

      

    “So yeah,” I said, struggling to keep my voice neutral. “You probably wouldn’t be interested...” 

      

    She rolled her eyes. “Oh, Gideon,” she said, in the patronizing tone of voice women normally saved for a misbehaving pet. “You’re just too much.” 

      

    She walked off, wiggling her pert ass the whole way like she knew I wouldn’t be able to resist staring. 

      

    For a few moments after she was gone, I just stood there in shock. Then I laughed, shaking my head. It was all just so ridiculous! 

      

    “Geez, Gideon,” I muttered, turning back to the stack of books. “Most epic rejection ever...” 

      

    It felt like I’d swallowed something heavy and it just wouldn’t leave me alone. I didn’t want to think bad things about Julie – she was just a dumb co-ed fucking with a guy asking her out, after all – but it was like they popped up out nowhere. 

      

    That bitch, I thought, randomly tossing a book into the junk stack without looking at it. It’s one thing to say no, but to fuck around with me like that? She’s walking around like a stripper, like sex on a stick, flaunting herself. She knows she’s making guys hard, and she loves that all we can do is stare… 

      

    I wanted to do more than stare. An image filled my mind, so strongly that it was like I was actually there: Julie bent over the table in the break room, those tight little pants pulled down to her ankles and her panties wrenched to the side as I split her wide open with my cock. My hand came down on her ass, her big tits bouncing with every thrust as I literally fucked the smug look off her face. I wanted to change the very core of who she was – watch all those pretensions fall away as she came shuddering over and over again on my cock, until the thought of being without it caused her just as much pain as she caused every guy she flirted with and blueballed… 

      

    Fuck. Now I was hard. And I’d thrown a fucking book away without even checking it. Shaking my head, I tucked my erection away and walked over to the junk pile. 

      

    What am I even thinking? I asked myself, trying to remember what the book looked like. I’m not some kind of...misogynist caveman! I shouldn’t think about any woman like that, least of all one I work with… 

      

    The book had a black spine with gold inlay. Almost instantly I realized my spur-of-the-moment toss had been a mistake: this book looked both old and potentially valuable. I carried it over to the table and set it down gently. Despite its age, there was very little wear-and-tear on the bindings – if this was something valuable, it was in nearly mint condition. 

      

    The front cover was jet black with a single word printed on the front in script: Mentis. I vaguely remembered from some class that it was the Latin word for mind or logic, so I assumed it was maybe some medieval work of philosophy. Maybe it was the transcript of a famous debate, or the notes of a scholar. 

      

    I certainly didn’t expect to open it up and find a bunch of drawings of naked ladies. 

      

    My first instinct was to slam the book shut in case anyone was watching, but I was alone. My cheeks felt hot as I stared at the picture on the page I’d opened to: an elaborate drawing of a gorgeous woman on her knees, staring up at a man in ceremonial robes. She was flawless in the way only the fantasy of a woman can be, and the look she gave the man she knelt before was pure love and devotion. Compared to her, the man was a thumbnail sketch except for on thing: his cock. It stuck out from his robes, throbbing and covered in veins, and in the picture on the next page she had her pouty lips wrapped around it, taking it deep in her mouth. 

      

    The Whore’s Cup, read the heading beneath the first picture. Under the second was an indecipherable script that reminded me of hieroglyphics, arranged into three words. 

      

    I flipped through the book, struggling to understand exactly what I was I was holding. It was thick, and there were pictures on every page – all of them even more lewd than the last. And all of them showed women in positions of submission: women kneeling before men, spreading their legs for men as they mounted them, riding their cocks in positions I’d only seen in pornography. Sometimes there were two women, three, even four serving the same man in his strange robes. Every page had some esoteric heading like “The Ram’s Purpose” or “The Twin Swallows,” along with more of that bizarre text. 

      

    My brain was on fire as I read it. I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life. This was what I wanted – it was like having something I’d never understood my entire life explained to me. I wanted to be served, waited upon, worshiped: I imagined having half a dozen women at my command, begging to fuck and suck me like the girls in these pages. 

      

    Shit, there’s even women transforming, I thought, glancing at a two-panel drawing where a woman’s breasts swelled up to the size of udders while the man in robes grinned. ’To Empty The Vessel’ - that one looks like it makes a girl dumb and submissive. ‘Sowing The Grain’ - oh my god, is this a spell to make a girl more FERTILE?… 

      

    I put the book down, and it opened to a page on its own. It wasn’t terribly different from the first picture of the girl on her knees, only in this one two women knelt before the man, begging to serve his cock. I’d begun to understand that this man was a conjurer of some kind – the master of this book of spells. Both these women were under his control, and on the next page they were both covered in his load, grinning as they shared it between them like whores. 

      

    ’One Wand Fills Two Cups’, I read, shaking my head in disbelief. The two women covered in seed – a blonde and a brunette – looked so much like Julie and Kendra that it made me dizzy. As my vision blurred, I swore the runes underneath of the second page almost started to make sense… 

      

    “Wow! You’ve really outdone yourself, Gideon!” 

      

    I slammed the book shut, a guilty look flashing over my face. My boss Kendra stood in the doorway to the break room, grinning. Her gorgeous body was covered in sweat from the gym, and she’d changed into a tight athletic outfit that could have come from the same rack as Julie’s clothes. She filled them out even better, rocking bigger, juicy tits and a full ass, and I couldn’t help but stare. 

      

    Kendra paid my gaze no mind. She knew I looked at her; she loved to use it to get control of me. If only I’d been the one with the conjurer’s control… 

      

    I started to raise up from my seat. “Sorry,” I stammered. “I was just checking this...” 

      

    “Relax – you’ve been kicking ass,” she said, glancing at the piles. “You’ve more than earned a break. I’m guessing this big one is the junk pile?” 

      

    “Yeah.” I put a hand over the volume protectively. The last thing I wanted was for her to see what I’d been reading. “Sorry to burst your bubble, but most of that stuff’s junk.” 

      

    “I figured.” She turned around, fiddled with the coffee, then realized we were out. Julie had taken the last cup, along with my dignity. “I bought that stuff at rock-bottom prices – even if a little bit of it sells, we’ll break even. Dammit, why are there never coffee filters when you really need them?” 

      

    Just like Julie, Kendra was up on her tiptoes, her big ass swaying from side to side as she searched. It made me think of the book I was holding, and I blushed. 

      

    “So what’s in that one?” She asked without turning around. “You seemed to have your nose pretty far in it.” 

      

    “This? Oh, nothing,” I said, flipping it open too casually. A moment later I was staring at The Whore’s Cup again, the beautiful, curvy goddess on her knees before her Master. Only this time, the words on the second page sort of made sense. They almost looked like letters… 

      

    “By the way,” Kendra said breezily, as if she hadn’t heard me, “Julie was giggling like a maniac when I got back. Did something happen between you two while I was gone?” 

      

    Yes, those were definitely starting to make sense. I squinted hard, willing the words to appear. I was so busy concentrating that what I said next just slipped out. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, my voice heavy with effort. “I actually worked up the courage to ask her out and she shot me down. She was super mean about it, too.” 

      

    I heard Kendra sigh. “Oh Gideon,” she said, shaking her head. “Trust me on this, okay? I know from experience. Girls like Julie, they’re young and they don’t know what they really want. She’s going to have to go out with a lot of assholes-” 

      

    Suddenly the words were perfectly clear. How had I not been able to read them before? I found my mouth shaping the syllables, pronouncing the three ancient words gravely as my boss continued to speak. 

      

    “-before she realizes what a nice guy...” 

      

    It was like a sudden storm passed over the building. For a moment the air pressure went crazy, and a shadow fell over my eyes. It was so disorienting that it took a moment for me to realize that Kendra had stopped talking. 

      

    “You okay?” I asked, glancing up from the book. 

      

    When I looked up, she was staring right at me – and she had the strangest look on her face. 

      

    “Um, boss?” I asked. She was just...staring. Not in a mean way, but like she had never seen me before. “Kendra? You’re kind of freaking me out...” 

      

    “Let me blow you,” she blurted. 

      

    My mouth dropped open. “Excuse me?” 

      

    In a flash, she was on her knees, pulling my legs apart as she scooted the break room table out of the way with her shoulders. She licked her lips, looking almost nervous as she gazed up at me. 

      

    “Gideon,” she whispered, “let me suck you off. Please?” Her hand closed on the bulge between my legs, and there was no way she couldn’t feel how hard I was. I felt her gasp as her fingers closed around me through the fabric, like she couldn’t believe how big I was. 

      

    “Boss, what are you doing?” This couldn’t be happening. Things didn’t just...didn’t just happen like this. Like magic. I hadn’t really done anything but say a couple stupid words. “I’m...I’m your employee, for crying out loud...” 

      

    “I can be so good, Gideon,” she purred, tugging down the front of her top. Her big tits nearly spilled out of the fabric, completely on display for my viewing pleasure. “Please. You need this...no, I need this. I need to serve you, I...I need to worship you...” 

      

    Before I knew what was happening, her fingers were undoing my belt. She unbuttoned my jeans and my cock sprang free, sticking straight up like a fat rod with a long bead of precum running down the side. Kendra let out a groan of pure, animal lust as she stared at it. 

      

    “Don’t say no,” she whimpered, lowering her face to it and running the tip of her tongue down my shaft. “Please, just let me do this for you, Gideon. Let me make you feel good...” 

      

    I couldn’t stop her. And hell, if I was being honest with myself, I didn’t want to stop her. It had been a hell of a long time since I’d had a girl’s face anywhere near my cock – and I’d never had anyone as eager as Kendra. 

      

    Her tongue trailed all the way to the swollen head of my cock, lapping up the precum dribbling from the tip like it was liquid gold. Then she latched her soft, pouty lips around it and slid down an inch at a time, letting me feel the warm, wet embrace of her mouth. I let out a moan of pure relief as I bottomed out inside of her throat, resting my hand on the back of her head. I was in Heaven. 

      

    She bobbed up and down on my cock a few times, then pulled off me with a wet pop. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking me hard as she let saliva drool from her mouth onto the swollen, spongy head. 

      

    “Do you like that?” she asked, staring up at me for approval. “Does my mouth make you feel good, Master?” 

      

    Never in my life had anyone ever had cause to call me Master. I’d never even imagined such a thing was possible. But from the bolt of excitement and pleasure that shot through me, making my toes curl and my cock swell and twitch in Kendra’s fingers, it was obviously the hottest thing I’d ever heard. 

      

    “Yes,” I groaned, my fingers pressing insistently on the back of her head. “Keep sucking me, Kendra. You feel so fucking good...” 

      

    With an eager smile, she went right back to it. Her mouth swallowed me whole, taking me all the way to the base over and over again like the girl had been born with no gag reflex. I’d never had head like this before: my one previous girlfriend had always been demure and a little prudish about it, only using her mouth on me when I’d practically begged for it. She’d never been all that into it: it was clear that it was a chore for her. 

      

    What Kendra was doing to me could not have been further from that. She sucked my cock like she’d been born for it, like there was nothing on Earth she loved more than feeling it pulse between her warm lips. She treated me like a King as she worked her mouth up and down my cock, forming a tight seal that left me shivering. Her naughty tongue never stopped moving. I could feel how turned on she was, could smell the feral arousal making a wet spot on her panties as her pussy boiled over from the pleasure of serving me. 

      

    She pulled back, just the head of my cock remaining in her perfect little mouth, then started stroking me hard as her tongue swirled around the tip of my cock. It was the kind of move I never would have imagined being used on me in a million years, and instantly I was bucking against her lips uncontrollably. The hungry look in her eyes as she stared up at me let me know exactly what she was thinking: come for me, Gideon. 

      

    Come for me, Master. 

      

    “Fuck, I think I’m gonna come,” I growled, tangling my fingers in her hair. A low moan left her throat at my words. Normally that would have been the signal for a girl to stop, but instead Kendra picked up the pace, her hand a blur on my shaft as she hummed around the head of my cock in ways that made me feel like I’d been dunked in liquid fire. I could feel my balls tighten against her chin, the head of my cock beginning to pulse in time with my heartbeat as I got ready to shoot my load. 

      

    I’m gonna come in my boss’ mouth, I thought deliriously, rapidly approaching the peak. Holy shit, this is the best day of my life… 

      

    A sudden flash of movement made me tear my eyes away from Kendra’s as she teased me to the brink. Julie was standing in the doorway, her face drained of color, staring at the two of us like she’d come in to find the room on fire. 

      

    Her eyes met mine, and I couldn’t help but feel a nasty little pleasure in the back of my mind. Who’s the nerd now, bitch? I thought, grunting as I drove my cock deep into Kendra’s mouth. 

      

    Then Julie screamed. 

      

    “Holy fuck!” She stamped one foot hard against the concrete, like a child having a tantrum. “What the fuck are you two doing!?” 

      

    I was so close. If Julie had come ten seconds later, she would have walked in to see me exploding all over her boss’ face and mouth. Instead, Kendra pulled back at the last moment, her glazed expression of submission going confused as she saw Julie standing there staring at us. 

      

    “J...Julie?” Kendra blinked rapidly, like she’d forgotten what she was doing. “Julie, I’m busy right now-” 

      

    “I’ll fucking say!” The girl was screaming loud enough that if we had any customers, they could sure as hell hear her. The last thing we needed was for someone to come running back here and see me with my dick out, so I tamped down every bit of masculine pride I’d ever had and tucked my cock back into my pants. 

      

    “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Gideon?” Julie’s rage had turned on to me now, like I was someone the one who’d done her wrong. “Getting your dick sucked in the fucking break room?” 

      

    I opened my mouth to apologize – but from somewhere so deep inside of me I didn’t know it existed, other words came out. 

      

    “Hey, it’s not like you were interested,” I said with a smirk. “We’re both consenting adults, on our break. Why don’t you give us some privacy?” 

      

    That certainly did it. I don’t know if it was the wording or just the fact that I didn’t shrivel up and die the way she’d been expecting, but Julie went white with fury. 

      

    “This...” she said, waving her arms around to indicate the entire break room, “...is sexual harassment! I am not fucking taking it, and I’m going to tell everyone what the fuck you’re doing! You should be ashamed of yourself, Kendra – sucking off this...this loser!” 

      

    “He’s not a loser,” Kendra said dreamily. “I love feeling him come inside my mouth...” 

      

    “Rrrrgh!” Julie let out a screech and turned on a dime, charging out of the break room. Kendra looked like she couldn’t believe what she’d just said – her eyes returned to mine, and I could see the struggle there. I could tell that she wanted to take my cock back out of my pants and finish the job – but whatever distraction Julie had become had managed to jolt her at least partially out of the spell I’d cast. 

      

    “I’ll...fuck, I’ll be right back,” she said, staggering to her feet. “Jesus, she’s right. What the fuck were we doing, Gideon?” 

      

    She put a hand on her mouth and raced away, in pursuit of Julie. I heard the two of them arguing from the store floor, screaming at each other, and sighed. 

      

    I blew it, I thought, practically steaming with frustration. I was so close. God, Kendra’s mouth felt so fucking good. She’s so hot – and she seemed like she wanted to do so much more with me. Even the stuff I haven’t done… 

      

    That was a long list. I glanced over at the book sadly – and then I got an idea. 

      

    It wasn’t the kind of thing the old me would ever even have considered. But I remembered one of the pages in the book...I turned to it, flipping past spell after spell… 

      

    “There,” I said, looking at the inscription. “One Wand Fills Two Cups.” The two gorgeous women lay on their hands and knees, like they’d been waiting for me to return to the page. If anything, they looked even more like Julie and Kendra than they had when I’d first seen them. 

      

    The two girls were still arguing. And the hieroglyphics beneath the picture were as clear as day. I zipped up, grabbed the book, and followed my boss. 

      

    At the register, Julie and Kendra were alone – any customers had taken the hint and skedaddled after seeing them argue. Julie was motioning like she wanted to leave, but Kendra was practically pleading for her to stay. 

      

    “Julie,” she begged, grabbing the co-ed’s hand, “I can explain...” 

      

    “Don’t touch me!” Unlike Kendra, I knew this effort was fruitless. I knew, better than I had just a few minutes ago, what narcissism and wickedness lay at the heart of this beautiful co-ed. I knew on a primal, instinctive level that she couldn’t wait to ruin the pleasure I’d taken as my own; that she would get wet later that night and touch herself thinking about how she’d ruined Kendra’s business over a moment of fun. I wasn’t going to let her do that. 

      

    Instead, I was going to take control. The way I should have from the start. 

      

    “Hey, girls!” Both women stopped in their tracks and stared at me, looking like they’d never really seen me before. Which, in a sense, they hadn’t. 

      

    “I can fix this right now,” I said with a smirk, glancing down at the page. Then I said the four words of One Wand Fills Two Cups, pronouncing the ancient runes with a voice that sounded only vaguely like my own. 

      

    Both women’s gazes changed in an instant. They looked at me like I was some macho movie star who’d just walked in the room, like I was someone important and sexy and desirable. I saw a thin trail of drool ooze from the corner of Julie’s mouth as the spell took control of her mind, soothing all her worries. Kendra took it even better – having felt my power once, she let out a relieved little giggle, like someone slipping back into a warm bath on a freezing cold day. She shivered with pleasure as she licked her lips, staring at the bulge in my pants. 

      

    “Master,” Kendra purred. 

      

    “That’s right,” I said, tucking the book under my shoulder. “Stop fighting over me. There’s plenty to go around.” 

      

    “Gideon?” Suddenly Julie’s voice sounded very small, very feminine – and very submissive. 

      

    “Yes, Julie?” 

      

    Her mouth worked soundlessly for a moment. “Can I...c-can I...is there something I could do to please you?” 

      

    I grinned. God damn, this was an amazing feeling. I could really get used to it. “Both of you come back in here.” 

      

    I let them into the break room and closed the door behind us. Then I took my seat back in the chair and looked both of them over, hands on my thighs. 

      

    “God, you both look good,” I said approvingly, watching them both blush with pleasure at the praise. “I’ve fantasized about both of you so many times.” 

      

    “Gideon? Can I…?” Julie was staring hungrily at the bulge in my pants. Her inability to actually say what she wanted was a turn-on, but I was about ready to feel those soft lips I’d fantasized about wrapped around my cock. 

      

    “Can you what, Julie? Spit it out, slut.” 

      

    Julie jerked like I’d slapped her, but kept biting her lip. “Can I, like, maybe give you a blowjob? I promise I won’t tell anybody about what you and Kendra were doing back here – as long as you let me do it, too.” 

      

    Still smirking, I took my cock out of my pants. Both girls gasped, staring at it like I’d just unfurled a holy relic. 

      

    “You want this?” I asked, enjoying the moment. 

      

    Both girls nodded in unison. I watched their desperation for a moment: the hair twirling, the lip biting, and then decided I wanted more. 

      

    “Kendra,” I said, a note of command entering my voice. “Take off Julie’s top.” 

      

    My boss nodded and reached over, grabbing the fabric of Julie’s athletic top and tugging it up over her head. Her taut little belly was exposed first, then a pale, mouth-watering expanse of underboob as the top caught on her erect nipples and tugged them upward. Finally the whole thing came free and Julie was topless before me. Her breasts were model-perfect, firm and perky and topped with perfectly pink, diamond-hard nipples. She covered herself for a moment, but under the force of my gaze she lowered her hands and stuck out her chest, letting me devour her with my eyes. 

      

    “Very nice,” I growled. A blush spread all the way from Julie’s cheeks to the hollow between her tits as she literally got high off my compliment. “Now the pants. Slowly, sensually – like you’d do a guy you’re seeing before the two of you fuck.” 

      

    Julie handled this part herself. She turned around and stuck her big ass in the air, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants and oh-so-slowly tugged them down. They came down her creamy thighs an inch at a time, revealing a pair of lacy black thong panties. The back was just a narrow band between her ass cheeks, hiding nothing as she tugged them down to her calves and tossed the fabric away. 

      

    She stood before me, revealed, and I was stunned. “Fuck you’re gorgeous,” I panted, making her blush deeper and harder than any of the previous compliments. “Look how fucking hard you’ve made me, Julie. That cum you see dripping down my shaft? You put it there, darling.” 

      

    Julie closed her eyes and moaned, arching her back and pressing her thighs together as pure pleasure infiltrated her body. I had no idea how I knew this spell gave me this kind of power over women: I just did. I didn’t question it, I just used it. 

      

    “Good girl,” I said. “Now come taste it. Crawl to me on your knees.” 

      

    Julie dropped like a stone, tossing her long blonde hair over one shoulder as she made her way towards me. Her movements were slow and sinuous, accentuating every curve of her nearly-naked body as she closed the gap between us. She knew she was making me hard, and she wanted to maximize my pleasure – even before her lips were on me. Little details like that made me willing to forget the way she’d treated me in the past – almost. 

      

    As she reached me, I looked over her to see Kendra fidgeting and blushing as well. “You think I’m abandoning you?” I asked. “Leaving you to twist in the wind while someone younger gives me head?” 

      

    “I think whatever you tell me to think, Master,” she replied obediently. “I have no thoughts of my own. I have no will of my own. I am a vessel devoted to pleasing you: my Lord, my God, my Master.” 

      

    “Holy fuck,” I groaned. In that moment, Julie put her tongue along the base of my shaft and lapped up my precum, getting me ready to feel her warm wet mouth. “Do you have any idea what a fucking turn-on it is to hear that?” 

      

    A wry little smile curled one corner of her mouth. “I think I have some idea, Master.” 

      

    Just then I had an idea. I fished my phone out of my pocket and placed it on the table, opening up my music app. “I want you to disrobe for me,” I told Kendra. “I want you to take off all your clothes like a stripper, like this is my own personal VIP section. Give me a real show, Kendra – then I’ll let you share this cock.” 

      

    With a little giggle, Julie made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and took me into her mouth. I leaned back in the chair and watched Kendra strip, gently pressing down on Julie’s head as she blew me to make sure she took me all the way into her tight, perfect throat. 

      

    I had never seen this side of my boss before. I knew she had a bit of a wild side, but in her interactions with me she’d always been nothing but professional so I forgot. Now I was seeing her move in ways I never would have guessed – she was such a natural, I would have easily believed she’d put herself through college on the pole. 

      

    She gyrated her hips as the beat kicked in, pulling her pants tight around her ass and rocking like she was trying to grind on the very air between us. Her dancing was an act of worship; it was also raunchy as hell. By the time she’d gotten down to her lacy pink bra and panties (I would’ve expected Julie to go with a girlish pink, not my older MILF of a boss) I was thoroughly enjoying the show, my cock pulsing in between Julie’s lips as she sucked me. 

      

    “You like my body, Master?” Kendra slid two fingers into her panties, then brought them to her lips and ran her tongue between them, tasting her own juices. “Is my body fit to worship you?” 

      

    “Fuck yes it is,” I gasped, resting my other elbow between Julie’s shoulders as she blew me. I loved treating her like a piece of furniture I could fuck – demeaning and degrading her the way she’d done to me. And the more I did it, the harder I felt her needy slurps around my base, the faster I felt her go in her quest to get me off. 

      

    My gaze traveled to the book, and suddenly I wanted more. I flipped through, quickly, and found one of the incantations I’d seen before: Planting The Seed. There was only one thing that could possibly mean. 

      

    I wasn’t the sort of guy who was yearning for kids; for one thing, I was way too young. But something about the idea of breeding a woman, of solidifying my hold over her by putting my heir inside of her belly gave me a rush of power like nothing else. I wanted to feel that kind of power whenever I looked at Julie: I wanted to know that no matter what happened next, I’d imprinted my essence on her very soul. 

      

    I memorized the two-word phrase, then leaned forward and whispered it into Julie’s ear. 

      

    Instantly she stiffened, a muffled cry of pleasure coming from around my cock. A moment later she pulled off of me, staring up into my face with a wild-eyed gaze that was almost feverish in its intensity. 

      

    “I want you to be inside me,” she said simply. “I need you to be inside me.” 

      

    She climbed into my lap, tugging my boxers down beneath my knees. I could feel how wet she was as she straddled me: juice dripped between her thighs as her pussy boiled over, every molecule in her body remaking itself to better fulfill my command. Julie hadn’t been ovulating five minutes ago, but now she was, and she was more fertile than she’d ever been in her life – more fertile than any girl on Earth. I knew that when I entered her I’d be able to slide all the way into her inner sanctum without the slightest bit of resistance, and that when I exploded I was going to breed her beautiful body true. 

      

    “I want you, Master,” Julie moaned as she took my cock by the base and aimed it into her folds. She did all this without tearing her eyes away from me, without giving me the slightest inclination that she could see anything in the world but me. “I love you. I love you and you’re my whole world, and it feels I’m going to explode if I don’t get your big, beautiful cock inside of me. I want to feel it so much, Master...” 

      

    With a grunt, I took her hips and forced her down on me. My cock slid into her smoothly, buried to the hilt within her tight wetness in a single stroke. I felt her walls wrapping themselves around me, her entire being compressed into this single moment of penetration. The moment my spell had convinced her was the culmination of her entire life. 

      

    She came instantly. 

      

    Julie let out a scream of pleasure, her face flushing crimson as a torrent of juice coated my cock. Her inner muscles gripped me as tight as a glove, spasming around my cock as she rode it again and again, her eyes rolling back in her head as the strongest orgasm of her life rolled over her and ripped away her senses. She was babbling, barely able to hold on to her sense of self, unable to stop because the cock inside of her just felt too damn good to do anything but slam her womanhood on it to the hilt again and again and again. 

      

    “Thank you, Master!” she cried, shattering like a plate-glass window. Her nails dug into my hips as she enveloped me, her honeyed insides sending shivers of pleasure through me. “Thank you, Master, thank you, Master, thank you...” 

      

    I was stunned. All that from one thrust. I hadn’t even really gotten started yet. 

      

    As soon as I said it, the urge to go deep overtook me. Like an animal, I grabbed Julie’s hips and pummeled her lithe body with hard, driving strokes, shaking her like a ragdoll as I fucked her brutally. She didn’t complain – instead, it pushed her even higher. Her body matched mine stroke for stroke, my cock filling her to the brim and then some. 

      

    “Fuck her harder, Master.” The words were like velvet in my ear. It was Kendra, who’d come behind the pair of us and was pressed up against me from behind. I could feel her breasts on my shoulders, the nipples hard little nubs against my skin. Her hands trailed down my chest as Julie bounced up and down in my lap, massaging me as my younger conquest rode my cock. 

      

    “Fuck yeah,” I groaned, losing myself to the pleasure. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine an experience like this was possible for a guy like me – at least, not without a trip to Vegas and a whole lot of money. But both of these women weren’t just doing exactly what I wanted; what drove me to the absolute height of passion is how badly they wanted it. They saw me as their owner, their leader – someone who they wanted to please beyond all else. I’d spent my entire life making other people happy, and it was so incredible to be on the receiving end for once – to have other people obsessed with me. 

      

    “Pour out your seed, Master. Please?” Kendra’s tongue was hot in my ear as she nibbled at my neck. Julie looked like she was way beyond the point of being able to form words, but I saw the same thing in her eyes: please breed me, Master. 

      

    Something about this older woman begging me to come inside of Julie made the whole thing irresistible. I thrust upward into her core, bucking hard enough to shake the table as she had another sobbing orgasm around my cock. 

      

    “She’s making herself ready for you, Master. She wants this so badly. She wants to be the first to carry your heir.” A little snicker left Kendra’s throat. “I know she’ll be the first of many, Master. Women will fight each other for the privilege of serving in your harem...” 

      

    A harem. A whole mansion full of girls, dedicated to nothing but sucking and fucking. That sounded like the best thing on Earth. 

      

    I couldn’t hold back anymore. Animal grunts I barely recognized left me as I took Julie’s hip with one hand and her shoulder with the other. Holding her up with sheer strength, I pounded her like a living fuckdoll, drilling deep into her core with every thrust. She could feel me getting ready to release my load; the look in her eyes was mingled desperation and triumph. I was so close; her cunt felt so amazing; and Kendra behind me as the devil on my shoulder made me just want to keep fucking harder… 

      

    I leaned back into the chair as climax washed over me. It was the most powerful orgasm of my life – for a minute or two I just literally stopped thinking. My life, my job, even the fact of the strange book I’d discovered just faded away – there was nothing but me, Julie, and the liquid fire I was pumping inside of her with every beat of my heart. She felt it erupt inside of her and it sent her over the edge, her inner muscles gripping me like a second skin as burst after burst of my come shot straight into her primed, fertile womb. She shuddered with pleasure, her breasts moving in huge sobs as she panted my name over and over again. Dimly, I realized how much pleasure she must be feeling as well: I’d literally fulfilled her entire purpose in life. She must have felt like she’d received the blessing of her own personal God as I fired again and again into her wet, welcoming cunt. 

      

    When it was finally over, I collapsed into the chair and released her. She didn’t remove my cock from inside her; instead she nuzzled my chest and wrapped her arms around me. With a grunt of pleasure, she moved her body up and down oh-so-slowly on my cock, milking it dry for her hungry cunt. She raised her head and I kissed her, covering her mouth with my own as the last few bursts of seed drained from my balls and into her. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she said with a little giggle. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had. I loved worshiping you – I want to make you come like that over and over again...” 

      

    Jesus. What had I just done? 

      

    Now that I’d shot my load and come back to my senses, I was almost horrified. Julie wasn’t in her right mind: neither was Kendra, for that matter. I’d...I’d controlled them, made them serve me. But they both seemed to like it so much. They were so much happier than I’d ever seen them. 

      

    “We love you, Master,” Kendra purred in my ear, as if reading my thoughts. “Would you like to breed me now? I’m not as young as Julie, but my pussy’s so hot for you. I just know I’ll get pregnant on the very first try...” 

      

    Fucking my boss. Oh wow. 

      

    No. I shook my head. “I...” I had no idea what I wanted to say. My cock was already starting to stiffen against Julie’s thigh, and from the way she was slowly grinding against it, she was definitely ready for round two if I decided I didn’t want to fuck Kendra yet. 

      

    I felt so conflicted. So guilty. And so fucking fulfilled… 

      

    “I need some time to think about this,” I said, standing up. “I...this is crazy.” 

      

    “Of course,” Kendra said. 

      

    “Your wish is our command, Master,” Julie added. “What would you like us to do?” 

      

    My mind raced. “For right now,” I said, fumbling, “...for right now I want you both to put your clothes on, go back out there, and act like none of this ever happened. I want you two to be your normal selves, and have no memory of any of this. Got it?” 

      

    Neither of them looked happy at that, but they nodded. “Yes, Master,” they said. 

      

    That would buy me some time. I needed to think about this, to contemplate the awesome power that had just been dropped in my lap. This thing could be a blessing, or it could be something else entirely… 

      

    “Oh,” I realized. Both girls were already dressed; their eyes were starting to flicker with the beginnings of trance. “Stop for a second.” 

      

    Kendra shook herself gently. “Yes, Master?” 

      

    “When you, um...come back to yourself.” I held up the book, pointing to the leather cover. “This book is mine. It wasn’t part of this collection, it’s always been mine, and neither of you think its weird in the slightest for me to have it on my person at any time. Understood?” 

      

    Both women nodded. “Yes, Master.” 

      

    Despite all my misgivings, my face lit up with a mischievous smile. The book was mine now – my possession. I could read it at my leisure, learn its secrets, and decide what I wanted to do with the power. 

      

    My cock throbbed against my thigh. And do whatever you want with Kendra and Julie, I thought. Besides, if you really did just knock up Julie, you’re not going to be able to hide it for long… 

      

    I tucked the thought away. That was, like, fifth or six on my list of worries for the moment. At best. I had bigger fish to fry, and number one was this big book I’d just been gifted. I could worry about that first. 

      

    I had no way of knowing yet, but I had much bigger worries on the horizon. For instance, my quick thinking in telling Kendra the book had always been mine was about to save my life...
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    After my amazing afternoon with Kendra and Julie, I took the rest of the day off and stayed in with my copy of Mentis. My mind felt focused; my body more relaxed than it had been in years. Riding Julie’s tight teen body into the sweetest pleasure of my life had been an initiation into manhood: and if this strange book in my possession was the key to getting even more, I wanted to know the thing front to back. 

      

    It didn’t take long for me to realize that a careful study of the book would take more than the work of a single day. While it had appeared simple back at the bookstore – a collection of short spells, the effects of each illustrated in graphic detail – the longer I looked it at, the more I realized there was real depth to it. Entire sections of the book had no pictures at all, covered instead with the same tiny, hieroglyphic runes as the spells. But while I’d somehow gained the ability to read the short, simple command phrases that had made Kendra and Julie drop to their knees and beg to please me with their bodies, these glyphs remained completely unreadable. No matter how long I stared at them, they didn’t become any clearer. 

      

    The first spell I learned only became readable while Julie was taunting me, I thought an hour or two into my study. Maybe there’s an emotional component to it – like you have to be in the proper state of mind to learn one of these… 

      

    I chose the first long section of runes and set the book on my thighs, holding it open with one hand. I’d decided that I needed to think of something hurtful, something that upset me, and see if it gave me any clarity into reading the runes. 

      

    The instant I set to it, an image of Elizabeth jumped into my mind. 

      

    Despite all the wonderful things that had happened to me in the last few hours, I felt my teeth gritting in irritation. Oh yeah, I thought. That’s the stuff. 

      

    Elizabeth had been my high school sweetheart. Our relationship was close in the way that only the first, heated love between two impressionable young people could be – even after we got accepted to different colleges, we tried to make it work. We’d fooled around plenty of times – that blowjob I’d gotten from Julie definitely wasn’t my first – but she’d been adamant on saving “the big stuff” for marriage, in her words. I hadn’t liked it, but I’d gone along with it, because I cared about her. 

      

    That was before I discovered that she’d cheated on me the first week of classes at a fraternity mixer. Apparently saving “the big stuff” wasn’t on her mind when she was riding the dick of her school’s star linebacker. After I found out I cut all contact. She’d tried to reach out to me dozens of times on social media to reconnect, always full of apologies. She even offered to let me fuck her, to give away freely what she’d used to hold so prized. I blocked her on everything. 

      

    I knew in my heart of hearts that she hadn’t been good for me, but it still hurt. Just thinking about it felt like lowering a ball of acid into my stomach. That cheating...bitch, I thought, replaying the anguished phone call I’d made when pictures of her all over some other guy showed up on social media. She made me wait so long. She didn’t even make that asshole wait fifteen minutes to shove his cock deep inside what was supposed to be mine... 

      

    I was angry. I was frustrated. And as I rode the sensation deep in my gut, the words on the page started to shimmer and sway. When they started to move, it was so slow that for a few moments I was sure I was imagining it, but it was real: they were forming words. 

      

    This is the testament, read the heading at the top of the page, of Fernando Aguilar. 

      

    “Fernando Aguilar,” I whispered, tapping the edge of the page with a fingertip. It was an old-sounding name. I felt the air around me tighten almost imperceptibly at the words – whoever this person was, he’d held some kind of amazing power. 

      

    If you are reading this, then it can only mean that I have passed from this mortal realm, as this book has not left my possession in over sixty years. In that case, congratulations are in order – not only have you seized my greatest treasure, you have cracked the secret of decoding these sacred words and making them visible to your eye. I assume you are either my son or my daughter, come to claim your share of my possessions. Know this: however it may have fallen, whichever of you holds this book has truly come out the victor. 

      

    I could barely believe what I was reading. This has to be the guy, I thought, scanning the page. The ‘medieval studies’ scholar Kendra bought all those books from. He’d intended this volume to go to one of his descendants – but apparently, they’d just sold his entire library off. 

      

    Sucks to be them, I thought with a smirk, reading on: 

      

    The book you are holding is known as ‘Mentis’, or the Book of Mind. I won’t bore you with a history of its owners and deeds, as a full recounting would take more space than even this weighty tome would allow. Suffice to say that this tome, when mastered, gives one the ability to control the will of anyone they desire. Men will become your most loyal servants; women, the most wanton and submissive slaves. 

      

    I’d certainly seen the second one in action. Only this was exactly what I’d been able to figure out without any of Aguilar’s teachings to guide me. I wondered how much faith he put in these kids of his: he must not have thought much of them if he had to spell everything out for them… 

      

    Memorize the incantations in the books well. This knowledge will let you rule the hearts and minds of those around you. Keep in mind that in order for any of the spells to work, the book must be either on your person or near to you at all times. I have not tested the limits of how far the book can be before the magic fades – I would suggest you keep it close to you ALWAYS. 

      

    The ‘always’ was in all caps and underlined twice. Fernando had had a thing about hanging on to this book – with good reason. I made a mental note then and there to keep this thing close to me at all times. I had no idea what might happen if a spell “wore off” at an inopportune time, but from the way Fernando wrote about it I had no desire to ever discover it. 

      

    Lastly, I would like to say something of a personal nature to whichever of you this might be. Whether you are my son or my daughter, this discovery has likely caused you to look at events in your upbringing with new eyes. Yes, your mother was one of my willing slaves. Yes, a great deal of the ‘strange’ behavior you witnessed while growing up was because of me controlling everyone around you. 

      

    You may be asking yourselves why I never told you about any of this. I doubt you will believe me, as I’ve rarely given you any reason to, but the truth is this: I wanted both of you to have a chance to grow up with something like a normal life. I never used my powers in your presence; I tried to keep your lives as undisturbed as possible. 

