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    I don't think this is working :( 
 
      
 
    Six words. One sad face emoji. And just like that, my relationship was over. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the text message, reading it again as an awful feeling settled over me like ice in the pit of my stomach. My fingers reached for the reply button, froze, then started to move again. I got two words into a response before I sighed, turned off the phone and shoved it into my pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. “God damn it.” 
 
      
 
    A text message? Really? Dating in the twenty-first century sucked. I had really thought things were going well. Anne was a lot of fun; we'd been on three dates and as far as I knew we'd both enjoyed them, we texted each other all the time, we were moving into that exciting area where making out and heavy petting in my car was about to turn into full-on fucking in my apartment. I was on the verge of getting laid on the reg for the first time in a long time, and with a girl I really liked. Now, instead… 
 
      
 
    As if on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and pulled up my new text message: 
 
      
 
    Sorry. :( I just don't think I'm the girl for you. 
 
      
 
    What the hell did that even mean? I put the phone down on the counter and rubbed my sinuses with two fingers, still not really believing what I was reading. 
 
      
 
    Normally I wouldn't have been able to have my phone out like this, but the store had been deserted for hours. A freak snowstorm yesterday had put a half-foot of ice on the ground, and the people who were able to dig themselves out of their driveways and hit the road were more interested in buying food than video games. On a normal day I'd be slammed working the counter by myself, but thanks to the snow I could count the number of people I'd seen so far today on one hand. I'd spent most of the day goofing off, playing a few rounds on some of the display consoles we had around the, store, and waiting for Anne to text me back. 
 
      
 
    I took my phone back out of my pocket and glanced at it, but there were no more messages. I couldn't think of anything to say, so I put it away and started walking in circles around the store, stretching and sighing. At a rack of newly-released video games I had to stop myself from reaching out and smashing the whole shelf to the floor. Somehow the store being empty made it worse: at least if someone else were here, I'd have something to take my mind off things. 
 
      
 
    I played a few rounds of the latest fighting game, looking to blow off steam. But soon enough, I found my mind wandering, unable to focus on the characters in front of me. What had I done wrong? I was getting dumped, again. All my dating in the last year had gone this way: promising, slow movement with a nice girl, then a sudden, harsh stop. My love life was the shittiest roller coaster ever, and I couldn't figure out why. 
 
      
 
    What I want more than anything, I thought, not even paying attention to the game anymore, is to skip all the bullshit. Go straight from zero to sixty. Meet a nice girl, take her out, and have her instantly fall madly in love with me. Head over heels. Have her begging for me to take her night and day. God, just the thought of it was making me horny. It had been too long since I'd come inside a girl's warm, wet pussy, and the thought of Anne straddling me, whispering in my ear begging me to forgive her, was making my cock perk up in my slacks. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Dream on, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    On the screen, my fighter's head exploded in a burst of pixelated gore. Game over. 
 
      
 
    The front door swung open. 
 
      
 
    It took a second for it to register; I honestly had forgotten I was even at work. I dropped the controller (fortunately it was connected to the machine by a thick cord) and turned awkwardly to greet the customer. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, welcome to GameZone,” I said. “I'm Parker. Can I help you find anything…?” 
 
      
 
    I trailed off as the customer shook snow off her parka and pulled the hood down. Wow, I thought. What a knockout. 
 
      
 
    The girl was a tiny little thing – the top of her head barely came up to my chest – and even under a thick jacket I could see the curves of her breasts and hips clearly. Her brown hair was in a cute pixie cut, and even in jeans her long legs looked amazing in high black boots. I realized I was staring and blinked rapidly, glancing back at the console. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no thanks,” the girl said, her voice a smooth contralto. “I'm just browsing.” 
 
      
 
    She walked past me, scrutinizing the large shelf of used games along the opposite wall. Slowly, so as not to look too eager for company, I headed back behind the counter. I watched her browse the games, her back to me. In other circumstances, it might have been stalker-ish or weird, but I literally had nothing else to do but stare at this girl. 
 
      
 
    And damn, what a girl. I had already been fantasizing about Anne, and it was the easiest thing in the world to transfer the hard-on I was nursing over her to this new girl. I could just picture her dropping to her knees, that cute little face beaming with pleasure as she pulled my cock out of my pants. I wanted to bend her over right there, just spread her legs and fuck her senseless in the middle of work – this complete stranger I'd met two minutes ago. Not getting to felt like the most unfair thing in the world. 
 
      
 
    Right as my running fantasy started getting good, she looked over her shoulder at me, her piercing blue eyes gleaming. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I do have a question,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I suddenly realized my throat had gone dry. “Um...uh, yeah. What's up?” 
 
      
 
    If she noticed my discomfort, she paid it no mind. “Do you have that RPG that just came out, that cute one where you can, like, talk to people instead of killing them?” 
 
      
 
    I knew exactly what she was talking about. Unfortunately, we didn't. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head. “They actually don't have it on any consoles. It's only on PCs right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she said, visibly deflated. “Bummer.” 
 
      
 
    Dammit, I thought as she turned back. That was my one chance. In a second, she'd probably get tired of browsing and leave, and then I'd be alone again. I had to get my mojo working, get the juices flowing, chat this girl up – if only to make myself feel like a human being again after Anne dumped me. Unfortunately, I felt about as suave as a paper hanger. 
 
      
 
    While I was lost in thought, my eyes slowly drifted to the floor. When I glanced up, she was standing there, a tiny grin on her face like she'd been waiting to see how long it would take me to notice her. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I want this one.” She held up an empty game case, then pointed at one of the signs plastered on the door. “You guys are doing 'buy two, get one free' on all the used games, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I said quickly. “Not that anyone is here to take advantage of it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m here,” she said with a mock-offended face. “I'm gonna keep browsing, but I want that one – can you grab it for me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, totally,” I said. “I'll hold it up here for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Cool.” Her grin got a touch wider. “I'm not really sure what else to get. Anything in particular you'd recommend?” 
 
      
 
    It was another opening. And, in true Parker form, I totally botched it. 
 
      
 
    “Um...geez, putting me on the spot,” I said, trying to sound casual and flirty but utterly failing at either. “What kind of games do you like?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “Games like that one,” she said, pointing to the game case she'd handed me. I glanced at it for the first time – it was an obscure Japanese role-playing game. Hell, I didn't know the first thing about it. 
 
      
 
    I couldn't help what happened next: it just slipped out. “Wow,” I said, “I'm kind of surprised you play this.” 
 
      
 
    I swear, I was just talking about the fact that it was a crazy-obscure RPG that probably took a billion hours to beat. But she took it a completely different way. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “Oh, word? You think I'm buying it for my boyfriend or something?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, shit. Too late, I realized how awful what I'd said sounded. “No, no I didn't mean it that way. I didn't eve know you had a boyfriend.” 
 
      
 
    She scoffed. “I swear, guys like you are the worst. What do I have to do, prove that I'm a nerd?” She pulled up the sleeve on her jacket, exposing a tattoo on her wrist of the Triforce from the Legend of Zelda. “But that's probably too casual for you, right?” 
 
      
 
    I held up my hands in a warding gesture. “That's not what I meant, okay? I'm really sorry. I thought it was really cool that you play this, that's all.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me for a moment as if re-evaluating me, then relaxed. “Whatever. I probably shouldn't have gone off on you like that. Um, I'm gonna go find another game.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she strode away, not looking back. 
 
      
 
    Fucking great. Great job, Parker. The only way that exchange could have gone worse would've been if I'd dropped my fucking pants halfway through. 
 
      
 
    “What a day,” I muttered, bending under the counter. I might as well find the game she wanted. Beneath the register were a chest of poorly-maintained drawers, bursting at the seams with extra copies of games. I knew from a glance at the box that this one was going to be way in the back. 
 