      

    Remember that as you begin using my greatest gift. 

      

    Signed, 

      

    Written underneath was the name Fernando Aguilar in looping characters. 

      

    Wow, I thought. What a mindfuck. 

      

    To think, this guy had all this power – enough to build a harem of fertile, worshipping slaves. And yet in the process he lost everything – from what I was reading, it wouldn’t be uncharitable to call his relationship with his kids ‘strained’ at best. And their true inheritance, the most important gift he’d ever give them, was in my hands instead. 

      

    It was a lot to think about. 

      

    I’m not gonna squander this, I thought finally, gripping the book a little tighter. Those kids grew up with everything – what advantages did I have? Fuck them – I deserve this. 

      

    It made me feel a little bit better. But I knew deep down that only one thing would truly wash away the sting of finding out my spellbook’s recent history: 

      

    Making Julie and Kendra my submissive bimbo slaves. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    The next day, I didn’t bother to go to class. But I did go back to work. 

      

    You might ask: why? Why bother ever setting foot in my place of employment again, when I had the power to make any woman I wanted kneel? I could have hopped on a plane to Hollywood and made my favorite actress into my personal sex toy. I could have models or CEOs into mewling, brainless bimbos who yearned to lick my come off their breasts. But instead, I went back to the bookstore? 

      

    I had two reasons for doing so. Firstly, I wanted another look at Fernando Aguilar’s personal library. Just because Mentis was the find of the century didn’t mean there weren’t other hidden jewels or gems stacked among the books. It was likely that Fernando kept some kind of diary or notebook with more details about the spellbook and its powers – even if I didn’t find any other magical items, something like that could be a huge help in the long run. 

      

    And second...well, Julie and Kendra were there. 

      

    I’d barely stopped thinking about either of them since leaving work. How Julie’s face had looked as she rode my cock into the stratosphere – that perfect expression of lust and devotion as her cunt wrapped itself around my throbbing cock. Or the neediness in Kendra’s voice as she purred in my ear, begging me to pour my fertile seed deep inside of her favorite coworker’s womb. The way both of them had molded themselves to meet my needs, became the submissive bimbos I’d always dreamed of having at my beck and call...it was an experience as addictive as it was pleasurable. I had to have them again. 

      

    And besides, I hadn’t fucked Kendra proper yet. That was first on the list. 

      

    There was a spring in my step as I arrived at the bookstore that afternoon. The tinkling of the bell as the door slammed shut behind me felt more like a fanfare welcoming me home than a cage sliding closed. Kendra was behind the register, leaning over the counter as she watched the store’s single customer pick through some old science-fiction novels. I couldn’t help but notice the way her low-cut top hugged her ample breasts as she leaned forward, practically putting them on display. 

      

    I want those tits, I thought with a burst of excitement. And I can have them. Whenever I want. 

      

    Kendra turned at the sound of the bell, a smile lighting up her face as she saw me. “Hey Gideon! You’re looking chipper today. Get good news?” 

      

    For a moment, I was brought up short: then I remembered. I’d ordered Kendra and Julie to forget everything that had happened to them yesterday – to act as if I’d never cast any spells on them. Even if they really did remember deep down in the most primal part of their minds, the memory never reached a conscious level. To Kendra, yesterday had been an ordinary day – while to me, it had been anything but. 

      

    “Yeah,” I told her, unable to keep a smirk off my face. “The best, actually.” I slid my backpack off one shoulder and started to reach into it, feeling for the tome that would make her mine. “I got this book...” 

      

    “Wait,” she said, holding up one finger. “I have good news too. Me first.” 

      

    My hand stopped halfway to the book. She seemed so excited, I wanted to hear what she had to say. 

      

    “Oh yeah?” I asked, pulling my hand from the backpack. “What’s up?” 

      

    “Here, let me show you,” she said mirthfully, taking my hand. Kendra led me to the backroom, ignoring our single customer, and stood in front of the door like a magician about to reveal a trick. 

      

    Whatever this is, it must be big, I thought. She’s never THIS excited about anything. And its not like her to ignore a customer, not even a solitary one… 

      

    “Someone put something in your coffee today?” I asked sarcastically. 

      

    “You joke,” she said, her voice crackling with energy, “but I feel like it. Check it out!” 

      

    She threw open the door – and my heart dropped into my stomach. There was our combination break room and storage area; there was the table I ate my lunch on, and the chair where I’d sat yesterday while Kendra wrapped her lips around my cock. 

      

    But the piles of books – Fernando Aguilar’s books – were gone. 

      

    “The...the books,” I said dumbly, working my mouth around the words with an effort. “Where are they?” 

      

    “I sold them!” Kendra was so excited, she practically jumped into the air. “All of them – a buyer came in and bought the whole collection first thing this morning. At first I thought it was some kind of prank, but she really brought two guys and a truck and carted the whole thing off. Can you believe it?” 

      

    Yes, I could. Because unlike Kendra, I knew what kind of man Fernando Aguilar had been. I knew what power he possessed: and clearly, someone else did, too. 

      

    Kendra saw the look on my face and frowned. “What’s the matter, Gideon? You actually look upset!” 

      

    “I just...” I couldn’t say what I was actually thinking, of course. That any finds in Aguilar’s library were now lost to me, and that whoever bought those boxes of books had probably been looking for the copy of Mentis now hidden in my backpack. So I just shrugged. 

      

    “You can’t tell me you were actually looking forward to cataloging all that? Gideon, I just saved you a ton of work – and that’s not the half of it!” Kendra spread her arms like she couldn’t believe she was having to explain this. “Like ninety percent of those books weren’t even going to sell – we were going to have to give them away to thrift stores or toss them. They bought the whole thing, Gideon. The whole thing. Do you know what that means?” 

      

    I shook my head, still numb. 

      

    “It means I made enough profit off that sale to take a vacation for the first time in three years. And enough to give my two loyal employees a bonus.” 

      

    She reached into her pocket and pulled out a thin envelope. Inside was a check for more money than I usually made in a month. 

      

    “I’m going to give the same thing to Julie when she gets here,” she confided in me. “I know you two could probably make more money working somewhere else – you both have no idea how much I depend on you both to keep this place running.” She leaned forward and added in a whisper: “Yours is a little bigger than Julie’s by the way.” 

      

    She nudged me and winked, as if confirming that I was a better employee than she was. And on an ordinary day, news like this would have had me feeling like I was walking on air. Instead, I swallowed my dread and tried to look more excited than I felt. 

      

    Once I’d said enough good things about Kendra’s generosity, I snuck in what I was really interested in: 

      

    “So...who was this mystery buyer?”  

      

    “Oh shit, what was her name? Gorgeous lady: looked like she could have been a model. Hold on, I have it right here...” 

      

    She produced the card from the same pocket as the envelope. It was a cream-colored business card on thick cardstock, with the names of several business capital firms written on it in blocky script. Beneath, in flowing letters as elegant as they were easy to read, was the name:  

      

    Simone Aguilar. 

      

    Instantly my dread turned to terror. The words from my book flashed in the back of my mind: my son or daughter… 

      

    Well, I thought, I guess now I know who got the better end of Dad’s will... 

      

    Kendra cocked her head, looking at me with a strange expression. “Is there some reason you wanted to know?” she asked. 

      

    “Not at all – its not important,” I said quickly. No need to involve her in my problems. The things I wanted to do with Kendra were of an altogether different nature. “Can we go to your office for a minute? There’s something I really need to talk to you about.” 

      

    She cocked an eyebrow, but nodded. “Sure. Follow me.” 

      

    I walked behind her across the sales floor, checking out her ass the whole way. I ought to tell her to start dressing a little sexier, I thought, watching the way her behind swayed as she walked. Not that she’s not already sexy, but if I’m going to see her every day, she might as well dress to please. She’d look so fuckable in some thigh-high boots and a miniskirt… 

      

    My cock started to swell in my pants as we got to her office. Kendra’s office was on the shop’s tiny second story: there was little more up there than the office and Kendra’s private bathroom. There was a nice balcony, I guess, if you were looking for a scenic photo-op. 

      

    As she stepped inside, I closed the door behind us. “Okay, we’re alone,” she said, turning around. “What’s going on-” 

      

    I already had the book in my hand. There was a bookmark in the relevant page: I opened it up and recited the spell. Four guttural syllables later, and I watched her face change. 

      

    Kendra reacted as if she’d just slipped into the warmest, comfiest bath of her life. A slow, dreamy smile spread across her face as she beamed at me, the tightness in her face and the stresses of the day falling off her as the spell entered her mind. This spell had the colorful title of Slave is Only A Slave, and from what I’d read it had the effect of making the target forget everything besides her Master. I could use it on a model, an actress, a devoted mother – in all cases, they’d cast aside whatever they were doing for the duration of the spell and think of nothing but serving me. 

      

    “Mmh, Gideon,” Kendra said languidly, running a hand down her side. “Baby. What did you do to me...” 

      

    “I want to make you feel good, boss,” I said, flipping through the tome one-handed. “Then I want you to make me feel good. You want that, right?” 

      

    She nodded, giggling. “Yeah,” she whispered, as free and easy as if the world below us no longer existed. “Yeah, that sounds like so much fun...” 

      

    The spell I was looking for was a single word, three-syllables. The picture had showed a woman arching her back until it bent like a bow, her expression contorted in gorgeous agony. I didn’t need Fernando Aguilar to know that the spell would make Kendra come harder than she had in her entire life: and I wanted to watch her ride the heights of pleasure before I made her serve. 

      

    I pointed at her and said the word. Then I watched her shatter. 

      

    Kendra’s mouth opened wide in a silent cry as her cheeks flushed with heat. Her eyes fluttered back into her head, only the whites showing as she mewled and whimpered. Her hands opened and closed, her toes curling as she bent backwards. Her tits heaved in huge, shuddering sobs as she rode the pleasure, a huge wet spot growing between her thighs as her pussy boiled over to soak her panties and jeans. 

      

    I watched her come, my cock growing as stiff as a girder. I needed her to free me. I wanted her to make me come as hard as I’d just done to her. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, she bit her lip and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Oh fuck, Gideon,” she purred, stretching like a cat. “Oh baby, that was so good...” 

      

    “No more ‘baby’,” I said, stepping forward and taking her chin in my hand. “From now on, you call me Master.” 

      

    She looked me in the eye, understanding blooming in her mind. “Yes...Master,” she whispered, groaning anew with pleasure as the words passed her lips. 

      

    I laughed wickedly. “It makes you feel good to say call me that, doesn’t it?” 

      

    She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master. It makes me feel so...so feminine and submissive. Part of me knows its wrong, that I shouldn't let any man rule me, but I just can’t help it...” 

      

    “Give in,” I said, reaching down. My hand slipped under her low-cut top and gave her bare tit a squeeze. “This is what you are.” 

      

    “Ohhh Jesus,” she groaned, her nipple stiffening under my touch. “Fuck yes, Master. Oh God it feels so good to have you touch me...” 

      

    “Your body is mine,” I said, reaching between her thighs with my other hand. I undid the button of her jeans and zipped them down, exposing her soaking wet panties. My fingers dove beneath, where she was warm as an oven and dripping with juice. “You exist to please me. You’ll let me touch you whenever I want, however I want. You’ll never tell say no to a single command I give you – because it feels so good to obey. It gives you pleasure to call me ‘Master’. It gives you pleasure to obey my commands. Obedience is pleasure.” 

      

    “Obedience is...fuck...pleasure!” Her head rolled back on her shoulders as I fingered her, two digits pumping in her cunt as my other hand squeezed her tits hard enough to leave bruises. I knew I was using Kendra like a little whore, but I didn’t care – the knowledge that the more dominant I was, the more I treated her like a fuckdoll the hotter and wetter it made her got me off in a way nothing else in my life ever had. 

      

    “Come here,” I said, abruptly pulling my hands away. A whine of frustration escaped her lips, like an animal being denied a treat. 

      

    I sat down in her chair, spreading my legs. “This is mine now,” I said, watching her squirm. “This business, this store you worked your life to build – it belongs to your Master. You work for me now.” 

      

    “Of course, Master.” She was so eager, so desperate to give in. “I don’t care about any of it – I only care about serving you! I live to worship you – consider everything I have yours from now on! My job, my house, my body, they’re all offerings to you!” 

      

    “Give me the other envelope,” I said, twisting my lip in a wicked smile. “The one you were going to give Julie.” 

      

    “Yes, Master.” She obediently reached into her pocket and pulled out the other envelope. I tore it open, scanning the check Kendra had written for her other employee. 

      

    Just as she’d said, it was for just a little bit more than half of what my check had been. 

      

    Still grinning, I held the check up and ripped it in half. Kendra had no reaction whatsoever, watching calmly as I threw the pieces away. 

      

    “She won’t need that,” I said. “You know why?” 

      

    “I don’t need to know why, Master,” Kendra said, lowering her gaze submissively. “I trust you completely. But you may tell me if it pleases you.” 

      

    God, I loved hearing her talk like that. Loved it a lot. 

      

    “Because I’m going to do to her exactly what I’ve done to you,” I said. “In fact, I already have. Do you remember that now, slave? What I did to you and Julie yesterday?” 

      

    Her cheeks flushed ever so slightly as she nodded. “Yes, Master. I remember everything now.” 

      

    “And how does that make you feel?” 

      

    Her lips curled in a mischievous little smile. “So hot, Master. It made me so wet to stand behind you while you drove your big cock deep into Julie’s tight, wet cheerleader pussy. It made me boil over to know that my words were making you harder as you shot deep inside her womb – making you come even harder as you filled her with your heirs.” 

      

    “Were you a little bit jealous that it was her instead of you? After all, you’re the girl I hypnotized first.” 

      

    She shook her head submissively. “No, Master. Your will is absolute. If you choose to fuck Julie instead of me, it must be because she’s younger and tighter than I am. I simply can’t compete.” 

      

    To say I was taken aback would have been an understatement. “Kendra,” I said slowly, “that’s not true at all. You’re fucking gorgeous. In fact, I’ve probably jerked off thinking about you way more times than I have about Julie.” 

      

    Her flush drove deep into the valley between her breasts this time. She practically vibrated with pleasure as she absorbed my compliment. “Thank you, Master!” 

      

    “I think its your turn to show me what you can do, don’t you?” I watched her nod, like it was Christmas morning and she was being asked if she wanted to open her presents. “I want to do to you exactly what I did to Julie. This time, nobody’s going to come in and interrupt us. Before you leave this room, you’re going to be dripping with my seed – and you’re going to be carrying my child.” 

      

    Kendra’s eyes rolled back in her head as she rode the tidal wave of pleasure my words created. Little whimpers of bliss left her lips as she struggled to form words, a thin trail of drool leaking from one side of her mouth. 

      

    “Thank you, Master. I love you, Master. Please let me carry your heirs, Master...” 

      

    I grinned and unzipped my pants. “Come over here. On your knees. Let me see how you worship cock with your mouth.” 

      

    Kendra sank down to the floor, dropping to her knees like a cat in heat. I watched her crawling across the floor of her own office, completely my plaything, and throbbed with anticipation. This room had been the center of her power, the place where she hired and fired people like me – now I was showing her her true worth right in the middle of it. I’d usurped her power, shown her that her true value lay in total and complete submission. 

      

    Her hands reached my jeans and tugged them down, revealing the massive bulge in my boxers. Her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise at the size of it, then she licked her lips as a little stain of precum traveled around the fabric straining over the tip. 

      

    “I was so upset I didn’t get to finish this the first time,” she purred, tugging down the fabric of my boxers. “All I’ve thought about since is having this beautiful cock back in my mouth...” 

      

    She wasted no time. As soon as my cock was free of my boxers, she slid her warm mouth over it, taking me all the way to the base inside her tight throat. I let out a growl as I felt the sensitive, spongy head graze the back of her throat, bottoming out inside of her. Her eyes flickered, rolling back in her head with pleasure as the taste of my precum coated her eager tongue. 

      

    “That’s right,” I grunted, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Suck me off, just like that. Show me how you take it...” 

      

    In moments, Kendra was bobbing in my lap like a whore, taking my cock deep down her throat with every stroke. Any gag reflex she might have once had had been washed away by my spell: she took to my cock like she’d been born to suck it, like there was no pleasure greater in life than deep throating my stiff rod. She hummed around it, her tongue swirling around my shaft as I fucked her sweet little mouth, and she raised her gaze to me without breaking eye contact, watching me for any sign that I might be displeased. 

      

    Fuck, it was so good. Julie’s head had been more kinetic, full of energy like she’d grown up watching porn where the guys fucked the girls’ faces. Kendra’s was totally different. She made cocksucking an act of worship – everything was slow and loving, like she didn’t mind if it took all day for me to come. This was about me, about my pleasure, and I couldn’t have been happier. For a moment, I imagined having her beneath my desk at all times – a suckslave who did nothing but make sure my cock was worshipped and pleased whenever I sat there. God, that was a pretty picture. 

      

    My hands slid from the back of her head to her breasts, tugging down the fabric covering her cleavage. Kendra took the hint and pulled back with a wink, taking the thin top and tugging it over her head. The bra she had on underneath was lacy and pink, and she opened it at the front as slowly as if she were doing a striptease just for me. 

      

    “Show me those breasts,” I growled. “I want to see every inch of my new possession.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she said, her tits heaving as she revealed them. “My breasts are yours.” 

      

    Oh my God, I thought as she let the bra fall to the floor. Kendra’s tits were even more mouth-watering than my fantasies. They were nearly as firm and perky as Julie’s, but so much bigger – almost maternal in their size. Just the sight of those flawless knockers made me want to grab her nipples and suck on them like a newborn baby. 

      

    Fuck, I’ve never felt like this before, I thought. That’s so fucking...dirty! 

      

    But the thought of it was intoxicating. Before I knew what I was doing, I had the grimoire in my hands and was flipping through it. I knew I’d seen a picture in there that had what I was looking for… 

      

    I reached the page just as Kendra’s wet mouth engulfed me again. I let out a little moan and thrust against her chin as I looked at the picture. It showed a woman with massive, triple-D tits, squeezing them together while the robed man who showed up in every picture lay beneath them. Twin streams of warm, creamy milk trailed from each breast, disappearing within the robed man’s cowl. 

      

    The Cow-Woman, I thought, reading the inscription. Well that’s appropriate, at least. 

      

    I readied the spell and put the book back on the desk. Kendra looked up at me with a question in her eyes, but I could see she trusted me absolutely. She knew that whatever I was going to do to her body was for my pleasure, and therefore she was perfectly okay with it – and that knowledge made me harder than anything else. 

      

    I pronounced the six words of the spell in a rush, driving my cock deep into Kendra’s throat as the last syllable left my lips. 

      

    Instantly Kendra’s eyes went wide. Her breasts began to expand until they spilled over my thighs, ballooning like this was a video game and I’d moved the breast slider all the way to “largest.” She barely had time to process what was happening to her when her face went slack with sudden pleasure. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, reaching for her tits. “Oh Jesus, what’s happening to me? I feel so...so...” 

      

    She gave one of her tits a squeeze – and a hot jet of milk squirted out. 

      

    It was an instant orgasm for Kendra, who felt the sweet release and relieving of pressure as a physical pleasure centered in her breasts. In moments she was squeezing both of her gorgeous funbags, getting them sloppy and coated with milk. She couldn’t stop, it felt too good – but she was going to waste it all. 

      

    “Stop,” I commanded her. She did so, looking frustrated. 

      

    I looked over her, appraising this change to her body. Her breasts were almost too big for her frame – they made her look like a total fucking bimbo. I found I liked how trashy they made her look, and the streams of milk she created was a wonderful bonus. I liked this, I realized, I liked it a lot. I’d always been a fan of big breasts on a woman, but I never knew that the primal, caveman part of my brain wanted a girl with such huge, bolted-on knockers until I had the power to make it a reality. 

      

    “You’re perfect,” I growled, watching her flush deeply. “Take off your pants, slave. I’ve got to be inside you, right now.” 

      

    I’d never seen Kendra move so fast before. In a flash she had her pants off, tossed into the corner like they were nothing but trash. She reached for her pink panties, but I stopped her hand. “Leave them,” I growled. “I’m going to fuck you until they’re shreds.” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she panted, scooting up to the desk and parking her sweet ass on the edge. Her big tits shook with shuddering sobs as she spread her legs, awaiting her Master’s cock. But I was going to make her wait a little bit longer – there was something I wanted to try, first. 

      

    Leaning over her, I latched my mouth around one of her nipples and sucked deeply, pulling the warm titflesh into my mouth. 

      

    Holy shit! Instantly the pleasure overwhelmed me. Hot, creamy milk coated my tongue and suddenly I was shuddering, my cock exploding all over Kendra’s thighs and panties. I couldn’t stop, I was helpless: I was coming. I moaned around Kendra’s nipple as I shot over and over again, firing bursts of creamy white seed as I sucked milk out of her tit. 

      

    “Oh wow,” she moaned, putting her hand on the back of my head and pressing me harder into her tits. “Oh baby, that’s okay – go ahead and come, Master. Come for me, baby...” 

      

    I was upset with myself. I’d been saving that come for Kendra’s cunt – it was meant to impregnate her, and I’d wasted it. But as I came down from my peak, something strange happened. Every mouthful of Kendra’s milk filled me with strength, and a few moments later I felt my cock roar back to full hardness like I hadn’t gotten laid in weeks. I was even hornier than before – if that was even possible – and soon I was throbbing against her thigh, demanding entrance to her sweet cunt. 

      

    “That’s right,” she purred, groaning with pleasure as I sucked her dry. “Keep sucking me. It makes me feel so good to know I’m taking care of you, sir – that my big, sexy boobies are making you feel good...” 

      

    Something dark seized hold of my mind. It was wicked, it was wrong – but I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t even care that she was calling me ‘baby’ instead of ‘Master’ again – something about it felt so right. Felt like it dovetailed perfectly with what I was about to do. 

      

    I looked up and pulled Kendra’s nipple out of my mouth. “You,” I said, looking straight into her eyes, “are my mother.” 

      

    She shuddered as the command hit her, rewiring her brain in an instant. It was easy enough to believe: Kendra was just about the right age to be my mother, if she’d gotten knocked up right after her eighteenth birthday. I could see it becoming true behind her eyes, her memories rewriting themselves until I was her son. And that same dark, wicked look entered her eyes. It was the wrongness, the incestuous charge of watching her son suck her tits dry. 

      

    I knew the truth, of course. And it was obvious Kendra wasn’t really my mother. But the fantasy was so hot – and I knew she’d believe it. 

      

    “Oh son,” Kendra groaned, embracing her role like she’d been born to it. “You want Mommy’s other boob, baby? It’s so swollen with milk – it hurts so bad! I need you to help me...” 

      

    I took that one in my mouth and drank it dry as well. By the time I was done, I’d exploded again all over Kendra’s thighs and panties, but my cock was twice as hard as before – I could barely think about anything except sinking deep inside her tight cunt. If the pressure in her tits had been driving her mad, what was going on in my cock was driving me completely insane – and only she could help me… 

      

    “Look at that,” Kendra said teasingly as I pulled off her breast. Her panties were coated in thick streaks of come, darkening the fabric. “You made Mommy so sloppy, baby. You really couldn’t help yourself, could you?” 

      

    I grabbed the back of her neck and slid my free hand between her thighs, making her spread them wide. My hand was covered in my own cum, so I raised it to her lips. “Clean it,” I commanded. 

      

    Her tongue darted out and lapped up the thick load. She moaned with pleasure as she tasted her own son’s seed, her pussy gushing with juice at the salty goodness. I could feel the muscles of her pussy quivering with need, hungry to feel my cock stretching her walls. 

      

    “You look so fucking good drinking my cum, Mommy,” I growled, pulling her panties to the side. “So good that I’ve got to fuck you.” 

      

    “This is so wrong,” she moaned, even as she spread her thighs wider for me. “You shouldn’t do this – I’m your mother, for God’s sake-” 

      

    Her words broke off in a cry of pleasure as the head of my cock buried itself in her folds and drove deep inside her slit. I bottomed out inside of her with one smooth stroke, the tip of my cock grazing her cervix as the walls of her cunt wrapped themselves around me. She was warm as an oven, tighter than a glove two sizes too small, and so wet I couldn’t believe this wasn’t a barely legal virgin’s cunt. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” I grunted, balls deep inside of her. “Fuck, mommy, that feels so good...” 

      

    In moments I was fucking her hard, shaking the desk with every thrust as I drove her into the wood. Her hips met me stroke for stroke, fucking me back with a fury I had no idea my prudish boss possessed. 

      

    Despite already coating her with two thick, creamy loads, I could feel my balls tingling with every slap against her swollen folds. I was already close, and every thrust inside her perfectly tight womb was sending me closer to the edge. 

      

    “Oh baby,” Kendra moaned. “Oh baby. Mommy loves you so much...” 

      

    Fuck, I groaned. Is she TRYING to make me explode? 

      

    “Mommy loves it when you bury that big, hard cock deep in her pussy,” she whispered, her lips warm against my ear. It was the same thing she’d done while I was fucking Juile, the move that had sent me right over the edge. “I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care. I love feeling you inside me. Does it feel good to fuck the hole you came from, son? Doesn’t it feel like it was made just for you?” 

      

    “Yes, Mommy,” I grunted, grabbing her hips for leverage as I went as deep as I possibly could inside of her. “Fuck, I think I’m gonna come…!” 

      

    “Come for me, baby,” she purred, driving her cunt down harder around my shaft. “Shoot all that hot come inside of Mommy. Fill me with your baby batter and give me your heirs. Make me all big and swollen with what’s yours, so everyone who sees me will know what a dirty whore I’ve been...” 

      

    I couldn’t hold back any more. A tidal wave of pleasure engulfed me, so much bigger than the last as my cock twitched and spurted inside of Kendra’s primed cunt. Burst after burst of hot white come shot like bullets straight into her womb, coating her walls and filling her to the brim with my virile load. 

      

    “There you go, Master, there you go,” she whimpered, pressing my face between her breasts. “That’s right, shoot all of it right inside me. Oh God, baby, you’re coming so much...” 

      

    She was right. It was like the knowledge that every drop of my load was breeding her pushed me into giving it everything I had – I was still pulsing inside her and squirting come in time with my heartbeat. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I came back down to Earth. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” Kendra whimpered as I pulled out of her. “Thank you so much for breeding me...” 

      

    “Yeah,” I groaned as I buttoned my pants. A pleasant exhaustion overcame me, like I’d just finished a hard day’s work. “Yeah, you’re a good little slave. You did such a good job...” 

      

    Kendra’s face flushed as she came, her inner muscles sucking my load deep inside her womb. “Oh fuck, that makes me so happy, Master...” 

      

    A sudden idea occurred to me, making my cock throb back to life in my pants. If I could convince Kendra she was my hot MILF mommy, I could do the same to Julie – make her the naughty sister in our incestuous little family. Then we could all move into Kendra’s house for some real harem fun… 

      

    “I’m going to go see if Julie’s here yet,” I told Kendra, slapping her thigh. “You stay here and put those legs up on the desk. I want to make sure you get bred proper.” 

      

    “Yes, sir!” She sank her ass in the chair, spreading her legs wide as she propped her gorgeous legs up on the desk. “I’ll be waiting for you just like this,” she purred, squeezing one breast. A trickle of milk ran down her flat tummy, pooling in her folds. “Don’t keep me waiting.” 

      

    I made my way down the stairs with a spring in my step, looking for Julie. And I found her at the counter, talking to the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my life. 

      

    Julie saw me first and turned to me gratefully, like the cavalry had arrived. “Oh thank God, Gideon,” she said quickly. “Look, he takes care of most everything around here – you can talk to him!” She skipped off, leaving me with the model-perfect goddess. 

      

    How can I describe her? Next to her, Julie looked boring and average. Even after coming twice all over my boss’s body and once inside of her fertile cunt, I felt myself rising to full hardness just at the sight of her. She radiated power and grace: she looked like the kind of woman who was meant to sit on a dais and be fed grapes by slaves while gorgeous studs pleased her pussy with their mouths. She looked like a fucking goddess. 

      

    And she was staring at me like she knew something. 

      

    “Gideon, yes?” She extended a hand. “I’m-” 

      

    “Simone Aguilar,” I said, taking hers. There was only one person this woman could be. “I’m...um...” 

      

    She chuckled knowingly, like she was fully aware of the effect she had on people. She rolled her eyes. “Gideon, I need you to do something for me.” 

      

    I would have done anything for this woman. The things I wanted to do to her – you have no idea. “Yes?” 

      

    She lifted a finger regally, like someone used to being obeyed. “Go get your boss. My purchase this morning was not satisfactory.” 

      

    I swallowed hard. My ‘boss’ was sitting upstairs in the office with her legs spread wide, fingering a cunt pumped full of my seed. Her breasts were twice the size of what they’d been when Simone had seen her this morning, and she was fucking lactating. There was no way to explain any of that away except with the obvious – I’d found her father’s spellbook. 

      

    And with a start, I realized I’d left it upstairs on the desk. Where it couldn’t help me…
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    “You can’t go up there,” I blurted. 

      

    Simone Aguilar, daughter of the man whose spell book had changed my life, tossed her flawless hair over her shoulder and stared me down like a renegade queen. I could feel myself literally wilting beneath her gaze: this was a woman used to having every man around her as her willing playthings. I didn’t stand a chance. 

      

    “What did you say?” There was more contempt in those four short words than I could have packed into an entire speech. 

      

    “You can’t go up there,” I said, this time with a bit of a wheeze in my voice. “Our boss is, um...indisposed.” 

      

    Before I could make any more excuses, she grabbed me by the collar and pulled me close. I was acutely aware of the amazing way she smelled and the proximity of her ample, mouth-watering curves to my body...and how I was inches away from her finding out exactly how excited one part of my anatomy had become in her presence. 

      

    “You don’t tell me no,” she snarled, curling her lip. “I paid your ugly shrew of a boss more money than she’s seen in her pathetic life for the complete library of Fernando Aguilar’s works. Do you understand what the word ‘complete’ means?” 

      

    With that beautiful, cold gaze on me the pressure to confess everything was overwhelming. I wanted to grovel at her feet, to present my copy of Mentis to her like an offering for the barest hint of it bringing a smile to that perfect goddess face of hers. I could feel my hand straying to my backpack… 

      

    “We gave you everything! Please calm down – we’re trying to help you!” 

      

    Both Simone and I turned at the same moment to see Julie with her arms outstretched. She was pulling some last-moment interception to save me from Simone’s wrath, and under other circumstanced I would have been shocked and flattered that was willing to stick her neck out for me instead of fleeing. But at the moment, all I could think about was the utterly fuckable babe about to rip my face off. 

      

    Said babe suddenly rolled her eyes and let go of my collar. “Fuck it,” she said in a huff. “You’re not worth it. I’ll have to get my answers the old fashioned way...” 

      

    I was terrified she was going to push past me and go upstairs. I knew what was waiting up there: my boss Kendra, her legs spread across her desk as she played with her dripping, freshly-fucked pussy. If Simone had gone upstairs, there’s no way she wouldn’t have seen, heard and smelled the new Kendra: and she couldn’t have helped but noticed her tits had grown three sizes larger in a day and were dripping with ambrosia milk. 

      

    But instead, Simone did something that made my heart stop in my chest. She reached into the bag at her side and pulled out a slender black book, bound in leather. 

      

    It could have been my book’s twin. 

      

    With a flourish, Simone traced a symbol in the air then stabbed her fingers at Julie’s face. She uttered three unintelligible symbols as she did so, punctuating the last one by curling her palm open like a flower. 

      

    I watched as Julie went as rigid as a board, her eyes blanking out completely as she stood as still as a statue. A moment later, Simone turned on a heel and did the same thing to me. 

      

    I waited for my body to stiffen...but whatever I’d been waiting for, it didn’t come. Quickly, I let out a little shudder and stood up straighter, staring directly ahead just as I’d seen Julie do. 

      

    It didn’t work on me, I thought dazedly, watching Simone as she giggled with glee. Whatever she did, it doesn’t effect me. Could it have something to do with the book? 

      

    When Simone turned away, I snuck a glance at the black leather volume in her hand. Written on the front in the same script as my own book was the word Corporis. 

      

    I wracked my brain, trying to remember any bits of Latin I might have absorbed. If Mentis was of the Mind, could Corporis be...of the Body? 

      

    Julie’s body certainly seemed to be in thrall to whatever Simone was doing. My coworker stood with a stillness and attention that freaked me the hell out. Simone tucked the book back into her bag with a satisfied smirk and waved a finger in Julie’s face. 

      

    “I have taken control of your body,” she intoned, snapping her fingers. “You must obey me. You are unable to speak anything but the truth in my presence.” 

      

    It had the cadence of a ritual, so I was unsurprised to hear Julie reply in completely neutral tones: “Yes, Mistress. My body is yours to avail.” 

      

    Thank God she did this to Julie first, I thought, sweating. I would have had no idea how to react otherwise. I’d have spoiled the whole thing for sure. 

      

    “Did you handle of the books in Fernando Aguilar’s collection?” Simone asked briskly. 

      

    Julie’s pretty face scrunched up in confusion. “Mistress, I don’t know who that is,” she said finally. 

      

    Simone sighed. “The large shipment of books your boss bought yesterday. Is that better?” 

      

    Julie nodded eagerly, like she was grateful to have been helped back onto the right path. “Yes, Mistress. I never touched any of the books.” 

      

    “Who did?” 

      

    Julie raised a hand and pointed straight at me. “Him, Mistress. Kendra ordered him to catalog the books. He’s the only one who handled them.” 

      

    “Good. You’re a good slave, whatever your name is. I just have one more question.” She reached into her bag and pulled out the leather-bound volume, holding it out for Julie’s perusal. 

      

    I swallowed hard. She’s going to ask about my book, I realized. Oh I’m so fucked… 

      

    “Have you ever seen a book like this one? Bound in leather, thick with a black cover, except the word on the front-” 

      

    I got ready to run. In a weird way, I was thankful for the slim chance I had to escape. Maybe Simone would be so shocked for a second that I could still move that it’d take her a second to summon a spell that would rip the flesh off my bones… 

      

    “-is Vitae.” 

      

    That brought me up short. Simone wasn’t looking for my book – maybe she didn’t even know it existed. Instead she was looking for some other, third book, called Vitae. But if mine was the book of the Mind, and hers was the book of the Body… 

      

    I knew enough to know that Vitae meant ‘life’ or ‘lives’. If my book could control women’s minds and hers could control bodies, what the hell could a book of Life do? 

      

    I suddenly realized I didn’t want to find out. 

      

    “No, Mistress.” Julie’s voice was slow and dreamy, like she was in the middle of a warm bath. “I’ve never seen any book like that before...” 

      

    “Fine. I’ve heard enough.” Simone did something with her hand I couldn’t see, and Julie was instantly asleep. Then she turned to me. 

      

    “You.” She raised a finger. “I have taken control of your body. You must obey me. You are unable to speak anything but the truth in my presence.” This time she sounded a little bored as she said it. 

      

    Thank God I’ve already seen this trick, I thought, keeping my voice flat. “Yes Mistress,” I said. “My body is yours to avail.” 

      

    “You are the one who handled my father’s books,” she said simply. “Is that right?” 

      

    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, trying to get that same vague tone to my voice that had come so effortlessly to Julie. “I took them to the break room.” 

      

    “And you were the only one to handle them, yes?” 

      

    I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 

      

    A sharpness entered her tone. “Did you take any of the books?” 

      

    I shook my head. How easy it was to lie when I didn’t have to focus my eyes on anything. “No, Mistress.” 

      

    Simone sighed heavily. She believed me! I held my hands close to my sides, willing myself to keep them still. Holy shit, she believes me! 

      

    “Dammit,” she muttered, turning away from me. “Maybe the boss took it. It would explain how she keeps these idiots in line...” 

      

    I gulped. My heart hammered in my chest. I’d convinced her – but she was still going to talk to Kendra. And when she did, the whole truth would come out. There was no magic spell protecting my boss from Simone’s power – and my magic book was sitting right out on the desk for anyone who wanted to see. 

      

    “Go get her,” Simone said dismissively, waving a hand in the direction of the stairs. “Bring her to me.” 

      

    I turned around as slowly as I dared. I could grab Mentis once I got upstairs, but how the fuck was I going to hide Kendra’s massive, lactating tits? Hypnotically-enhanced hooters were not something easy to explain… 

      

    Simone’s voice cut through my thought. “Wait.” 

      

    I turned around, fidgeting to keep from wiping the sweat at my brow. “Yes, Mistress?” 

      

    “I forgot one thing. Have you seen a book-” she reached into her bag, “like this...” 

      

    The answer was so simple that I nearly burst out laughing. 

      

    “...with the word Vitae inscribed on it?” 

      

    “No Mistress,’ I said docilely. 

      

    “I didn’t think so,” she snapped. “Now be quick and-” 

      

    “-but I did see a book very much like it.” 

      

    “What!?” She leaned forward, her eyebrows raised clear to her hairline. Her hand was at my collar again, gripping the front of my shirt so tightly it hurt. “What did you see?” 

      

    “A book just like that, Mistress,” I said, directing her gaze to the book in her free hand. “Only the word on the front wasn’t what you said. It was Mentis.” 

      

    Her mouth dropped open. I had a feeling that very few people had ever seen this woman poleaxed before: and not all of them had lived to tell the tale. Part of me was giddy; but a larger part of me knew that I might be handing myself over to her. 

      

    “Where is it?” she asked, some of the anger in her voice gone. Her hand relaxed at my collar. “Why wasn’t it in the shipment I was sold?” 

      

    “Someone else came and took it, Mistress.” 

      

    She locked eyes with me, her gaze more intense than anything I’d ever experienced. It was a minor miracle that I didn’t simply disintegrate into a little pile of ashes under it. 

      

    “Who?” 

      

    “He said his name,” I said with a little gulp, “was ‘Mr. Aguilar,’ Mistress.” 

      

    Her hands curled into fists. If before I’d seen a goddess’ shock, this was her fury – and it was so terrible that I was glad when she turned away from me to fume. 

      

    “Matthew! You son of a bitch!” She let out a moan of pure frustration, reaching into her bag. “How the hell did he know? No one knew about the sale of Father’s library except me!” 

      

    I guessed that Matthew was the ‘son’ in the whole ‘my son and daughter’ spiel. My guess that the two of them didn’t get along paid off better than I had dared to hope: Simone’s attention was completely off me. 

      

    She pulled a slender cell phone from her pocket and placed a call. “Marcus, yes,” she said, giving the speaker no time to say anything. “Get everyone on the payroll who knew anything about Father’s books together. We have a spy in our midst. Matthew has Mentis.” 

      

    She listened for a moment, then hung up. “It’s so obvious,” she said to herself. “Father didn’t trust either of us: you need both the Book of the Body and the Book of the Mind to find the Book of Life. That would be just like him.” 

      

    She seemed to notice we were standing there for the first time and rolled her eyes. She did something with her hands too fast for me to see. 

      

    “Neither of you will remember any of this,” she said in a quick, perfunctory tone. “When I am gone from the store, it will be as if I was never here.” 

      

    As the last syllable left her lips she snapped her fingers with both hands simultaneously. Julie gave a start and started looking around her in a daze, so I did the same. 

      

    “I’m not interested in these,” Simone said, waving vaguely at our New Release rack. “Thanks anyway!” 

      

    “Huh?” Julie watched Simone’s gorgeous ass as she strode out of the bookstore, the door slamming behind her. “Who the hell was that...do you know, Gideon?” 

      

    I did, but it didn’t matter. Julie was about to forget, and Simone was about to start a civil war with weapons I couldn’t even fathom over the report I’d given her. And now I knew something even more important than any of that. 

      

    Fernando Aguilar had three books of magic in his personal library. Mine controlled minds; the one Simone had controlled bodies. I had no idea what the third book might do, but something deep inside of me wanted to find out – wasn’t satisfied with just the level of power I’d risen to. 

      

    But all that could wait. For now, I’d just met a vengeful Goddess and come out unscathed – that deserved a little celebration. 

      

    “Gideon?” Julie was looking at me strangely, the memory of Simone fading from her mind. “Why are you staring into space like that?” 

      

    “I’ll tell you.” 

      

    Grinning, I leaned forward, put my lips close to her ear, and whispered the three-word spell that would make her remember that she was my submissive slave. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Dinner’s ready, son!” 

      

    As far as I was concerned, Kendra’s couch could have qualified as one of the seven wonders of the world. It looked like it had been pulled right out of some 1970’s swinger’s pad, but it was easily the most comfortable thing I’d ever sat in. It felt even better with Julie’s head bobbing in my lap, her lips wrapped tightly around my shaft as she mindlessly blew me. 

      

    Kendra’s voice sounded from the kitchen a second time. “Son, dinner!” I heard her enter the living room behind me and give a good-natured chuckle. “God, again Gideon? You’re such a horndog!” 

      

    “Hey, not my fault,” I said with a smirk. Then I groaned, wrapping my fingers tighter in Julie’s hair as she took me all the way to the back of her throat. “She’s insatiable – she just climbed into my lap and started sucking me off.” 

      

    “Well then, I misjudged who the one in heat is,” she purred, putting her hands on her hips. “Your steak is ready whenever you are, son.” 

      

    I took a moment to look over Kendra’s body, devouring it with my eyes as Julie devoured my cock with her tight, wet mouth. My boss was wearing nothing but an apron tied at her neck along with a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels. Her hypnotically enhanced breasts spilled out from either side of the fabric, giving me a mouth-watering view of sideboob even from the front. Twin stains darkened the front of the apron, radiating out from her diamond-hard nipples – even when I was commanding her, Kendra was so constantly turned on that her tits leaked a little bit. Just the sight of her made me throb and swell inside Julie’s mouth, and soon I was thrusting upward and grunting as I fucked her throat. 

      

    “Oh my!” Kendra blushed hard as she watched me watching her. “You like what you see, son?” 

      

    “Don’t call me that right now,” I growled. “I want to hear you call me Master.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she whispered, nodding. “Would you like to see more of Mommy?” 

      

    Now it was my turn to nod. “Take that off and come over here.” 

      

    Kendra reached behind her neck and unfastened the apron, letting it fall to the floor. Underneath she was completely naked except for her heels. Her huge, perky tits leaked a thin stream of milk as her arousal level shot through the roof. Her pussy was freshly shaved, the lips glistening with constant moisture. I’d already learned that I liked my harem girls to be ready for my cock at any moment, so I’d slipped a suggestion into both Kendra and Julie’s heads that they were always wet and ready for Master. So far, it had paid off in a big way. 

      

    “How would you like me to serve you?” Her hands came together in front of her hips, fingers grinding against each other like she was fighting the urge to frig her cunt right in front of me. “Shall I get on my knees and share you with Julie, or would you like something else?” 

      

    I was definitely thinking something else. I was thinking about that hot, wet, tight pussy – how I could practically smell how turned on Kendra was from here. I wanted to prime it, to make it perfect and wet for my cock. 

      

    “Up here,” I said with a grunt. “I want to taste you.” 

      

    Kendra looked surprised, but did as I told. She came up behind me and straddled the back of the couch, doing the splits like a gymnast half her age. With each foot on the opposite end of the cushions, she lowered her dripping pussy over my face an inch at a time. 

      

    I didn’t have the patience for that. I grabbed her hips and buried my face between her thighs, my tongue darting out to stab at her clit. Instantly Kendra was moaning and writhing, riding my face as Julie intensified her sucking. 

      

    “Fuck yes, son! Eat Mommy’s box! You like the way where you came from tastes?” 

      

    Even though I hadn’t really emerged from Kendra’s cunt, I had to agree. Kendra’s womanhood was every bit as sweet and pleasure-producing as her hypnotically enhanced milk. Something about my spells must have caused the change in her body, because I couldn’t get enough of that sweet pussy juice all over my tongue. Kendra was more than willing to give it to me: she was boiling over, gushing as I applied tongue and nose and lips to teasing her most sensitive region. 

      

    I growled low in the back of my throat as my first orgasm overtook me. The spongy head of my cock started to jerk in Julie’s throat and then I was exploding, burst after burst of hot come firing directly down her throat. I heard Julie groan and shudder between my legs, the sensation of my hot come in her mouth sending her over the edge into her own hypnotic good-girl orgasm. 

      

    “Oh fuck, did you just come, Master? Did having Mommy’s pussy all over your face make you have to shoot all that hot, sticky come?” 

      

    I grunted affirmatively, humming around her clit. I wanted to feel her shatter; watch as her consciousness came apart in a flood of pleasure until she couldn’t do anything but babble my name. My tongue was a blur, my fingers dug into her amazing ass as I ate her out. 

      

    “Shit!” Her voice changed; her hips locked into a harder, driving rhythm. I could feel her getting ready to explode, her secret inner places dribbling with honey. “Oh fuck baby, I think you’re going to make Mommy come. You’re going to make Mommy come all over your face...” 

      

    “Come for me,” I grunted, squeezing her ass tight enough to leave bruises. 

      

    For a moment, Kendra hung there, her body weightless as she was suspended in air by the force of her pleasure. Then her back arched so much the back of her head was nearly touching my cock, every muscle in her body going taut as orgasm washed over her. She cried out over and over again, lacing her hands in my hair as she rode my tongue into bliss. 

      

    “That’s my good boy,” she purred, her face flushed with pleasure. “Yes you’re such a good boy you’re such a good boy Mommy loves you so fucking much...” 

      

    I kept tasting her as she came down from her peak, her juices filling my mouth and leaving me dizzy and high. Mom’s cunt was even stronger than her milk – I felt like I’d smoked a bowl and drank an entire six-pack all at once. Except that those things had a tendency to make my cock less hard, while Mom’s juice had me throbbing and so stiff it nearly hurt. 

      

    She noticed and started to chuckle as she came down from her peak. I’d reached for her thighs to help her down when her hand tapped the top of my head. 

      

    “Don’t,” she whispered, a mischievous grin in her voice. “I’ve got an even better idea. Something that’ll make my sexy Master son feel so amazingly good...” 

      

    She lifted herself a bit – and then she did something I never would have guessed in a million years Kendra was capable of. She twisted like a gymnast, rotating her hips as she slid down my body. It was like a magic trick, like she was able to move in mid-air. The next thing I knew her slit was upside down against my face, her clit flush with my tongue – and her mouth was pressing upside-down against my cock. 

      

    “Julie, take care of Master’s balls,” she said with a wink I could feel. “I want to deepthroat that sexy fucking cock.” 

      

    I felt Julie let go – and then got a wave of utterly amazing pleasure as the cheerleader buried her face in my balls. I had had no idea that Julie was so skilled in pleasing that part of my anatomy, or that just licking, sucking and tonguing my balls could give so much pleasure. I felt like I was about to come, and Kendra hadn’t even wrapped her lips around me yet! 

      

    “That’s good,” Kendra growled, watching the younger girl work. “Fuck, you’re talented. We’re going to make Master so happy...” 

      

    Then I felt her lips latch on in a perfect little ‘o’ around the swollen head of my cock. The feeling was so good, I thrust my hips forward unconsciously, and suddenly I was fucking Kendra’s mouth. I was amazed! The angle was utterly perfect – I could pump my hips as hard as I wanted and the natural curve of my cock fed it right down Kendra’s throat! 

      

    “You like that?” she asked, pulling off with a wet little pop. “I can tell you like that. This is a little trick I taught your father. You can treat my mouth like a cunt and just fuck it as hard as you want, all while you have my sweet little pussy to play with...” 

      

    I couldn’t believe it. This is some next-level shit, I thought dazedly, taking another mouthful of Mom’s juices as I started to pump my hips. 

      

    I was in Heaven. Kendra’s pussy kept gushing over as I used her throat as my own personal Fleshlight, her arousal stoked even higher by my tongue. Meanwhile, Julie was treating my balls like they were holy objects of worship, swirling her tongue around them and sucking on them like treats as I pumped like a piston between Kendra’s lips. I could not believe how amazing it felt. 

      

    This is how I was meant to live, I thought, grunting as I felt my balls beginning to tingle against Julie’s lips. Imagine if I could get even more girls in on this. I could have more than a harem – I could have a whole palace of babes desperate to serve me – living for me, worshipping me… 

      

    I was getting close to the edge, and both women could feel it. Julie responded by slamming her face into my crotch and giving my balls all the attention she could muster, while Kendra opened wide, swirled her tongue in circles and hummed around the head of my cock. I was amazed that she hadn’t come again from the way I was fucking devouring the sweetness between her legs, but she was wholly devoted to me – her only thoughts were on increasing my pleasure. Both girls were the same – I could feel the energy coiled in their bodies as I started to reach the peak. I lost my rhythm, then picked it up even faster, fucking Kendra so hard I was amazed I didn’t choke her. 

      

    “Come for us, Master!” Julie cried, her tongue lapping at the underside of my balls. “Come inside your slaves – use us! We’re your objects, your fucktoys – your possessions!” 

      

    With a final groan, I buried myself as deep inside of Kendra’s throat as I could and let go. Fat, thick streaks of come erupted from the head, splashing against the back of her mouth as I moaned with bliss. She drank it down as easily as if it were as glass of water, swallowing my load. 

      

    When I finally came down from my peak, I lay down on the couch and let both women caress me. They rubbed my chest and arms, whispering sweet words of submission as I basked in the high of shooting my load. 

      

    “Alright,” I said after a few minutes. “I think I’m ready for that steak.” 

      

    I put on a robe and entered the kitchen. “Both of you sit,” I commanded, pointing at the table. “Don’t worry about clothes – you both look exactly the way I want you to.” 

      

    The smell of the meat awoke the hunger in my gut I didn’t even know I had. Before I knew it I was wolfing my dinner down, feasting like a caveman as my two slaves watched approvingly, their faces beaming with pride. 

      

    “What do you know,” I asked, chasing a mouthful of steak with a huge sip of beer, “about Fernando Aguilar?” 

      

    Kendra frowned. “The man whose books I bought?” 

      

    I nodded around a bite of baked potato. “Mmh hmm.” 

      

    She thought about it for a moment, glanced at Julie, and shrugged. “Nothing really. He was some kind of scholar. Definitely wealthy from the place he lived, which was why I was sure enough of the collection to buy it sight unseen. Why?” 

      

    As I ate, I explained the whole story to them. How I’d found Mentis in a stack of Aguilar’s books, and how I’d used it to take control of their minds and turn them into my servants. I watched their pulses quicken as I described their own degradation – Kendra was suddenly sipping her wine much faster than before. 

      

    “My goodness,” she said with a blush. “That’s so...so hot, Master.” 

      

    “Thank you so much for taking control of me,” Julie said brightly. “I’m so happy being your little fucktoy, Master!” 

      

    “And thank you for these,” Kendra whimpered, pressing her tits together. “These big puppies are so fucking sexy. They’re just what I’ve always wanted – I’m so glad they make you hard, Sir.” 

      

    “You’re both welcome,” I said with a smirk. “But that’s just the beginning...” 

      

    Both of them looked shocked as I explained my meeting with Simone. Julie in particular looked nauseous as I described a different woman taking control of her body, a possession that belonged to her Master by right. By the time I was done, she looked like she was on the verge of tears. 

      

    “So I need that book,” I said, nodding over the remains of my steak. Damn, that had been tasty. “Otherwise, Simone will always have a way to ruin everything I’ve worked for. And I really, really want to know where that third book is – and what it can do.” 

      

    “I agree,” Kendra said smoothly. “We’ll never be safe as long as that woman take control of us. Poor Julie – I’m so sorry, dear...” 

      

    Kendra put her arm around Julie’s shoulder, and the cheerleader buried her face in the older woman’s chest and began to sob. 

      

    “I’m so sorry, Master,” I heard her murmur. “I...I betrayed you...” 

      

    “It’s fine,” I told her quickly. I didn’t want her upset on my account. “Really. You had no idea – and if you hadn’t reacted the way you did, Simone would have caught me. It’s not a stretch to say you saved my life, Julie.” 

      

    She looked up from Kendra’s chest, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Really, Master?” 

      

    I nodded, and her face lit up with pride. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she said, making a fist and slamming it into her palm. “We’re going to get that bitch, and take her stupid book away. Then you’ll have both of them, and you can make every girl you want bow to you – just the way it should be.” 

      

    “Simone would make a good slave,” Kendra murmured into her wine. It was like she was reading my mind. “She may be evil, but that body...that woman is a goddess.” 

      

    “My thoughts exactly,” I said, tipping back my bottle. “Once we defang her, she’ll be the jewel of my harem. And she’ll give me enough information that I should hopefully be able to find the Book of Life...” 

      

    A sound from the other end of the apartment made me break off. It was a completely ordinary sound, but in that context it made me feel like ice had settled in the pit of my stomach. It was the sound of someone knocking at Kendra’s front door. 

      

    “Kendra,” I said slowly, “were you expecting anyone?” 

      

    She shook her head, eyes wide as saucers. “No, Master.” 

      

    Simone, I thought with a stab of dread. Gotta be. “Come with me,” I said, pointing to Julie. “And you put some clothes on, just in case.” 

      

    Kendra nodded and went upstairs. Julie followed me into the living room, where the knocking had grown louder and more insistent. 

      

    “If it’s her, what do we do?” Julie asked. “Or one of her agents. That ‘Marcus’ she mentioned – she might have sent him to take the book...” 

      

    I wasn’t going to let that happen. The book was on the coffee table; I scooped it up and tucked it under my arm. If worse came to worse, I could hoof it and pray I could escape. 

      

    I motioned for Julie to pick up the baseball bat behind the door and hold it over her head. “If I give you the signal,” I whispered, “hit whoever this is right in the face.” 

      

    Julie nodded. “Yes, Master.” 

      

    My hand trembling slightly, I turned the knob and opened the door. I don’t know what I expected to find waiting out on the stoop for me – Simone Aguilar, probably. Or one of her goons, dressed in tactical gear and carrying some badass weaponry. 

      

    What I did not expect to see was a slim Asian girl in a cheerleading outfit, looking just as shocked to see me as I was to see her. 

      

    “Gideon?” The girls’ eyebrows shot up and she took a step back at the sight of me. “What are you doing here…?” 

      

    Before I could say anything, the door opened the rest of the way behind me. Julie stood next to me in the doorway, the bat clutched loosely in her hand. A moment later I heard it clatter to the floor. 

      

    “Soojin!? What...what’s going on?” 

      

    “You know this girl?” I turned to Julie, tearing my eyes away from the gorgeous thing in front of me. That cheerleading outfit was awfully short – and tight enough that it fit like a second skin. I could tell without having to exercise too much imagination exactly what this girl looked like naked – and I got the impression that was the exact effect she was going for. 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Julie said, her voice getting heated. “She’s my best friend. We’re on the cheerleading squad together-” 

      

    “And you missed practice!” The new girl – Soojin – barreled right over Julie, pushing her way into the living room. “What the fuck are you doing? I came to your stupid job and there was nobody there – it looked like you’d all just disappeared. And now you’re at your boss’ house, with Gideon!? Wait...” Soojin’s face reddened. “What the fuck do you mean, Master?” 

      

    “Oh wow,” I said with a little chuckle. “This is awkward.” 

      

    “You’re damn right it is!” Soojin looked like she was on the edge of punching me, grabbing Julie and bolting. “I don’t know what the fuck you slipped my BFF to make her come home with you, but you’re not touching her...” 

      

    “Relax,” I said, holding up my hands. “I can explain everything. Give me one second.” I turned away so quickly that Soojin was brought up short for a moment, staring there dumbly as she tried to figure out what the hell was going on. 

      

    “Julie was helping me,” I explained, “with this.” I grabbed Mentis off the kitchen table and thumbed through it. It was like some outside force was guiding my actions: I found myself turning to a page without even really knowing I was doing it – just on instinct, knowing this was exactly the spell I wanted to use. 

      

    “With what? That?” Soojin looked doubtfully at the large leather-bound book in my hand. “Julie, what the fuck is going on,” she said in a lower tone to her friend. “I know you’d rather lose an arm than miss practice – let’s get the fuck out of here and you can explain everything-” 

      

    Four guttural words left my lips, hanging in the air as I pointed at Soojin. The spell was a very powerful, very old incantation. I couldn’t have told you what it translated to, exactly, but it was mind-warping on a level beyond anything I’d tried so far. Its power was to make Soojin think that she was here for a ‘professional’ reason – the very oldest profession in human history. 

      

    Her face went slack for a moment as the spell sizzled in her brain, her tongue lolling. Then she snapped to, looking around the room like she didn’t recognize it. 

      

    “What...what’s going on?” Suddenly her voice sounded very small and feminine. “Where am I? What am I doing here…?” 

      

    “I called you here,” I said, in the tone you’d use to explain something complicated to a lesser. “Don’t you remember? You’re my entertainment for the night.” 

      

    “E...Entertainment?” The spell was still working its way into her conscious mind. “I don’t understand...” 

      

    “My whore,” I growled, grinning at her. “Your agency said you were the wildest slut they had.” 

      

    At the word whore, her cheeks went crimson. I could practically feel the wave of arousal that washed over her as the spell reacted, filling her mind with false memories. 

      

    “That’s right,” she said with a timid little giggle. “Silly me. I just didn’t expect you to already have company...” 

      

    “They’re not important,” I said. Not yet, anyway. “Let’s go upstairs. I’m looking forward to using you.” 

      

    Every one of my short, declarative sentences pushed Soojin’s arousal higher. She was sweating visibly, playing with a lock of her dark hair as she looked me up and down. From the way her pupils expanded, reflecting the light, she was obviously into what she saw. 

      

    “Are you sure? You’re obviously in the middle of something...” 

      

    I turned to the kitchen. “Hey, Mom!” 

      

    Kendra emerged – and Soojin’s eyes formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. Apparently she’d taken my command to ‘get dressed’ to mean ‘put your apron back on’ - she still wasn’t wearing a stitch beneath it. And the front was now covered with milk, running from her oversensitive breasts as she came down from her orgasm. 

      

    “Yes, son?” She acted like everything was perfectly normal. 

      

    “I’m going to take this girl upstairs and fuck her,” I said. “I don’t want anyone to disturb me.” 

      

    “Sure thing, Master,” she said with a wink. “Are you sure you don’t need Mommy to help out?” 

      

    “No,” I said, putting a hand around Soojin’s waist. My hand grabbed a nice fistful of her ass and gave it a squeeze. “I’ve got more than enough to enjoy.” 

      

    I led Soojin up the stairs to Kendra’s master bedroom. The bed was huge, covered in black satin sheets and lit with candles. I’d intended to end up here with both Julie and Kendra after dinner, but this turn of events was just as good – I was looking forward to breaking in a new girl. 

      

    “Climb on the bed and get on all fours,” I commanded her roughly. “I want to see what I’m getting before I use you.” 

      

    With a swallow, she climbed onto the edge of the bed and hiked up her skirt. Underneath she wore nothing but a pair of cotton panties – which failed to hide the swollen mounds of her sex. The fabric was wet with arousal, her embarrassment plain at being unable to hide it from me. 

      

    “Very nice,” I said approvingly, sliding my hand between her thighs. She let out a cry and ground her cunt against my fingers, greedily riding them as I tore her panties away. 

      

    “Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, instantly guessing the way I’d like to be talked to. “I’m so fucking wet for you...” 

      

    My hand came down on her ass, hard. She let out a yelp which turned into a throaty moan as my fingers slid between her thighs, mingling pain and pleasure. 

      

    “Let’s get something straight,” I said, tugging down the straps of her top. “I’m not going to be nice to you. I paid for you tonight, so as far as I’m concerned I own you. This body is mine, and I’m going to use it exactly as hard as I want. If you don’t like that, you shouldn’t have fucking agreed to come.” 

      

    “Y-yes, Sir,” she said, nodding. I could see a little bit of fear in her eyes, but the pleasure my fingers brought her was so good, she wasn’t too upset. “Tonight you’re my King!” 

      

    I slapped her ass again, harder this time, then grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her against me. 

      

    “Tonight I’m your God,” I growled into her ear. “And you’re going to worship me with your cunt.” 

      

    Before she could say anything, I drove forward and entered her, sliding into her folds and between her tight walls with one amazing stroke. Her face contorted in pleasure as she felt me fill her, her walls wrapping themselves around my cock as it stretched her to the brim. 

      

    “Oh fuck!” I could see pain and pleasure on her face, and the mixture was pushing her into territory she’d never entered before. “That hurts, Sir!” 

      

    At first I thought she was just stroking my ego – then I realized something felt different. I pulled out of her, examining my cock. A small spot of blood coated the tip, dripping from the swollen purple head. It wasn’t my blood. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I exclaimed, thrown off my game for a moment. “Are you a virgin!?” 

      

    Had I just become the first man to enter Soojin’s pussy? With a banging, athletic body like that, it seemed beyond belief, and yet… 

      

    She bit her lip as she looked at me over her shoulder. Our eyes met for a moment, and then she nodded. 

      

    “You did pay for my first time, Master,” she whimpered, grinding her cunt back on my dick. 

      

    Holy shit. Oh fuck I’m the luckiest man on Earth… 

      

    I thrust Soojin back down on the bed and fucked her with a savagery I didn’t even know I had. Thrust after thrust I pummeled her untouched, virgin cunt, stretching her around me in ways that made my cock sing with pleasure. Soojin was babbling, barely coherent, her words a mixture of groans and curse words as she rode me into the stratosphere. I turned her halfway around the bed so she could watch in the mirror as I fucked her doggystyle. Her big tits swayed with every thrust, the look on her face indescribably passionate. 

      

    “You like seeing that?” I slapped her ass hard, savoring the way she cried out. “You like watching yourself get fucked like a nasty little whore?” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” she groaned, her hips pumping back on me. It felt so good to slide all the way out, to let my fat cock penetrate her tightness over and over and over again. I decided right then and there that I could never get tired of virgins – and I would make it a personal goal to take as many girls’ cherries as I could. 

      

    “Wait,” Soojin groaned, her walls spasming around me. I could feel her getting close to the edge and welcomed it, knowing it would prime her pussy for my load. “C...condom...” 

      

    “It’s okay, I’ll put one on,” I lied. I wrapped a hand around her throat, putting gentle pressure on her until I could see everything get warm and spinny for her. I was almost lifting her off the bed with each thrust, pounding her with savage strokes. “Right before I come. Don’t worry about it...” 

      

    She let go. For a moment, she was weightless beneath me, then she came crashing back to Earth as a titanic orgasm infiltrated every inch of her body. She screamed loud enough for the entire apartment block to hear as her pussy boiled over, juices dribbling down the length of my shaft as she slammed her furnace-hot cunt down on me again and again and again, milking the sweet pleasure in her clit. 

      

    “Yes, Master! Yes! Use me harder! Fucking fuck me like the little whore I am!” 

      

    I was going a mile a minute inside of her, the head of my cock grazing her cervix with every thrust. I was primed and ready. My hand tightened just a bit around her throat, making her whimper. Just letting her know who’s boss, I thought with a smirk. 

      

    “You know what?” I asked, my breath hot against her ear. “I think you don’t want me to put on a condom, do you?” 

      

    She whined wordlessly, writhing in my grip – but her hips jackhammered onto me even harder. 

      

    “I think you realized when you came just what kind of man owns you,” I grunted, gripping her hip tight. “A superior man. The kind of man you just have to feel shoot every drop of his cream inside your womb – making you feel so safe and complete as it fertilizes your eggs.” 

      

    “Oh Jesus fuck,” Soojin groaned, her body pressed tight against me. “Don’t stop, Master, don’t stop!” 

      

    I chuckled darkly. “You don’t want me to stop? You want me to come?” 

      

    “Please...” she whined, her ass slapping against my thighs as she fucked me back as hard as she could. “I want to feel it. I want you...I want you to make me pregnant! Make me a Mommy, Master – fill me with your babies!” 

      

    I was right on the edge. The air crackled like an electrical storm was on the way. “Beg me,” I growled, bearing down and ramming myself as far as I could inside of her. 

      

    “Please come for me, Master! Come inside my sweet little cunt! Use me to make your heirs – fucking breed me, Sir! Breed my teenage body with your cock...” 

      

    My hand tightened so much that it cut off Soojin’s words. A low growl erupted in my throat as pleasure washed over me, stronger and sharper than before. I held Soojin’s body straight off the bed, pinning her to me with brute strength as I pumped her full. Burst after burst of come went straight into her womb, pointed like arrows at her core. My cock thrummed with pleasure, the world going fuzzy with bliss as I did the most biologically natural thing on earth: put a baby inside of Soojin’s virgin womb. 

      

    When it was over, I lay back on the bed and let her curl up against me. She gave me slow, loving kisses as I came down from my peak, my hands roaming over her breasts and her taut little belly. 

      

    “I’m your whore,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Just your whore. Forever. Is...is that what you want, Sir?” 

      

    I grinned as I grabbed a handful of her tit, the nipple stiffening beneath my fingers. “Oh Sooj,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure. “That’s exactly what I want.” 

      

    She beamed at me. “Yay! I’m so happy! You don’t even have to pay me anything – as long as you keep coming inside me naturally. We can call that your payment, okay, Master?” 

      

    Paid in cum, I thought, chuckling. God, what a world… 

      

    I don’t know how long the two of us had been lying there when Kendra called from downstairs.  

      

    “Master?” Instantly I knew something was wrong. Kendra sounded worried – very worried. “You should come down here!” 

      

    I left Soojin on the bed, running her fingers over her stomach and dreaming of baby names. Naked, I descended the stairs to see both of my slaves on the couch, their eyes glued to the television. 

      

    “What’s going on?” I asked. “I said no disturbances...” 

      

    “Master,” Julie said, her face ashen. “It’s Simone...” 

      

    That caught my attention. The news report showed the flaming wreckage of a car on a busy city street. A bubbleheaded young blonde was reading a statement off a teleprompter – I had to turn the volume up to hear what she was saying. 

      

    “...say Matthew Aguilar was on his way to the grand opening of his newest art gallery when the car bomb exploded. Again, we are receiving reports that billionaire financier Matthew Aguilar has died in what appears to be an assassination, possibly a terrorist attack. Three other civilians near the blast were injured...” 

      

    “Matthew,” I said, suddenly dizzy. There’s a spy in our midst, I thought, remembering Simone’s words. 

      

    “Master...” Julie’s lips trembled as she looked up at me. “Do you think she…?” 

      

    She what, I thought. Assassinated her own brother? Damn straight she did – and I handed her the reason. I told her he had my book – Fernando Aguilar’s book. She killed her own brother… 

      

    And when she realized he didn’t have the book after all – who was she going to blame? 

      

    “Where was this?” I asked, pointing at the television. “You have a car, right, Kendra?” 

      

    “Master?” Kendra was more emotionally put together than Julie, but still looked shocked. “What are you thinking?” 

      

    I’m thinking I need to strike first, I thought. Before Simone realizes I was the one who betrayed her. 

      

    I had to get that magic book away from her, and quickly – or me, Kendra, Julie and Soojin were going to end up her mindless slaves…



   





 

    Charming The CEO



   





 

    The party was the swankiest event of the season. 

      

    After Matthew Aguilar’s untimely, sudden demise, his Rolodex had apparently gone to his next of kin. Matthew had a billionaire’s friends – politicians, athletes, celebrities – and from the looks of things, every one of them had decided to be present to watch the changing of the guard. To pay their respects to the woman I was here to see, the beautiful goddess who held the weapon that could destroy me. 

      

    This was one of Aguilar’s best buildings, a beachfront property so close to the waves you fancied you could hear the surf over the sound of conversation and hors d’oevres. It was just a tiny piece of the grand empire that Simone Aguilar was set to inherit now that her brother had been blown to smithereens. Normally, such a big company would have gone to someone experienced, hand-chosen: but Matthew had stipulated in his will that all of it, every cent, was to go to his sister. 

      

    The fact that she had murdered him didn’t play any part in it. Neither did the fact that she’d done it because of me, acting on information I’d given her to save my own skin and my harem. That was going to stay with me for a hell of a long time. 

      

    As I looked down from the balcony on the crowd of the best and brightest, mingling in their finery, I found my mind taking an almost Biblical turn. What did it profit you to gain the world, Simone, I asked myself, if it cost you your soul? 

      

    I was here for one simple reason: for the last three weeks, Simone Aguilar hadn’t made a single public appearance. Hell, she didn’t even go to her brother’s funeral. And I needed to be in the same room with her – until I did, my new family would never truly be safe. 

      

    I felt in the padded pocket of my jacket, my fingers grazing the leather-bound copy of my spellbook. It was known as The Book of the Mind, and with it I’d turned my MILF boss, the gorgeous co-ed I had a crush on and her sexy Asian best friend into my devoted, worshipping servants. Every single one of them lived to please me; all of them had been fertilized by my virile seed exploding in their primed, wet wombs. All three of them had missed their periods this month. 

      

    I have three heirs on the way, I thought, my face hardening. I can’t let a risk like Simone go unchecked. 

      

    Simone also had a grimoire in her possession: the Book of the Body. I’d seen her use it on my coworker Julie, forcing her to obey her every command. It was equal in power to my own, and I had no doubt that Simone wanted more than anything in the world to use it on me, turning me into the lowliest and most tormented sort of servant. By now, she had to have figured out that her brother never truly possessed the book she was looking for – that it was me who’d lied to her, the aura of my own spell book allowing me to resist her power. 

      

    There was supposedly a third book in Simone’s father’s collection: the Vitae, the Book of Life. But neither Simone or I had the faintest idea of where it was. Simone seemed certain that the only way to find it was to possess both books at once. 

      

    One way or another, that’s about to happen, I thought ruefully. This town literally ain’t big enough for the both of us, Simone… 

      

    A sudden crackling cut into my thoughts. It was the tiny transmitter disguised as a stud concealed in my ear. 

      

    “Any news?” I asked in a low voice. 

      

    “Nothing to report, Master. Other than I don’t think I’ve ever had so many eyes glued to my tits before!” That was Julie, who was outside in her slinkiest, tightest, drop-dead gorgeous party dress. Her job was twofold: to keep all male attention on her, and to keep a lookout for Simone. It had to be me who got the drop on her, not the other way around – otherwise I was toast. 

      

    “Hey, they’re nice tits,” I said, unable to keep the smirk from my face. “You should be proud.” 

      

    “Oh, I am.” A little giggle carried over the microphone. “I’m looking forward to reminding you just how nice they are when this is over, Master.” 

      

    “Understood. How ‘bout you, Kendra? Anything?” 

      

    “Nothing to report.” There was a rush of noise as Kendra’s mic picked up the sound of her voice. I’d had her sign up for a temp job with a catering company a week ago under a fake name, knowing that they’d be chosen to host Simone’s “CEO coming-out” party. Her job was to monitor the labyrinth of back corridors I knew this place had, letting me know if Simone tried to slip into or out of them. “They’re working me like a dog, Master.” 

      

    “I’ll make sure you get a vacation once we’ve caught Simone,” I assured her, leaning over the rail. “A spa trip, a facial – the works.” 

      

    There was a pause on the other line, then she chuckled. “What kind of facial, Master?” 

      

    “Oh, both kinds.” Someone glanced up from the throng at me; I smiled at them and they went back to their glass of wine. “One for you, one for me.” 

      

    Both girls tittered at the joke.  

      

    Come on, Simone, you’re going to be late, I thought, scanning the room. There was air of expectation in the large room – I could see some of the less razzle-dazzle members of the audience getting a little concerned. 

      

    “Well, if you say so,” Kendra said, a naughty little lilt entering her voice, “but I’d much rather...” 

      

    I waited, but she didn’t say anything else. “You’d rather what?” 

      

    “Gideon.” Her voice was pitched to a whisper, barely audible over the ambient sound of the kitchen. “She’s here!” 

      

    I stood up straight, instantly alert and in motion. The stairs were to the right of me; I took them two at a time, pushing past an older woman in a ballgown who looked very offended. “Where?” 

      

    “In the fucking kitchen!” I heard her shift, the creak of a stainless steel table as she slid behind it. “She came in through the back. She’s got two big guys with her in suits – oh fuck...” 

      

    “What?” I spoke too loud; a couple having a conversation turned and stared at me. I waved vaguely at them and walked on. “I’ll be there in thirty seconds, Kendra-” 

      

    “She saw me! She saw me and I think she recognizes me from the store! Oh...oh no...” 

      

    “Kendra,” I said, increasing my pace, “I’m coming-” 

      

    There was a burst of static from the earpiece, then it went silent. Well, shit. 

      

    “Kendra?” Julie’s voice suddenly sounded very frightened. “Kendra? What happened...” 

      

    “Get out of there,” I said harshly. “Right now. Run, Julie!” 

      

    I heard her gasping as she raced away, one foot pumping in front of the other. For a few seconds there was just the sound of the wind racing past her microphone, then she cried out in a terrified voice: 

      

    “There’s men in the parking lot, Gideon! They’ve surrounded the car-” 

      

    Something grabbed Julie around the mouth, turning her words muffled. A moment later, the signal dissolved in another burst of static. 

      

    God damn it, I thought, glancing around the crowded floor. This was a fucking trap. 

      

    All thoughts of enslaving Simone to my will had vanished. Now I was simply playing for survival. Either I was going to get out of this, or she was going to capture me. Then Mentis would be hers, and I’d be dead – or worse.  

      

    I waded into the thickest part of the crowd, shuffling past elbows and bumping drinks as I headed towards the kitchen entrance. Maybe I could make it out of the back. If Simone had already passed through there, it might be clear. 

      

    I was a few feet away from the big saloon doors when a huge guy in a suit stepped out, swiveling his neck back and forth over the crowd. Crap. Ducking down, I tried to keep myself behind other guests as I juked right. 

      

    My route took me in a huge circle through the crowd. I was nearly to the big double doors when another large, suited man in dark sunglasses pushed through, scanning the room. 

      

    I had no options left. I had to go back up the stairs to the balconies – which would put me, at least for a few seconds, in full view of everyone. Moving fast, I kept my head low and pushed through the crowd, no longer giving a damn how many people I upset. Someone spilled a drink over one of my arms but it didn’t deter me; I reached the stairs and vaulted them two at a time, praying I could reach the top before any of the guards down below saw me. 

      

    As I reached the top step I lowered into a crouch, ducking behind the railing. A quick glance downstairs showed something no less than miraculous: the big guys in suits were still searching, talking into their cufflinks and hunting for me. 