      
 
    I pulled open a drawer and reached deep inside, way further than I ever usually had to. My fingers reached out, brushed against a jewel case, then closed on something hard. What the hell? That...did not feel like a game. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the object out of the drawer and stared at it. My voice was a whisper. “What the hell is this thing?” 
 
      
 
    It had been sitting in the back of that drawer for who knows how long, yet it didn't have a speck of dust on it. It was an oblong plastic wedge, its surface the ugly beige of old computer equipment. Looking at it, I got the impression of having seen it before somewhere, or having seen something similar in appearance. In fact, I realized it bore a striking resemblance to one of those old handheld video game players from the early 90s. Was that what this was? Had we ever sold those? 
 
      
 
    There was a seam along the middle like the cream filling between two Oreo cookies. I reached out with a fingertip, pressed it gently… 
 
      
 
    The whole thing came open with a snap, and I immediately revised my opinion of the object. It might look like something from the 90's, but there was no way something this sophisticated could be that old. 
 
      
 
    It unfolded into a clamshell design, with a screen on the top half and a very basic-looking keyboard on the bottom. As soon as it was fully open, the screen brightened. A logo appeared for a fraction of a second – two stylized C's overlapping on top of a black-and-white checkerboard design – then the device booted up. 
 
      
 
    Blocky letters appeared on the screen. New User Detected. Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please enter your name. 
 
      
 
    When you've spent most of your life playing video games, entering your name at the beginning of a game just becomes second nature. I didn't hesitate as I punched the strange, velvety keys. 
 
      
 
    P-A-R-K-E-R. Enter. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, where'd you go?” 
 
      
 
    I stood up too fast, hitting the back of my head on the bottom of the counter. The world exploded with pain; I clutched my head and stifled a curse. Shit, I'd been so distracted the girl had startled me. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” she said as I rose over the counter, rubbing the back of my neck. “You okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. Oddly, I kept the device against my thigh and didn't put it on the counter – partly because I wanted to keep it secret, partly because I didn't want to find out she already knew what it was, making me look even more stupid. 
 
      
 
    “I'm gonna get this one, too,” she said, handing me another game. 
 
      
 
    I took the game and lay it on the counter next to its predecessor, nodding. “Yeah, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Now I've just got to pick out my freebie.” A wicked gleam shined in her eyes. “Maybe I'll pick something out that my boyfriend would like. I dunno.” 
 
      
 
    She twirled on her heel and walked away, humming and swaying her hips as if to say look at what he gets and you don't. It infuriated me. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she was looking the other way, I pulled the device out from under the counter. It had finished booting up while I was occupied, and now it was displaying what I assumed was the main menu: 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu 
 
    1) Bookmarks 
 
    2) Cheats by Category 
 
    3) Cheats by Name 
 
    4) Advanced Search 
 
    5) Experimental Mode (Beta) 
 
    6) TOP SECRET 
 
      
 
    Press CC at any time to enter a Cheat... 
 
      
 
    Like any curious person with a pulse, I immediately selected TOP SECRET. I was greeted with a disappointing message: 
 
      
 
    This folder requires a password. Please enter password now: 
 
      
 
    I tried 'password', 'admin' and 'letmein' before the machine beeped and informed me I was locked out of 'TOP SECRET' for the next 24 hours. Oh well, I had plenty of other stuff to look at. 
 
      
 
    I backed up and opened the Bookmarks folder. Empty. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that makes sense,” I muttered. “Being a new user and all...” 
 
      
 
    Starting to get bored already, I thumbed over to 'Cheats By Name'. Now I was looking at a list of 'cheats', sorted alphabetically. From the size of the scroll bar I could tell that this was a long list. It started with numbers: 
 
      
 
    10: Player receives $10 in local currency 
 
    100: Player receives $100 in local currency 
 
    1000: Player receives $1000 in local currency… 
 
      
 
    I frowned, pressing the scroll up and scroll down keys. Each option was highlighted as I scrolled past it. The only thing was, what did they actually do? 
 
      
 
    I flipped the thing over, looking for a cartridge slot or something, anything to give me a clue as to this machine's function. If I didn't know any better, I'd swear I was holding one of those devices that let you input 'cheat codes' in video games – except there was no space to connect a video game to the machine. So what did it effect? Was it wireless, somehow? 
 
      
 
    Confused, I selected '100' and pressed enter. The machine gave a low, disturbing whir, then the screen flashed quickly. 
 
      
 
    'Cheat activated. Returning to main menu…' 
 
      
 
    A few seconds later, I was staring at the same screen of options I'd been looking at a minute before. There was a new message at the top asking me if I wanted to add the cheat to my bookmarks – I shrugged and selected yes. Not that it meant anything. 
 
      
 
    Player receives a hundred dollars, I thought. If only it were that easy. Like pushing a button… 
 
      
 
    I froze. A nervous little laugh escaped my throat. No, that couldn't be, right? It was totally impossible. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, feeling like a character in a horror movie, I reached into my pocket and drew out my wallet. Stuffed behind my credit cards and gym membership were the two five dollar bills I'd been intending to buy lunch with. In between them was a crisp, perfect one hundred dollar bill. 
 
      
 
    I took it out of the wallet, staring at it like I expected it to dissolve into nothingness any second. It looked like it was hot off the presses; it even felt vaguely warm. I scrutinized like I'd never looked at money a customer had handed me, and I couldn't see a thing wrong with it. 
 
      
 
    This wasn't here before, I told myself. Hell, I never carried that much cash on me – I wasn't a roll of bills kind of guy. There was only one explanation, but it didn't make any sense. It couldn't be true. 
 
      
 
    I put in the cheat, I realized. I put in the cheat and I got the money. 
 
      
 
    What else could this thing do? 
 
      
 
    As I was still reeling, the machine popped up another helpful message: 
 
      
 
    Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. What the hell did that mean? I held up the device, moving it back and forth in confusion, and the screen flashed again. It was a camera, like the one you used on your phone to take a selfie, and I had pointed right at my cute-as-hell customer. 
 
      
 
    A green box appeared around her for a moment on the screen, then vanished. Scan complete, the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready. 
 
      
 
    If finding a Benjamin in my wallet had been a shock, this was a five-alarm, code blue heart attack. I could activate cheats...on other people? What, what kind of cheats? 
 
      
 
    I scrolled the cheats by type, scrolling feverishly. I had to do it again. I had to prove this was real, that I hadn't just hallucinated a hundred-dollar bill into my pocket. 
 
      
 
    Then I found it. Halfway down the list of categories: “Love and Sex.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced from the device to the girl, still browsing the shelves with her back to me. For a second, I weighed the morality of what I was going to do. Could I really 'cheat' my way into a cute girl's pants? What kind of person would that make me? 
 
      
 
    On the other hand, what kind of idiot would I be if I was holding that kind of power in my hands and never used it? 
 
      
 
    It only took a second. I ran down the list, found the cheat I wanted. 
 
      
 
    “LVSKIP,” I read quietly. “Automatically complete the 'romance subplot' for selected NPC.” I'd played plenty of video games where there were characters you could romance, usually by spending time with them or completing a specific quest. At the end of a romance subplot, that character fell in love with the protagonist, and there was a sex scene. 
 
      
 
    Oh my god a sex scene. Was that…? 
 
      
 
    I stopped thinking and activated the cheat. 
 
      
 
    For about thirty seconds, I was afraid it was all a lie – that I had forgotten about the $100 bill in my wallet, that everything had been a weird coincidence. Then the girl turned around. 
 
      
 
    There was a wide smile on her face. Any trace of the disgust, anger or attitude she'd been giving me was gone. As she walked across the room, she caught my eye and began to unzip her jacket, pulling it back to reveal a black tank top that ended at her midriff. Sweat stood out on her ample cleavage; her breasts were high, firm and aching for my tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Parker,” she said, and any trace of doubt I had vanished. There was smoke in that voice, and heat, and a need so obvious it should have been the start of a porno. 
 