      

    Gotcha, I thought with pride. Now I’ve just gotta find a way out of here… 

      

    A cough from my side caught my attention. I looked over – and found myself looking up into the face of Simone Aguilar. 

      

    “Oh,” I muttered, the bottom falling out of my courage. “Fu-” 

      

    She muttered a harsh string of guttural syllables, and the world went black. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    “Snap to it, Gideon.” 

      

    I came to in a dark, cold basement, somewhere beneath the convention center. Groaning, I tried to stand – but found my arms bound to the chair I was sitting in. I strained with all my might, but found they didn’t give an inch. Frantic, I rocked back and forth, thrusting out my chest to try and feel my jacket pocket. It has to be there, I thought. Please… 

      

    I felt a familiar against my breastbone. Yes! My copy of Mentis was still there, close to my heart. Whoever had tied me up hadn’t taken it – I still had access to my powers. 

      

    “It won’t help you, you know.” 

      

    The voice was like liquid smoke. I craned my neck, straining to see where it came from, but I needn’t have bothered – a moment later, Simone Aguilar strode out from behind me, grinning. 

      

    “Your little book. I let them keep it on your because it suits my purposes, but it’s completely useless to you. It might as well be a million miles away.” She bent low, letting me stare right into the valley of her ample cleavage. There was a big, shining zipper perched right between her breasts, the metallic trail going all the way to the bottom of her dress – if I had been able to command her, she could have ripped it off as quickly as thinking about it. “Go on. Call out for it. Try and make me into one of your whores.” 

      

    I opened my mouth to cast Slave is Only a Slave – a spell that would have made Simone temporarily forget that she was anything other than a submissive vessel dedicated to serving my pleasure – but only a slight wheeze escaped my lips. I tried again, but I couldn’t say a single word. 

      

    “That’s right.” Her fingertip grazed my forehead, tapping me gently right between the eyes. “I already control your body. Every move you make is with my consent – and I can revoke it at any time.” She looked down at me, grinning openly at my predicament. 

      

    Muffled noises escaped my throat as I tried futilely to break her control. It was no use. 

      

    “I forbid you from speaking the words of any slave spell,” she said after a moment, “but beyond that, you may speak. For now.” 

      

    “Julie,” I growled, a little surprised to hear my own voice. “And Kendra. What did you do with my girls?” 

      

    “Your girls?” Her lips curled in a smug little smile, and I wanted with every fiber of my being to slap it off her face – to take away her control. “Don’t worry about them. They’re perfectly safe – I wouldn’t dare harm them.” 

      

    The way she stressed that made me think that her feelings about me were altogether different. I swallowed hard. Just then a dull roar sounded from above us – the noise of the packed crowd. 

      

    “You know what’s going on above us?” she asked, looking up. “All the festivities – my big day, my ascension to the seat of one of the most powerful empires in the world. I don’t give a shit about any of it, of course – business was more of Matthew’s thing.” She made a face like she had bitten down on something bitter. “And he’s dead. Because of you.” 

      

    “You didn’t have to kill him,” I protested, but I knew it was weak. I’d put the heat on him, after all. 

      

    Her face twitched ever so slightly. “It was inevitable. Only one of us could hold the Book of Life, after all. We weren’t exactly what you’d call the best of friends. But still – you tricked me into killing my own blood. And something like that comes with consequences.” 

      

    Her hand gripped my chin lightly – then her fingers trailed down my chest. I was confused. What was going on? 

      

    “And you will be,” she purred, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. “But lucky for you, I’ve discovered the secret of my father’s books.” 

      

    She took a step back, then did something I never would have expected in a million years. She reached between her breasts, took hold of that zipper and tugged it down. 

      

    It came down with a rush of fabric, her ample breasts springing free and swaying in front of my eyes. Her body was tanned, slim and athletic, her taut little tummy appearing a moment before the zipper dove between her thighs. 

      

    I stared, dumbstruck, as Simone’s flawless goddess body was revealed to me. The fabric fell to the floor and she stood before me, wearing nothing but fuck-me heels and a look of pure imperiousness. 

      

    “Well?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow. 

      

    “You’re not wearing any panties,” I blurted. Under the circumstances, I couldn’t think of anything else to say. 

      

    “Of course not,” she whimpered with a little laugh. “Undergarments are for other women – a perfect bitch like me doesn’t need them.” 

      

    She laughed harder as she straddled me, sliding into my lap like the world’s most awesome stripper. 

      

    “Mmh, you hate me, don’t you?” Her breath was hot against my ear; I could feel her nipples stiffening against the fabric of my jacket. “I took your little sluts away. They’re under my power, you know – well, their bodies, at least. Deep down their brains are screaming that they still serve you – but I’ve taught them a few things. That Julie in particular is so good at eating my cunt...” 

      

    I grunted, straining at my bonds – but the image of the two of them together, Julie worshipping Simone’s pussy, filled my head. It combined with the very real, incredibly erotic reality of the naked woman in my lap to bring my cock fuller than full mast, straining in my slacks until it hurt. 

      

    “Oh yeah, you like that,” she said with a dismissive little chuckle. “You can’t stop yourself from getting rock hard for me. But don’t be too rough on yourself – no man can resist me.” 

      

    She tossed her hair over one shoulder and brought her lips oh so slowly to mine. When they touched, I could feel sparks flying between us. My cock twitched in my pants as she ground against it, my body melting against hers as she gave me the hottest fucking lapdance in the universe. I hated how easily I’d slipped under her control: but she was irresistible, addictive, and she’d completely ambushed me. 

      

    “Let’s see what we’ve got to work with,” she purred in my ear, sliding gently down. She planted a trail of kisses against my chest, untucking my shirt to plant her lips on my bare skin as she made her way down to the floor. 

      

    She’s between my legs, I thought, dizzy with bliss. Fuck, she’s right there on her knees just like I’ve always wanted… 

      

    “Hmm,” she panted, running her hand over my bulge. Her touch was ever so gentle, but I nearly exploded right then and there. “You’re nice and hard,” she said approvingly. “Let’s see what you’ve been blessed with...” 

      

    She unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down, doing the same to my boxers. I couldn’t have stopped her if I wanted to – and if I was being honest, I really didn’t want to. My cock sprang free, throbbing with need as a huge vein on the side pulsed. A fat bead of precum slid slowly down the tip, becoming a little river down one side of my shaft. 

      

    “That’s not bad,” she said, cocking one eyebrow as she looked up and met my gaze. “But I think we can do better than that...” 

      

    Before I knew what was happening, she’d reached over to her copy of The Book of the Body, flipping to an earmarked page and scanning it briefly. Then she glanced up at me, buried her tongue in one side of her cheek, and winked. 

      

    “Watch this,” she purred. Then six unpronounceable words spilled from her lips, and my entire lower half went warm and tingly. 

      

    “What the fuck!?” I looked down, no longer able to feel anything below my waist – and watched in amazement as I started to change. 

      

    With every heartbeat, my cock pulsed and swelled – growing thicker and larger. As I stared, dumbfounded, my already above-average dick slowly transformed into a mammoth monster, growing to a size that would have made most pornstars blush. 

      

    Just as I started to process what was happening, Simone clapped her hands together. Suddenly I could feel everything again. And I felt amazing. 

      

    My cock throbbed with need. I yearned to bury it in Simone’s perfect, wet cunt until I was fully satisfied – and I could feel my new balls churning like a furnace, creating more hot white cum than I could imagine to spray inside of her. 

      

    “Holy shit,” I groaned, a jet of precum shooting from my cock like a cumshot and splashing on the floor. “What did you do to me?” 

      

    Simone ran a hand down her side. “Where do you think this perfect figure came from, Gideon – diet and exercise? I used to be quite the ugly duckling before I discovered father’s books – magic transformed me into the goddess I am.” She straddled me, bringing her soaking wet pussy so close to my cock I could feel waves of heat rolling off it. “And now its transformed your cock into a vessel suitable for worshipping me.” 

      

    Before I could respond, she did a little slide upwards and pinned my cock underneath her thighs. I groaned, losing control – my hips rocked helplessly as I struggled to get her inside me. Instead, she slid back and forth, massaging the top of my shaft with the swollen lips of her sex. 

      

    “Oh fuck, you’re already so wet,” she purred, nibbling at my earlobe. I was starting to lose the power of rational thought – all that was coming from my lips were grunts and whining noises. “Am I driving you crazy, Gideon? Don’t worry, I’m going to give you what you want. You’re going to get to fuck me, and come inside of my perfect cunt – but I’m going to make you beg for it every step of the way. I control your body, and you’ve got a lot of things to make up for.” A little grin lit up her features. “In fact, it might take your entire lifetime...” 

      

    A low moan left my throat as she slid all the way up my shaft, the swollen, spongy head of my cock nestling in her folds. I could feel it resting against her clit, and a moment later she bore down and ground the tip of my cock into her button. 

      

    “Oh yeah!” She tossed a hand up in the air like a cowgirl as she moved in tight, hard little circles. “Fuck yeah that’s so good...” 

      

    I couldn’t take it. I could feel her inner muscles quivering and spasming as she used me for her own pleasure. I was inches away from what I wanted; could picture how amazing it would feel to go balls deep into that perfect, wet tightness...the frustration threatened to wash over me, destroy me. 

      

    “Please...” I groaned. 

      

    “Please what?” She put a hand to her ear in an almost comical fashion, like she was trying to hear me from miles away. “You’ll have to speak up, boy.” 

      

    “Please let me fuck you,” I whined. “I need it...” 

      

    “Mmmh, I think I might just come like this instead,” she said, her voice thick with pleasure. “And leave you so frustrated. Your balls would be so blue...your dick might actually fall off if I don’t give you any relief!” 

      

    “You bitch,” I grunted. “You monster...” 

      

    “I’m not the one who turns women into my slaves,” she said, cocking an eyebrow. “I’m not the one who makes them get on their knees and beg to suck you off...who makes them whimper and pant for you to fuck their soaking wet pussies, to breed them like little whores...” 

      

    Well. Now that was different. Simone’s voice sounded almost dreamy and far off as she spoke, and the head of my cock had started to slide into her an inch at a time… 

      

    It turns her on, I realized. Little miss in-control has a major submission fetish she doesn’t want to admit to. It was the only leverage I had, and I decided to play it to the hilt. 

      

    “I did more than that,” I said with a smirk. “I made them worship me, Simone. Like I was their God.” 

      

    Simone’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of pleasure as she worked her hips with renewed vigor, grinding her clit up and down my shaft. Every thrust brought her a little bit closer to letting me inside – I could see in her eyes that she wanted it, wanted to feel me inside of her just as much as I wanted to be there. I don’t know why this felt like my salvation, only that something on a primal, instinctive level told me this was the only way to get out of this room alive. 

      

    “You fucking pig,” she groaned, but the way she said it didn’t make it sound like an insult at all. Quite the opposite. “You...you misogynist asshole...” 

      

    “I am,” I said, craning my neck to put my lips against her ear. “You should have seen it, Simone. I made them into perfect little 50’s housewives – cooking, cleaning, pleasing their Master. I even make Kendra lactate for me...” 

      

    “Oh shit!” Simone raised her hips, sliding up my cock – and didn’t stop. The downward pressure on my shaft eased and my dick popped upward, burying itself in Simone’s dripping slit. She locked eyes with me for a moment, searching my gaze for any sign that I might be able to break her control. 

      

    Whatever she’d seen must have satisfied her – or she was just too horny to care. 

      

    “Fuck it,” she groaned. “I need this just as much as you do.” 

      

    With that, she lowered her hips and impaled herself on my cock. My hypnotically-enhanced manhood stretched her to the limit, her tight walls wrapping around me as I filled her to the brim. A normal woman wouldn’t have been able to handle it, but Simone was special. Her cunt had been sculpted by her own power, a perfect sheathe for my godlike member. Every inch of her fit me like it had been made for me, sliding around my cock as tight as a second skin. Sparks flew between us as the amazing friction sent both of our pleasure levels into the stratosphere. 

      

    “Oh fuck that’s so good,” Simone roared, tossing her hair back. “Oh fuck that’s just the best. Fuck me harder, Gideon – oh, that’s right, you can’t!” 

      

    I didn’t even care. Simone’s cunt was perfect – it made every sexual experience I’d had in my life look like fooling around in comparison. She was completely in control, but my cock still pounded inside of her like a piston, sliding in and out almost as hard as I would have fucked her – she was that perfect. My balls bounced up and down, heavy with seed as she rode me, her flawless tits tantalizingly out of reach. 

      

    “You know, this would be so much better if you untied me,” I growled. 

      

    “Oh, you think so?” Her face lit up, and I knew something else was going on. “Sure!” 

      

    She reached over and undid the knots holding my arms so swiftly I was suddenly unsure that they’d ever been there to begin with. I went to grab Simone – to put my hand around her throat, to pull her hair, to show her who was boss – but my arms moved no more than they had a moment ago. I wasn’t bound by any physical restraints, but whatever she’d done to me was even stronger. 

      

    I heard her laughing as the look on my face changed. “Mmh, that’s right, I forgot to tell you. It doesn’t matter if you’re tied up or not – I put much better restraints on you. The ropes are just for show. I figured out your little resistance trick, so this time you can’t lie to me. I control your body, and you’re just going to have to sit here and watch as I milk you dry.” 

      

    I was doing just that. And if it hadn’t felt so goddamn amazing, I might have been more upset. 

      

    “Yeah,” she grunted, really getting into it. “You’re so powerless. So weak. At least you’ve got the nice cock I gave you. You can’t make women weak any more. You can’t rob them of their minds – you can’t make them obey...” 

      

    I could tell that there was something deep down in Simone that got off on that very idea – of me being the Master, of male power ripping away the agency of even the most willful, talented females. I could feel it like a physical pressure behind her eyes – the desire to be dominated. But try as I might, I had no leverage to do it. I couldn’t do anything but sit as she rode me into the stratosphere, as she psychologically and sexually tormented me. 

      

    Or did I? 

      

    I heard Simone’s voice echoing in the back of my head, in time with her gasps of pleasure: I forbid you to speak the words of any slave spell. I forbid you. I forbid you… 

      

    But the Book of the Mind had more than slave spells. 

      

    Well, I thought. If this doesn’t work, I’m fucked for life anyway. I might as well go for broke… 

      

    I looked right up into Simone’s face as she rode me, meeting her gaze with an intensity that caught her off guard and made her miss a step. Then I whispered the words of the same spell I’d used on Julie’s best friend Soojin. It was an old, venerable spell, and while it warped the mind it had nothing to do with slavery, technically speaking. I’d used it to make Soojin believe she was a whore, a prostitute who’d come to my house because I’d paid her to spend the night fulfilling every fantasy – and now I tossed that power right in Simone’s pretty, arrogant face. 

      

    Her expression slackened for a moment, then she caught herself. “Nice try,” she said throatily, “but I know I’m not some common whore. I forbid you from-” 

      

    Before she could cut me off, I shouted the two explosive syllables of Sowing the Grain. 

      

    Her face went slack, her eyes rolling back in her head as all of her inner muscles drew tight around my cock as one. I watched as she shattered; waves of orgasmic pleasure rolling over her body as she came on my cock with huge, shuddering sobs. Her face and breasts reddened with bliss as she cried out, loud enough that I was surprised the whole convention center couldn’t hear her coming her brains out. Priming herself. Making herself ready for my seed. 

      

    “That was one of the first spells I ever saw,” I whispered, watching as she struggled to regain control of herself through the pleasure. “At the time I just thought it increased fertility – but I learned it literally makes you prime your body to conceive. Did you know that the female orgasm has a positive effect on conception, Simone?” 

      

    As her eyes cleared, I groaned the words of my whore spell again. This time I could see it digging deeper into her brain, making her forget the circumstances surrounding our fucking. She might not truly believe she was a whore, but I could see she was no longer convinced she was a high powered CEO: she was just a woman, riding the biggest, thickest cock of her life and loving it. 

      

    “Jesus! I’ve never come like that before, Gideon – and I...I feel like I could do it again!” 

      

    She’s calling me by my name, I thought, hope flaring in my chest. 

      

    “Of course you can, you silly slut,” I said condescendingly, mansplaining to her. “You can come over and over again, Simone. I can show you – if you let me touch you.” 

      

    She bit her lip, looking at me warily. But she was already so far gone, I could see the battle between her reason and the pleasure was lost in my favor. With an almost abashed look, she whispered three words, raising her eyebrows with a naughty wink on the final one. 

      

    Suddenly my hands could move – and I put them exactly where I wanted. My dominant hand closed on Simone’s throat, gently putting pressure on her and showing her my dominance. The other grabbed a warm handful of her ass, gripping it tight as I slammed her down on me hard. 

      

    “That’s right,” I grunted. The situation had changed so quickly it made my head spin. Simone was leaning into me, letting me thrust my hips upward into her core, practically melting against me. All her power was gone – she was the submissive now, and from the look on her face I could tell she was in heaven as I showed her what it was like to give in. 

      

    “You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” I whispered menacingly. “Say it.” 

      

    “Yes! Fuck, I’m such a whore! I love getting fucked by your huge cock, Gideon! I can feel it so deep inside me – I know you’re going to make me pregnant when you come!” 

      

    “That’s what all you bitches want, isn’t it?” My fingers tightened around Simone’s neck, her eyes rolling back in her head as her cunt clenched around me in another orgasm. “You want to get used and dominated by some alpha male, to get a hot load of his seed right in your fucking womb. You want to be bred by a man, put in your place – you want to serve me, don’t you, Simone?” 

      

    “Y...yes,” she whimpered. Even as she came down from her peak, I could feel her working to another one – and I was about to jump off right along with her. She could feel my cock twitching and spurting inside of her, getting ready to pump her full – and she wanted it so badly. “I want you to breed me!” 

      

    “Say it,” I grunted, pistoning inside of her as the wave of pleasure rushed up from my balls. “Say my name!” 

      

    “Fuck me, Master!” Simone looked shocked for a moment, as if she couldn’t believe the words she was saying. “Fuck my tight cunt! Come inside me – breed me – make me yours…!” 

      

    With a final, hard thrust, I bottomed out inside of Simone and let go. The two of us reached our peak in the same moment and tumbled over the other side, writhing and pumping as we both experienced the most perfect, blissful pleasure of our lives. The perfect alpha male and the ultimate alpha female, moving in unison, brought together a pleasure of almost mystical dimensions. I felt my cock erupting inside of Simone as an almost detached sensation, pumping my load straight into her womb as I floated somewhere above my body. The pleasure didn’t stop; it grew until I could barely stand it, until it was almost painful, and my cock didn’t stop working inside of Simone, fucking my load deeper past her cervix and inside of her womb as I held her tight and choked her and spanked her ass and used her in all the ways I’d always wanted… 

      

    Holy fuck, I thought, once I was able to think again. Jesus. That was the greatest experience of my life… 

      

    From somewhere above, I heard an angelic voice. “Thank you, Gideon. You have no idea how much this means to me...” 

      

    I sat up. The world rushed back in a flood, and I reached for my jacket – I had to get my book before Simone got hers, had to bind her to my will… 

      

    The book was gone. And a quick glance at the table revealed something even more surprising – Simone’s book was gone too. No Mentis, no Corporis. No Book of the Mind, no Book of the Body. 

      

    They were gone, and in their place was a single book. A book with a golden cover and the word Vitae written on the front. 

      

    A book Simone was holding as she stood naked in the center of the room. 

      

    Before I could react, she opened the book and scanned the single page inside. A smile spread across her face, as if she were learning a very great secret. Her face completely serene, she closed her eyes and whispered a string of words (try as I might, I couldn’t make any of them out) with the book held before her, the air crackling with power… 

      

    It was all over as quickly as it had begun. The book fell to the floor, the cover darkening – and a moment later, two books lay where it had landed. 

      

    Simone and I had, for a fleeting moment, become one. And it had done the same to our spellbooks – revealing something beyond comprehension. 

      

    “Giving yourself over completely,” Simone said lightly. She looked as if every worry she’d ever had had just fallen away – she looked ten years younger. “No wonder father never created the Book of Life for himself – he never trusted himself to connect with someone like that...” 

      

    “Simone.” My voice was little more than a croak, but it snapped her out of her reverie. “What did you just do? What...what does the Book of Life do…?” 

      

    “It’s simple,” she said, beaming down at me like an angel. “The Book of Life is created by the union of Mind and Body, and only exists for a fleeting moment. It contains but one spell.” 

      

    “What spell?” 

      

    “A spell,” she giggled, “to make the caster immortal.” 

      

    My mouth dropped open. Simone was...immortal? Even with everything I’d seen, all the power I’d wielded, such a thing seemed completely impossible. 

      

    “I, Simone Aguilar, have completed my father’s legacy,” she said, reaching down and scooping up the two books. “Mind and Body are mine, and I will live forever – ruling this world for all eternity as its Queen.” 

      

    There was something very scary in those words. 

      

    “But you, Gideon, will never see it.” She looked down at me, that perfect smile never faltering. “You killed my brother, Gideon, and for that – you must die.” 

      

    I have no idea where she got the knife from, but suddenly she was holding it out like a priestess about to perform a ritual. And I was on my back, lying on the floor in a puddle of our juices, completely defenseless. 

      

    She had the books. She had the power. And she was completely unkillable – undying – immortal. 

      

    I am so fucked...
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    “There’s no reason to do this,” I said desperately, holding up a hand. “You’ve won. You’ve won everything – why not just let me go?” 

      

    Gloriously naked, Simone Aguilar stood before me, a knife clutched between her flawless breasts. She was looking down at me, but from the look on her face it was almost as if she didn’t see me at all – she was riding high on victory, enthralled by her newfound immortality. A few moments ago, Simone and I had been climaxing together in the hottest, rawest sex of our lives, and the resulting energy had fused our spell books into one. My book of the Mind and Simone’s book of the Body had become the Book of Life, a golden tome capable of granting invincibility to its wielder. And Simone had wielded it while I lay helplessly on the floor, completing the ritual and becoming the most powerful woman in the world. 

      

    Now as she took in the sight of me, her expression changed to something remote and cold – the look of a Goddess contemplating a creation that has displeased her. Any humanity that had been inside of her had been torn away, discarded in her quest for ultimate power. In a very real sense, the woman I’d fucked a few moments ago no longer existed – and it made me wonder what might have happened to my soul if the Vitae tome had ended up in my hands instead. 

      

    “Mercy?” The word sounded like music coming from her lips. Simone cocked an eyebrow and laughed, loud and long. “You don’t deserve mercy, worm.” 

      

    My eyes met hers. I put every ounce of scorn I could into my voice and stared her down. 

      

    “What are you? You’re not even human anymore, are you, Simone?” 

      

    From the shocked look that flickered on her face, I could tell I had upset her for a moment. But only for a moment. That serene, brutal expression was back on her face an instant later as she licked her lips. 

      

    “You’re right – I’m not human. I’m better than human. Humans ought to worship me! Every weak man like you should-” 

      

    She struck mid-syllable, moving so quickly that it was only dumb luck that I moved in time. The knife came down an inch from my leg, hitting the concrete so hard the tip of it actually sank into the floor. I sprang to my feet as Simone hissed frustration. 

      

    “Don’t forget where you came from,” I said, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt. “You might be a Goddess, but you’ve got my cum pumped into your womb. And you begged for it!” 

      

    “Oh, I remember,” she purred, twirling the knife between her fingers like a prizefighter. “I didn’t spread my legs for you for pleasure, worm – I did it to fulfill my father’s legacy. I fucked you for immortality – so I hope you enjoyed that pussy, because its the last thing that’s ever going to be wrapped around your pathetic cock!” 

      

    “It didn’t seem so pathetic when you were coming all over it,” I said, glee filling me as her haughty look collapsed. “Seems to me you were shuddering and begging me to go deeper-” 

      

    Simone moved with the knife, but this time I was ready for it. I feinted to the left, then at the last second juked to the right. Simone twisted her wrist, but the knife went wide. Now I had my back to the door and reached out for the knob, sweat beading on my forehead as I turned it. Stuck. 

      

    “Locked from the outside,” Simone said with a crazed little giggle. “Only one of us is getting out of here, Gideon...” 

      

    I rapped on the door with all my might, hoping my voice was loud enough to carry to someone who gave a damn. “Hey, open up! Somebody, please, help!” 

      

    With an almost leisurely step, Simone swished to the side and brought her knife into a strong one-handed thrust. I sidestepped, the blade leaving a mark on the door as she missed me by half a foot. 

      

    She’s barely even trying, I realized. She’s playing with me. She’s literally got all the time in the world now… 

      

    It was like Simone could see the thoughts projected on the inside of my head. “Getting tired?” She bit her lip, running the tip of the knife between her breasts. “Did my pussy wear you out, Gideon? Want to take a little break?” 

      

    I stepped around the table, putting it between us. “You can’t keep me in here forever,” I said. “Your party guests are going to notice you’ve ditched them sooner or later.” 

      

    The edge of her mouth curled up in a wicked little pout. “Those idiots will think whatever I tell them to think...” 

      

    She froze, and her eyes lit up. From the way her grin widened, I knew something very bad was about to happen. 

      

    “If you want to speed things up,” she said suddenly, “I’ll help you out.” Before I could say anything, she flipped her knife around so that she was holding it by the sharpened tip and placed it on the table. “Go ahead. First one’s free. You want out so bad – make me.” 

      

    Despite everything, I hesitated. Doing violence against women was something so antithetical to my being that my core values were hardwired against them. Even as Simone had been trying to stab me, the thought of actually hurting her hadn’t been on my mind – just getting away. But here she was, handing me the knife. 

      

    God forgive me, I thought, my fingers clutching the handle. Simone chuckled and nodded. 

      

    “Good boy,” she said, putting her hands on her naked hips. “You might actually wind up being fun after all-” 

      

    With a fury I had no idea I’d possessed, I struck. The knife hit her right between her breasts, sinking between her ribs and seeking out her heart. I couldn’t have aimed it better if I’d actually been trying. 

      

    Simone trailed off mid-word, her face going pale as her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. A low gurgle left her lips; red blood trickled down her chin. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought, Simone’s heart’s blood gushing over my fingers. I did it. I fucking killed her… 

      

    Simone started to laugh. 

      

    She took a step back, and the wound I’d made in her chest sealed up as quickly as it had been made. Simone turned her head to the side and spat blood on the floor, grinning at me like a crazy person through blood-coated teeth. She’s gone completely insane, I realized. 

      

    “Did you think it would be that easy?” She grabbed the knife from me and cut a deep gash into her own chest, laughing insanely as it folded back into. “Ah, it hurts so much! Yes! YES!” 

      

    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “You’re mad,” I said. 

      

    “All Gods are mad,” she purred. “To lesser beings.” 

      

    She advanced with the knife, swinging it around in crazy arcs. She wasn’t even trying to hit anything, but her whirling sent me backwards step by step as I tried to keep out of her range. 

      

    “Oh, how sad for you,” she cackled, her face assuming a comically depressed expression. “You won’t come back together again when I rip you apart!” 

      

    There was a banging on the door, frantic and insistent. The cavalry had come – but it was too late. My back was against the wall, and Simone was going to stab me to death. 

      

    “Die,” she groaned, her eyes rolling in her head like an animal. I could literally watch as the last vestiges of humanity left her features. “Die! Die! I command it!” 

      

    Suddenly there was light behind her. I held up a hand, and she turned her head slowly… 

      

    The door came off its hinges, falling forward. Right on top of Simone. 

      

    She let out a huge whoop as the heavy iron came down on top of her head, driving her to the floor as effectively as a hammer on an anvil. The metal lay at a ten degree angle across the floor, weighing her down onto the concrete. If she had been an ordinary person, she’d have been dead – but I knew better. 

      

    Without a moment to spare for thought of how this had happened, I jumped onto the door, taking a little bit of pleasure from the grunt of pain that came from Simone at my weight. I ran, the sounds of her trying to lift the metal from her back following me. 

      

    Outside the door were two women, their clothing torn and dirty. It was Kendra and Julie. 

      

    “Master!” Kendra lifted the visor from her face. It took me a moment to realize that she was carrying a fucking blowtorch: even with the flame off I could feel the heat coming off the mechanism where it had been aflame. “Thank goodness you’re okay!” 

      

    “What...” For a moment, I was dumbfounded. “Where the hell did you get that?” 

      

    “This building has everything,” Kendra said with a grin. “God, I haven’t held one of these since community college. I always wanted to be a welder...” 

      

    I glanced over my shoulder. The hinges on the door had been on the outside – and Kendra had heated them until they’d popped. Then a kick had loosened the whole thing and it fell forward, snapping the lock like a twig. What was left of the hinges clung to the door like twisted bow ties. It was an impressive piece of work, and I told Kendra so. 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she groaned, blushing deeply. Her eyes fluttered as my compliment sent her to the brink of orgasm – but this was no time to climax. 

      

    “Come on!” I yelled, racing down the hall. I could hear Simone sliding the door to the side, trying to get out from under it that way. I did not want to be anywhere near her when she was free. 

      

    The upper floor was chaos. Whatever ritual Simone and I had completed down below had sent aftershocks through the building: the place was nearly empty, and it was clear something awful had happened. There were bloodstains and burn marks all over the floor. The walls shook as we made our way across the central ballroom: a guy in a suit saw us but completely ignored our presence, choosing instead to save his own skin. 

      

    Miraculously, Kendra’s car was still in the parking garage. I let out a whoop of amazement as we peeled out into the night, leaving the building and its new immortal leader behind. The speedometer soared to the top as Kendra pulled onto the highway, deftly steering us through traffic. 

      

    I was in the backseat, lucky to be alive – and suddenly I wasn’t alone. Julie was all over me, her hands feeling every inch of my body as if reassuring herself that I was really here and okay. If I’d ever prioritized my other slaves above her on occasion, I completely regretted it now: being in her arms after all that hell was better than anything on Earth. I felt like a real man again. 

      

    “Oh Master,” she groaned, half from lust and half from worry. “Oh Master, oh Master, you’re not hurt, are you?” 

      

    “I think I’m okay,” I said, brushing a lock of blonde hair from her face. This close, my nostrils were filled with the scent of her – perfume and sweat and something feral and womanly underneath of it. I was acutely aware of the warmth of her skin, of the way her nipples were starting to harden beneath her top just from being close to me – and how here clothes were practically hanging off her in rags… 

      

    “What happened to you?” I asked, eyes drawn to one of the larger rents in her dress. It ran up the side of her leg, showing off her thong panties and a generous expanse of her tanned thigh. 

      

    “I’ll explain later, Master,” she said, pressing herself against me. “I’m just so glad you’re alright, so glad that I can make you feel better...” 

      

    Then her lips were on mine, and my hand was on the back of her head, and we were melting against each other. 

      

    My hands dove beneath the hem of her dress, tugging it up over her waist. She spread her legs eagerly, helping me get the torn fabric off her body. Once it was up to her breasts, she pulled it the rest of the way and tossed it into the front passenger seat like an old rag. 

      

    “What are you two doing back there?” Kendra asked, not taking her eyes off the road. 

      

    “Pleasing Master,” Julie replied without hesitation, her voice husky with need. “I can feel how hard he is...” 

      

    Suddenly I could feel it too. My erection was grinding against her thigh, close to the warmth between her legs, and even after everything I’d been through I was aching for release. Maybe it was the shock of being alive; maybe it was the high of somehow triumphing over Simone. Either way I didn’t care; I was hornier than I could remember being in ages and I wanted – needed – Julie to make me feel like the man I knew I was. 

      

    I pressed her gorgeous breasts together with my hands, running my thumbs over the stiffening nipples. Julie cried out and bit down on her lip hard, the muscles of her thighs twitching as my touch sent sparks of pleasure straight through her clit. I could feel how wet she was getting, soaking her thong panties – everything about her tight teen body was primed and ready for me. 

      

    One hand remained at her breasts, massaging them – the other slid her panties to the side and tested her cunt. She was so wet that the digits slid all the way in easily – her walls were dripping with juice, quivering as they clenched around the tips of my fingers. I found her clit and stroked it roughly, doing a “come here” motion with my fingers, and felt her entire body react like it had been struck by lightning. 

      

    “Fuck, Master!” Julie’s face flushed as she rode the pleasure, the backseat filling with the sweet scent of sex. “My pussy’s so hot and wet for you! I need you so fucking bad…!” 

      

    With a savage grin, I slid out of her cunt and raised the soaked fingers to her lips. She took them greedily, sucking her juices off her fingers like a nasty little whore. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she tasted herself, her tongue swirling around my digits as she sucked. I loved the way she treated my fingers, and it made me want more. 

      

    “Show me what else you can do with that mouth, dirty girl,” I growled, undoing my zipper. 

      

    Julie giggled and licked her lips, then kissed me. I pushed hard against her, tasting the sweet tang of her cunt, then she placed a trail of kisses down my neck and chest. Before long she was between my legs, taking hold of my cock and stroking it as she prepared to suck me off. 

      

    “Kendra,” I grunted, seeing the woman’s eyebrows raise in the rear-view mirror as I said her name. “As soon as we get home, I’m doing this to you, too.” 

      

    A knowing grin spread across her face. “We have a special surprise for you when you get home, Master. I can wait my turn – I think you’re going to like it.” 

      

    I was going to ask her what she meant by that – but just then Julie’s mouth closed around my cock, and I ceased being able to think about anything but the amazing blowjob I was receiving. 

      

    Julie bobbed up and down in my lap like she was trying to inhale my cock, her lips making a tight seal around my shaft as she took it all the way down her throat. I found myself thrusting upward against her face, and a moment later I felt her nod: she took my hands and placed them on top of her head, encouraging me to go deeper and fuck her throat. 

      

    “You sure, babe?” I asked, gripping her hair tight. “I’m pretty worked up. I might be a little rough with you...” 

      

    She pulled off me with a wet little pop. “I want you to be rough, Master.” Julie’s eyes shined with pure love and devotion. “Use me like a little whore. Make me gag on your dick as you blow your load down my throat, Sir – please?” 

      

    No red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that. I put pressure on the top of her head, thrusting into her mouth as I took her sweet, tight little throat by force. Julie swallowed around me, letting me go deep without any resistance or hesitation. My fingers dug into her scalp as I fucked her even harder, like I was trying to break her. I wanted to see her limit, to push her to the very edge of how far her devotion could stretch – but there was no limit. Even as tears formed in the corners of her eyes, she beamed up at me with pride as I face-fucked her. She was so happy to be giving me this, so grateful that I was using her in this way. 

      

    I pulled out of her roughly, tugging her up my body by the hair. Her expression changed to one of shock. 

      

    “What’s wrong, Master?” she asked, looking frightened. “Did I do something wrong?” 

      

    I shook my head. “No, baby girl. If what you did was any more right, I’d be dead. But I need your cunt. I need to come in your cunt, slave...” 

      

    Julie grinned. “Of course, Master. My body is yours.” 

      

    She straddled my lap, thrusting her big tits forward right into my face. As she started to tug down her panties, I gripped her wrist and shook my head. “Keep ‘em on,” I grunted. “Move them to the side.” 

      

    Her cheeks turned red as she nodded. “You want to make me all sloppy, Master?” 

      

    I grunted as I pulled the fabric to the side. “That’s right,” I said, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage. “I want you walking around dripping when I’m done with you. I want your panties to be soaked with your Master’s come. What do you say to that?” 

      

    “I say please, Master,” Julie whimpered, lowering herself onto me. I sank into her with one smooth stroke, and it was like coming home. 

      

    The lights of the highway whizzed by as I bottomed out inside of Julie’s tight, wet pussy. Her walls wrapped around me like a glove, her womb as warm as a furnace as she massaged all the pain and fear out of me through the center of my pleasure. I put one hand on her shoulder, the other in her hair, and buried my face between her perfect breasts. 

      

    “Oh my gawd you’re so big, Master!” Julie bounced up and down in my lap like a piston, sliding the slick walls of her cunt all the way down to the base of my cock before pulling up and nestling just the sensitive, spongy head in her folds. It was exactly the treatment I needed. I could literally feel the negative emotions Simone had put in my head being washed away with every thrust, replaced with the love and devotion of my harem. 

      

    “Please come inside me,” Julie begged, jackhammering her hips as she squeezed her big tits together in front of my face. “Shoot all that hot, white cream in my cunt, Master. Fill me up. Pump me full – make me pregnant with your heirs...” 

      

    Somewhere in the back of my head I was pretty sure Julie was pregnant already, but it never hurt to be absolutely sure. I buried myself inside of her with one last, hard thrust and felt myself go over the edge. My cock twitched and spurted inside of her, filling her womb to the brim with burst after burst of thick come. 

      

    “Oh wow, you’re shooting so far into me,” Julie moaned, closing her eyes. “You’re fucking coming...” 

      

    She rolled her hips, eyelids fluttering as she rode the wave of pleasure that came from knowing her womanhood was being fertilized by her Master. Her hand strayed to her taut little tummy, rubbing it as if she was already imagining it stretched full from my seed. 

      

    We stayed that way for several minutes, letting her cunt grip my cock and suck in the remnants of my seed. I’d kept myself buried inside of her to keep anything from escaping, but as I pulled out of her and slid her panties back, I could already see they were getting soaked with a mixture of come and her juices. 

      

    “That’s okay, Master,” she murmured, raking my chest with her fingertips. “That was more than enough...” 

      

    As I lay back, relaxing against the seat, the events of the last few hours came back to me in a rush. I couldn’t believe I had survived – but I also couldn’t believe that my rival had actually created the Book of Life. She was immortal now, invincible, and I stood absolutely no change against her… 

      

    Unless, I thought suddenly, I read the Book of Life, too. 

      

    As the wheels in my head started to turn, Kendra caught my gaze in the rearview mirror and winked. “Ready for your surprise, Master?” 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “What’s going on?” I asked as Kendra fiddled with the lock on her apartment door. I was feeling uneasy after our narrow escape from Simone – part of me wanted to run as far away as humanly possible, while most of me just wanted to take a shower and relax for a bit. Under the circumstances, I wasn’t feeling in the mood for any surprises. 

      

    Kendra was about to show me how wrong I was. “Something special waiting for you,” she purred, opening the door. “Look who we found-” 

      

    I stopped in my tracks. Standing in the middle of the living room was Julie’s best friend Soojin, done up in a way I’d never seen her before. She’d been a stunner before, but now she looked like a lingerie model. Her makeup was on point, her hair looked like she’d spent hours getting that tousled “come-fuck-me” look just perfect, and she was wearing nothing but an expensive-looking bra and panty set with a garter belt and six-inch fuck-me heels. She looked like she’d stepped right out of my wettest teenage fantasies. 

      

    She blushed as my eyes devoured her body. “Hello, Master.” 

      

    “I thought we’d lost you,” I finally said. Her hands were behind her back – as she moved them, I caught something in one of them. “What’s that there?” 

      

    A frown came to her face. “A pregnancy test. Look!” She held it out for me to inspect. It was negative. 

      

    “I’m not carrying your babies!” She said with a pout. “I’m so upset – I don’t want to be the only one of your slaves who can’t be bred like a fertile little whore!” 

      

    “We promised her that wasn’t the case,” Kendra said smoothly. “She got all dressed up for you, Master – don’t you want to fill her tight little Asian pussy with your come.” 

      

    “I...excuse me,” I said quickly, turning away. My face felt hot and I had to hold the back of my hand to my eyes to stop the tears. An awful, horrible feeling was taking root in the back of my mind and I couldn’t shake it. 

      

    “Master!?” Kendra sounded worried; I heard all three girls step forward, like they were going to fight to be the one to comfort me. “What’s wrong? What’s happening?” 

      

    “I just...I can’t be your Master,” I said, rubbing my forehead and keeping the despair out of my voice. “I don’t have the Book any more. Simone took them both – she has Mentis. I can’t make you fertile, or make you orgasm on command, or turn your tits into huge milky funbags anymore...” 

      

    My eyes were shut tight. Suddenly I felt hands on my shoulders. 

      

    “Oh, Master,” Julie purred. “Is that what you’re worried about?” 

      

    “We love you,” Kendra said in a low, motherly voice. “You’re my son – and my Master. I don’t care about some silly old book!” 

      

    “You don’t have to ever give us commands again,” Soojin chimed in. “We know how to serve you. It doesn’t even matter if you can’t make me super-fertile like you did with Kendra and Julie. I know we’ll keep trying until I’m swollen with your babies!” 

      

    “You...you mean that?” I said, opening my eyes. Three beautiful women stood before me, looking at me with love and concern. Like I was the most important thing in the world to each of them. “Even though I don’t have any more magic?” 

      

    “Of course,” Kendra said, pulling me into a hug. Her big tits pressed against my chest as her hands slid to my ass, gripping it hungrily. “We yearn to serve you, Master. Forever. With our bodies, with our lives. We’re your women, no matter what.” 

      

    “Even if you try to get rid of us,” Julie said with a giggle. “Or if my parents abduct me and try to ‘de-program’ me the way they keep threatening to. I’ll escape and come back to you.” She put my hand on her belly. “To us.” 

      

    “I...I don’t know what to say,” I whispered, overcome with emotion. “I love you, girls.” 

      

    “We love you too, Master,” they all said, giggling. 

      

    “Now why don’t you fuck Soojin,” Kendra said, tousling my hair. “Do you want us to watch, or do you want us to participate?” 

      

    “Maybe...maybe you could get me a beer?” Kendra nodded eagerly as she took to my commands. “And make me a sandwich. I’m awfully hungry after all that shit with Simone...” 

      

    “I’d love to,” she said firmly. “You go sit on the couch and plow Soojin. I’ll come bring it to you when its ready.” 

      

    I sat down on the couch, still feeling dazed. The girls climbed onto either side, their hands massaging my chest and thighs. I felt my cock swelling to full mast at all the female flesh on display, my balls brimming with seed. 

      

    “Is there anything you’d like me to do for you, Master?” Julie asked in a whisper. 

      

    “Why don’t you get your friend ready for me,” I said, glancing over at Soojin. “Warm her up. I want her pussy nice and wet for when I slide inside her.” 

      

    “Okay!” Julie giggled like a bimbo and climbed over my lap, pulling Soojin to her. “You know, I always had a crush on you before Master,” she purred, biting down on Soojin’s lip. 

      

    “You did? Ohmigawd, me too! I used to rub myself silly at night fantasizing about your mouth between my thighs! We could have totally been lesbian girlfriends!” 

      

    “Now we finally can,” she grinned. “With Master’s permission, of course.” 

      

    “You two girls go ahead,” I said, undoing my zipper. “Explore your sexuality. Just remember who you’re pleasing at the end of the day.” 

      

    “Yes, Master,” Soojin said demurely. I watched the two girls make out hot and heavy, their tongues and bodies intertwining, stroking my cock as Julie dove between Soojin’s thighs and tongued her box. 

      

    “Fuck you taste so good,” Julie groaned, wiping her mouth. “So fucking sweet...” 

      

    “That’s right, eat me out!” The slender Asian had her thighs wrapped around the cheerleader’s head, nearly smothering her with her shaved slit. “Eat my fuckin’ cunt, you bimbo whore! Make me come so Master can have a nice, wet hole to shoot his load...” 

      

    A moment later Soojin broke off and cried out, grabbing the back of Julie’s head as she climaxed. She arched her back, hips thrusting against the blonde girl’s face as her pussy boiled over with juice. She was hot and wet and ready for me, and I was ready to give her what she needed. 

      

    I shoved Julie aside, noting the figure of Kendra approaching with my beer and sandwich on a tray. She’s such a good little houseslave, I thought, grinning. I think I’ll keep her in that apron all the time. My naughty little Mommy… 

      

    And soon that apron would swell with my heirs. But for right now, I had a model-perfect Asian cutie beneath me, her cunt dripping with juice. 

      

    I felt like a man again. I felt like a conqueror. And in that moment, I realized what I was going to have to do. 

      

    I am going to get that book back, I thought. Both of them. Because I can’t let an immortal bitch like Simone end up ruling the world. Instead, I’ll defeat her – and make her the Queen of my harem. 

      

    If the only way to stop her was to make myself a God and become King of the world, well – wasn’t that a fair price to pay for saving everyone from being the slaves of a bitch goddess. 

      

    I grinned to myself. I’m looking forward to finding out. 

      

    “Master?” Soojin’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. She lay before me, spread wide, her walls quivering with need. Julie had done a good job making her ready for me (she’ll be a good second-in-command, I thought) and she was so warm I could feel it from here. 

      

    “Make me pregnant, Daddy,” Soojin whimpered, spreading her folds with her fingers. “Please?” 

      

    I laughed as I slid inside of her, preparing to fertilize my newest slave. Simone might have had limitless power and immortal life, but I had something she would never possess: a cock. 

      

    And before this was all over, I was going to make her worship it.



   





 

    BONUS: The Bimbo Gun – The Complete Series (The Bimbo Gun #1-5)



   





 

    Zapping My Girlfriend



   





 

    “So why did you break up with me again?” 

      

    “I...” April stopped rubbing her tits for a moment, her face screwed up in confusion. After a moment, her lips parted in a smile and she started to giggle. “I can’t remember! Isn’t that funny? I must have been joking – or it must’ve been something silly. I can’t imagine life without you, Sir.” 

      

    “Yeah,” I said with a smirk. “Must have been.” April grinned and went back to rubbing her brand new tits, squeezing them together for my enjoyment. Ten minutes ago, my girlfriend had firm, tiny b-cup breasts – not bad, but not what I fantasized about in my dirtiest dreams. Now they were massive, almost the size of her head, with hard nipples that cried out for my mouth to be on them. 

      

    Also ten minutes ago she’d been my ex girlfriend, but it seemed like we were past that now. 

      

    I had no idea what happened. I was still struggling to process this: how April had turned on a dime from a cold, venomous bitch to a lusty bimbo totally devoted to my pleasure. But one thing was for sure – I wasn’t going to stop and question it. I was going to enjoy this to the hilt. 

      

    “So...” April’s hands dove between her legs, massaging her soaking wet folds. “You don’t just want to see my titties, right, Sir? Isn’t there something else I could be doing for you?” 

      

    I thought of the long list of things April had never done for me during our relationship. Long, worshiping blowjobs with lots of eye contact. Anal sex. Spanking, pulling hair, using her like a submissive little slut. She’d do any of these things for me now. She’d dress how I wanted, act how I wanted, even share me with other girls. 

      

    “Oh yeah,” I said, unzipping my fly. “I can think of a few things...”  

      

    April’s eyes widened as she watched, her face filling with awe. I was one lucky man – how the tables had turned! And to think, a few minutes ago I had thought my life was ruined… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    The box was waiting for me when I got to the door, standing up on its end and leaning against the wall next to my apartment. I glanced down at it as I fumbled with the lock, wondering where it had come from. 

      

    “Hello there,” I said aloud, picking it up. It was surprisingly light. “Who ordered you?” 

      

    There was no label on the box, either from the company that packaged it or the shipper. I had no way of knowing if it was something I’d ordered online and forgotten about, or something sent to the wrong place by mistake. Maybe April had ordered it. 

      

    “That would be just like her,” I muttered as I entered my apartment and shut the door behind me. “Ordering herself a couple packages right before she moves out.” 

      

    My soon-to-be ex-girlfriend April was due to arrive in a few minutes to pick up the last of her things. I’d gotten them together last night, and as I walked in I saw them sitting on the kitchen table where I’d left them: a couple tidy boxes full of April’s clothes and records. A heavy sigh left my lips at the sight of them; once they were gone, I’d probably never see her again. 

      

    Things between April and me had gone so well: at first. For the first six months of our relationship, she was the best girlfriend a guy could have: funny, loving and adventurous. But one day, out of nowhere, it was like our relationship hit a brick wall – the long conversations we used to have were demoted to two or three-word responses, and I suddenly went from a guy who used to get laid two or three times a week in moderately kinky ways to a guy who didn’t get laid ever. I’d tried everything to reignite the spark in our relationship: gifts, flowers, taking over nearly all of the household chores and showering her with attention. None of it worked; if anything, she grew more distant. I was practically killing myself trying to figure out what the problem was. 

      

    The problem turned out to be close to home: it was my boss, Brandon. After she’d come with me to my office’s Christmas party, April had started fucking Brandon on the side almost immediately. She would even sneak into the building while I was out on my lunch break and bang him in his office, bent over his desk like the dirty secretary in some porno. When she finally confessed, I’d broken up with her immediately: but I didn’t have the financial independence or the willpower to quit my job. I needed the money, especially since I was the only name on the apartment lease. 

      

    “Don’t worry,” April had told me the night she left. “I promise Brandon won’t let what’s between us affect your career.” 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, I’d crumpled up one side of the box in my fist. Goddamnit I was angry – angry at her for wasting my time, angry at my boss for fucking my girl behind my back. Anger had become my default emotion lately, so I dealt with it the way I usually did: I fixed a drink. While I did, I pondered whether or not I ought to open the package I’d just attacked. 

      

    If it is April’s, she’ll probably get pissed off at me for opening it, I thought, sipping my drink. As the burn traveled down my throat, I found myself starting to care less what got April pissed off. 

      

    “Fuck it,” I said, picking up the package. “My place now.” I could always just say I didn’t know whose it was, and either way, who cares? I was never going to see April again. 

      

    The top of the box opened easily. I turned it upside down to let whatever was inside land on the kitchen counter. I don’t know what I was expecting: a book, maybe, or a blu-ray of some obscure horror movie I’d seen on sale online and impulse bought. 

      

    Instead, a gun fell out, hitting the table with a clacking sound. 

      

    I jumped backwards. It’s not that I’m afraid of guns, per se, but having one fall out of a box out of nowhere tends to startle a guy. After a moment, I reached out and picked it up, staring at it. What the hell was this? 

      

    “Huh?” I turned it over, running my thumb over the barrel. “The hell?” 

      

    It was bright pink. The kind of pink you only saw in bubblegum and the kind of flimsy dresses intended to be torn off of the girl wearing them. Another moment, and I realized that this was not an actual gun – it was plastic, and had a cheap kind of feel to it. Looking down the barrel at an angle, I could see a glass lens all the way down at the base. 

      

    I knew what this was. I’d had one back in the 80s – a video game gun, the kind you pointed at the screen to blast aliens or gangsters or whatever. Only, they weren’t pink – and they had cables to connect it to your console. This, as far as I could tell, did not, nor did it have any USB port or anything on it to hook a cable to it. 

      

    I felt my face going red. Was this...some weird kind of sex toy? It would be the kind of thing April would do as a little parting ‘fuck you’, order some weird sex toy for her and her new boyfriend and trick me into opening it. But the more I looked at it, the more sure I got that it wasn’t. 

      

    Written on one side of the gun, down the long barrel, were the words WonderRay. Along the other side, written in the same retro-looking sci-fi font, was the brand: Dr. Mesmertainment. 

      

    “Doctor Mesmertainment,” I muttered, running a finger down the barrel. The words were etched into the plastic, like a brand. 

      

    I felt around in the box to see if there were some instructions, something to tell me what the hell this thing was for, and after a moment I pulled out a slim pamphlet, folded into fourths. I unfurled it and saw what looked like an advertisement for some old-timey medicine, a block of ornate font with swirls and spirals surrounding it: 

      

    Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay! 

      

    Have you ever wished you could alter the MINDS AND BODIES of those around you, making them your perfect playmate? Enter the WonderRay! Using Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AWESOME SCIENCE POWER, the WonderRay reshuffles the neurons and atoms of THOSE CLOSEST TO YOU, allowing you total freedom to persue your interests without arguments, interruptions, or other worrisome problems! 

      

    I frowned as I read the paper. Maybe this was some kind of sex toy? Then I read the rest: 

      

    Using the WONDERRAY is as easy as pushing a button!: 

      

    ONE SHOT from the trigger activates the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER! Enjoy comfort and convenience for a limited amount of time! 

      

    If you like the effects, a SECOND SHOT from the WonderRay will make the effects of Dr. Wondertainment’s WonderRay PERMANENT! No more worrying about inconveniences like FREE WILL any more! NOTE: second shot MUST be administered during the first shot’s effect period in order to become PERMANENT! 

      

    As always, SATISFACTION is GUARANTEED! If you aren’t completely thrilled with the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of the WonderRay, please contact us at… 

      

    The contact info was so faded, I couldn’t read it. Directly beneath it was one final note: 

      

    WARNING: Prolonged use of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WONDERRAY may cause the USER side-effects such as: increased ATTRACTIVENESS, dramatically higher STAMINA and ATHLETICISM, along with an INCREASE in SEXUAL POTENCY. Always use Dr. Mesmertainment’s products RESPONSIBLY! 

      

    So those were the instructions. I still had no fucking clue what I was looking at. I folded the paper up and shoved it back in the box, flipping the gun in my hand and catching it like some old-west cowboy. 

      

    “This this is a joke,” I told myself. “Some kind of prank...” 

      

    There was a knock on the door. Before I could answer it, it swung open – stupidly, I realized I’d forgotten to lock it. 

      

    “Hello?” It was April. “You’re here, right?” 

      

    I froze. Just the sound of her voice filled me with conflicting emotions: anger, betrayal, jealousy. Most of all, the desire to bend her over this counter, spread her legs and fuck her so hard she’d be begging me to take her back – but I knew that was the one thing I could never do. 

      

    “Hello? Oh hey, why didn’t you say anything?” She walked into the kitchen, taking off her jacket and throwing it on the counter – covering up the box. Her face scrunched up as she saw the WonderRay. “What is that thing?” 

      

    I realized how stupid I must look, holding a hot-pink gun in the middle of my apartment. “I have no idea,” I said after a moment. “It just came in the mail today. I thought you ordered it.” 

      

    “Why would I order anything? Oh, here’s my stuff,” she said, spying the boxes I’d laid out on the table. 

      

    I watched her walk past me and inspect the boxes, making sure everything was accounted for. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass – underneath her jacket she was wearing a tight athletic top and yoga pants, and her ass looked amazing in them. April was a fitness freak, a slender, athletic babe who never missed a day at the gym – even when things were bad between us and our relationship could have used the attention. Her perfect, heart-shaped booty was her best feature...and with a jolt of anger I realized Brandon probably thought the same thing. 

      

    “Where’s my black cardigan?” she asked, a drop of venom entering her tone. “I don’t see it in here.” 

      

    “You were wearing it the day you left,” I said with a smirk, plopping down on my couch. “Unless I’m able to snatch the clothes off your body without you knowing, I couldn’t have taken it.” 

      

    She whipped around, a guilty look in her eyes. Did she feel bad about what she was doing? But an instant later, a wicked smile crossed her face. 

      

    “I remember now,” she said. “And yeah, that’s silly. You could never tear my clothes off.” 

      

    The way she said it, with the emphasis on the ‘you’, let me know that was exactly what Brandon had been doing to her. Maybe he’s been doing it in the office, I thought angrily. Right under my nose… 

      

    “Just get your shit and get out,” I said, taking another sip of my drink and twirling the WonderRay. It felt good in my hand somehow – fun to toss around and do tricks with. 

      

    “Alright,” she said, rolling her eyes. I wasn’t rising to the bait, and she quickly abandoned it. But as she turned around, she started talking again in an overly sweet tone: 

      

    “Just so you know, I promise this won’t affect your job,” she said, lifting some clothes to look at what was beneath them. “Brandon and I have talked about it: he’s not going to tell anyone at the office we’re dating, and I won’t drop by. That way, none of your co-workers will know I traded up.” 

      

    Traded up? My vision went red. I don’t know what was more insulting: her using that turn of phrase so casually to hurt me, or her assuming I didn’t know how often Brandon had brought her into the office to fuck. 

      

    Angrily, I pointed the WonderRay at her, wishing for the moment it was a real gun. My finger grazed the trigger as she bent low, sticking her big ass out like she was taunting me. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, pulling the trigger. “Whatever.” 

      

    As the trigger clicked, the gun vibrated so hard my entire hand shook. I could barely hold on to it. At the same moment, the gun grew warm in my palm, almost too hot to touch. I stared at it in shock, wondering if April had just heard that. 

      

    I tossed it to the couch. The instant it left my hand, both the vibration and the heat stopped – testing it with my finger, I found the surface cool and plasticky. It was like it had never happened. 

      

    “What the fuck,” I muttered, turning back to April. “That was weird...” 

      

    April was frozen. As I watched, her head slowly lolled back on her shoulders, the rest of her body tensed up like something had startled her. 

      

    “April?” I asked. “What’s up?” 

      

    The very first time April and I had ever had sex, we’d done it in the bathroom of a club not long after we first met. It was easily the hottest experience of my life: she’d pulled me into it straight off the dance floor, started blowing me, then hiked up her skirt, turned around, and demanded I fuck her. The look in her eyes was still something I thought about every time I pleasured myself: that combination of naked need, biology and desire. It was easily the most gorgeous she’d ever looked. 

      

    I say this, because as my ex-girlfriend turned around, the look on her face made that one look practically chaste in comparison. 

      

    “Oh. My. Gawwwwwwd,” she groaned, her fists clenching and unclenching as pleasure coursed through her. “What did you do, Erik? Holy fuck...” 

      

    She closed her eyes as she climaxed, bliss overtaking her like a wave – and as I watched, she began to change. 

      

    Her hair, in the short blonde pixie cut she liked so much, started to lengthen – until it was running down her back in gorgeous, shimmering waves of platinum. Her lips grew plump and soft, so perfect that my mind instantly went to how they’d feel wrapped around a hard shaft. Her already slender waist tapered to the kind of waspy perfection most girls can only get with a corset, and her breasts… 

      

    I couldn’t tear my eyes off them. They expanded beneath her athletic top, stretching the fabric until it began to tear. April’s breasts were the one thing about her that the dark, caveman part of my brain hadn’t liked – they were a perfect, perky handful, but nothing more. Now they were amazing, mouth-watering monsters, the nipples going diamond hard as they poked through the fabric of her top. As I watched, amazed, twin stains began to spread across her top – her new tits were leaking milk. 

      

    Ironically, her ass barely changed – it was already a perfectly curvy, gorgeous rear I loved to slap and spank, grabbing handfuls as I entered her from behind. It ballooned a bit, stretching her yoga pants, but mostly remained the same. 

      

    Her eyes fluttered, only the whites showing as a pleasure stronger than multiple orgasms cascaded in her brain, doing...what? Rewriting her? 

      

    Awesome science power, I thought, speechless. Holy shit they weren’t kidding about that… 

      

    She radiated raw, sensual femininity. She looked hotter than any porn star I had ever seen. And she was standing in my living room, writhing in pleasure, nearly busting out of her clothes. 

      

    Slowly, she came out of her trance. April stared down at her new body with something like awe. A giggle left her throat, then another. 

      

    “Babe?” I asked, slipping back into a pet name for her. “Are you feeling okay?” 

      

    “I...feel...” her hands traced circles over her breasts, reached behind her back to cup her ass. “I feel wonderful, Erik. Thank you so much!” 

      

    “Yeah?” I grinned. “What’s the last thing you remember, April? 

      

    She giggled more as she walked towards me. “I was looking through those clothes on the table,” she said in a breathy voice. “But...why did I want them? They’re sooo boring. None of them would fit on a girl like me – and they weren’t even pink.” She glanced down at herself. “These clothes are boring too...” 

      

    As she got within arm’s reach of me, I grabbed the front of her top and pulled. It tore easily, the fabric already stretched to the breaking point, and in a moment it was in tatters, her huge tits free and hanging and dripping with milk. I squeezed one, and she cried out, the feeling sending a bolt of pleasure straight to her pussy. 

      

    “Does that feel a little better?” I asked, gripping her tits and running my thumbs over the nipples. 

      

    “Oh...oh fuck yes,” she whimpered. “Please don’t stop. That feels so good!” 

      

    A flash of annoyance surged through me. Why should she be the one to have all the fun? 

      

    “You’ve been a bad girl,” I said, grabbing up a fistful of her glossy hair and pulling. She moaned hard, arching her back, and leaned over me. 

      

    “Have I? I...I don’t remember. It’s so hard to think...and I don’t want to think...” 

      

    “You tried to leave me for another man,” I said, squeezing one of her big tits like an udder. Hot milk flooded my palm, and the urge to bring it to my mouth was almost impossibly strong. “For Brandon.” 

      

    “Brandon,” she said, looking back and forth. “I remember, Sir...” 

      

    “Forget him,” I commanded, looking into her eyes. “You’re going to forget he ever existed. In fact, I’m the only man you’ve ever made love to. You don’t need anyone else but me – forget him.” 

      

    She pursed her lips in a confused little smile and said the words that made my heart leap into my throat: 

      

    “Forget who, Sir?” 

      

    “Nobody,” I told her. “Fuck, you look so gorgeous.” 

      

    “You like staring at my big titties, don’t you, Sir?” She wiggled her torso, letting them bob before my eyes. “Yeah you do. I love it when you look at me that way, Sir – like I’m a little whore you want to fuck.” 

      

    She took my other hand and put it between her tits, groaning deeply as I manhandled her. 

      

    “Do you want to do more than just look? Do you want to fuck these titties, sir?” 

      

    April had never given me her tits to fuck before. We’d tried a couple times early in the relationship when she was a little drunk, but she’d never really had the size to make it work. But now her tits were gorgeous bags of fuck-flesh, aching to be wrapped around my throbbing shaft, and the idea of burying myself between them was too good to pass up. 

      

    “I want to fuck your tits,” I said, gripping them tight. “They’re so fucking hot, babe.” 

      

    “Thank you,” she giggled, blushing. “In that case, we need to set you free...” 

      

    She sank to her knees between my thighs, working at my belt. My pants came down, then my boxers, and my fat cock sprang free, dripping with precum. 

      

    “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, unable to contain herself. “You have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.” 

      

    I decided I liked her calling me Daddy. I liked it a lot. And she was right – my cock looked different than the one I had always known. It was thicker, girthier, sticking out from my like a throbbing pole coated in sticky precum. My dick had always been just as average as the rest of me; now it looked like something that ought to be hanging off a quarterback or a porn star. Thank you Dr. Mesmertainment, I thought, staring at it. ’Side effects’ indeed! 

      

    “Wrap those fucking tits around it, babygirl,” I said, gripping the back of her neck. “I want to feel you bouncing up and down on my shaft with those fucking funbags.” 

      

    “I want that so bad, Daddy! But I need to get you wet first!” 

      

    I was about to protest that my cock was plenty wet already, but just then she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her pouty lips and took me down to the base, not even slowing as my cock rammed its way down her throat. I groaned with pleasure as she bobbed on it, her naughty tongue twirling around the shaft as she deep throated me. I was amazed – she had absolutely no gag reflex. Blowjobs from April were usually quick and unsatisfying because she couldn’t take more than an inch or two of my down her throat without gagging; now she sucked me off like a champion whore. 

      

    “There we go,” she said, gasping as she pulled off me. “Fuck my tits, Daddy. Fuck them hard.” 

      

    She squeezed them together with her elbows, pressing the soft mounds against either side of my hard member. A thin trail of drool left her lips as she stared down at my cock, dribbling between her cleavage to give me some more warm lubrication. My thick shaft slid easily into her cleavage, cupped on both sides by heaving masses of warm, milk-dripping titflesh. I was in heaven, and she hadn’t even started titfucking me yet. 

      

    “Fuck, I can’t even see my cock,” I gasped, staring up at her. “Your tits are so fucking big!” 

      

    “They’re all for you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I’m so glad you like them. Do you want them to make you come?” 

      

    “Yes,” I said, kneading one of her nipples with my fingers. Milk flooded my fingers, and this time I did bring them to my lips. The liquid was creamy and filled with me a warm, floaty high like downing a good shot of bourbon. “Show me what a good girlfriend you are, April. Make your Man come all over your face and tits.” 

      

    She needed no other encouragement. Gripping her tits tight with both hands, she worked them up and down on my cock, giggling with pleasure as the hard shaft slipped through her cleavage. The throbbing, purple head of my cock popped out between them on every thrust, and soon she was bending over it, treating it to quick little licks every time it left the warm cocoon of her tits. 

      

    I could feel myself expanding inside of her, growing harder and stronger – and she could feel it, too. 

      

    “You like fucking those tits, Daddy? You like the way my big fucking boobs feel wrapped around your cock?” 

      

    In response, I grabbed her sides and thrust my hips upward, fucking her chest with savage strokes. She gasped with pleasure as I took control, her fingers gripping her tits tight to keep them wrapped around my shaft. 

      

    “Take that fucking cock,” I growled, gripping her hair and forcing my cock further between her perfect breasts. “I’m gonna blow all over you...” 

      

    “Come for me, Daddy!” She was begging for it, her eyes shining as she imagined the load I was going to shoot all over her. “Fucking spray me down with your come, Daddy, please! You’re so fucking hot…!” 

      

    I felt myself reach the edge and tumble over, my hips moving of their own accord as I buried myself deep in my perfect girlfriend’s bimbo tits. I detonated, my load filling her cleavage and pooling around my shaft as I thrust inside her, penetrating her chest as waves of pleasure washed over me. As my cock popped out of the top of her cleavage, thick ropes of come shot all over her chin and face, coating her gorgeous doll features in bright white seed. 

      

    “Daddy,” April moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh Daddy, that feels so goooood...” 

      

    I couldn’t believe it – but it was true. The feeling of my thick cock between her tits, the warm experience of my semen coating her face and chest – these things had sent my girlfriend over the edge into her own climax. Her face flushed crimson as she came, body writhing with pleasure as she rode out her own waves of bliss. Her fingers found her folds and rubbed hard, milking her clit as her free hand scooped come from her tits and brought it to her glossy lips. 

      

    “April,” I said, still basking in post-orgasmic bliss as I pulled away from her tits. “You are the most gorgeous thing I have ever seen.” 

      

    “Oh Erik,” she giggled, her eyes slowly clearing. “You haven’t even seen my pretty little pussy yet. Do you want to? It’s dripping wet – I made it perfect, just for your cock...” 

      

    My gaze trailed down to the exquisite valley between my girlfriend’s thighs. Her slit was shining and hairless, a tight, perfect sheathe for my hard cock. And I was still hard; already throbbing with the need to bury myself inside her again. Dimly, I wondered what kind of stamina the WonderRay might have given me, then grinned at the idea of finding out. 

      

    Not needing to ask permission, I reached out and cupped April’s cunt, exploring her slit with my fingers. It was like I’d taken hold of the deepest, darkest part of her mind and given it a stroke – instantly she was rigid around me, her walls clenching around my fingers as I rubbed her. 

      

    “Fuck! Oh my god, don’t stop, Daddy!” She was panting with pleasure, like she hadn’t just come moments ago. 

      

    “I’ve got more then that,” I said, pulling my fingers away. “Spread those fucking legs for me.” 

      

    Licking her lips, April scooted back on the couch, placing one leg on the floor and the other over the high back cushions. With her legs spread so wide, her ass and pussy were left in the air, dripping with moisture and crying out for relief. She was far up enough that I could fuck her standing up, and that’s what I decided to do: taking up my place in front of the couch, gripping her hips and burying the head of my cock in her folds. 

      

    “Daddy,” she groaned, rocking her hips forward to try and get me deeper inside her. “I’m not on the pill...” 

      

    Something about that set me off – made my cock even harder than it had been. “No?” 

      

    She bit her lip hard, shaking her head. “No. And I feel so...it’s like I’m an oven down there. You feel it, right?” 

      

    I certainly did. Whatever Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had done to my girlfriend’s brain, it had also sent her fertility into overdrive. I’d never felt a female body so wet, so fertile, so ready to have a man’s seed shot deep into her womb. 

      

    “Would that be so bad, angel?” I ran the head of my cock up and down her slit, making her moan. “To be knocked up with my heirs? To have a big, swollen belly full of my babies?” 

      

    April cried out, and for a moment I thought she’d climaxed again. “Daddy, please. Please...fuck me raw. Put a baby in me?” 

      

    Normally this kind of thing would have sent off warning bells in my brain, but I was way past that now. Something primal, something almost caveman in my brain had taken control, and the idea of making April pregnant didn’t just feel hot – it felt necessary. I was supposed to breed her, to show the rest of the world I owned her, and she was supposed to come crawling to me begging for my fertile seed. As I slid inside of her, burying my cock inside of her tight slit, it felt like more than sex – it felt like truth. Like biology and need come together, like pure fucking dominance. 

      

    Her body welcomed me in, her tight walls gripping my cock like a long-lost friend as I shook her body with hard thrusts. She was wrapped around me, her entire being bent to serve me. As I pounded her into the couch, her cries sounded like a worshiper praising her King. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy! Thank you, Daddy! Oh fuck, keep fucking my tight wet little pussy! Isn’t it so hot and wet and perfect for your cock!?” 

      

    I thrust inside her hard enough to send up sparks, the friction between her wet womb and my cock sending pleasure through my body like I couldn’t believe. In no time at all I felt my orgasm approaching, hard and fast. 

      

    “You’re mine,” I grunted, filling her womb with my cock. “Gonna fucking fill you up. You’re gonna be so pregnant when I’m done with you...” 

      

    “Are you gonna come in me, Daddy?” April looked ecstatic at the prospect. “Fuck me harder, fuck me! I’m gonna come for you – make everything nice and tight for that fucking load! Get ready, Daddy….!” 

      

    April’s legs locked behind my back as another orgasm tore through her, tightening her womb until it felt like a second skin around my cock. The feel of it rippling through her sent me over the edge, erupting inside my girlfriend’s cunt with even more powerful bursts than before. 

      

    I kept coming, shooting again and again until it felt like I’d pass out from the sheer bliss. Finally, when her womb was soaked down with seed and dribbling from her super-sensitive cunt, I pulled out of her and shot all over her slit. Thick ropes of come coated her taut belly, dripping down to her ass and covering her thighs. Everything was a sloppy, gorgeous mess – milk from her massive tits leaked out, mixing with my come and making every inch of my girlfriend’s body white and shining. I looked over her, totally at peace, and surveyed my conquest. My slave. My Queen. 

      

    Then, as I stared, her hair began to shrink. 

      

    My eyes widened as her perfect, glossy hair retreated, losing a half-inch of length as she lay there smiling. Her breasts shrank ever so slightly, barely noticeable but not stopping. For a moment, confusion filled me, then I looked over to the other end of the couch. The WonderRay sat there, totally undisturbed during all of our hard, no-limits fucking. 

      

    They said it would work for a limited time, I realized. But two shots makes it permanent… 

      

    Was I selfish enough to do that? To change my ex-girlfriend’s life forever – to make her my submissive bimbo servant? 

      

    “Hey babe,” I said, running my fingers over her breasts. She stirred from her trance, looking up at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. 

      

    “Yes, Daddy?” 

      

    “You’re loving this, right? I mean, you’re totally cool with the way you look and act now?” 

      

    She looked confused for an instant. “Of course I am, Daddy. I love being your naughty little girl. I can’t wait until my belly is all big with your babies.” She wiggled her hips, thrusting her pussy upwards. “We’re going to have so much fun...” 

      

    “So you want to be this way,” I said. “You’d be totally happy staying this way forever. You don’t want to be like the old April again?” 

      

    “Eww,” she said, giggling. “No! Boring and flat-chested? Uh uh – I’m perfect now.” 

      

    I nodded approvingly. “You look perfect. You’re my perfect, submissive little bimbo, aren’t you?” 

      

    She nodded. “Yes, Daddy.” 

      

    “You want to be my little bimbo forever, right?” 

      

    “Of course I do. I feel so complete when I’m serving you. I belong on my knees...” 

      

    I picked up the gun and held it against my girlfriend’s temple. She leaned into it, like she couldn’t wait to feel the gun’s effects again, and licked her lips. 

      

    I’d let her talk herself into it, but the truth was – it didn’t matter. No matter what she said, I was going to make this permanent. She was going to be mine, forever, and she was just going to be the first. There were lots of girls I’d like to see in the same position as April, on their knees worshiping me. Girls I had crushes on, girls who’d rejected me, famous girls an ordinary guy like me never had a chance with. And now I could have them all – and they’d do any dirty thing I wanted. They’d share me between them – a harem – and I’d be the King. Their God… 

      

    I fingered the trigger, then leaned down and kissed April deeply. “I love you, babe,” I said. 

      

    “I love you too, Master,” my new slave whispered. 

      

    Grinning, I pulled the trigger.



   





 

    Zapping The Girl Next Door



   





 

    “And after you shoot me with this gun, I’ll be...like you? Exactly like you?” 

      

    I groaned with pleasure, wrapping my fingers in my girlfriend’s perfect platinum-blonde hair and forcing her deeper on my cock. April bobbed up and down in my lap as I spoke, sucking my nearly foot-long dick without slowing or gagging. Her enormous breasts cupped the sides of my shaft, adding more sensation as her lips worked up and down my massive god-stick. 

      

    Nicole watched all of this, fascinated, her entire body tense and flushed with arousal. With my new powers I could smell how wet she was, how primed and ready my neighbor’s tight little cunt was to be bred by her new Master’s cock. She was dripping for me, open and ready, and I couldn’t wait to feel every inch of her. 

      

    “Yes,” I said, my voice deep and full of command. “You’ll be just like my girlfriend here. A gorgeous, bimbo slut. Your body will be perfect, your mind will be empty, and you’ll feel nothing but the most amazing pleasure forever. Isn’t that right, April?” 

      

    My girlfriend pulled off my cock, gasping as she stroked me. “Let him do it,” she begged, her eyes flashing with desperate lust. “Come help me worship Daddy’s cock. He should have lots of girls – I know he’s always wanted to have two or three pleasing his cock at the same time. He’ll be so happy, and when Daddy is happy I...I...” 

      

    April’s eyes rolled back in her head as she came, pleasure tearing through her body and making her look even more beautiful, if such a thing were possible. Nicole watched her hungrily, her eyes making it clear she was imagining the same wonderful thing happening to her, and I could tell her resistance was slipping. 

      

    Soon, she’d tell me it was alright to pick up the plastic gun lying next to me on the couch and fire it at her, to change her into my perfect bimbo fantasy and let me have my way with her. But I wasn’t going to be satisfied with that. 

      

    I was going to make her beg to have the WonderRay used on her her gorgeous body. By the time I was done, she’d be on her knees praying for me to make her the next slave in my harem… 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Oh God, don’t stop fucking me! Shoot another fucking load in me, Master!” 