      
 
    I didn't know what to say. “Hey.” 
 
      
 
    “You've done so much for me,” she said, stepping behind the counter. “You've waited on me, you've brought me my games...I feel like we've made a real connection.” 
 
      
 
    That sounded ludicrous, but I wasn't about to question. “That's wonderful,” I said. “I-” 
 
      
 
    “Shh,” she whispered, putting a hand on my lips. She was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating off her. She cast her jacket to the floor. 
 
      
 
    “I know you're about to go out and save the world,” she said. “I wish you didn't have to. I can't bear the thought that I might never see you again, that you might die saving us from this great and terrible evil.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my god. I understood immediately: she was acting like a video game character. This was every 'romance' scene I'd ever played, but real – and, I was hoping, with all the censoring taken out. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not afraid,” I said, picking up the cue. “Just...this might be the last night we spend together.” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” she said with a throaty, lusty laugh. “And no man has earned his way into my bed like you, Parker. Let me give you your reward.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could respond one way or the other she was on her knees, prostrate before me like a worshipful servant. She looked up and met my gaze, keeping eye contact as she undid my belt and worked my cock free.  
 
      
 
    If anyone walked in, I'd be screwed – they'd see me getting blown behind the counter. And suddenly, I realized I didn't care. This was real. I was really using cheat codes in everyday life. I was going to enjoy this. And if someone happened to come in from the snow, well: I was sure there was probably a cheat for that, too. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow,” the girl breathed, reaching into my pants. “You're already so hard for me. And so big.” 
 
      
 
    My cock stood fully erect, so hard it almost hurt. It dripped with juice. I watched as the girl's face slackened in awe as she took it all in, mouth open with delight. My balls followed, swollen to bursting with come. 
 
      
 
    “You deserve the greatest whore in the realm, my hero,” the girl whispered. “I'm going to do my best to be that for you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she leaned forward and gobbled me up, sliding my shaft between her soft lips and burying me down her throat.  
 
      
 
    “Mmmh,” she moaned around my cock, relaxing her throat. God, she felt amazing. Every inch of her mouth was warm and wet, filled with the most unbelievable suction. Unconsciously, I started thrusting against her, letting my cock fill her sweet little mouth even deeper. She took it all, stretching her throat to accommodate me. 
 
      
 
    She really thinks I'm a hero, I thought. She's tasting my cock because I won her heart and she thinks I'm...what? The protagonist? 
 
      
 
    She pulled back, letting the fat head of my cock rest on her tongue. With her free hand, she pulled hair away from her face and stared up at me. 
 
      
 
    “Am I doing well, hero?” She asked with a naughty smile. “Or would you prefer the attentions of some tavern wench?” 
 
      
 
    “Never, princess,” I said, really starting to get into it now. “I want you. I want to spread your legs and fuck you. I want to plow your royal pussy until you spend the entire time I'm gone sore.” 
 
      
 
    She bit her lip like this was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Yes, my lord. I...want that, too. I wasn't sure if you thought me worthy.” 
 
      
 
    “Worthy?” 
 
      
 
    “For your seed, hero.” She was beaming now. “That it might quicken, and fatten me with your heir.” 
 
      
 
    So she wasn't on the pill. And I didn't have a condom. I didn't want a condom. I wanted to feel her, every twitch and tremor of her tight little slit as I came inside her. I realized I wanted to make her pregnant, that the thought of knocking this stranger up with 'heirs' made my dick throb with need. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you're definitely worthy. You want that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my lord.” She blushed. “It would be an honor.” 
 
      
 
    I helped her to her feet and bent her over the desk. Her pants came down easily; she wasn't wearing panties underneath. Bad little nerd, I thought. Her pussy was shaved and dripping with moisture – between that and the job her mouth had done on me, I was able to slide into her with one smooth stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Parker!” She cried, clutching the counter and grinding her hips on my rod. “Fuck me! Breed me, lord! I want your seed inside me while you save us! You deserve this, hero!” 
 
      
 
    I do, I thought. This girl was a reward: a trophy given to me just like a trophy in a video game, for completing a series of actions. Only, I'd skipped all those actions, because I had a cheat code. As I felt myself building to climax, I realized this was what I was meant to be doing – collecting as many trophies as I could. Getting all the rewards. 
 
      
 
    Taking all the snobby girls who thought they were too good to be bred like cheap whores. 
 
      
 
    “I'm so fertile,” the girl moaned, delirious with pleasure. “You make me feel like such a real woman, my lord. I know if you come in me now I'll make you so many babies!” 
 
      
 
    The thought of it sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, burying myself inside her so hard she was pinned against the display case, her breasts flattened and face against the glass. I came like a conqueror, savoring the spoils of victory. An unlike a video game, there was no fade to black, no cutaway, no censoring. I came inside her, shooting over and over again with zero protection, and it was the best feeling in the world. I felt her climax beneath me, the sensation of being bred pulling her brainwashed body up to climax and tossing her over the side. As good as this felt for me, it had to feel even better for her. It was like fulfilling your entire purpose in life, on top of coming. 
 
      
 
    When I was done, she stood up and pulled her pants on, her creamy pussy dripping down her thigh. Her face was flushed with afterglow; she had a smile as big as a billboard. 
 
      
 
    “That was everything I had hoped it would be, hero,” she said. “Thank you for deeming me worthy of you.” 
 
      
 
    “You're, um, very welcome,” I said. Now that the haze of orgasmic bliss was wearing off, I felt a little...embarrassed. This was awkward. What was I supposed to do now? 
 
      
 
    “I guess I'll ring you up for these?” I asked, motioning towards the games.  
 
      
 
    She looked at them as if she'd never seen such things before. “These trinkets? What would I need them for? I have you, hero.” She snuggled close to me and nuzzled beneath my neck. “Take me back to your holdfast. I want to make sure I'm bearing your child when you leave in the morning...” 
 
      
 
    Oh, shit. She was broken. Maybe there was a reason there were fades to black in video games. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, taking a step back. God, I'd really come in her without protection, hadn't I? She could be on her way to pregnant right now...and weirdly, the thought turned me on. “You need to go home...hang on, one second...” 
 
      
 
    I fumbled for the device, pressing buttons at random. Finally I found an option that seemed promising – 'revert all cheats'. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even consider the consequences, I pressed it. 
 
      
 
    Instantly, a confused look came over the girl's face. “What...” 
 
      
 
    She staggered like a drunk, looking around her surroundings like she hadn't been here for close to an hour. “Why am I back here? I...I'm sorry. Did I do something?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh, no,” I said. “You're fine. You were helping me get this.” I held up her second game. 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” She moved back around the counter. 
 
      
 
    I rang her up and she left, looking frazzled but more or less okay. When I opened my wallet, the hundred dollar bill was gone. 
 
      
 
    So I can undo the changes… I thought. But I have to undo ALL the changes… 
 
      
 
    I plugged the 100 cheat back in and activated it. A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in my wallet. 
 
      
 
    Well, I was just going to have to be more careful from now on. Or a lot less moral. 
 
      
 
    The possibilities were almost as terrifying as they were exciting. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, I walked out the door, put up a “back in ten minutes” sign and locked up. I needed time to think about all this, to come to grips with what I'd just done and what I might be willing to do in the future. I needed a lunch break. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I'd just found myself with some extra cash. 
 
    
  
 
    Volume Two: The Waitress 
 
      
 
    I did it, I thought, driving through the snow. Holy shit, I really did it. I'm going to get in so much trouble. 
 
      
 
    Snow piled the roadway on either side, standing over two feet high. The blacktop had been salted the night before the big snowstorm, but there was still plenty of ice on the road. Even during the best of times, it would have been a tough drive, but I couldn't keep my mind on the present. It kept slipping back, to an hour ago, to something I was still struggling to believe wasn't a fantasy. 
 