      

    April writhed beneath me, her ass pressed against the kitchen counter, matching me stroke for stroke as I thrust deep inside her tight cunt. Her big tits bobbed in my face as I pounded away; leaning down I pulled one of her diamond-hard nipples into my mouth and sucked away. Warm cream filled coated my tongue, sending my cock twitching and spurting inside of her. 

      

    I didn’t stop. All around us were the remains of last night’s reverie: empty wine bottles and pizza boxes everywhere. It didn’t matter what we ate anymore: I was a chiseled sex god and she was my curvy bimbo goddess, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. My appetite for food had grown almost as large as my appetite for sex since using the gun to turn my girlfriend into my submissive bimbo slut, but none of it touched me. We’d been fucking non-stop for days, neither of our bodies showing the slightest inclination to stop. It felt so wonderful, dominating her over and over again. 

      

    “Get on your knees,” I said, pulling out of her and gripping her by the hair. “I want to shoot this load all over your face.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” April panted, getting on the floor and opening her mouth wide, her long tongue stretched out like a landing pad for my come. With a grunt I unloaded all over her, thick ropes of semen splashing all over her face and tits. It mingled with her milk, mixed with the streaks of loads I’d shot over her last night, left her looking as glazed and owned on the outside as she was inside. She was my slave, my slut, my plaything, and I was starting to realize I was never going to get tired of playing with her. 

      

    We’d called out sick from work for days. I had a half-dozen messages on my answering machine from Brandon, my asshole boss. April had been fucking Brandon behind my back before I’d discovered the WonderRay, and had been on the verge of walking out of my life forever. Now the guy who’d been trying to steal her from me was sitting around wondering what had happened. It made me smile, and I was going to have to do something about it sooner or later, but at the moment all I could think of was my own pleasure. 

      

    As the last bits of my load dribbled from my cock, I rubbed it along April’s plump lips and forced the fat purple head into her mouth. 

      

    “Suck it dry,” I commanded her, wrapping my fingers around her throat. “That’s good – you’re such a good little whore...” 

      

    April moaned with delight, her eyes fluttering as an orgasm rocked her body. One thing I’d discovered about my girlfriend’s new bimbo body was that compliments made her climax, and I wasn’t stingy about handing them out. I liked making April come – I loved the way it made all of her inner muscles tight and wet, priming her for my next fertile load. Not that she needed it; I’d lost track of the number of times I’d shot my seed into her womb but there was no doubt in my mind that she was pregnant. Soon she’d be showing, her taut little bimbo belly filled with my heirs, and I couldn’t wait. 

      

    As she came down from he peak, April sucked and slurped at my cock like it was her favorite treat. Pulling back, she stroked me and looked up into my eyes. 

      

    “I love you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I want to serve you just like this forever...” 

      

    Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. We glanced at each other, each of us asking the other with our eyes if they knew who it was. 

      

    “Ignore it,” April whispered. “I want you to take me from behind this time...” 

      

    They knocked again, more insistently this time. And then they spoke… 

      

    “Hey, come on – open up! It’s cold out here!” 

      

    I recognized the voice immediately: our neighbor, Nicole. My brain immediately put her full-view in my mind’s eye: the stunning young Latina my girlfriend called one of her best friends. My cock twitched as I pictured her long dark hair, her tits barely constrained in her low-cut tops, those long legs of hers in tall fuck-me heels… 

      

    I was going to open that door. Hell yes I was. 

      

    “What is she doing here?” April whispered, staring at the door. “Oh no...what time is it, Master?” 

      

    I had no clue where my phone was, but there was a clock on the far wall of the kitchen. “A little after eight,” I said. 

      

    “I brought wiiiine! Where the hell are you, April? I know you’re in there, I saw your car outside!” 

      

    “Is...” A look of confusion came over April’s face as she struggled to remember the most basic facts about her previous life. “Is it Tuesday, Daddy?” 

      

    That’s when it all clicked. Nicole and April had a weekly tradition: they would hang out at one or the others’ apartments, drink wine and watch trashy TV together, and gossip and make fun of their co-workers. I was usually working late that night, so they’d do it at our apartment most of the time. Before I’d zapped April, one of my chief fantasies had been coming home to find the two of them entwined in sapphic bliss on the couch, my girlfriend’s reaction to being discovered to invite me to join in a scorching-hot threesome. Now I could make that a reality, and the thought of it filled me with a savage, alpha-male thrill. 

      

    “She’ll be just a second,” I said loudly. “She just got out of the shower – she’s getting dressed.” 

      

    “Erik?” Nicole’s voice was slightly confused. “What are you doing home?” 

      

    “Go clean yourself off,” I whispered to April. “I’ll keep her distracted.” 

      

    A wide smile spread over my girlfriend’s face. “Are you going to make her a bimbo slut like me, Master?” 

      

    I nodded. 

      

    A thrilled giggle burst from her throat. “Yay! Nicole is so sexy, and she knows how to do all kinds of things for guys – you’ll be very happy with her, Daddy. I can’t wait!” 

      

    She scampered off to prepare herself to meet her friend. I turned back to the door, pulling my pants up and raising my voice. 

      

    “I got sent home early,” I said, walking to the door. “Transformer blew at the office, knocked the power out...hey.” 

      

    I had opened the door, and Nicole was staring up at me with a shocked look on her face. It wasn’t until that moment I realized I’d gained a good deal of height along with my muscle: I used to be an inch or two taller than Nicole, now I towered over her like a true alpha-male. 

      

    “Erik? Holy shit, dude.” Nicole’s eyes bulged as she took in my muscled frame. “You look...wow.” 

      

    “Thanks,” I said with a little smirk. “I’ve been working out.” 

      

    “I’ll say! You’ve got to tell me what kind of workout plan that is – I bet April’s happy!” She flashed me a little wink as she walked inside the apartment, a bottle of wine in her hand. Until that moment, I hadn’t wondered whether or not Nicole might have known my girlfriend was cheating on me: but something about the easy way she said her last remark made me realize she had no idea. I was kind of surprised; bragging was the kind of thing I’d expect April to do. 

      

    “Did you guys have a party?” It took me a second to realize Nicole was talking about the boxes and bottles strewn about the room. She picked up a bottle and poured the little bit of wine left in the bottom into the sink, wrinkling her nose. 

      

    “Sorry,” I said, chuckling. “We’ve kind of been slobs lately.” 

      

    “Hey, no judgment.” She put the bottle in the trash and glanced around, smiling. “I know how that is. I just lay around like a lump most days. You got a corkscrew anywhere around here?” 

      

    I liked the way her lips pronounced the word screw. I’d have to command her to say it a lot once she was mine. 

      

    I had an idea. “Here, give it to me,” I said, taking the bottle out of her hand. It felt strangely light, like a toy in my powerful hands. I unwrapped the top, balled up my fist and dealt a powerful smack to the bottom. The force of it shot the cork out like a bottle rocket, sending a light spray of pinot grigio into the air that splashed on Nicole’s top. 

      

    “Holy shit!” She gasped at my show of strength, a visible flush on her cheeks. “Damn, Erik. How did you do that...” 

      

    “Hey, babe!” Just then, April came out of the bedroom, grinning as she slunk past Nicole like a cat and embraced me. If Nicole had been shocked at my transformation, she was struck utterly speechless by her friend’s. 

      

    “April...” Nicole’s eyes traveled all over my girlfriend’s new perfect bimbo body: lingering on her huge tits and wide hips, her curvy ass and flawless skin. “Wha...wha...” 

      

    “Oh,” April said, as if she was just noticing. She giggled into her fingers. “You like it? It’s the new me.” 

      

    “New you? You look...well, you look totally different!” 

      

    “All diet and exercise, babe,” April said with a grin. “Later on I’ll let you in on the secrets – if you’re not a bitch about it.” 

      

    “I have no clue what supplements you two are taking,” Nicole said, looking from one of us to the other, “but I want some.” She was clearly aroused just looking at us – and, I realized, who wouldn’t be? I was a capital-M Man and April my curvy priestess, and both of us smelled like we’d been having rough sex for hours. I was shocked Nicole hadn’t already dropped to her knees. 

      

    “So. Um.” Nicole was trying hard to get her composure back in our presence. “I brought wine. We were gonna order a pizza and rent that movie that just hit on-demand?” 

      

    “Oh yeah!” April squealed like a valley girl and gave a little hop. “Can’t wait! But, um...is it okay if Erik watches with us? I mean, it’s usually just us girls, but he’s here, so...” 

      

    “I guess that’s okay,” Nicole said, her eyes glued to the outline of my muscles beneath my shirt. “Yeah, that would definitely be cool.” 

      

    I poured the two of them some wine (Nicole was breathless as she described my little strength trick to my girlfriend) and helped April work the on-demand menu on the cable box to rent the movie. 

      

    “I don’t know why I’m having so much trouble,” April said with another giggle. “They make these stupid things so hard to use these days!” 

      

    Nicole eyed her warily. “You just push the button. You’ve never had this problem before...” 

      

    “Whatever. I’m just glad we have a Man like Erik to help us girls out!” 

      

    Nicole looked a little irritated at that – she was a bit of a feminist – but one look at my muscles and I could see she thought having me around wasn’t so bad. 

      

    I wasn’t paying attention to the movie as it started. I plopped down on the couch in the middle, between April and Nicole, and spread out. My arms were so big and muscled that they reached across the entire back as I relaxed – both April and Nicole could feel the comforting warmth of my power right behind them. April relaxed against it, sighing happily as she sipped her wine; Nicole looked uncomfortable. 

      

    Two or three minutes in, I was already bored. I didn’t want to sit here and watch a movie – I wanted to fuck. I glanced over at my girlfriend, and she grinned back at me, downing her glass. 

      

    Well, I thought. What am I waiting for? 

      

    Scooping up April, I put her in my lap and wrapped my arms around her, clutching her tight. Nicole glanced at us and coughed, but I could smell her body reacting to the sight, becoming aroused. I wanted to take things further – I wanted to make her dripping wet, until the film was the last thing on her mind. 

      

    Taking April by the hair, I kissed her deeply. Her lips met mine, our tongues twining as her cunt responded with a flood of warmth. Nicole couldn’t help but look, especially as I reached beneath the flimsy dress my girlfriend had put on and started squeezing her ripe tits, milk stains already spreading across the front. 

      

    “Um.” Nicole scooted away as April spread her legs, straddling my waist. “PDA, you two. Hey...get a room?” 

      

    April already couldn’t hear her. My girlfriend yanked down her dress, exposing her firm, oversized tits to her Master. I heard Nicole’s gasp as I kissed her harder, hiking up her skirt and spanking her ass as she wriggled in my lap. The smell of sex was everywhere. 

      

    “What are you two doing?” She demanded. “I am right here, you know...” 

      

    “Suck me off,” I commanded, gripping April around the waist and murmuring against her neck. “Show your friend what a good little cock sucker you are.” 

      

    April bit her lip, her flawless tanned skin flushed with arousal. “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, sinking between my legs. 

      

    “What the fuck!?” Nicole looked scandalized. “I...I think I’m going to leave...” 

      

    “Don’t leave,” I said smoothly. “You haven’t even seen my cock yet.” April’s hands worked at my belt, setting me free. “Make sure she can see. Show it to her.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” April said submissively. 

      

    “And why do you keep calling him ‘Daddy’? That is so gross-” 

      

    Nicole broke off mid-sentence, her eyes going wide as saucers as April brought my cock out of my pants. The power of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had more than altered me – it had blessed me with what was possibly the greatest cock on Earth. It stood nearly a foot long, thick and veined and shooting bursts of precum at the touch thicker than most men’s loads. April cooed and mewled over it as she ran her hands down the shaft, sending streaks of precum dribbling down like water across the rocks of a deep, unfathomable river. Nicole was spellbound at the sight, frozen in the act of standing up. 

      

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” April asked, looking up at her friend with eyes that burned with lust. “It’s so amazing. I’ve had it down my throat, in my cunt, between my tits, in my ass...there’s nothing like it.” 

      

    “I thought you didn’t do anal,” Nicole said flatly. She looked bewildered, like any more pressing thoughts were just unable to enter her head. 

      

    “I do everything for Master, silly,” she said with a giggle. “He deserves everything – from any girl he wants.” She leaned forward like she was imparting a secret. “He wants you, bitch.” 

      

    “Me?” Nicole looked like she was torn between running from the apartment and sinking to the ground to join her. On the TV screen, the characters continued to prattle about their made-up problems, but no one was listening. 

      

    “That’s right,” I said, leaning back as April suctioned her lips around the head of my cock and began to suck. “I’ve always fantasized about having the two of you together. Watch April at work – she’s really something, isn’t she?” 

      

    Nicole watched, stunned, as April worked her lips all the way down my mammoth shaft and took it to the base. My cock bulged within the walls of her throat, until each bob on my cock gave her an imitation Adam's apple stretching her out. 

      

    Nicole groaned with obvious pleasure as she watched. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “I had no idea you were suck a cocksucking queen, April...” 

      

    “I can do anything,” she said, pulling off me. “Anything Master commands me to do.” 

      

    A note of concern entered Nicole’s voice. “Master?” 

      

    “April understands the truth now,” I said, stroking my girlfriend’s hair like a cherished pet. “Her mind is perfect now, just like her body.” 

      

    “Perfect?” Nicole snorted, even though she still looked afraid. “She can’t figure out one-click ordering on your TV.” 

      

    “She doesn’t need any of those things,” I said with a smirk. “She has me to take care of her now. All she needs to know is how to fuck and suck my perfect God cock – and how to bring me more girls to do the same.” 

      

    Nicole took a step backwards. Her eyes shot to the door for an instant, like she was judging the distance she’d have to run to escape. I saw her see it, and I knew she saw me seeing her. 

      

    “I think I should go,” Nicole whispered. “You two can finish up the wine. I...I’ll talk to you later, April-” 

      

    I shook my head sadly. “No can do,” I said, gently pressing April’s mouth back down on my cock. “You’ve seen too much.” 

      

    “I haven’t seen anything,” Nicole protested. Her eyes were wide and frantic now, the look of a cornered animal. “I wouldn’t tell anyone what’s happened to you two. I don’t even know what’s happened to you two...” 

      

    “This happened,” I said, pulling the WonderRay out from its hiding place between the couch cushions. 

      

    Nicole let out a yelp, reflexively holding up her hands. “Don’t shoot!” 

      

    “Calm down,” I said, laughing. “It’s not a real gun. It’s a toy – see?” 

      

    Slowly she lowered her hand, after staring at the device through her fingers. “What is that thing?” she asked angrily. “Why is it pink?” 

      

    “It’s the WonderRay,” I said, pointing it at her, “and it’s full of awesome science power. How do you think April and I got this way?” 

      

    Her jaw dropped. April stopped sucking me off for a moment and smiled at her, a big burst of precum shooting from my cock and coating her tits. At Nicole’s insistent look, she nodded. 

      

    “That thing did this to you?” Nicole asked. “It made the two of you…?” 

      

    “Impossibly sexy?” I finished for her, smirking. “Yep. April was cheating on me with her boss, did you know that?” 

      

    I didn’t think it was possible for Nicole to look even more shocked, but she did. “What? No! I had no idea!” 

      

    I nodded, the tip of the gun momentarily passing from Nicole to April’s head. “I felt justified in using the gun on her, even though I didn’t know it was going to work at the time,” I said. “She was screwing another man behind my back – a man who has the ability to wreck my life. She deserved to be turned into a slut.” 

      

    “Yeah I did,” April whimpered. Her hands slid between her soaking wet thighs, my demeaning words turning her on more and making her just have to touch herself. Another little side-effect of my powers. “I’m a bad, bad girl. Daddy disciplined me with his big hard cock and now I’m all full of his load. I’m so good now. I’m sooo...goood….” 

      

    Nicole watched in amazement as April came, her gorgeous body contorting in pure ecstasy. I let her stare for a moment more, then caught her attention with the trigger of my gun. 

      

    “She deserved it,” I said again. “You, though...I think you want it.” 

      

    “Want it? No, I want to get away. Please, please let me go.” 

      

    “You would have run already if that was the case,” I said mockingly. “I can’t stop you – I’m too busy getting my nut in April’s sweet little mouth. But you keep watching, and you’re getting more and more turned on by the second. I can smell it on you.” 

      

    She looked ashamed, but at the same time her arousal spiked. Poor little Nicole was soaking her panties now that she knew I could tell – she was getting off on showing me how wet she was, how ready. 

      

    “One shot,” I said. “One pull of the trigger.” 

      

    “One shot,” she replied, saying it like a mantra. “And I’ll be...like her?” 

      

    “Don’t you want that?” I asked, glancing down at my girlfriend as she worked. “You’ll have a perfect body, made for pleasure. You’ll never have to worry about your job or your bills or your responsibilities, ever again. Your entire life will be sucking and fucking, coming over and over again on this massive fuck-stick until you never want to think about a single thing. Doesn’t that sound so fucking hot?” 

      

    I could see her fighting temptation. The temptation was winning. She bit her lip, staring at my cock like it held the secrets of the universe somewhere inside it if only she could make it come them out. 

      

    “Okay,” she whimpered, lowering her hands. “Do it.” 

      

    Now that I had won, I couldn’t help but smirk. “You sure? Maybe you’re not hot enough to be in my harem...” 

      

    “What? No, please! Please, I...I want it!” 

      

    I grinned widely. “I was just kidding. I was never going to let you go, no matter what you said.” 

      

    Before she could respond, I pulled the trigger. A wave of force left the gun, making it vibrate in my hand like an electric toothbrush on steroids. The plastic heated in an instant, warm in my palm, but I wasn’t paying attention to the WonderRay now. I was staring at Nicole. 

      

    She reacted like she’d been slapped in the face. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as the WonderRay did its work. She stared down as her tits expanded in her shirt, groaning with pleasure. 

      

    “Oh my Gawd,” she groaned, her eyes fluttering. “Oh my fuck that feels so good...” 

      

    Nicole tossed her head back and cried out, pure bliss infiltrating her body. Her already-big tits ballooned out, stretching the fabric of her too-tight shirt. Her hair didn’t get lighter, but grew until it was a shimmering mass of waves down her back, jet-black against her tan skin. Her curves grew, her mind shrank, and every moment of her transformation brought waves of pleasure to wash away the old Nicole, the doubting Nicole, the Nicole who worried and saved and thought about anything other than fuck fuck fuck all day long. 

      

    As she came down from her ecstasy, I twirled the WonderRay in my hand and pulled the trigger a second time. 

      

    Her whole body twitched, arms raising to cup her breasts as a wall of pleasure bigger than the first slammed into her body, rewriting her brain permanently. One shot transforms them, I thought. Second shot means they’ll stay that way forever. And I wasn’t taking any chances – I wanted Nicole in the worst way, now and forever. She’d be a perfect match to my harem – after all, she and my girlfriend were already friends. 

      

    Nicole sank to her knees and crawled across the floor on all fours, joining my girlfriend between my legs. She tapped April on the shoulder, distracting her from sucking me off, and as she pulled back Nicole grabbed her and locked her mouth on hers, kissing her with an intensity I never would have expected lay inside my neighbor. The two of them made out like drunk college co-eds, like teenagers having their first lesbian experience and realizing they loved it, and it was so hot I felt a new, fresh jet of come shoot from my cock, spraying everything. 

      

    Nicole broke the kiss and looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Was this how your fantasy of the two of us looked, Daddy?” 

      

    “No,” I said, shaking my head. “This looks way better than my fantasy.” 

      

    Nicole grinned and went back to making out with April – a moment later, she hiked up my girlfriend’s skirt and slipped two fingers into her folds, massaging her clit as she put on a show for me. 

      

    Something of their personality must stay in there, I realized, watching my girlfriend get fingered by my hot neighbor. From what I’d heard of their conversations, Nicole was definitely a more active girl than April had been: seeking out men, doing more things in bed, taking the initiative. I liked that – I liked it a lot. 

      

    After a few more seconds of pleasuring, Nicole pulled away from my girlfriend, leaving her wet and pleading. She put her arms across my knees and looked up at me with a naughty smile, then took the two fingers she’d had inside of April and sucked them clean as I watched. I liked that a lot, too. 

      

    “So,” she said as she finished. “What’s this I hear about you fucking April in the ass?” 

      

    I grinned. “I fuck April in the ass. All the time. Whenever I want, in fact.” 

      

    Nicole pouted theatrically. “You’ve never fucked me in the ass, Daddy!” 

      

    “You’ve been my slave for like thirty seconds,” I said with a smirk. 

      

    “So? Look at it.” She stood up, turned around and jammed her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants, bringing them down inch by inch over her perfect, heart-shaped ass. “Look at that big juicy ass, Daddy. Don’t you know girls like me looove taking it in the culo?” 

      

    “Fuck, that does look good,” I said appraisingly. With most of my strength, I brought back my hand gave her ass a slap that made her cheeks redden and wiggle. 

      

    “Oh, fuck! Oh yes, Daddy, do that again!” 

      

    “This hurts,” I said, slapping her other cheek. “But not as much as this massive fucking cock is going to spread out your dirty little asshole. You ready for that?” 

      

    “I was born ready, Daddy! Please put it in me – let me show you how dirty your new slut can be for you...” 

      

    Gripping Nicole by the hips, I brought her big ass down in my lap. The head of my cock found her tight little pucker and worked its way in, sliding into her asshole easily from the mixture of come and milk coating it. 

      

    “Ooooh, shit,” Nicole grunted, relaxing herself as I slid in inch by thick, throbbing inch. “Oh fuck, Daddy, that’s so big. It fits me perfect...” 

      

    Finally I was all the way inside of her. The base of my cock stretched her tight little asshole, her inner walls wrapped around me like velvet. 

      

    “Jesus,” Nicole said, gasping. “Fuuuuuck that’s huge.” 

      

    “Told you,” I said, spanking a spot on her ass I had already hit, leaving it redder than ever. “You sure you can take it?” 

      

    “Fuck yes I can,” she said, eyes rolling back in her head with the pleasure. “You fuck me as hard as you want, Daddy – I can take it all, just for you...” 

      

    I didn’t need to hear anything other than that. Gripping her hips hard, I thrust upward, filling her tight hole with my shaft and plunging even deeper into her. She cried out, everything going tense around me as she rode my dick, letting nearly the entire length leave her ass before diving back in to fill her again. 

      

    “Fuck that’s tight,” I grunted into her ear. “You weren’t lying – you do feel fucking great.” 

      

    “All for you, Daddy,” she babbled, the pleasure overriding her mind. “Give it to me harder, baby, harder! Fuck me, Master!” 

      

    It took me a moment to realize why she sounded so ragged and turned-on: then I saw where my girlfriend was. April had crawled between Nicole’s legs and was lapping at her cunt, pleasing her clit with long slow strokes even as I pumped my cock into her ass. Nicole was getting pleased from both ends and the pleasure was driving her wild, pushing her to be even dirtier and more extreme than the WonderRay. She started fucking back on me, forcing my cock deeper into her sweet little ass, and that’s when I knew I was getting close to coming. 

      

    “Gonna fill you up, slut,” I said, gripping her neck and pinning her body against mine. Her soft curves fit against my hard muscle perfectly, like two pieces machine-cut to fit together, and the sensation of a hot, flawless female body all over me sent me over the edge. 

      

    “Come in me,” Nicole begged, her own climax approaching. “I want you to shoot in my ass while I’m coming, Daddy – I want everything to feel perfect for you...” 

      

    Nicole came an instant after me, the walls of her ass quaking with pleasure as I drained the heavy load in my balls deep inside of her. She was so tight, and so perfect, that I kept shooting long after I would have thought I’d have stopped. The pleasure kept on, like a long, slow wave that filled me up and kept on pouring, leading me to splash everywhere. I pulled out of her ass and shot all over her cunt, her thighs, and my girlfriend April’s face. 

      

    “Fuck,” I groaned, lying back on the couch and basking. “Fuck that was amazing.” 

      

    “Thank you, Daddy,” Nicole whimpered, sinking to her knees. “Let me clean you off.” 

      

    I started to protest, but then April joined in. The two girls held my cock between their lips, kissing hard and sharing their tongues as they teased my head and shaft. They took turns, passing it from one mouth to the other, and in no time at all I was hard and throbbing for more. 

      

    “You’re already so hard!” Nicole sounded drugged with pleasure and utterly amazed. “I love you so much, Daddy! I love that you can get so hard for your girls!” 

      

    I grinned and shot another thick streak of come, coating Nicole’s cheek. I could come on command now, because of course I could: I was the ultimate alpha-male. I wondered dimly if using the WonderRay just now had given me the power.  

      

    “You’re so bad, Daddy,” Nicole said, gripping my girlfriend’s neck and forcing her down on my spurting cock. “We are going to have so much fun together...” 

      

    And we did. What the three of us did to my apartment made my previous romp with April look tame in comparison. Long after the movie had finished and the TV shut itself off from lack of activity, we were fucking in new and exciting configurations. It wasn’t until morning that we finally passed out in a sweaty heap, my two girls snuggling against me submissively. When I woke up, I was in heaven, two perfect curvy beauties at my beck and call. 

      

    When she felt me awaken, Nicole rolled over and smiled at me, nothing but perfect love and affection in her face. 

      

    “Good morning, Master,” she said, the transformation turning her words into a sexy, smoky contralto. “Would you like me to wake April up, or would you rather fuck me first?” 

      

    “I have different plans,” I told her, running a hand over her ass. 

      

    “Oh?” She looked disappointed – but she wouldn’t be once I told her what I had in mind. “What is that, Master?” 

      

    “I’ve decided to stop ignoring my messages,” I said. “It’s time the three of us paid my boss a visit...”
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    “Is that thing on?” 

      

    I nodded, holding up the phone. On the screen, a tiny image of my girlfriend April grinned, matching the real one pixel-for-pixel. Her makeup was perfect, her tight black top clung to her hypnotically expanded tits, and she was ready for her close-up. 

      

    “Should I take my ring off?” It was a voice from the side of the frame. 

      

    “No,” April said with a giggle. “It’ll look so good later. Master’s going to come all over it.” 

      

    “I am?” I asked. 

      

    “Of course you are,” she said, making a dismissive hand gesture. “Now, are you ready for me?” 

      

    I leaned back and nodded, getting the angle on the phone perfect. “Alright babe – 3, 2, 1.” 

      

    Instantly, my girlfriend’s face and body language changed. For an instant, it was like I’d never found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay, never changed her into a ravenous bimbo whore who lived to fuck and suck me dry – she was just my cheating, nasty girlfriend April. 

      

    “Hello Brandon,” she said, a small smile on her face. “I’m sure you’re wondering where I’ve been the last few days. I haven’t called, I haven’t come to your apartment, and I’ve been totally ignoring you. Given the circumstances, you might think my boyfriend Erik has found out about us – and you’d be right.” 

      

    A little giggle burst from her lips; she held her fingers to her mouth and winked. 

      

    “The truth is, Erik is a real man,” she said, her voice liquid sex. “I didn’t realize it until recently, but oh my god he fucks me like a beast. Nothing like you, sweetie: to be honest, you’re a lousy fuck. I just got a sick thrill from cheating with my boyfriend’s boss.” 

      

    “This is going to make him so fucking mad,” I said, chuckling. “He’s gonna blow his top.” 

      

    “He deserves it,” April said seriously. “And that’s why I’m sending you this tape, Brandon – to let you know it’s over between us. I don’t need any cock other than Erik’s big fuck-stick. And...” 

      

    She laughed, beckoning our third-party into the picture. “And neither does your wife.” 

      

    Brandon’s wife Emily sidled up next to April, shooting the camera a little wave. “Hi, hubby,” she said in a little voice. “Everything you’ve heard is true. Erik is just a better man then you – I can’t believe I was ever married to a little worm like you. Sorry not sorry!” 

      

    “She’s better than you deserve,” April said, turning to Brandon’s wife. “She’s got the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen. And it tastes incredible.” The two girls shared a lusty look, giggling. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. He’s going to go insane. 

      

    As my girlfriend and my boss’ wife made out passionately, I made sure to get every moment. I had the tripod at the ready, prepared to transfer the phone to a vantage point where it could shoot the whole room. 

      

    “So you’re never going to see me again,” Emily gasped. “You’ll just have this video to jerk off to. Because Erik – come here, Master – is going to fuck me. And he wants you to watch.” 

      

    Putting the phone in its place, I took my position behind Emily and prepared to fuck her doggy style. Smirking, I held up the other item I’d brought to the party – my WonderRay, courtesy of Dr. Mesmertainment. 

      

    “And when I’m done,” I said with a laugh, “I’m going to use this on her again. It’ll make her mine...permanently. I want you to watch that, too.” 

      

    Already picturing the damage this video was going to do to my enemy, I buried the head of my cock in Emily’s warm folds and prepared to fuck her. 

      

    “You shouldn’t have fucked my girl, Brandon,” I said, flexing a bicep. “You deserve this...” 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “I’m so happy you were willing to meet with me today,” I said, pulling out the chair. “Thanks for dropping by.” 

      

    “Yeah, no problem.” Emily, my boss’ wife, sank down into the plush seat and allowed me to push it back in close to the table. As I made my way back around to my seat, I spared a moment to check her out. 

      

    Brandon definitely married up, I thought, picturing my boss in my mind’s eye. Brandon wasn’t a bad looking dude, but like me, he was decidedly average – or at least, I used to be average before I’d discovered Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. Either way, his wife Emily was a stunner: a gorgeous brunette with a smile that could light up a room, flawless pale skin, and curves that made every man in the office jealous when she’d occasionally show up to have lunch with him. She’d dressed conservatively for our meeting, but she wore her jacket and knee-length skirt like high fashion. One look at her and I could tell she was the kind of girl who was comfortable at high-society parties, sipping champagne in the backseat of a limousine, or having outrageously hot sex on the beach of some Caribbean island a guy like me could never afford to travel to. She was elegant, and classy, and her husband didn’t deserve her. 

      

    Why would you cheat on that, I thought, flashing Emily a smile as I sat down. Look at her, she has no idea. 

      

    Now that she was sitting down, Emily eyed my girlfriend warily. She had reason to be suspicious, although she didn’t know it: Brandon had been running around behind her back, cheating on her with my girlfriend April. After I’d used the WonderRay on her, she’d given me the whole story: how they met at the office, fucking on top of his desk, or in a car somewhere behind a nearby restaurant. The full details were even filthier, but I no longer cared about them: I had no need to worry about my girlfriend’s fidelity, ever again. And this wasn’t the reason Emily was staring, in any case. 

      

    She was shocked by her appearance. 

      

    “You...look a little different from the last time I saw you,” Emily said, phrasing it diplomatically. “Both of you, in fact.” 

      

    I smiled easily, motioning for the waiter to approach. The place we were in was a fancy cafe, popular with the city’s hipster crowd, and we’d agreed to meet between lunch and dinner when the place was at its lowest ebb. The staff, normally with nothing to do, was eager to serve us – I smiled as I watched them. One reason I’d chosen this place was because Brandon had taken April here on one of their “dates” - I doubted anyone recognized her now. 

      

    “Thanks!” April sounded like a pitch-perfect Valley Girl, a debutante of ditz. “We’ve been working out and doing this new diet. It’s soooo amazing!” 

      

    “I see,” Emily said in a tiny voice. Yeah, I thought, the Doctor Mesmertainment diet. And the ‘fuck Erik’s brains out’ exercise plan. 

      

    Before she could say anything else, the waiter appeared. Once we had ordered drinks, I laid back in my seat and looked over Emily with an appraising eye. She looked a little nervous, and why wouldn’t she be: it’s not every day one of your husband’s subordinates asks you to come to lunch with him behind his back. And when he brings his busty bimbo girlfriend, well – I could tell alarm bells were going off in Emily’s head. 

      

    As well they should, I thought with a smirk. 

      

    “So you told me there was something you had to say to me in person,” Emily blurted, looking between the two of us anxiously. After a moment, she blushed. “Forgive me for being blunt, I...I just know it can’t possibly be something good.” 

      

    Alright, time to go to work, I thought. Putting on a sad, empathetic face, I leaned forward and dropped my voice.  

      

    “I’m afraid it’s not,” I said. My low tone encouraged her to lean forward, and she did. From that angle, her breasts looked spectacular in her tight top – but I didn’t stare. I’d have plenty of time for that later. 

      

    “Emily,” I said, “I don’t know how to tell you this...” 

      

    “I’m a big girl,” she whispered. “Just lay it out.” 

      

    I frowned and bit my lip. “Brandon is cheating on you,” I said. 

      

    It was like ripping off a band-aid. Emily leaned back, slumping into her seat, and over the next few seconds I saw nearly every possible reaction flicker on her face: doubt, anger, a little ‘I knew it’ expression, despair. A tiny, silent sob shook her slender frame. Her already pale skin paled even further. 

      

    “How do you know?” she said, wiping the beginning of a tear from the corner of her eye. I was impressed at her composure – she took the news of the affair much better than I had, to be honest. 

      

    “I’ve seen it,” I explained. “I don’t want to embarrass you, but...pretty much the whole office has. He hasn’t been discreet.” 

      

    She sighed, putting her elbows on the table and covering her hands. 

      

    “Ohhhh….” Her fingers tightened against her face, like someone trying to massage their sinuses. “Goddamnit, Brandon...” 

      

    She began to sob behind her hands, just managing to keep it under wraps enough not to cause a scene. For a moment, all thoughts of revenge or increasing the size of my harem left my head. This woman was going through the same pain I was – the anguish of discovering someone you loved had been treating you like dirt, fucking someone else behind your back. I felt awful for her, beyond awful. 

      

    “I’m so sorry,” I said, and meant it. 

      

    “That asshole,” she whimpered, wiping her eyes with a napkin. “That fucking asshole. Cheating is bad enough – I’d leave him just for that – but flaunting it in front of the entire building? That’s a whole other level of low.” 

      

    “I know,” I said. “For what it’s worth, I’m so sorry. This isn’t fair to you – you shouldn’t have to go through something like this. It’s embarrassing and demeaning.” 

      

    “I...I need a minute,” she said, pushing herself away from the table. 

      

    I gave it to her. She scurried off to the bathroom, barely holding in tears. My heart went out to her – I knew too well how that felt. Suddenly I wasn’t so sure about what I was doing. Was this right? 

      

    April leaned over and ran her tongue along the inside of my ear, her hand gripping my cock and giving a squeeze. 

      

    “When are we gonna fuck her, Daddy?” she asked. 

      

    “Calm down,” I said gently. “You’ll get yours soon enough, slut.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy,” she said, straightening up in her seat. 

      

    “Good girl,” I whispered, grinning as I watched her silently come. 

      

    By the time she was done, Emily returned from the bathroom. She’d calmed down considerably, but still looked distraught. She sat down, glanced at me with a helpless look, and sighed. 

      

    “Look,” she said. “I don’t know how to say this – I do believe you, completely. But do you have any proof?” 

      

    “Proof?” 

      

    “My marriage is over,” she said, biting back a sob. “And Brandon is the kind of asshole to go to court and say I’m making everything up, so...if you have proof of the affair, I’d really appreciate it. Not that I don’t believe you – again, I do. No offense.” 

      

    “None taken,” I said. I could see her point. Turning to April, I asked, “Do we have any proof?” 

      

    She thought about it, the question bouncing around her bimbo brain. “Ummm...oh yeah! I’ve got all the texts in my phone, and the dirty pictures he sent me...um, and I guess someone smart could look in my phone and, like, see all the places we went?” 

      

    She handed the phone across the table to Emily, who looked at it as if it were a live viper. 

      

    “You can have it,” April said comfortingly. “Daddy will buy me another one.” 

      

    New tears brimmed in Emily’s eyes. She stared at my girlfriend in disbelief, her face screwed up with repressed rage. 

      

    “You?” It was the loudest whisper I’d ever heard, an accusation pointed right at my girlfriend’s heart. “You’ve been fucking my husband!?” 

      

    April nodded like this was the most normal, boring question she’d ever been asked. “Yeah. Erik was also being cheated on – I was running around with Brandon behind his back. So he, like, totally knows what you’re going through.” After a moment of staring at Emily’s shocked, angry face, she added: “I’m not like that now or anything, though.” 

      

    “Now!?” Emily’s hands shook as she clutched the edge of the table. 

      

    “Yeah,” April agreed, nodding. A wide, vapid smile spread across her face. “Master fixed me.” 

      

    Emily’s gaze moved to me, and the look on her face was indescribable. I could tell her sanity was hanging on by a thread. My heart went out to her. 

      

    “Master!?” she whispered. 

      

    In that moment, I made a decision. Probably a stupid one, but whatever. Maybe the WonderRay had made me bold, maybe it had turned me into a savage caveman who lived to fuck, but I still had a heart under all this new muscle. And I knew what Emily was going through. 

      

    I realized I couldn’t shoot her. 

      

    Sighing, I put my hands on the table in a gesture of submission. 

      

    “I want to explain,” I said slowly. “But you probably won’t believe me.” 

      

    “Oh, trust me,” Emily said, nodding like she was going to start screaming at any moment. “I really, really want to hear this.” 

      

    “Okay, but you have to promise me one thing.” I held her gaze with all the command my new powers had given me, and felt her respond to it as naturally as a pack animal falling in line for its leader. 

      

    “What?” 

      

    “Listen to the whole thing,” I said. “The whole thing. Don’t get up, don’t run, even if you want to – just sit there and listen to the story.” 