      
 
    For the dozenth time since I'd started driving, I patted the object in my jacket, reassuring myself that it was real. The CheatCode. 
 
      
 
    There was a gentle soreness in my arms and legs; the gentle, good kind of ache you got after some really good, hard sex. Normally I wouldn't have been further away from feeling this way – my girlfriend had just left me and I was stuck in a dead-end job working a video game store in the worst snowstorm of the year – but I had just had sex, great sex, with a woman I'd known for all of ten minutes. A tiny, geeky goddess who'd gotten on her knees and put my cock in her mouth, all while proclaiming me a hero. 
 
      
 
    My hero, she said, let me give you exactly what you deserve… 
 
      
 
    This thing in my jacket, it made her do that. I found it when I was cleaning out the back of our crumbling, overstuffed shelving units: some kind of prototype handheld game console, looking like it came straight out of the early 1990s. But the things it did...it made her want me. It made her serve me, some guy she didn't know, made her get on her knees and blow me then present her pussy to me like an offering. 
 
      
 
    “Three things,” I muttered to myself as I pulled off the main road. “One: I feel like I just had sex, so I probably did. Two: I have this game thing in my jacket, so I know it's real. Three...” 
 
      
 
    As I unbuckled my seatbelt, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet. Inside, tucked between two crumpled fives, was a hundred-dollar bill so crisp I'd swear it had just come off the presses. That was the other thing I'd done with CheatCode – make myself richer. 
 
      
 
    Sex and money, I thought. I have a machine that might let me have whatever I want, and I default to sex and money. What kind of person am I? 
 
      
 
    Well, not just sex and money. Food, too. 
 
      
 
    Pulling into the parking lot, I saw with relief that the restaurant was open despite the snow. It was a nice old Italian place I went to sometimes, tucked in the middle of a strip mall. The businesses around it were closed down for the day, and there were only a couple of cars in the parking lot – employees, probably. The fewer the better, preferably. 
 
      
 
    I still couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd fucked that girl, and I didn't even know her name. I'd come inside of her without protection. She could be pregnant soon, because of me, and she'd never know it. She'd be carrying… 
 
      
 
    A hero's heir. The thought appeared without warning, I shook it away. 
 
      
 
    It was wrong. Conjuring money out of thin air was one thing, but using a young woman like that was...it was cruel. The kind of thing a vicious, amoral playboy did, using women and throwing them away. Despite my growing arousal, I told myself I wouldn't do it anymore. Whatever other powers this device held, I wouldn't use it to control people. 
 
      
 
    I walked across the parking lot, avoiding patches of ice, trying not to think of the way I had felt. How great, how searing and fulfilling the pleasure was, holding that girl down and filling her up with my fertile seed while she begged me for it. I'd lived my whole life being stepped on, fighting for every opportunity and bending over backwards to get girls into my bed. When I'd used CheatCode, it felt different. So different. It felt like I didn't have to try, like she just fell all over herself to make me feel good, like she was only thinking of me instead of the other way around. 
 
      
 
    It felt like I deserved all these things: the sex, the money, the power… 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said out loud, stepping onto the sidewalk. “That's not who I am. I ought to take this thing and break it.” 
 
      
 
    And I probably would, I told myself. But first I wanted to see how it worked – what else it could do. 
 
      
 
    Inside, the place was practically empty. A bored-looking guy in an apron stopped scrubbing the bar and headed to the back. I was the only customer. On the other side of the restaurant, a young, dark-haired woman sat, playing with her cell phone. As I watched, she raised it up, pursed her lips, and took a selfie. 
 
      
 
    I coughed. Finally, she noticed me. 
 
      
 
    She came across the room in a bit of a huff, as if I had somehow been rude to her. “Hi, welcome to Anna's,” she said quickly. “Booth or table?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh, booth, please,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She led me across the room to a clean booth that looked like it hadn't been sat at all day. The cushioned seat gave an audible squeak as I sat down and scooted in. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you something to start with?” the waitress asked.  
 
      
 
    Normally I would have said no, but today I had a hundred-dollar bill burning a hole in my pocket, so I was feeling like a little splurge was in order. “Sure. I'd like an appetizer platter of wings. Oh, and a beer. Whatever you have on draft is fine.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a sideways glance but left it at that. “Alright. I'll be right back with your starters.” 
 
      
 
    As she turned to go, I pulled the device out of my jacket. It was hard to believe such an unassuming lump of beige plastic could do the things it did, could rewrite the entire fabric of reality. I had to know the limits of what it could do. 
 
      
 
    The waitress turned back, glancing down at the device. “What's that?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, shit. If I'd have known she'd take an interest, I would have waited until she was gone to take it out. Up until that moment, I had never even considered the idea of being found out – now thinking about it made me freeze up like a deer in headlights. 
 
      
 
    “Uh...it's just a videogame.” I said quickly. “You know, like a Game Boy.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” She turned and walked away without saying another word. I breathed a silent sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    Once she disappeared into the kitchen, I was alone in the restaurant. I booted up the device and felt a surge of excitement as the main menu came up: 
 
      
 
    Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please select an option. 
 
      
 
    The usual suspects were all there: I could select a cheat by name or category, could access my bookmarks, or attempt to open the strange TOP SECRET folder. I had tried that secret folder the first time I booted the device up, but now I gave it another shot. It let me up in three more passwords (all variants on the word 'password') before locking me out again. 
 
      
 
    Oh well. I shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Next, I leafed through the categories, looking for something to catch my interest. I was no stranger to devices that changed your video game, having used them when I was a kid to beat the fiendishly difficult games they used to make back in the 80s, and the cheats were all stuff I was familiar with: invincibility, infinite lives, codes that gave you increasingly large amounts of money. I scrolled past the romance cheat, a tingle of arousal working its way up my spine at the memory of using it before. 
 
      
 
    “NOCLIP,” I whispered. “Turn off all solid surfaces.” 
 
      
 
    That was a cheat that let you walk through walls. I almost activated it, before thinking: what if it turned off the floor too? The idea of falling endlessly through the earth sickened me. I kept scrolling. Then, something caught my eye that made me stop: 
 
      
 
    BLKMRROR: turn player invisible. 
 
      
 
    I could be invisible? I had to try that. I selected the cheat and pressed the activation button. 
 
      
 
    There was a slight hum from the device, but other than that nothing happened. I waited, but I didn't feel any different. Maybe that one is broken… 
 
      
 
    I glanced back down at the device and gasped. My hands had disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, with a vague sense of unreality threatening to turn into panic, I slid the CheatCode back into my pocket and stood up. The second it was in my pocket it winked out of existence, like it had ceased to be. There was a mirror over the bar; I walked over to it. In the reflection, it looked as if there was no one in the restaurant – I had disappeared. Just as a test, I pulled the CheatCode back out of my pocket for a second – and suddenly the device was floating in mid-air, like it was hanging from a string. 
 
      
 
    The kitchen door slammed open. 
 
      
 
    I got the device back in my pocket and jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding the waitress as she made her way out of the kitchen. She carried a tray of chicken wings and a tall mug of beer as she made her way across the restaurant. I watched as she got to my table, put down the food, and looked around confusedly. 
 
      
 
    She really can't see me, I realized. Even with the evidence of my own eyes, I hadn't really believed I was invisible until someone else couldn't see me. Now I had proof. I'm going to get into so much trouble with this thing… 
 
      
 
    The waitress walked over to the bathrooms and knocked on the men's room door. When there was no answer, she pushed it open a crack and looked inside. 
 
      
 
    She stepped back. “Hey, Marco?” 
 
      
 
    A face appeared in the window of the kitchen. “Yeah?” 
 
      
 
    The waitress sounded irritated. “That guy fucking left. He just disappeared.” 
 