      

    After a moment’s thought, she nodded. “Okay. I’ll do that. Just because...because it took guts to tell your boss’ wife he’s cheating on her. You’ve probably lost your job, you know.” 

      

    “I’m not worried about that anymore,” I said with a chuckle. “I suppose I should start with this...” 

      

    Reaching between April and I, I gripped the plastic holster of the gun and placed it on the table. 

      

    “This,” I said, “Is the WonderRay...” 

      

    Over the next half-hour, I told Emily everything. I explained the whole story, from finding out my girlfriend was having an affair to discovering the WonderRay waiting by my apartment door when I came home to give her the last of her things. I produced the pamphlet that came with it (I had it in my pants pocket) and let her read the old-timey explanation of how it worked. She let out a laugh at the claim’s of its “awesome science power”, but once I told her how I’d used it on April and it had really worked, she grew quiet and serious. 

      

    I didn’t hold back. I told her about how I’d turned April into a perfect bimbo slut, how I’d given the same treatment to our next-door neighbor Nicole, and how the WonderRay had transformed me into a chiseled, super-masculine sex god. I skimped a little bit on the filthy details, but I’m sure the picture was in her mind’s eye the entire time – me fucking April senseless with my foot-long god-stick, making her come again and again and again. 

      

    Our food came, and got cold, and we ignored it. Emily was spellbound, following every event of the last few days like a film plot. 

      

    “Finally, I decided it was time you should know about what happened between Brandon and April,” I said, only embellishing the truth a little bit. “So we took long enough of a break from the whole ‘hypnotic harem’ thing to invite you to lunch and break the news to you in person. Sorry it took so long.” 

      

    Emily looked curiously wrung-out, like she’d lived the journey along with me and had actually experienced all that hard fucking along the way. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted a cigarette, but restrained myself. 

      

    “It sounds crazy,” she said, a mad little giggle leaving her lips. “Totally nuts. But...I saw you!” She pointed at April, her finger shaking. “I ran into you at the gym last week, and you looked totally different. And you, Erik, no offense, but when I walked in I thought you must have some cousin who was an Olympic athlete or something...” 

      

    I chuckled at that. “Nope,” I said. “We’re us. Just...better, I guess.” 

      

    “Better,” she repeated, chewing on the word. 

      

    “I really am sorry,” April said, taking Emily’s hand and giving it a squeeze. “I was an awful, selfish person before Daddy showed me the way a real woman is supposed to act. If there’s anything I can do to help you, just tell me. I’m at your service...” 

      

    “Tell me the truth,” Emily said. “You brought me here to shoot me with that thing, didn’t you? That... WonderRay?” 

      

    I’d been too honest with her to turn back now. “Yeah,” I admitted. “The sex tape I told you about, the one I was going to send Brandon to rub his face in my new powers...you were going to be in it, too.” 

      

    “I thought so,” she said, thinking. “That would be stupid. He wouldn’t even recognize me if you shot me with that gun. I’d just look like April: huge tits, blonde hair, no brain.” 

      

    I hadn’t thought of that. “Yeah,” I said, “you’re right. Either way, I’m not going to shoot you, so you don’t have to worry...” 

      

    A wicked little smile flashed on her face. “Let’s do it.” 

      

    My jaw dropped. “Do it?” 

      

    “Make a sex tape.” She smacked one palm with her fist, grinning. “I want that asshole to hurt. Hurt like he hurt me by fucking around behind my back. And you two...I mean, damn. You’re basically the ultimate rebound sex.” 

      

    “Are you serious?” I asked. “You’re serious.” 

      

    “I have just found out that my husband is fucking your girlfriend, and that both of you were turned into sex masters by some science laser. Of course I’m not serious. But nothing is serious right now – and I need to just stop thinking for a bit and get my goddamn swerve on.” 

      

    She smacked the table, standing up. “Now are you two going to come fuck my brains out or not? Do you have a problem with that or something?” 

      

    April and I glanced at each other, grinning ear-to-ear. 

      

    “Just let me get the check,” I said. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Holy shit,” Emily gasped. “Oh fuck, that’s so big. Jesus, Brandon’s cock looks like a thumbtack next to that monster...” 

      

    The camera was rolling, my girlfriend had told Brandon off, and I’d just put the phone on a tripod and pulled my pants down, Emily and April on either side of me. My girlfriend looked at my cock with hungry, lusty eyes, but without surprise: she’d done this more times than I could count. Emily, however… 

      

    “How do you even take that,” she gasped, looking at April. “Fuck, it must be a foot long...” 

      

    “Like this,” April said with a grin, fitting her lips around the head of my cock. Emily’s jaw dropped as my girlfriend took me down to the base, my massive fuck-stick sliding down her throat with practiced ease. 

      

    “Fuck,” Emily whimpered. “That is so goddamn hot...” 

      

    “If you can’t take it all, that’s okay,” I told her. “Help her with your tongue.” 

      

    As I stared down, Emily and April kissed, their lips on either side of my stiff, throbbing cock. Their tongues went up and down my shaft, teasing the sensitive underside and working down as they made out passionately. 

      

    “Oh my Gawd,” Emily groaned, sighing. “It even tastes amazing. Like pure Man.” 

      

    “That’s right,” I said, gripping her by the back of the head. “It feel so much better to put your mouth on a real alpha-male, doesn’t it?” 

      

    She nodded enthusiastically, her face flushed with lust. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, enjoying the show. “Damn right.” 

      

    “You like what I’m doing? Even though I’m not like her?” Emily’s voice was ragged with need. Her nipples poked through her flimsy bra, which along with a pair of tight black lace panties were the only clothes she had on. “You want to fuck me even though I’m not a perfect bimbo whore?” 

      

    “Shit, you’re fucking gorgeous, Emily,” I said, petting her like I did my slaves. “You have no idea how bad I’ve wanted to fuck you.” 

      

    She grinned and ran her tongue down my shaft, making me shiver with delight. I realized something as she went down on me, something I was eager to explore. 

      

    “I don’t want this to just be about me,” I said, pulling her back. “Let’s show this asshole how much more pleasure you’re feeling now that he’s gone. April, get between her legs.” 

      

    My girlfriend giggled and crawled between Emily’s thighs, pulling her panties to the side with her bright pink nails. 

      

    “What are you doing?” Emily asked. “Why- ohhhh...” 

      

    Her eyes rolled back in her head as my girlfriend’s pouty little mouth closed over her soaking wet slit. April ran her tongue up and down her folds, getting her primed before encircling her clit with hard, demanding little licks. I could tell Emily was in heaven, her body tensing up with pleasure on every stroke. 

      

    “Come here,” I said, turning her around. “Let’s get that bra off. Show the camera those sexy titties.” 

      

    As she faced the camera, I yanked off her bra, exposing her to whoever would be watching this video in the future. I stood over her, letting my cock droop over her face, which contorted with pleasure as April worked her cunt-eating magic. 

      

    “Please me,” I commanded. “Do to me what April’s doing to you.” 

      

    With a laugh, Emily’s head lolled back on her shoulders as she began to blow me from beneath, her mouth sucking at the underside of my shaft and balls. Her naughty tongue encircled my head, teasing it with long strokes that matched the ones April was giving her clit. I loved the sensation, couldn’t get enough of it, but the urge to grab Emily and pound away at her wet little cunt was growing stronger. 

      

    “I want to fuck you,” I said. “I want to fuck you from behind while you face the camera, so he has to watch every moment of your pleasure. I want him to watch you come.” 

      

    “Yeah,” she gasped, her whole face buried in my balls as she went wild, her tongue mimicking April’s frantic licks as she brought my boss’ wife to climax. “Yeah, I want that. I need you to fuck me, fuck me hard, oh fuck oh fuck that’s so good...” 

      

    Emily closed her eyes and screamed, pleasure tearing through her body as a mind-melting orgasm washed over her. Her pale body looked even more gorgeous as she writhed under April’s mouth, her tits bouncing up and down as she attacked my member with her tongue. She had lost control, she was wild, and I loved it. 

      

    “Get up there,” I said, taking her by the shoulder as she came down from her peak. “Spread your legs.” 

      

    Emily did, parting her thighs and getting on all fours in front of the camera, but as I came up behind her, I noticed something in her hand. It was the WonderRay, and as the head of my cock pressed against her folds, she lifted it and put it against her own head. 

      

    “This is your fault, you fucking asshole,” she said straight to the camera. “This is the sort of perfect sex you’re NEVER going to get from me. Oh my God, I’m gonna come so hard...” 

      

    With a squeal of delight, she pressed the trigger. 

      

    Her back arched like a cat’s as the gun began to do its work, pushing her big ass into the air and letting the head of my cock slide inside of her. The pleasure of me stretching her walls mingled with the pleasure of the WonderRay, sending her into spasms of sheer bliss. 

      

    “Oh fuck!” she yelled, coming harder than she had in her entire life. “Oh fuck I’m a bimbo, I’m becoming a bimbo holy shit it’s real it’s really happening...” 

      

    I reached out to grab a handful of Emily’s hair to force myself deeper inside of her, and what I grabbed was long and perfect. Her brunette hair had lightened, not totally blonde but several shades lighter, and it was a shimmering wave down her back that cried out to be pulled as I fucked her from behind.  

      

    “Holy shit,” I said as I slid inside her to the hilt. “You shot yourself. You made yourself a bimbo!” 

      

    “I...hee hee hee...” Her words were already dissolving into giggles, her mind rewriting itself as thoroughly as her body. “I wanted to stop thinking for a while! I wanted the best sex ever! I want you to make me come like nothing ever has before! I don’t want to be able to walk for a week after this...” 

      

    “I’ll do the best I can,” I said...then grabbed her by the back of the neck and growled against her ear: “You filthy little slut.” 

      

    “Yes, Daddy!” Her hips rocked against me full-force now, coaxing me deeper inside of her. “Fuck me proper, please!” 

      

    I was amazed as I pounded away inside her slick, welcoming walls. With every thrust, her pussy reconfigured itself around my shaft – becoming a perfectly tight, perfectly wet sheathe around my cock. I’d never fucked a girl as she transformed, but if this was the result, I was going to make sure to do it from now on. 

      

    “You’re such a good little slut,” I grunted into her ear. “Making yourself perfect for your Man...” 

      

    I grinned savagely as my words sent Emily over the edge, tossing her over the cliff into another toe-curling, sheet-clutching orgasm. I loved that I could make girls come by praising them. 

      

    Emily went wild as she climaxed, fucking me back with a manic fury that sent sparks flying at the point of contact between us. She bent forward, sticking her face in the camera and tossing her hair back over one shoulder. 

      

    “Oh, Dadddddy,” she groaned, her lips in a perfect little ‘o’ of pure ecstasy. “Fuck me harder, Daddy, just like that! Fuck, you’re so perfect – you’re so much better than my loser husband!” 

      

    Goddamn, I thought as I increased my pace to match hers. I might be a little bit in love with this girl. 

      

    “Oh Jesus Christ that’s huge!” Emily bit down on her hand, groaning loudly around it as I thrust inside her tight womb, filling it to the brim. “Fuck, Daddy, that’s so right! I’m gonna come, Daddy, I’m fucking coming...” 

      

    Emily’s body began to shudder as she climaxed yet again around my cock, her velvet-soft walls drawing even tighter around me. Every thrust inside of her was pure bliss, a honey-warm sensation I never wanted to end – but end it would. I could feel my balls tightening against her slit, slapping against her as I fucked her from behind. I was going to shoot soon, and it was going to blow me away almost as hard as her bimbo climaxes. 

      

    “You’re fucking me so hard,” she groaned, not missing a beat as she came down from her peak. “I can tell you’re getting close. Ohhh, that big perfect cock is going to come! Where do you want to put all that sweet, sticky cum, Daddy?” 

      

    “Right in your womb, you naughty slut,” I growled, fucking her harder. I hooked my finger in her mouth and pulled, pinning her curvy body against mine. 

      

    “Look in the camera,” I commanded. “Don’t you look pretty with my cock stretching you out. Show the camera how pretty you look.” 

      

    “I’m soooo pretty,” she groaned, slurring her words. “I’m sooooo pretty...” 

      

    The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure. For a moment, everything fell away: the camera, the presence of my girlfriend, the fact that we were both getting revenge on a man who’d tried to ruin us. There was just her and me, and the perfect conduit of pleasure running like molten lava between us. I groaned as I came, gripping her hips tight and burying my face in her hair, and it was perfection. 

      

    She bucked on me hard, presenting her womb for my fertile load. I shot over and over, filling her to the brim and then some, leaving her sloppy and coated with my essence. As I thrust, another burst of pleasure filled me and I felt more come leave me, dripping from her slit and leaving thick trails down her thighs. 

      

    “Oh my God you’re coming so much,” Emily whimpered, unable to process the feeling of my seed dripping out of her. “Holy shit I’m gonna be so pregnant...” 

      

    I thrust a few more times for good measure, fucking my load deeper inside of her pussy. She gripped me tight, riding every drop of sensation as my cock slowed inside of her innermost walls. When I pulled out, she grinned like a cat and stretched her back, clearly satisfied. 

      

    “That was so fucking great, Erik,” she said, pulling me close and kissing me hard. “You’re so amazing,” she murmured low, quiet enough not to get picked up by the camera. It felt strangely intimate, even more than the sex had. “I’ve never met anyone like you before...” 

      

    She broke off, gasping, as she began to change. I fumbled for the gun before I realized she’d had it; I hadn’t chosen to make her this way and I didn’t feel comfortable making it permanent. To my surprise, the process of going back from bimbohood was just as pleasurable as the journey there: Emily’s body shuddered and sighed as her breasts shrank, her body went back to “banging” from “jaw-dropping goddess”, and her eyes began to once again gleam with that whip-smart intelligence. 

      

    “Holy...fuck,” she groaned, collapsing on the bed. “Oh Christ that was so good. Oh wow...” 

      

    April and I shared a glance. We’d never had anyone not make the WonderRay’s power permanent; I was curious what it meant. 

      

    “Are you okay, Emily?” I asked. “How much do you remember of what just happened?” 

      

    She rolled onto her back, looking up at me, and I could see a deep satisfaction on her face. She looked like she’d just eaten the best meal of her life and was full and sleepy. 

      

    “Every. Perfect. Fucking. Second,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh my gawd it was so incredible...” 

      

    “You liked it?” That was good news. 

      

    “Oh, Erik. You could make a fortune with that fucking gun, baby. Women would pay you everything they have to spend an hour having that much fun!” 

      

    I was happy. She remembered everything, and she’d enjoyed it. So I was curious… 

      

    “Do you want me to shoot you again?” I looked at the gun where it lay on the other side of the bed. “Shoot you twice, I mean?” 

      

    Emily gave the gun a slow, longing look, like she deep down in her heart she wanted to say “yes, please make me your bimbo slave.” But after a moment, she shook her head. 

      

    “No,” she said. “I...I have a life. Even if Brandon tried to ruin it. It was fun being a bimbo – a lot of fun – but it’s like going on vacation. It was one of the greatest experiences of my life, but I don’t think I wanna live there, you know?” 

      

    I could understand that. “There might be some effects anyway,” I said, motioning at my own muscles. “I’ve never shot myself, but look at me.” 

      

    “If those are the kind of effects I can expect, then bring them on,” she said with a smile. “But, um...this doesn’t have to be the only time you shoot me, right? I mean, I’d love to do this again sometime. Like, sometime really soon.” 

      

    I licked my lips, thinking. Part of me knew I should just zap Emily anyway and get it over with – it was dangerous to have someone not completely under my power who knew about the WonderRay, and it’s not like she’d complain once she was part of my bimbo harem. But...I just couldn’t. I liked Emily too much – and part of me wanted to see where this could go. 

      

    “You’d be like a were-bimbo,” I said with a laugh. “That’s a weird idea.” 

      

    “I kinda like that,” she said with a naughty little smile. “Straight-laced girl by day...big-tittied cocksucker by night?” 

      

    “How about we go out tonight?” I asked. “You and me. We get to know each other a little better, and afterward we go back to my place, I put this gun against your head and we spend the rest of the weekend seeing how many orgasms our new bodies will let us have until we pass out. Sound good?” 

      

    Emily looked like she’d never heard anything better. She blushed as she nodded. “Hell yes it does.” 

      

    She glanced over at the camera, suddenly self-conscious. “I guess we should have cut that off, huh? We’ll have to delete this part...” 

      

    “No,” I said. “We’ll leave it. This is what’s going to drive him crazy, Emily. Not that he just watched you getting fucked. That you’re honestly happier without him. I mean look at the way you’re smiling. You look gorgeous...” 

      

    I broke off as Emily squeezed her eyes tight. Her body shuddered like a leaf in a high wind, a series of low, amazed moans breaking from her lips. Her head rocked back on her shoulders and her thighs squeezed together as she came hard, her whole body shaking with pleasure. 

      

    “Holy shit,” she gasped. “I guess that’s a side effect of the WonderRay that isn’t going away.” 

      

    “I could have some fun with that,” I mused. “I mean, you show up in a nice dress to our date tonight and I tell you it looks good, you’ll be soaking your panties in an instant...” 

      

    “It’s like you’d be in control of my pleasure,” she said, riding out the last waves of her climax. “Oh my god yes that’s so hot...” 

      

    I grinned at the camera. I was going to have so much goddamn fun with this girl. 

      

    “I’m looking forward to it already,” I told her. 

      

    “Me too,” she said, the first of many giggles to come spilling from her lips. You’ve got a little bimbo in you after all, I thought mischievously. 

      

    I couldn’t wait to give her a little more.



   





 

    Zapping The Bride



   





 

    “Oh fuck you taste good. That’s right, spread those legs for me, you bimbo slut...” 

      

    I shut the door behind me, carrying in the fat stack of mail from my neglected mailbox. Ever since I’d found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay sitting by my apartment door a few weeks ago, checking the mail hadn’t been high on my list of priorities: and the moans coming from the living room were a big reason why. 

      

    “Hey.” I walked in, settling down in my recliner and dropping the mail on the table. “You two look like you’re having fun.” 

      

    Across the room, my girlfriend April lay spread across the couch, her gorgeous pussy perfectly shaved and dripping with wetness. Her pretty face flushed crimson as Emily, my boss’ ex-wife and the newest member of my harem slid two fingers into her slit, rubbing her folds in hard little circles. 

      

    “That’s right, slut, come for me,” Emily groaned. “You said you were waiting for Master to get back – don’t you want him to see how pretty you are when you lose control?” 

      

    “Oh, fuck!” April looked like she’d pretty much lost control already – her hips ground down on Emily’s fingers like a cock, coaxing them deeper inside of her. “Look at me, Daddy! Watch me come! I’m so hot and wet for you oh my gawwwwwd...” 

      

    April’s eyes rolled back in her head as Emily’s fingers pounded in and out of her like a piston, pushing her bimbofied body to climax and tossing her over the cliff. She came with a series of cries and giggles, riding the slender girl’s hand like a champion whore, her entire body focused on looking as good and enticing for me as possible while she orgasmed. 

      

    “Okay,” Emily said, sighing with exhaustion as April came down from her peak. “Now it’s my turn.” 

      

    “I love watching you work,” I said with a grin, sifting through the mail. I doubted there was anything important in there, but the last thing I wanted was to get evicted mid-fuck. 

      

    “Thanks, sweetie,” Emily said, smiling as she climbed up onto the couch and motioned for April to get on her knees. Emily wasn’t a bimbo, but she had been – many times. I was still trying to wrap my head around that. The WonderRay’s power allowed me to turn ordinary women into submissive bimbo goddesses – I’d done it to my cheating girlfriend April first of all. But Emily had used the WonderRay on herself, and after it wore off she decided to stay her normal self. Normal self being a general term, of course – It was still an open question how much of her new, slutty behavior was something the WonderRay had done or something that had always been repressed inside of her. 

      

    After all, I thought, I’ve never used the WonderRay on myself, but look at me. My body was a thick slab of muscle, my cock easily a foot long and throbbing with need constantly. I shot come like a fire hose on command, could pick girls up like ragdolls and fuck them in every conceivable position. The WonderRay had certainly changed my body for the better, regardless of how much I’d used it. 

      

    “Hey, Erik...come over here?” Emily crooked a finger as April’s head quested between her thighs. “I’d love to have that big cock down my throat while your girlfriend eats my cunt.” 

      

    “I think you’d need to be a bimbo to take all of this,” I said, giving my cock a stroke. A jet of precum shot from the tip, splashing the floor. I made a mess, but April was very diligent about cleaning my seed up – with her tongue, when commanded. 

      

    “Then maybe you should get your gun,” Emily gasped, her mouth dropping open as April found her clit and began to lick. “I come so much harder when that thing zaps my brain away...” 

      

    If I used the WonderRay on her, Emily would transform from her petite brunette self to a curvy bimbo goddess – a jaw-dropping, model-perfect beauty with soft, heavy breasts, long hair and a body built to take my mammoth fuck-stick. Another shot would keep her that way forever, but so far I had respected her wishes and let her change back after we’d had our ditzy bimbo fun. I kind of liked the contrast; Emily was a sexy, intelligent woman who turned into a brainless bimbo fuck machine on command. Beauty and the Beast, I thought, or Jekyll and Hyde… 

      

    I reached for the WonderRay – but as I did, my hand brushed aside part of the mail stack and I saw a letter with a name on it I hadn’t seen in years. 

      

    “Tom?” I picked it up, tearing it open in one smooth motion. The paper was expensive, cream-colored card stock stationary – the kind of thing you used for fancy occasions. 

      

    “Um, Erik?” Emily’s voice sounded a bit confused. “Aren’t you going to make me your bimbo?” 

      

    “Yeah, Daddy,” April gasped, pulling back from the heaven between Emily’s thighs. “Make her your bitch...” 

      

    As I reached the end of the letter, I laughed. It was an invitation. “Well I’ll be damned...” 

      

    I looked up from the paper to see both girls staring questions at me. “It’s Tom,” I said, holding up the invitation. “Old college buddy. I haven’t seen him in years – he’s getting married.” 

      

    A big smile spread over Emily’s face. “Oh, how wonderful!” 

      

    “Yeah, I’m invited, but apparently this has been sitting in the mailbox a while. The wedding is...” I counted off the days. “This weekend! Shit, that’s not a lot of time...” 

      

    “You’ve got plenty of time, Sir.” Emily said with a giggle. “Besides, don’t you think your friend would love to see the new you?” 

      

    “It’s a wedding,” April added. “So many hot girls will be there...” 

      

    I felt myself grinning. Tom and I hadn’t seen each other for years – wouldn’t he be shocked to see his boring old friend had become a chiseled alpha-male god? And April was right – the idea of adding a new girl to my harem at a wedding had a definite taboo appeal. 

      

    “Here, suck me off while I think about this.” I stood up, rising to my full dominating height and picking up the WonderRay. I crossed the room, letting my throbbing member bob in Emily’s face, and pressed the gun against her temple. 

      

    “You ready, baby?” I asked in a surprisingly intimate voice. 

      

    She bit her lip. “Yeah. Zap me, Daddy.” 

      

    I fired it point-blank into the side of her head. A wave of force rippled from the gun, the plastic vibrating in my palm. 

      

    “Oh yessss!” Emily’s head snapped back as if she’d been slapped in the face, the WonderRay’s power coursing through her. One shot makes her a bimbo, I thought, watching her body begin to change. Two makes it permanent… 

      

    One shot was certainly more than enough for Emily. Her face contorted in bliss as her body expanded, her hips and tits ballooning as her lustrous hair grew long and glossy down her back. Without the WonderRay she was a beautiful, petite little temptress – but one shot from it and she became a jaw-dropping bimbo goddess, a Queen who demanded the tribute of my massive god-stick inside of her.  

      

    “Oh Daddy,” she groaned, her hands already working at my belt. “Give me that cawk...” 

      

    Another tug and my member sprang free, throbbing and dripping with precum. A fat burst shot across Emily’s new bimbo bust, making her moan with delight. April worked furiously between her legs, stoking her passion higher, but I could tell from the look in her eyes that her world had shrunk to the dimensions of my perfect, alpha-male cock. 

      

    “Oh shit...” She ran her tongue along the underside, sucking my cream from the tip. “Oh Daddy. Thank you...” 

      

    Without another word, she deep-throated me to the base, taking me all the way down her slender throat. Emily’s tongue were velvet-soft as she worked them up and down my shaft, bobbing in my lap like the queen of blowjobs as she pleasured me. 

      

    I grabbed her hair and forced her deeper, giving her the rough kind of use that would turn off the normal Emily but drive her bimbo form insane with lust. She gagged and moaned, tears of joy dribbling down her cheeks as I face-fucked her. 

      

    “Uh huh!” she moaned, her thighs squeezing April’s head tight. “Uh huh! Uh..Uh...Ohhhhh….” 

      

    Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came, climax infiltrating her body and burning away the last of her unneeded intelligence. At the same moment, I pulled myself from her gorgeous mouth and let myself go, spraying Emily’s face with burst after burst of fat, sticky semen. Bliss poured down my spine as I watched her bathe in it, rub it into her flawless skin, share it with my girlfriend April as she writhed in ecstasy. 

      

    April rose up from between Emily’s perfect thighs, her face covered in juice. They shared my load, dribbling it between their lips as they cleaned her face and tits of my sticky essence. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, watching them work. “I definitely want to take you to a wedding.” 

      

    “Ohmigawd,” April said, giggling. “That sounds sooo good...” 

      

    “What do you think, Emily? You want to be my plus one?” 

      

    But Emily was already beyond the reach of my words. As I watched her come down from her peak, her eyes closed tight with pleasure, her long hair began to shorten. Slowly her curves shrank, her body reforming back to normal after her wondrous trip into bimbohood. 

      

    I always felt a little bit sad watching it. Emily seemed to have so much more fun as a buxom bimbo goddess – if only there was some way to convince her to stay that way forever. But she clung stubbornly to her intelligence, to her life as a smart, petite seductress, and I’d be lying if I said a part of me didn’t like her that way, too. 

      

    She sighed happily as the transformation fully reverted, her hand lazily sliding between her legs to massage her folds. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” she moaned, biting down on her lip. “God, somehow that feels better every time I do it. What were you saying, Erik?” 

      

    “I was asking,” I said with a chuckle, “do you want to go to this wedding with me?” 

      

    She giggled happily, the lips of her cunt gripping her fingers as she pumped them shamelessly in and out of herself, milking the residual pleasure of being a bimbo. “Yeah – I’d love to. Don’t you want April to go, though?” 

      

    “I...don’t think they’d like April as much,” I said, glancing at my blissed-out girlfriend. “No offense, babe.” 

      

    April pouted spectacularly, pulling a face that made me want to put her in pigtails and a school girl uniform. I made a mental note to do some shopping online later and went about soothing her. 

      

    “She can blend in better,” I said. “You’d be naked and on your knees in five minutes, and I don’t think Tom would appreciate that too much – not at first, at least.” 

      

    April frowned, but nodded. “Okay. I guess I’ll stay here, then.” Her expression turned excited. “I’ll make myself really, really ready for you, Master – I’ll be waiting by the door when you get home!” 

      

    “Sounds great,” I said, counting off the things I was going to need. “Now help get Emily cleaned off and we’ll do some shopping.” 

      

    “Ooh, fun! Yes, Master...” 

      

    And she bent over Emily, her tongue going to work. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Damn, Erik!” Emily’s eyes widened as we entered the venue. “This place is nice. You didn’t tell me Tom was loaded...” 

      

    “He’s not,” I said, looking around. “But maybe he came into some money...” 

      

    This place looked amazing. The wedding venue Tom and his bride-to-be had booked was top of the line – like something out of a storybook. I was strangely glad I’d brought a demure, sophisticated girl along for the ride instead of a trashy bimbo – as much as I loved April’s raw sensuality, she’d have stood out like a sore thumb in here. 

      

    “Or maybe he married up,” Emily added, nodding at a passing waiter. “You did bring the you-know-what, right, Erik?” 

      

    I smiled and patted my jacket pocket. “Never leave home without it,” I said. 

      

    I could feel the hard plastic of the WonderRay in my jacket. The gun was tucked deep in my pocket, and didn’t set off any alarms on the way in. Even buried in silk, it felt like a coiled viper ready to strike – it practically hummed with energy. I liked to think it was because there were so many beautiful, elegant women around. 

      

    Ball gowns. Bandage dresses. Hair done up in complicated, gorgeous tresses that must’ve taken hours to get right. Makeup sexy and thick enough to give a man a fetish. This place was a field day for the WonderRay, and the urge to whip it out and transform the hall into an orgy of elegantly dressed bimbos was strong. 

      

    “We should find your friend,” Emily said smoothly, stepping through the crowd. “Say hi before the service.” 

      

    I told her that was a good idea. “Where would he be? I don’t see him…?” 

      

    She chuckled, flashing one of those sexy smiles that almost made me want her to stay in a non-bimbo form. “You really haven’t been to a wedding in a long time, have you, Erik? Follow me.” 

      

    I did, and she led us past various groups of people, around a table laid with fancy wine and cheeses (she slapped my hand away from grabbing a couple goblets) and down a service hallway. 

      

    “The dressing rooms are always in the back,” she whispered. “Strictly segregated, of course; it’s bad luck for the bride and groom to see each other before the big moment.” 

      

    “Of course,” I said. “I know that much, at least.” 

      

    “Just checking,” she said, glancing at a door. “Ah, this is probably the one...” 

      

    The door slid open silently on its hinges. Emily put a finger to her lips, twisting them into a wicked little grin, then motioned for me to follow her inside. 

      

    It was a dressing room. The air was warmer after the chill of the concrete hall, and I could hear what sounded like someone muttering from a distance off. As we got closer, the sounds formed into words. 

      

    “God damnit, God damnit, God damn it...” 

      

    I rounded a corner to see Tom, his head in his hands at a table stacked with clothes. He was halfway into his tuxedo but it looked like he’d abandoned the effort at some point; it hung off him like a shed skin. As I watched, he sobbed into his hands. 

      

    I shot Emily a confused glance; she shrugged. 

      

    “Dear God,” Tom said, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything. Anything. Just take this away from me. Not like this, God. Not like this...” 

      

    As his hands fell away, I gasped. Tom had been a good-looking guy back when we knew each other in college, and somewhere in his face was an echo of that easy-going good old boy. But his skin was pale and sagging, dark bags under his eyes and wrinkles covering his forehead. He looked haggard, like something was sucking the life right out of him. What the hell was wrong? This was supposed to be the best day of his life. 

      

    Tom heard me. He glanced up, catching sight of me in the mirror, and sprang to his feet. 

      

    “What are you doing here!?” he said, louder than he had intended. 

      

    “I...I came to see you,” I said, holding up my hands. “To wish you luck. It’s me, Tom. Erik. Man, I haven’t seen you in years...” 

      

    “How much did you hear?” He looked furious. I took a step back involuntarily, and Emily moved into the gap. 

      

    “Enough to see that you’re very upset,” she said in a soothing tone. Tom looked like an angel had just stepped into the room. His jaw dropped, his eyes focusing on her. 

      

    “Who are you?” he asked. 

      

    “This is Emily,” I said, feeling a little awkward. “She’s my...my...” 

      

    Dammit. What was the proper word? 

      

    “I’m his girlfriend,” Emily said smoothly. “Erik has told me so much about you. But tell me, what’s the matter?” 

      

    She stepped forward and took his hand, and for an instant I was sure Tom was going to cry. Then he marshaled his nerve and shook his head. 

      

    “Nothing,” he said. “I’m fine. Just pre-event jitters, I guess.” 

      

    “That didn’t sound like jitters,” Emily said, giving his hand a squeeze. “What’s wrong? Tell us.” 

      

    Damn, Emily was good. In ten seconds she’d managed to sound like his oldest friend, so sympathetic that I could practically feel his masculine facade crumble. 

      

    After a moment, he sighed heavily and dropped into his chair. “Have you ever had to do something you really, really didn’t want to do?” he asked. 

      

    “All the time,” Emily said. “Less so since I met Erik,” she added with a smile. 

      

    Tom’s smile was an echo of hers, but faded quickly. “It’s my wife,” he said despondently. “Courtney. I...I don’t want to marry her.” 

      

    “Brother, you picked a hell of a time to realize that,” I said, looking around. “I mean, you’ve got how long until you walk down the aisle? An hour?” 

      

    “I’ve seen it,” Emily added. “It’s beautiful, Tom...” 

      

    “It’s all Courtney,” he said, his tone like he was describing the worst day of his life. “She insisted on everything. I’m dead broke – mortgaged myself to the hilt – but she wouldn’t have anything less than a wedding fit for a princess.” 

      

    Emily and I shared a look. This was about the furthest thing from what I’d been expecting – Tom wasn’t the type of guy to get all submissive and whingey around a lady. 

      

    “Lots of folks get cold feet, or so I’ve heard,” I said in a conciliatory tone. “And yeah, people splurge on their weddings. But you need to calm down a bit, Tom...” 

      

    “She doesn’t love me,” he snapped, his face haunted. “You don’t understand. She’s been blackmailing me this whole time!” 

      

    I watched Emily’s eyes widen, and knew my own were doing the same thing. “How so?” 

      

    A sob broke from Tom’s throat. “This is so embarrassing,” he said, shaking his head. He couldn’t look either of us in the eye. “I never should have let things go this far. I should have taken my lumps like a man...” 

      

    “Tom.” I was shocked at how quiet and intense my voice was. I grabbed a chair and sat down in front of him. “Listen to me.” 

      

    He looked up, surprise in his eyes. 

      

    “I might be able to help you,” I said. “No, I mean it. Don’t look at me like that. You don’t know what I’m capable of. But buddy, you need to tell me everything, right now. Okay?” 

      

    Slowly he nodded. “Alright. Courtney was my co-worker. Well, intern. She’s a good ten years younger than me – the girl’s barely legal, but she’s smart.” 

      

    Emily cocked an eyebrow at the words barely legal and grinned at me. I ignored it. 

      

    “She was interning at the firm, and...she caught me doing something I shouldn’t have. Red-handed.” He shook his head. “I should have just taken it on the chin. I was so stupid...” 

      

    “Stop,” I said, holding up a hand. He fell silent instantly. Dimly, I realized this was all part of my power: I was more persuasive now, the kind of man other men instantly fell in line behind. 

      

    “Don’t waste time feeling sorry for yourself,” I said. “What did you do?” 

      

    “One of the higher ups keeps a...I guess you’d call it a slush fund,” Tom said. “There’s so much in there, he barely even keeps track of it – just raids it periodically. As long as there’s enough in the kitty for him to take him and his mistress to Italy or Dubai whenever he wants to jet off, he doesn’t notice anything else.” 

      

    “You were helping yourself,” I said. It wasn’t a question, but Tom nodded. 

      

    “She had everything she needed to nail me to the ground,” Tom admitted. “I was stupid – I left too much of a trail. So she gave me a choice. Either I could do everything she wanted, or she could let my bosses know.” 

      

    “That’s pretty bad,” I said, thinking it over. “But that’s still a long road away from holy matrimony...” 

      

    “At first it wasn’t too bad,” Tom said with a little grin. “She just wanted me to buy things for her – clothes, jewelry. Even sexy little undergarments that she’d parade around in sometimes. She’s a good looking woman, Erik.” 

      

    Behind Tom, Emily made a series of gestures: she pointed an imaginary gun at her head, pulled the trigger and let her eyes roll back in her head as she shuddered; then she mimed giving a blowjob with an enthusiastic grin on her face. The message was clear: zap the slut. Only I wasn’t quite convinced. 

      

    “So you started fucking her, I’m guessing,” I said. 

      

    Tom nodded. “Yeah, if you could call it that. It’s almost always the Courtney show, though. I almost never get off: she teases me, makes me pleasure her, but only gives me mine if she’s in a good mood – or I’ve made another withdrawal from the first bank of Rich Asshole.” 

      

    “Oh shit.” I put a hand to my forehead. “Seriously? You’re still embezzling money?” 

      

    “I couldn’t stop!” Tom took on a harried expression. “I need more and more – way more than I was taking before, just to keep her happy! Where do you think all of this came from – the big wedding, the fancy house, the honeymoon? I’m in deep, Erik, and she knows it. That’s why she wants to marry me: she knows I’m going to eventually get caught one way or the other. But by then, she’ll have half of everything, free and clear.” 

      

    “It’s like money laundering,” Emily said thoughtfully, “only instead of using a business, Courtney’s using you.” 

      

    “Something like that.” 

      

    “Well,” Emily said brightly, “I’ve heard enough. I think we should help Tom out. Do you agree, babe?” 

      

    I sighed. I didn’t feel entirely right about this, but what choice did I have? A friend needed my help; and even if he was responsible for his own problems every step of the way, I felt obligated to use the very powerful escape hatch hanging out in my jacket pocket. 

      

    “Alright,” I said. “On one condition. You never make another withdrawal from that slush fund, Tom. You understand me?” 

      

    “I...I do,” he said, glancing from side to side nervously. “But I don’t understand. If I stop stealing, Courtney will have my balls. How are you going to convince her to stop?” 

      

    “Courtney isn’t going to have any trouble, buddy.” I reached into my pocket. “In fact, your bride-to-be is about to realize that everything you do makes her as happy as a cheerleader on prom night. Because of this.” 