      
 
    I had to stifle a giggle. She had no idea how right she was. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” the man said distractedly. “I'm cleaning, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    The waitress sighed and rolled her eyes. “Figures. Did you see that little Game Boy thing he was carting around? Like a little kid. I should have known he didn't have any money.” 
 
      
 
    The man snickered. “Whatever. I'll drink that beer – no sense in letting it go to waste.” 
 
      
 
    “You laugh,” she said. “All guys are like that kid these days. Playing their little video games, can't even go outside without them. Total manchildren. Probably left because I didn't fawn all over him like this was Hooters.” 
 
      
 
    Marco laughed. “Man, what'd that guy do to you, Kim? It's just a plate of wings.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever. I haven't had a decent date in months because every guy now is-” she made a gesture of pressing buttons, widening her eyes like a zombie - “duuuh, gotta play my Pokemans in public like a little baby. Whatever happened to men?” 
 
      
 
    Still laughing, Marco went back into the kitchen. The waitress went back across the room and seconds later was totally absorbed in her phone, completely missing the irony. 
 
      
 
    I stood in the middle of the room, frozen. Wow. Did people really talk about me like that when they didn't think I was around? I was...shocked. Upset. Angry. 
 
      
 
    What a bitch, I thought. What a hypocritical little bitch. 
 
      
 
    I felt my blood pressure rising; the urge to do something about this was rising up in me like a storm surge, quickly and without warning. Watching her over there, staring at her screen in her own little world, so willing to pass judgment on a guy she'd known for all of two minutes...it made me want to teach her a lesson. It made me want to use CheatCode. 
 
      
 
    It didn't hurt that she was hot as hell. Whoever had hired her obviously knew exactly what they were doing – with her tight white top, short skirt, pouty lips and long legs, she must have been a tip-getting machine on nights with lots of guys. Yesterday a girl like her would have been out of my league, but today… 
 
      
 
    No, I thought. I'm never doing that to a girl again. I'll….I'll just mess with her a little. 
 
      
 
    Yeah, that was it. There was nothing wrong with having a little bit of fun, right? 
 
      
 
    Almost as if in response to my thought, Kim stood up, put her phone away and headed towards the kitchen. This time I only needed to take a small step out of the way to avoid her: I was already getting used to moving around while invisible. 
 
      
 
    I followed just behind her and managed to slip through the saloon-style kitchen doors without being noticed. 
 
      
 
    “I'm so tired of this shit,” Kimberly said, tossing her apron on a nearby table. “That guy was the only customer we've had today and he fucking ran off to play his Game Boy. I might as well not even be here today.” 
 
      
 
    Her back was to me, but just to be safe I slipped to the side of the room where I wouldn't be accidentally seen. Holding up the CheatCode, I let it scan. 
 
      
 
    New character detected. Scanning complete! You may activate cheats on this character at any time. 
 
      
 
    Success! Now to find something filthy to do. It didn't take me long to find a new code I wanted to try. A quick scan of the 'sex' category showed me dozens of exciting options, but one stuck out immediately: 
 
      
 
    KAPOW!: Target character immediately achieves orgasm. WARNING: repeated use of cheat may cause intense, spontaneous attraction to protagonist! 
 
      
 
    That warning was a little odd, but surely I could try it once? Causing an orgasm at will sounded like a perfect way to embarrass this bratty waitress. 
 
      
 
    I coded it in and got ready to activate it. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you leave then?” Marco's voice echoed from the freezer. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god, would you tell anybody if I did? I just feel like I'm wasting my time here and ohhhhh shit...” 
 
      
 
    Kimberly's beautiful face flushed crimson and she doubled over, as if unsure for an instant whether she was experiencing pleasure or pain. Then her face went slack and her eyes fluttered white as pleasure rocked her slender frame. She barely managed to stay upright. 
 
      
 
    Holy shit, I thought. I made her come. I didn't even touch her. 
 
      
 
    There was a beat of silence. “Kim? You okay?” 
 
      
 
    God she looked sexy. I watched her slowly get control of herself until she felt good enough to speak. She brushed a strand of hair out of her face. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah...um, yeah, I'm fine. Just feeling a little off. Maybe I should leave.” 
 
      
 
    Oh no, I thought. You're not going anywhere. 
 
      
 
    “Look, if you've gotta go, just go,” Marco said. “I can handle customers okay. And Mitch doesn't know half of what goes on around here. You won't get in any trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I don't know,” she said, suddenly unsure. What I'd just done had shaken her. Maybe she didn't want to be alone? “The snow is still pretty bad, and you know my car is a-” 
 
      
 
    She froze, clutching the table in a white-knuckle grip as her face contorted in beautiful agony. I had hit the button again and she was coming, even harder this time. She tried to hold back, but after a moment a thin, high-pitched squeal of uncontrollably ecstasy tore from her throat. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, Kim?” Marco's head appeared at the entrance to the freezer. “What's going on, babe?” 
 
      
 
    She turned and headed for the door so fast I was barely able to get the CheatCode back under wraps fast enough. 
 
      
 
    “I'm fine,” she said, her voice still tight with pleasure. “I'll be right back don't worry about me okay?” 
 
      
 
    She pushed past the door, clutching the side of her head. Marco shrugged and walked back into the freezer. I followed her out into the dining area and into the bathroom, moving the door slowly so as to generate as little sound as possible. 
 
      
 
    It didn't work. “Who's there?” 
 
      
 
    I stepped into the bathroom. It was nicer then the men's room – figures – and Kim was bent over one of the plush sinks, staring at her reflection, water dripping down her face from where she had splashed herself. 
 
      
 
    I should have walked away. I ought to have slipped back out the door, made my way to my car, and driven home. 
 
      
 
    I didn't. 
 
      
 
    Instead, I selected 'revert cheats' and pushed SEND. 
 
      
 
    It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere. All of a sudden, I could see myself in the mirror, my body taught with longing, my gaze fixed on Kim. She blinked rapidly and took a step back, shock evident on her face. Even then, I might have stopped. I could have turned back invisible and left. 
 
      
 
    But then she saw my CheatCode, and an almost imperceptible sneer crossed her face. Even with the greatest shock of her young life right in front of her, she still had time to think mean things about me. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked, her tone angry and confused. “Get the hell out, you and your stupid toy!” 
 
      
 
    I felt a slow, wicked smile cross my face. “It's not stupid. For example, it lets me do this.” 
 
      
 
    Before she could respond, I selected KAPOW! and pushed the button. The words she had been about to say died in her throat as she climaxed, sobbing as she clutched the sink to stay upright. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, that feels so good,” she groaned, lifting her head from the granite counter top. “You've been doing that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said. “I've been watching you come, Kim. I like watching you come, the way your thighs clench together and your whole body trembles like you can't believe how good you feel. I think it's a better way for you to spend your time than making fun of people you don't know.” 
 
      
 
    A look of shocked recognition passed over her face. She knew I'd been watching her – that somehow I had been in the restaurant the whole time, even if she couldn't see me. 
 
      
 
    “You need to leave,” she said. “I'll call the police. Marco will-” 
 
      
 
    At this point she trailed off, because I hit the button again. Her pretty, glossy lips stretched in a silent cry as she came again, knees knocking together. This time she sank to her knees, unable to hold herself together from the sweet, filthy pleasure coursing through her veins. A dedicated orgasm button, I thought. How nice. 
 
      
 
    I took a step forward. “Still think it's just a toy? Still think I'm some manchild you can snicker about behind my back?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” she groaned. “No, I'm so sorry. The way you've made me come, Christ the way you make me feel...only a real man could do that.” 
 
      
 
    The way she was looking up at me – it wasn't the disgusted, terrified look she had earlier. Repeated use, I remembered, can cause a character to become wildly attracted to the protagonist… 
 
      
 
    The protagonist, of course, being me. I was the hero of this story, I was the one with the power, and I was tired of being looked down on by trashy little cunts. I wasn't going to play their games any longer – I was going to play a different kind of game. My game. 
 