      

    I pulled out the WonderRay. The pink plastic looked absurd in contrast with my high-handed statements, and instead of the awe-inspired look I’d imagined, confusion filled Tom’s face. 

      

    “What is that?” 

      

    “This, brother,” I said with a smirk, “is your salvation.” 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Who the hell are you?” 

      

    The bride-to-be glared at me, trying to close the door of her dressing room with one hand while adjusting her tiara with the other. I could have forced my way into the room, but I was too busy staring. Tom may have been a stupid, embezzling son of a bitch, but he was no liar. Courtney was a stunner. 

      

    “Hi,” I said, putting on the kind of boring, courteous grin service staff wore like armor. “I’m Tom’s friend. I have a present from him.” 

      

    Instantly, her demeanor changed. “Well why didn’t you say so? Come in.” 

      

    I followed Courtney into the room, my eyes glued to her perfect, heart-shaped ass. According to Tom she’d started interning at his firm her sophomore year of college, but she didn’t look a day over eighteen. Long blonde hair framed her model-perfect face, her dress built to accentuate her perky bust and long, sultry legs. She looked more like a lingerie model showing off some sort of bridal fetish wear than an actual bride – and she was about two-thirds of the way to bimbo goddess already. My cock throbbed in my pants just imagining tearing that dress and plunging into her perfect, tight pussy from behind. 

      

    “So. A pre-wedding present.” Courtney reached her vanity and grabbed her veil, working it onto her head. She was obviously in the middle of the finishing touches to her wardrobe, the ones that separated the perfect brides from the mediocre ones, and I was lucky to grab her while she was occupied. 

      

    “Yep,” I said. “Big day.” 

      

    “That’s honestly a little more clever than I’d expect out of Tom,” she said with a chuckle. “He must actually think he’s getting laid on our wedding night. Well, maybe if this present of his is nice enough, he will. What’s-” 

      

    She turned around. Emily stood next to me at my shoulder, grinning. 

      

    “Who’s this? Is she part of my present?” 

      

    “You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you, Courtney?” Emily wasted no time in going for the throat, and it payed off: the bride’s eyes widened in shock and horror. 

      

    “I don’t know who the fuck you two think you are,” she snapped, “but you need to get out-” 

      

    “Hey.” Tom stepped out from the doorway, staring his bride-to-be down. 

      

    “Tom? What the fuck is this?” 

      

    “I’m sorry,” he said with a little smile. “I know it’s bad luck to see the groom right before the wedding. But I figured – you’ve given me so much bad luck already, what’s a little more?” 

      

    Courtney’s eyes narrowed. “Tom. Take your little bitch ass back to your room and get ready to walk down the aisle, you fucking sissy. And bring your asshole friends with you.” 

      

    Damn, that was ice cold. She didn’t raise her voice or get flustered at all. I was kind of impressed. Tom grimaced, shrinking back like he was accustomed to it. Fortunately for him, I wasn’t. 

      

    “That’s not going to happen,” I said, stepping forward and reaching into my jacket. “Tom’s a friend of mine, and I was thinking he deserves to walk down the aisle with a girl who really cares about him.” 

      

    “Then you’d better go talk to his boss,” Courtney said with an acid little smile. “Because no one’s going to want to go out with his broke ass when I’m through with him.” 

      

    “God damn you’re hot,” I said with a laugh. “If it wasn’t for that damn attitude, you’d be just about perfect.” 

      

    “Why settle for ‘almost perfect’?” Emily said. 

      

    “I don’t understand.” Courtney looked around, expecting the worst. “The fuck you think you’re going to do to me-” 

      

    “I’m just giving Tom his wedding present,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at Courtney. “Sorry.” 

      

    “If it helps, you’re going to love it,” Emily added. 

      

    Courtney tried to throw herself out of the way, but she waited a second too long. I pulled the trigger, a wave of force rippling from the gun as it vibrated wildly. The palm of my hand went red-hot as the device pumped its awesome science power into Courtney’s brain. 

      

    The effect was immediate. Courtney reacted like someone had been going down on her, giving her the best oral sex of her life, and only in the last two seconds had she become aware of it. Her eyes fluttered, her gorgeous tanned skin flushing as arousal coursed through her. 

      

    “Ooooooh,” she groaned, rubbing the soft fabric of her wedding dress. “Oh fuck...fuck...YESSSS...” 

      

    Her mouth widened into a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure, the muscles in her neck going taut as a climax stronger than multiple orgasms took control of her body. It melted her resistance, re-writing her brain and body as waves of pleasure crashed through her, wrapping her soul around the power of the WonderRay. In an instant she was writhing, she was submissive, she was soaking wet – the room filled with the smell of sex as she came. 

      

    “I can’t,” she sobbed, clinging to the back of her chair as she shuddered. “I can’t I can’t I can’t oh fuck...” 

      

    She tossed back her head and came again, stronger this time. All her higher functions – reason, logic, decision making – fell away, replaced by pure biology and lust. She was a conduit through which utter bliss flowed, and from the way every inch of her body reacted, I knew she wanted nothing more than to stay this way forever. 

      

    And then she began to change. 

      

    I snuck a glance at Tom as his bride-to-be’s body began to transform. His eyes grew as big as saucers, filling first with disbelief then excitement as Courtney’s already-long hair turned into shimmering platinum waves, her ample breasts grew into mammoth, gravity-defying slabs of fuck meat, and her ass blossomed into a luscious, dress-stretching booty that made my mouth water. Every change caused Courtney to writhe with a new wave of pleasure, like becoming a brainless bimbo was something she’d dreamed about her whole life and was now achieving. I saw Tom’s cock make a bulge in his pants and chuckled, nudging Emily. 

      

    “Jesus,” Emily whispered, clinging to me. “She is so beautiful, Erik. Is this what it looks like when you zap me?” 

      

    “You look even better, babe,” I said with a little grin. 

      

    “Mmmmh,” she whimpered. Her hand grabbed my cock and began stroking me through my pants, stoking my inner fire. “Fuck watching this makes me so hot...” 

      

    Almost as quickly as it came, the storm left Courtney’s body – leaving a perfect, brainless bimbo behind. She looked at Tom with new eyes, her expression going slack and amazed as she took him in. 

      

    “Oh, Sir,” she groaned, licking her lips. “You look so handsome in that suit. So manly.” 

      

    “You look...” Even though I’d explained how the gun worked to Tom, he still looked like he was having trouble believing what I’d just done. “You look incredible, Courtney.” 

      

    She giggled, biting her lip. Her dress, which had already been only half on her, now hung off her sexy body in shreds – clinging to her expanded tits and ass.  

      

    “Thank you, sir,” she whispered in a smoky voice. “I can’t wait to be your girl forever, Tom. I want to spend the rest of my life making you so so happy!” 

      

    “Really?” Tom looked like a man who’d just discovered a winning lottery ticket in his pants pocket. “You don’t just want my money?” 

      

    “Money?” Courtney giggled, sinking to her knees. “Baby, all I need from you is that big, throbbing cawk inside of me!” 

      

    “Holy shit,” Tom said, watching with glee as Courtney worked his belt free. “Holy shit this is real. You really did this to her...” 

      

    “I cannot wait to watch him fuck her,” Emily whispered in my ear. “Will you fuck me while I watch?” 

      

    “Absolutely,” I replied. 

      

    Meanwhile, Courtney got Tom’s belt off and undid his pants, letting his big cock swing free. It twitched as Tom stared down at his bride, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip. 

      

    “Oh, Daddy,” Courtney moaned, her eyes going wide. “You have the nicest cock I’ve ever seen...” 

      

    She stroked it hard a few times, then closed her velvet-soft lips around it, forming a perfect vacuum. Inch by inch his manhood disappeared down her throat, Tom gasping as Courtney deep-throated him. 

      

    “She’s never done that for you before, has she?” Emily asked, leaning over the vanity and hiking up her skirt. “I can tell.” 

      

    “No,” Tom said, amazed. “Fuck, this feels so good!” 

      

    “Suck him off, slut,” Emily said, encouraging Courtney’s bimbo brain. “Suck him off while Erik fucks my brains out.” 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, I was behind Emily, my cock pressing against her soaking wet slit. I buried the head of my cock in her folds and gently pushed, parting her soft walls a tiny bit at a time. Emily bit her lip and ground against me, demanding to feel the full thrust of my cock inside of her. 

      

    “Give it to me,” she begged, her eyes fixed on Courtney as she worked. “Fuck, I’m so goddamn wet. My pussy is so warm and wet and perfect for you, sir, don’t you just want to bury every inch of that hard dick inside me...” 

      

    Well, what man could turn down dirty talk like that? I grabbed Emily’s hair and used it as leverage, stretching her walls as I filled her to the brim. Since I hadn’t zapped her, her pussy wasn’t the perfect bimbo sheathe I was used to – it was even tighter. I felt her tense up as more than half of my foot-long member entered her, her groans changing to disbelief. 

      

    “Holy shit that’s big,” she whimpered, pressing her hips against me. “Go slow, Erik? Just until you’re all the way in. I want to feel you stretch me out.” 

      

    “Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled, my tongue hot against her ear. “I can’t wait to shoot right in your fucking womb...” 

      

    “Ohmigawd yes!” Courtney abruptly stood up, leaving Tom with a confused look on his face. She wiped her mouth and hiked up her wedding dress, giving her groom-to-be a look that was pure lust. 

      

    “I want you to come inside me, too!” she begged, her voice ditzy and high-pitched. “I want me and Erik’s bitch to be dripping with loads when I walk down the aisle!” 

      

    At hearing that, Tom could no longer hold back. His lust took control; he grabbed Courtney around the waist and shoved her big ass onto the desk, spreading her legs wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath her long gown, and Tom’s rock-hard cock slid inside of her easily. 

      

    “Yeah! That’s it!” She raked Tom’s back with her nails as he hammered at her cunt, filling her with long, slow strokes. “Fuck me, sir, fuck me hard!” 

      

    “Is she right,” I grunted into Emily’s ear, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Are you my bitch?” 

      

    “I’m totally your bitch,” Emily groaned, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “I’m your whore, your fuck slut, your fucking cum dumpster, just keep pounding my cunt with that fucking god-stick! I’ve never been filled like this before, and now I never want it to stop!” 

      

    “It won’t stop until I say,” I said with a smirk. “When I’m finished with you!” 

      

    “I’m gonna come, Erik,” Emily gasped, like she couldn’t believe it. “Oh my god it’s so strong, I can’t stop it – I don’t want to stop it! Oh fuck, fuck me fuck...” 

      

    Emily’s walls clenched around me, fitting my cock like a second skin as she climaxed. A long, low cry of passion left her throat as she went weightless beneath me, all rational thought torn away by the massive cock inside of her. Every hard thrust spiked her pleasure to the limit, making her cry out with a new wave of bliss. She rode me as long as she was able, sobbing and begging me for more. 

      

    “Fuck,” Tom groaned. He was watching the two of us, just as Emily was watching him. “Fuck, I’m gonna come...” 

      

    “Come in me, lover,” Courtney begged, locking her legs behind his back and pulling him in deeper. “I want your baby! I want you to make my belly big and swollen with your heirs – I want you to breed me like an animal, make my big tits spray milk for you...” 

      

    Sounding like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing, Tom tossed his head back and let out a series of savage grunts, his hips pummeling Courtney’s. His face flushed crimson as he came, finally pulling out after the bulk of his fertile load splashed inside her womb and spraying his seed all over her gorgeous, expensive wedding dress. 

      

    The thought that he was marking her like an animal marks its territory, that everyone at the wedding would see the come stains all over Courtney’s dress when she walked down the aisle to take her vows, it was too much. I felt myself reach the peak, my balls working overtime to produce a hot, sticky load. I let go, bottoming out inside of Emily and fucking her as hard as I wanted. She was still blissed out, but able to coax me, rocking her hips against mine like she needed my load to live. 

      

    I blew hard, pleasure washing over me as fertile bursts of my load exploded in Emily’s womb. I kept coming, shot after shot, a flood that would have filled her bimbo pussy to the brim but instead gushed out, coating her slit and thighs. The feel of it set her off, made her rock her hips and demand more, and I was more than happy to give it to her: she milked me dry, until I had shot enough come to impregnate a hundred bimbo sluts. 

      

    “Holy shit,” Emily murmured, rubbing her folds as I pulled out of her. “I feel like a human cum rag. God, I feel so fertile...” 

      

    “Me too,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I can’t wait to swear to be your bitch forever, Daddy...” 

      

    I surveyed the scene. Tom looked in utter bliss, like he couldn’t believe his luck, but I had to make sure. “You do want this, right?” I asked. 

      

    After a moment, he nodded. “Uh, yes. Hell yes. Please make Courtney this way permanently. You can do that, right?” 

      

    “Yep,” I said, picking up the WonderRay. “Come here, Courtney.” 

      

    She gave a squee of delight and came forward, until the end of the WonderRay was pressed against her forehead. 

      

    “We’re getting married soon, but this is the real ceremony, isn’t it?” she asked. 

      

    “Oh yeah.” 

      

    She held out her hand, and Tom took it. He stood next to her, grinning proudly. “I love you, baby.” 

      

    “I love you too, Daddy. I want to do this forever. Now shoot me.” 

      

    “You want to do the honors, Tom?” I asked, the urge filling me. 

      

    “Thanks.” He took the gun and held it against his bride’s head. “You’re mine forever now: body and soul.” 

      

    “I’m so happy,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I just-” 

      

    He pulled the trigger. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “Hell of a wedding,” Emily said, rolling me over. “Fun times.” 

      

    I opened my eyes and grunted. The two of us were in a guest bedroom at Tom’s house, where we’d collapsed after the festivities. The audience had been surprisingly receptive to the “new” Courtney, and the reception had been one hell of a party. I had a vague memory of both Emily and Courtney’s mouths wrapped around my cock, then Emily begging me to slide my cock inside Courtney’s tight little pussy...but the rest of the night was a blur. Going from how sore I was, though, it was a good time. 

      

    “You know, I think you could make a career out of this,” Emily said with a tired smile, snuggling me. 

      

    “Out of what?” 

      

    “Helping people. Up until now, you’ve used the WonderRay to help yourself. Yesterday, you used it to help a friend.” 

      

    “You’re right,” I said, pulling her close to me. “Maybe I should. “I mean, I’m not gonna go all superhero, but – there’s a lot of people out there who could use the WonderRay in their lives.” 

      

    “Guys with bad marriages,” Emily said. “Guys who keep getting friend-zoned. Lonely nerds...” 

      

    “Wait a second.” I found my pants (they were lying on the floor next to the bed) and pulled out my cellphone. “You just made me think of something.” 

      

    “What? All my talk of lonely people give you an idea?” 

      

    “Lonely nerds,” I clarified, pulling up my social media account. I’d seen the ads for a week – lots of guys I knew were excited about attending – but I hadn’t thought about it, until… 

      

    “Look at this,” I said, handing her the phone. 

      

    She read the ad, a slow smile spreading across her face. “The 25th Annual Grace City Science Fiction Convention,” she read, laughing. “I thought you said you weren’t going to be a super hero...” 

      

    “That’s a lot of lonely nerds,” I said. “Lot of guys who could use some help. And if I have to dress up like a super hero, you and April have to be slutty female superheroes. Spandex.” 

      

    Emily grinned. “I...kind of like the sound of that.” 

      

    So did I. 

  

  


 

   
    Zapping The Convention 

      

      

      

    



   





 

    “Hey, you! Yes I mean you, dude! Come over here!” 

      

    The man looked at Emily warily, glancing up and down the hallway like he was expecting some kind of prank. The sounds of the convention were a dull roar from this barely-used path. He looked like he’d gotten lost – he had no idea this was his lucky day. 

      

    “Hi.” He stepped forward. A big lanyard around his neck let me know his name was Steve, over top of a nerdy t-shirt. 

      

    “We don’t have much time,” Emily said, pulling him across the corner. “You have to help us.” 

      

    “What’s wrong – oh!” The man’s eyes widened as he caught a full glimpse of Emily and April’s costumes. Both my girls were wearing barely-there superheroine outfits, so tight that even where they covered their supple flesh, they let every guy who stared at them know exactly what they looked like naked. Which men had been doing most of the day. 

      

    “You have to help us,” April said with a giggle. “There’s an evil mind control villain who’s trying to cast a spell on this convention!” 

      

    The man looked between both girls like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but didn’t want to be caught staring. “Uh, okay? How can I help…?” 

      

    “The evil Dark Spiral is trying to cast an aura over this entire convention center,” Emily said smoothly. She was much better at her role than April. “If he succeeds, every woman in this building will be changed forever!” 

      

    “That...sounds bad,” the man said, deciding to play along. “Changed how?” 

      

    “He’s casting...” Emily paused and leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “An anti-blowjob spell.” 

      

    “We have to stop it,” April added. 

      

    The man’s mouth dropped open. “Who...who are you girls?” 

      

    “Oh,” Emily said with a giggle of her own. “Sorry. I should have introduced us first. I’m Hypno Bitch, and this busty heroine on her knees is Bimbo Girl. We’re the super heroes sworn to stop Dark Spiral and his evil Ray of Lust!” 

      

    I stifled a chuckle. This was hilarious. 

      

    “And the only way we can do that,” April said, her hands working at the man’s belt, “is to blow you. We have to destroy his anti-blowjob spell!” 

      

    If I had thought the man was shocked before, it was nothing compared to his reaction now. “B...blow me?” 

      

    “You’ll take one for the team, right?” Emily sunk to her knees next to her busty partner, their poses pulling their spandex costumes even tighter around their breasts. “The only way to resist Dark Spiral’s power is if we suck a big, sticky load out of your cock.” 

      

    “We need it,” April said. 

      

    The man looked like he’d just won the lottery. “Yeah,” he said, running his hand down April’s cheek. “I, uh...I can do that...” 

      

    “Thank you,” Emily purred, helping April bring her perfect lips on the man’s throbbing cock. “You’re such a hero, sir. You’re doing the galaxy an incredible service...” 

      

    As April bobbed on the man’s cock, sending spasms of pleasure through his body, I reached into my pocket and gripped the handle of the WonderRay. 

      

    I feel like Santa Claus, I thought, except I’m giving out an entirely different kind of present. And every girl at this con… 

      

    I pictured the women I’d already seen throughout the day: sexy cosplay girls in revealing outfits, teasing every nerdy guy in the building. 

      

    All of them are about to become my little helpers, I thought. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    “How do I look?” Emily thrust her chest out and pursed her lips. “Be brutally honest. I’m not setting foot in that place until my Hypno Bitch makeup is perfect.” 

      

    “You look amazing,” I said, and meant it. “Every guy in there is going to be cumming in their pants at the sight of you two.” 

      

    A naughty smile spread across Emily’s face. “Good. They better. Do you have any idea how hard it was to squeeze into this fucking suit?” 

      

    I had an idea. As I looked Emily up and down – the girl who, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had become more than a slave but something less than a girlfriend to me – I couldn’t help but admire the jaw-dropping sexiness of her cosplay. Emily hadn’t chosen one specific superheroine to dress as – instead, she was a hyper-sexualized version of several girls I sort of recognized, put together into a melange of lust. Her spandex top fit her like a second skin, cut so low that her perky breasts nearly spilled out of it when she leaned forward, A tiny mask covered just her eyes, dark purple to go with the dark, glossy purple lipstick she wore. Her skirt was criminally short, and I knew from experience that there were no panties underneath of it. Completing the ensemble were a pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots the same dark purple, wrapped around her sexy legs so tight I couldn’t help but imagine what they’d look like in the air with her legs spread. I knew no one else would be able to, either. 

      

    “I know, I know,” Emily said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “It would look better if you zapped me. But there’s no way I’d stay bimbofied the entire con. The first time I came, I’d shrink back down and ruin my costume.” 

      

    “Unless I made it permanent,” I said with a smirk. 

      

    She playfully punched me on the shoulder. “Oh, stop,” she said with a smile. “You’d never do that. Hypno Bitch is Dark Spiral’s right-hand girl. Besides, you already have a bimbo to serve your every need...” 

      

    Both of us glanced over at April. If Emily’s costume was scandalous, April’s was full-on illegal – it covered barely more of her luscious body than a string bikini would have. Her tight spandex ‘hot pants’ were basically just a pair of panties, so tight that every curve of her perpetually-swollen, needy cunt was clearly visible. Two thin strips of fabric ran up from them in a ‘V’ shape, just barely covering the nipples of her gargantuan bimbo tits. The narrow bands of fabric drew tight over her shoulders and formed an ‘x’ across her back before clipping into the tiny patch of fabric covering her ass – other than that and her long platinum blonde hair, she was nude and dripping. April was Bimbo Girl, Dark Spiral’s other hypnotic servant. 

      

    I was wearing a suit. Emily had decided Dark Spiral wore a suit, apparently. 

      

    “Just kidding,” I said with a smile, giving Emily a pat on the ass. “You know I love both of you just the way you are.” 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she said – then her cheeks reddened. “I have to call you Master,” she explained. “We’re your servants. It’s part of the cosplay.” 

      

    “Yeah, of course,” I said with a smirk. My hand moved to smack her ass again, but at the last moment I slid it beneath her pert cheeks and rubbed her folds beneath her skirt. “Dark Spiral is very hands-on with his slaves,” I said. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” Emily groaned. “You’d better stop that, Master, unless you want my thighs dripping the entire time I walk around this convention...” 

      

    “And who’s to say,” I growled, my breath hot against her ear, “that I don’t want that?” 

      

    “Excuse me!” The voice was high-pitched, and sounded like it was a little bit offended even at the best of times. “Excuse me, you three!” 

      

    I slipped my hand from Emily’s cunt just in time. One of the convention staff who had been hanging around just inside the entrance had caught sight of us, and was making her way over with a walk that said trouble. She wasn’t a bad looking girl – short red hair, tight white button-down...she’d look pretty good in a costume, just like Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl. 

      

    I decided to make her my first catch of the day. 

      

    “I need to speak to you before you enter,” the woman said. A big lanyard around her neck announced her as “Stacy: Convention Staff.” 

      

    I feigned boredom and reached into my jacket. “Yes?” 

      

    She squinted as she looked the three of us over. Her eyes widened at Emily’s outfit, then her jaw practically hit the concrete as she examined April’s. 

      

    “Who are you three supposed to...be, exactly?” She adjusted her glasses as she spoke. 

      

    Emily spoke for me. “This is Dark Spiral,” she said, jerking a thumb at me. “He’s a mind-controlling supervillain.” 

      

    “Oh.” She didn’t sound convinced. 

      

    “And we’re his devoted slaves,” Emily continued. “I’m Hypno Bitch and this is Bimbo Girl.” 

      

    “Hiiiiii,” my Bimbo Girl said with a giggle. 

      

    “Uh...huh.” Stacy sniffed. “That doesn’t sound very feminist.” 

      

    “Oh, it’s not feminist at all!” Emily’s eyebrows rose, and a big smile spread across her face. She was clearly enjoying this. “In fact, Dark Spiral loves nothing more than using his wicked Ray of Lust to turn feminists into depraved, cock-worshipping sluts!” 

      

    Stacy’s face went pale with shock. She had obviously heard enough – too bad for her we couldn’t have reached some kind of agreement. 

      

    “Look, I don’t know what kind of convention you think this is,” she said angrily, “but you’ll have to take your fucked up sex comic cosplay somewhere else. You’re skirting the edge of the dress code as it is,” she said, pointing a finger at Emily, “but her...” 

      

    “It’s not cosplay...” I said, cutting her off. I pulled the WonderRay out of my jacket and pointed it at her head. 

      

    “...It’s my life.” 

      

    I pulled the trigger. The gun went wild in my hand, vibrating against my palm and growing nearly too hot to touch. A wave of force rippled out from the tip, striking Stacy and making her double over with pleasure. 

      

    “And now it’s your life, too,” Emily said with a naughty little grin. “Welcome to the harem, slut.” 

      

    “Oh my...oh fuck...” 

      

    Stacy closed her eyes tight, shuddering as if she could throw off the sheer bliss coursing through her veins. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘o’ of ecstasy as waves of pleasure washed through her brain, rewriting her core. Her short red hair lengthened, growing lustrous as it trailed down her back; her breasts and hips stretched the fabric of her clothes. 

      

    “Why don’t you two go on inside,” I said, gesturing at the door. “I’m going to have a little fun with our newest playmate.” 

      

    Emily nodded, then shot me a question: “Should we activate the plan?” 

      

    The plan was something we’d been discussing even before we’d even booked tickets to this event – back when Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl were just jokes Emily had come up with while we were fucking. After I’d used the WonderRay to turn my friend Tom’s cheating bride into a perfect submissive slut on his wedding day, I’d had a surprising revelation: I could use this gun to help people. And that was just what I planned to do. 

      

    “Absolutely,” I said, my eyes still on Stacy’s body as the WonderRay did its work. I found the transformation so erotic; it was so much fun to watch the woman lose all control, give in to her new impulses. “Go find the loneliest-looking nerds and offer yourselves to them. Mouths and tits only, though, for now – our new girls are going to handle the rest. Just get people talking for now.” 

      

    “Oh, they’re gonna talk,” Emily said with a smirk. “Everyone will be looking for the cosplay sluts making a game out of sucking guys off. It’ll definitely get the kind of atmosphere we want.” 

      

    “Good. I’ll meet up with you in the main auditorium in a bit. Good hunting.” 

      

    “Yes, Master.” Abruptly, Emily sprang forward and threw her arms around me, nuzzling my muscled chest with her face. 

      

    “I love you,” she whispered, a sob breaking from her throat. “I love you I love you I love you...” 

      

    “I know,” I said, patting her ass. “Go be a good little slave for Dark Spiral – got it?” 

      

    In a flash, her walls were back up – and a naughty smile was plastered on her face. She turned to April and raised a fist in the air. “Who are we?” 

      

    They had rehearsed this part. “The Whores of Dark Spiral!” April yelled. 

      

    “That’s right. And soon, every woman here will be one of us. Let’s go.” She led April into the convention hall, the two most gorgeous cosplay bitches I had ever seen. Everyone’s going to be staring at them, I thought. They’re going to be so distracted, they won’t even see me coming. 

      

    “Now,” I said, looking back down at my prey. “How are you feeling?” 

      

    Stacy’s eyes shined with lust. Her new body was beyond voluptuous – she looked like a fertility goddess ready for a breeding ritual. Her cheeks flushed crimson, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she looked up at her new Master. 

      

    “I...” a giggle left her lips, and she put her fingers to them – gasping at their plump, glossy feel. “I feel so wonderful, sir. What did you say your name was? Dark...Spiral?” 

      

    “That’s right,” I said, taking her hand. “You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral now. You belong to me.” 

      

    “You...you’re right,” she said, some of the glazed look leaving her face. “I do belong to you. It feels...it feels so right to belong to you, to have no will of my own. No worries – no cares...I’m...ohhhhh...” 

      

    Without the slightest bit of shame, she unbuttoned her jeans and slipped her fingers into them, rubbing her clit in hard little circles. She cried out, biting her lip from the rush of pleasure. 

      

    “I’m so horny,” she whimpered. “Please fuck me, Master. Please? I can be so good for you...” 

      

    I looked around for a suitable spot to fuck my newest conquest – it wouldn’t do to be caught by the authorities, not yet. Immediately to the side of the convention entrance were a bank of restrooms; I led Stacy there, her hand shaking with excitement in my massive, muscled palm. 

      

    Once we were inside, I shoved her inside of a stall and pressed her up against the cold partition. Her tits had grown so large that I could see them from the back, spilling out from both sides. She let out a low growl and thrust her ass towards me, pulling down her jeans with her thumbs. 

      

    Underneath she was wearing a pair of white cotton panties; with a commanding grunt I tore them right off her, leaving them in shreds. 

      

    “Ohmigawd you’re so strong,” she groaned, pressing her curves against my hardness. “I bet even if I said no right now and told you that I didn’t want it, you could just pick me up and make me take your cock, couldn’t you, sir?” 

      

    “Don’t play games with me,” I growled, ripping her jeans down the rest of the way. “I know how badly you want this.” 

      

    As soon as her pants were off her legs, she spread them wide, giving me a bird’s eye view of her dripping folds. Warmth radiated off of her cunt, juices staining the inside of her thighs as they quivered with need. 

      

    “Yes,” she admitted, pressing her face against the wall of the stall. “I need this. I need you to fuck me, Master – I need you to own me...” 

      

    “Once I own you,” I said, taking her hair and wrapping it around my fist, “You’ll do everything I say. I should tell you now: I have every intention of giving you to other men.” 

      

    “Other men?” She started to protest, but then the head of my cock pressed against the entrance to her folds and all her thoughts ceased. “Yes, Master! I’ll fuck whoever you want, just please fuck my tight little pussy!” 

      

    Thrusting my hips like a jackhammer, I entered her. Her tight walls fit my cock like a second skin, making my shaft throb and twitch with bursts of precum as I filled her womb. It was perfection – with the WonderRay’s commands controlling her every move, she met me with the perfect amount of pressure and angle before I even knew what I needed. Before long we were shaking the stall with my thrusts, the entire room clattering as I quite literally fucked her brains out. 

      

    “Pound me, Master!” She clung to the wall, one hand digging its nails into my thigh like she might collapse if she let go. “Fuck my pussy like you own it! Give me every inch of that fucking dick!” 

      

    With a grunt, I smacked her ass, then gripped her throat as I bore down, locking into a hard rhythm that left her gasping. I could feel my balls drawing up against her folds, getting ready to deposit my fertile load in her pussy. 

      

    “You’re going to make yourself available,” I grunted, pinning her against the wall. “Any man at this convention who wants to fuck you can have your body however he wants. You’re a whore, only you don’t need to be paid. You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral, and you live for my commands. Say it! Say it and I’ll shoot my load inside you!” 

      

    “I’m a Whore of Dark Spiral!” The walls of Stacy’s cunt clenched around my cock as she lost control, giving herself up to orgasm. “I’m a WHOOOORE of DARK SPIRAL! I fucking live for every fucking command you want to give me…!” 

      

    With a savage grin, I pulled out of her sopping cunt just before the ultimate moment. A look of surprise reigned on her face, but an instant later I grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, attacking her tightest, most private channel with my shaft. I sunk inside her to the hilt, making her scream with delight as I claimed her, body and soul. 

      

    “Your body is mine!” I cried as the first bursts of come shot from my cock. “Your soul is mine! Submit to Dark Spiral! Feel his seed!” 

      

    I’m really getting into this whole ‘villain’ thing, I thought dazedly. It was a little silly, but I didn’t want to stop – it felt much too good to stop. 

      

    Stacy groaned and rode me with her ass, milking me dry as I continued shooting in her tight little pucker. My balls emptied, draining inside of her, and when I finally removed my mammoth rod a veritable torrent of come trickled down her womanhood. 

      

    “I wanted you to breed me, Master,” she said, pouting. 

      

    I was too far into my role to stop now – it was like I had no control over what happened next. I reached out and slapped her, full across the face, then before the shock left her eyes I grabbed her hair and pulled, making her wince and sink to her knees submissively. 

      

    “You do what I tell you,” I growled, sounding like a real supervillain. “You have to earn my load, slut.” 

      

    “Yes Master,” she whimpered, speaking quickly through the pain. “Tell me what to do, how I can please you, I’m so sorry Master so sorry...” 

      

    I let her hair go. What was I thinking? But I liked it. Maybe a little too much. 

      

    “You can be a good whore for me today,” I told her. “Go join your sisters on the convention floor – they’ll get your clothes in the proper shape to be one of my sluts. Then, I want you to offer yourself to any man who wants you – but unlike my two lieutenants, you will give anything to these men. Even if they want your ass, even if they want to breed you like the worthless animal you are, you will spread your legs and say ‘Yes, sir.’ Understood?” 

      

    “Yes, sir,” she replied in a tiny, scared voice. My cock roared back to full mast at the sound of it. Suddenly I wasn’t done – I felt a dark, sinister impulse taking hold of me, making me want to dominate this little slut further. Was this something the WonderRay was doing to me, the same way it had given me my alpha-male body and my foot-long god-stick? Or was it something that had been inside of me all along, just waiting for the power to make it a reality? 

      

    Either way, I realized: I didn’t care. It was fun to be Dark Spiral. 

      

    “Come here,” I said, grabbing my newest slave by the shoulder. What was her name again? Sarah? Stacy? It didn’t matter: she was just a piece of fuck-meat, another whore to breed and control. Only Emily and April were anything else – and I was beginning to feel a little fuzzy on them, too… 

      

    “Yes, Master?” She looked up at me, the dark makeup she’d applied before the convention running in twin smears down her cheeks. “How can I please you?” 

      

    “Clean this off,” I commanded, thrusting my cock in her face. When she just stared at it, I slapped her, hard. As her mouth dropped open, I forced my cock into her velvet-soft mouth and down her throat. 

      

    “Mmmmm...” she groaned, my cock disappearing into her mouth. She gagged, coughing, but finally relaxed and took it all the way down. A mixture of my come and her juices dribbled from the sides of her mouth as she stared up at me, her eyes begging for my approval. 

      

    “That’s a good little slut,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. She shivered with pleasure, her body already addicted to my praise – it made her come instantly. Good. 

      

    “Now hold it right there,” I said, taking her head by both sides and gripping it tight. “I’m going to fuck your face just like I fucked your ass.” 

      

    “Uh huh,” she groaned, her mouth filled with cock. 

      

    Grinning, I thrust inside her as hard as I could. Her eyes widened like saucers, but her new bimbo body could take it – she had been built for this, reconfigured to take a foot-long cock down her throat. Soon I lost all restraint and tangled my fist in her hair, pinning her against my balls as I fucked her throat with abandon. 

      

    “That’s right,” I grunted, throbbing and twitching in her throat. “Taste that fucking load, slut. You live for that fat fucking cock down your throat...” 

      

    It didn’t take long – I could come on command now, and I didn’t waste any time holding back. What was the point? At the peak of my thrusts, I suddenly yanked my cock free of my slave’s mouth and exploded all over her. Thick ropes of stringy, sticky come coated her face, dribbling down her neck and covering her tits. The feel of it sent her off into another climax, her fingers scooping it up and bringing it to her lips like an offering. She coughed as she forced it into her mouth, debasing herself utterly as she begged for my approval. 

      

    “Now what do you say, slut?” 

      

    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Thank you for honoring me with your cock...” 

      

    “Good. Now get to work.” Without any further ceremony, I stepped over her and left the stall, stepping back into my pants as I did so. I left her in a heap, mindlessly pleasuring herself as the details of her defilement played on a loop in her mind’s eye. It seemed impossible that I had once treated these girls with tenderness, even love...they were fuck-slaves, creatures created for my pleasure. Nothing more. 

      

    A small crowd had gathered around the door of the bathroom – probably drawn by the sounds of primal, submissive sex echoing from inside. Most of them were women, many in costumes, and their eyes shined with terror and disgust as I exited. 

      

    “Hello there,” I said, reaching into my jacket. 

      

    “What were you doing in there?” someone yelled. 

      

    “Get security!” 

      

    “Who are you?” 

      

    “I’m Dark Spiral,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at the hottest girl in the crowd, “and this is my kingdom now.” 

      

    I pressed the trigger. Then I pressed it again, and again, and again. Women fell, writhing in pleasure, and as each did I put the WonderRay against their head and pulled the trigger a second time. Permanent. 

      

    Dimly, I realized I had just made a mistake – the girl in the bathroom. The one whose name I could no longer remember.  I had zapped her, I had fucked her, but I hadn’t made it permanent. Whatever, I thought with a smirk. It doesn’t matter. Maybe I’ll pick her back up later – or not. She was worthless. 

      

    “I want you to fuck all these men,” I said, staring at each man in the crowd for a moment before turning to my new slaves. They were all in the throes of transformation, but they could hear me. “Pleasure them in any way they choose. You are but instruments for male pleasure – you have no will of your own. Then come inside the convention center and join your Master.” 

      

    “What the fuck?” one man asked – but his gaze was already locked on a busty blonde girl, currently coming her brains out as her tits grew larger than her head. The man’s girlfriend? Someone he wishes was his girlfriend? His stepsister? It didn’t matter. 

      

    “Take them,” I said, gesturing at the slaves. “They are my gift to you.” 

      

    As I walked away, the men began to fondle and finger the slaves. They moaned with pleasure, begging for more, already beginning to use their new powers of seduction to make sure the men fucked them. 

      

    I’ve been using this thing far too sparingly, I thought, hefting the WonderRay. Time to build a harem. 

      

    And grinning, I entered the convention center. This was my Kingdom for the day – time to make my servants kneel. 

  

  


 

   
    Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 

      

    If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 

      

      

      

      

    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 

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


Return of The Magic Glasses 

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

Tales of the Magic Glasses 

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

Family of the Magic Glasses 

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

    



   





 

    Cheat Code 

      

    Cheat Code: Volume One 

      

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

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

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Control 

      

    Roommate Control: A Novel 

      

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

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

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

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

      

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Corruption 

      

    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

      

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

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

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


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

      

    



   





 

    The Demon Prince 

      

    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

      

    Vance has a list. 

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

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

      

      

    



   





 

    Free Use Bimbos 

      

    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

      

    The plague changed everything. 

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

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

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

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

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



   





 

    The Corrupter 

      

    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

      

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



   





 

    About the Author 

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