      
 
    Starting with Kim. 
 
      
 
    “You want another?” I teased, working down my zipper. 
 
      
 
    She froze for moment, biting her lip as she fought the new-found feelings within her, then nodded. “Yes. Please. I need it.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed the button again. 
 
      
 
    She didn't even bother hiding it this time: she was enjoying every second of this. Her back arched like a bow as she came, breasts and hips shaking from the climax. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she gasped once she was able to speak. Sweat poured down her forehead. 
 
      
 
    “You're welcome,” I said. “You can have it again, you know. You can have as much as you want. You can feel this way forever, Kim.” 
 
      
 
    My cock slid out of my pants, rock-hard. It stood straight up, fat beads of precum leaking from the head. She stared at it like a person seeing their true love for the first time. 
 
      
 
    “You just have to serve.” 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me, and kept her gaze straight at my eyes as she kissed the head of my cock. “Yes, Master.” 
 
      
 
    Master. I liked the sound of that. Yes, after all – that was another word for protagonist, right? The person in control. 'Hero' didn't suit me right now anyway – what I was doing right now felt anything but heroic. 
 
      
 
    But it felt fucking great. 
 
      
 
    Kim took me in her mouth slowly, bringing me all the way into her throat. Once I was all the way inside her, I hit the button one more time. 
 
      
 
    Her gorgeous body clenched in utter bliss as I fucked her face, grabbing the side of her head and thrusting into her mouth. She gagged and sputtered, but with the KAPOW! Ringing through her brain, she barely noticed. Nothing else mattered except pleasure; she was as focused on it as a junkie for their drug of choice. 
 
      
 
    After a few more thrusts, I lay back against the counter and let her go to work. “Make me come,” I commanded, “and when you do I'll give you another.” 
 
      
 
    It was like setting off a firecracker in her mind. Kim would do anything to earn another hit of that pure, blissed-out power, and she fought for her reward like a good little girl, slurping and sucking and stroking as she blew me. 
 
      
 
    In no time at all, I felt my own climax building in my balls. I was tempted to turn the CheatCode on myself – but knew somehow that was a mistake. What if I got addicted to it? It was better, after all, to let a little slut like Kim please me; way better to blow a load all over her pretty face… 
 
      
 
    At the last moment I pulled out of Kim's mouth; instinctively she started stroking as I came. She milked burst after burst of come from my cock, more than I thought possible. Even when I'd been in a long drought from the dating game, I'd never blown such a big, thick load as the one I presented Kim's gorgeous visage. 
 
      
 
    She closed her eyes, smiling as I pushed the button. The feel of my warm come on her face became a thick blanket of pleasure as she came again, harder than ever. She writhed on the floor, her body taking the last few smaller shots of my come, moving without thought. She rubbed my seed into her skin and lapped it from her fingers, delirious with bliss. 
 
      
 
    When she finally stopped, I had already tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped up. She got to her feet, a mixture of shame and defiance on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I...I want more.” The words left her throat like they were being forced out. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, really?” With my mind clear after coming, I started to look at Kim with new eyes. She was gorgeous, young and unattached. She was a damn fine little cocksucker, and I was already curious how she was in bed. Plus, her face was covered in my come. I kind of felt responsible for her already. 
 
      
 
    Besides, I realized, I need a test subject, don't I? I'm certainly not going to try all these cheats out on myself. I can make Kim love me, make her WANT to be used for my every whim, then find out what this thing is REALLY capable of. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said after a long moment. She let out a relieved breath and sighed happily, like I'd just promised to make all her dreams come true. “You can stay with me. Why don't we head back to my place, and we can do more than just have you blow me?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Of course.” She was already adapting. It was kind of amazing to watch it happen in real time – I could see her mind rearranging itself around the pleasure, reassuring her everything was normal and good. She bit her lip mischievously and shot me a smile. “Master.” 
 
      
 
    I tried a line of reasoning I had been thinking about for a while now. “You'll be a good girl for me from now on, won't you, Kim? Seeing as I'm the main character and all...” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up. “Exactly! That's exactly how I feel! It's like...like you're the one in charge, somehow. I feel like I'm meant to be with you, like...like a trophy or something else you collect. I should be horrified, but frankly I'm way too turned on. Let's go to your place!” 
 
      
 
    I let her lead me out, not even bothering to tell her about the streaks of come still on her face. 
 
      
 
    As we left the restaurant, my CheatCode began to vibrate. I glanced at the screen and let out a long, loud laugh at the message written there. 
 
      
 
    Kim turned around. “What is it, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Nothing you would understand babe. And when we're in public together, you can just call me 'Parker'. But we both know what it really means.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a small, secret smile. “Sure thing, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    On the screen of the CheatCode, a new notification had popped up: Kimberly has joined your party! 
 
    
  
 
    Volume Three: The MILF 
 
      
 
    I rolled over in bed, the mattress soft underneath me. Blinking my eyes slowly, I saw that it was morning – a faint beam of light streamed in from between the curtains. I ran my hand over my face and reached out towards the nightstand for my phone, wondering dimly what time it was and if I could go back to sleep for another hour. 
 
      
 
    As I moved, I felt the sheets glide over my erection – I had morning wood so big I could see it bulging through the comforter. I can't remember the last time I woke up this hard, I thought sleepily.  I must've been having one hell of a sex dream… 
 
      
 
    My fingers touched something hard and plastic, but it wasn't my phone. Just like that, it all came flooding back: finding the device at work, buried in the bottom of a long-forgotten drawer. Using it on my one nerdy customer, making her worship my cock behind the counter. Leaving the store in a rush, being insulted by the snotty waitress at the restaurant, unable to stop myself from bringing her under my control. Bringing her home… 
 
      
 
    I lifted up the other end of the covers, already knowing what I was going to find. Kim, the waitress from the Italian restaurant by my work, lay beneath, snoozing contentedly. She was topless, wearing nothing other than a tight skirt with no panties underneath. I knew that, because last night I'd taken those panties off with my teeth; Kim had spent half the last night fucking me, indulging all the naughty fantasies I'd always had but had been afraid to ask any of my girlfriends to do. She had no problem with anything I asked her to do, because… 
 
      
 
    Because of this. I held the device up, staring at it like I was seeing it for the first time. Such a tiny thing to have completely changed my life. It called itself CheatCode, and while it looked like one of those hand held video games from the 90's, it held the power to change reality. Having found it, it had named me as the “Player,” with the ability to input cheats in the game of life – free money, invisibility, the power to make a teenage waitress orgasm on command. And I'd just begun to scratch the surface. 
 
      
 
    With the covers off her, Kim began to stir, her beautiful young body shivering gently. She slid over, still asleep, and pressed herself against me. Her skin was smooth and flawless, gorgeously tanned all over except for a small pale patch just above her pussy in the shape of a Playboy bunny logo. She must have put a patch there whenever she tanned; I wondered idly how many men had ever gotten to see that bunny. 
 
      
 
    Kim felt my erection pressing against her ass; as if by instinct she began rubbing against it, still asleep. I had to stop myself from gasping out loud. Part of me – a part that was large and getting bigger – wanted to roll Kim over, part her pretty legs and wake her up with my cock; but another part of me was worried and cautious. Now that she'd had a good night's sleep, would she still think of me as a 'hero'? Or did whatever this CheatCode thing do to people only last for a short time? If that was the case, I was going to have one confused teenage waitress on my hand when she woke up. 
 
      
 
    I shouldn't have worried. Kim's eyes opened a crack, and a wide smile spread across her sleepy face. She let out a low sigh of contentment and rolled over, her firm breasts pushing against my chest. I felt a warmth between her thighs, pressing against my hardness, promising sweet, primal release. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Master, you are hard,” she giggled, clinging to me. “I thought I took care of that last night?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth was dry. She called me Master. Just hearing the word filled me with excitement; it was powerful and sexy. “What do you expect,” I said, “waking up next to this?” 
 
      
 
    I punctuated my sentence by taking her by the hips and pressing. The thin fabric of my boxers was all that kept me from sliding inside of her. 
 
      
 
    She let out a delighted squeal as the head of my cock pressed against her folds. “I missed you so much, Master.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth found her breasts. Her nipples were hard and aching for my touch; she arched her back to press them against me. 
 
      
 
    “Missed me?” I managed to gasp. “You just slept next to me.” 
 
      
 
    She bit my earlobe, her hot tongue darting around my ear. “But I was asleep,” she purred, raking my back. “I didn't have you inside me.” 
 
      
 
    God, that made me rock hard. I was so stiff it hurt. I had to empty my balls inside Kim – any lingering concerns I had about the morality of the situation were long gone. 
 
      
 
    “You want to fuck me?” 
 
      
 
    She was panting, desperate to get me inside of her. “Yes, Parker. I want it so bad.” 
 
      
 
    I flipped us over and guided her hand to my boxers. She pulled the waistband down until my cock slid out, leaking come as it throbbed against her. 
 
      
 
    “Show me,” I commanded. 
 
      
 
    Then I was inside her, sliding deep to the hilt. She let out a whimper as her walls stretched around my girth, running her fingers over my chest. She leaned back until she was straight up, straddling my hips, and began to ride. 
 
      
 
    If she thought that being on top meant she was in control, though, she was wrong. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, bringing her down on me roughly. 
 
      
 
    “You belong to me,” I said, holding her ear close to my mouth. “Don't forget that.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not, Master,” she said quickly. “Let me show you how good I can make you feel...” 
 
      
 
    Her pussy clenched around me as she rode me, putting her whole body into fucking me. Christ, she was tight! Her nineteen-year old pussy was practically in mint condition, so snug around me I couldn't believe how good it felt. I'd never been with a girl so hot, so tight, so utterly devoted to getting me off. 
 
      
 
    In no time at all I felt my climax approaching. I grabbed her by the hips and began bucking, taking control back from Kim. Her face went slack with pleasure as I took the reins from her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, that's so good, Master! You're so deep inside me – I can't wait to feel you come in me!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, fill you up,” I grunted, pounding her. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forward and our lips met, kissing me deeply as my cock began to twitch. “Come inside me, Master.” 
 
      
 
    Then I was unloading, burst after burst of hot come coating the walls of her womb. I felt her clit throb with the first pulse, the feel of my hot seed sending her over the edge into climax. She clung to me like she never wanted to let go, riding the wave of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    As we both came down from our peaks, I became aware a faint, repetitive sound. It was quiet, but I had the impression that this was only because of distance, and whatever was causing it was quite loud. As Kim lay back on the bed, stoned in post-coital bliss, I went to the window to look. 
 
      
 
    “Piece of shit! Come on, work goddammit!” 
 
      
 
    “Whew,” I said, pulling back the edge of the curtain. “Someone is upset.” 
 
      
 
    Though the window was foggy, I could see down into the parking lot at the middle of my apartment complex. One car in particular stood out: smoke poured from its hood like there was a roaring fire inside, while a slim woman in a padded jacket and yoga pants gestured at it helplessly. 
 
      
 
    “I cannot be late again!” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh?” Kim rolled over in bed, facing me. The sight of her naked body beckoned me, made my cock twitch with a second wind in my boxers. “What's going on, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “It's Daphne,” I said, nodding towards the window. “My neighbor. Looks like her car is borked.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that's sad,” Kim said. Without taking her eyes off me, she spread her legs and let her fingers trail between them, massaging her glistening folds. “Why don't you come back to bed and let me help you forget about it?” 
 
      
 
    As tempting as that was, I shook my head. “Not right now. I think I have an opportunity here.” 
 
      
 
    Now that my load was shot inside Kim's nubile young body, all sorts of feelings I had been suppressing floated to the surface. I began to feel a little guilty about using her, corrupting her mind and making her my fuckdoll. Consciously, I knew there was nothing I could really do to fix that (short of letting her go, and she no longer wanted that), but there was a way to soothe my anxiety: by using my powers for good. 
 
      
 
    I could make money out of thin air and turn beautiful women into my slaves. Surely I could fix a car? 
 
      
 
    I grabbed CheatCode off the nightstand and tossed on a shirt, then hunted under the bed until I found my pants. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?” Kim asked, looking confused. 
 
      
 
    “Gonna go be a good neighbor,” I said. “Back in a sec.” 
 
      
 
    Outside, the early-morning air was frigid and refreshing, chilling me in my t-shirt. I slid the CheatCode into my pants pocket and strode across the parking lot, sneakers slapping against the pavement. 
 
      
 
    Daphne looked up as I approached and sighed. “Oh, Christ. I'm sorry – did I wake you up, Park?” 
 
      
 
    Daphne and I had a good, friendly relationship. She was about a decade older than me, divorced, and living on her own for the first time in years. Consequently, she was a little wild, She'd made some moves to suggest she'd be into dating me in the past, but I'd always been too shy to take advantage – too much like the old Parker, letting opportunities pass me by. The old Parker would have gone back to bed and slept until noon, not come out here in the chilly morning air to help his neighbor. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you didn't,” I said, glancing down into the engine. “Having some trouble?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I think it's really fucked this time, pardon my French,” she said, covering her mouth with a well-manicured hand. Daphne took incredible care of herself: even getting ready for work, she looked like she was about to hit a night at the club. Being this close to her sent an aching pulse through my balls, but couldn't focus on that. 
 
      
 
    “Well, maybe I can get it working,” I said. “Why don't you go get in the front seat and get ready to try and start it?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and walked around me, her breasts pressing gently against my back as she slid past. Daphne had big ones, bigger than Kim's, and those breasts had been the focus of many a fantasy when I'd first moved into the complex. 
 
      
 
    Stop it, I thought. This is about her car, not her tits. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she was out of sight, I slid CheatCode out of my pocket and booted it up. As it whirred to life, I looked over the engine just to see if there was anything normal I could do to fix things. 
 
      
 
    Wow, I thought, this thing really is fucked. Everything I knew about fixing a car could probably fit on a post-it note, but I could recognize a wreck when I saw it. How had she even been driving it like this? There was more rust than car in some spots. 
 
      
 
    “I sure hope this works,” I muttered, turning on the camera. 
 
      
 
    The engine appeared on the screen, flickered, then disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Target vehicle added to game, the device displayed across the screen. Cheats can be activated at any time. 
 
      
 
    “Any luck?” Daphne called. 
 
      
 
    “I'm working on it,” I yelled over the roar of steam. “I think it actually might be a quick fix.” 
 
      
 
    She looked unsure but didn't say anything else. 
 
      
 
    I flipped back to the main menu, where to my surprise several things had changed. My cheats were now divided under several folders, each with the name of a different person or object I had added to the “game.” I had apparently lost the girl from the game store when I reset all my cheats earlier, but I now had two headings: Kim and Automobile #1. 
 
      
 
    I selected Automobile #1. The list of cheats here was very small, which made sense because what can you really do to a car compared with a person? 
 
      
 
    Repair target vehicle was the second cheat listed. I selected it, pressed the button, and crossed my fingers. 
 
      
 
    For a few seconds, I doubted that anything had happened. Then, slowly, the steam pouring from the engine began to dissipate. As it faded, I caught sight of what was beneath and gasped. A minute ago, this car had held one of the most broken, corroded engines I had ever seen – this looked brand new. It gleamed, for christ's sake. The power of this tiny device, able to fit in the palm of my hand, never failed to shock me. 
 
      
 
    “Anything?” Daphne asked. 
 
      
 
    I stood frozen for a moment then swallowed heavily. “Uh...yeah! Yeah, try it now!” 
 
      
 
    A second later, the engine roared to life, purring like a lion cub. Like it was the first time the car had ever been started. 
 
      
 
    I heard Daphne laugh triumphantly, then the sound of her fist hitting the ceiling of the car. “Holy shit yes! Hot damn, what did you do, Parker?” 
 
      
 
    Before she could get out of the car, I slammed the hood. No sense in letting her see what I had done: she'd just get confused, and start asking questions I didn't have easy answers to. 
 
      
 
    “I dunno,” I said with a wry grin and a shrug. “Magic, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    She opened the car door and stepped out, then pulled me into a hug. My erection ground into her thigh, but she either didn't notice or didn't care. This close I could smell her, her womanly scent under the hint of perfume she'd sprayed on her neck, and it drove me wild. The animal part of my brain wanted to toss her down on the hood, spread her legs and fuck her MILF-y body until I deposited my second thick load of the day. Knowing I could do it at any time made it harder to resist. 
 
      
 
    I would've earned it, I thought suddenly. After all, I fixed the car. I'm a hero, right? 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God, I could kiss you, Parker,” Daphne murmured, squeezing me tighter. “Thank you soooo much...” 
 
      
 
    There was no way she couldn't tell how hard I was. Was she enjoying it? Maybe I could… 
 
      
 
    “Way to go, babe,” another voice said. “You really saved the day.” 
 
      
 
    We both turned. Kim stood in the doorway of the building, grinning. She was still wearing the skirt she'd had on when I fucked her, along with an oversized band t-shirt she'd raided from my closet. It hung off her shoulder, exposing an almost criminal amount of cleavage. Her nipples, hard from the cold, pressed against the thin fabric. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Daphne said, genuinely shocked. “Who is this, Parker? That girl you were seeing?” 
 
      
 
    I had almost forgotten. “Anne? No, uh, we broke up. This is Kim...” I trailed off, unsure of what to think to say next. 
 
      
 
    Daphne looked Kim up and down boldly, obviously liking what she saw. “Well I'd say you're doing well for yourself on the rebound.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you come in?” Kim said. “Have a cup of coffee and get warmed up before you go.” 
 
      
 
    There was an invitation in those eyes. Daphne saw it, clear as day. 
 
      
 
    “I don't know,” she said. “I've got to get to work...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on,” Kim said, turning back to the door. Her skirt rode up in the back, exposing a mouth-watering expanse of bare thigh and ass. “My hero just fixed your car. I'd say that calls for a little celebration, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I'll have a cup,” Daphne said quickly. She walked forward, a big, knowing grin on her face, and stepped inside as Kim held the door open for her. I walked up, confused as hell. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” I whispered to Kim as I reached the door. 
 
      
 
    Kim looked at me as if she didn't know what I was talking about. “You said this was an opportunity. I assumed you meant an opportunity to collect another girl. You should have lots of girls, Master, and that one is very attractive. She's a good choice for us: I think she and I will get along well.” 
 
      
 
    “That was not what I meant,” I hissed, pointing a finger. “I meant I was going to help her!” 
 
      
 
    “This will help her,” Kim said with a smile, closing the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    As we walked up the hallway, Kim came up behind me and whispered in my ear. “By the way, Master: Daphne is almost old enough to be your Mother. Does that excite you?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Wouldn't it be so much hotter if she thought she was your mother? And I was your sister? You could do it, you know: you can do anything you want, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” I muttered as we reached the apartment door. “That's so wrong...” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing's wrong if you want it, Master,” Kim said, giving my crotch a gentle squeeze. “I just think she'd be perfect for that role...” 
 
      
 
    Daphne looked around the space and nodded. “Wow. You have a nice apartment.” 
 
      
 
    “We're upgrading soon,” Kim said with a sniff. “Parker deserves so much more than this.” 
 
      
 
    “I guess you two could use a little extra space,” Daphne said with a shrug. “Seems pretty spacious for just two – mmmmh!” 
 
      
 
    Kim cut her off with a hard, searching kiss. She backed Daphne up until her pert ass landed on the kitchen counter, then began kissing her mouth, her neck, her breasts. The older woman's face was slack with pleasure, a low moan escaped her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Unf, your girlfriend is so hot, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    Kim shot me a glance from across the room and nodded gently towards Daphne. I caught the hint: in an instant, I had CheatCode out and on. It scanned the pair as they made out, then after a moment it flashed and restarted. 
 
      
 
    New character added. You may use cheats on them at any time. 
 
      
 
    Daphne now had her own folder on the main screen. She was mine. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen, Kim's mouth trailed down Daphne's taut little belly, licking and sucking her way between her thighs. Daphne's yoga pants were in a heap on the floor – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, and her bare sex dripped with juice. 
 
      
 
    Somehow I knew the cheat would be there: it was as if the device had heard Kim and was sending it straight to me. They were right next to each other. 
 
      
 
    Add target character to family: Y/N? 
 
    Remove target characters taboos: Y/N? 
 
      
 
    I selected one, then the other, and pressed send. 
 
      
 
    Instantly, the tenor of Daphne's moaning changed. Where there had been the surprised cries of a woman experiencing a lover for the first time, there was now the low, knowing groans of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
      
 
    “That's right, Kimmy, eat mommy's pussy,” Daphne cooed. “Mommy's been so pent-up, all day long. I need some release!” 
 
      
 
    Kim's face dove between Daphne's thighs and began to slurp. She tossed her head back, placing a hand on the back of Kim's head as she licked her aching pussy. 
 
      
 
    Daphne's eyes opened and she seemed to see me for the first time. “Parker! What are you doing here, baby?” 
 
      
 
    “Mom?” I asked, testing the words in my mouth. They tasted good; they felt right. Daphne was old enough to be my mom, and if I still had a mom I'd want her to be just like her: curvy, wild and naughty, completely devoted to her son. I knew I'd done these things to her, but I didn't care. Kim was right; she was perfect to play this role for my harem. 
 
      
 
    “Oh baby, I didn't want you to see this,” Daphne whimpered, her legs quaking from Kim's licks. 
 
      
 
    “I want to see,” I said, stepping forward. “I like watching you, Mommy. You look so beautiful with Kim's mouth on you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, god!” Daphne cried, clenching her tight snatch. “That makes me so happy to hear, baby.” 
 
      
 
    “Take your shirt off, Mom,” I said. “I want to see those big titties.” 
 
      
 
    Daphne nodded and complied eagerly. Her jacket came off first, tossed across the room, then the tight blouse she wore underneath. Finally, she unhooked her bra, her eyes waiting for my reaction as she exposed her gorgeous breasts to me. 
 
      
 
    I'd fantasized about this moment so many times, but the fantasy didn't hold a candle to reality. Daphne's tits were huge, firm despite her age and topped with hard, dark nipples I wanted in my mouth as soon as possible. Without a word, I leaned forward and grabbed them, licking around her aching aureole with my tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Christ, that's so good, Parker,” Daphne said. “I've made such a strong, courteous boy. One who knows just how to treat a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know how to treat a woman,” I said, and grabbed her hair. She let out a harsh cry and looked up at me, a submissive look in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to suck me off while she tastes you,” I said. “Do it now, Mommy.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, baby,” Daphne said, already helping my cock out of my boxers. “Mommy loves to suck cock. You're so hard from watching me and your sister fuck – let me take care of you...” 
 
      
 
    Draining my balls inside of Kim hadn't stopped my shaft one bit: it was still hard and throbbing as it slid between Daphne's soft, pillowy lips. Sweet pleasure radiated through my body as she sucked me, thrusting her big tits forward for me to fondle as she took me all the way down her throat. 
 
      
 
    I tried hard to hold back, but the sight of her, and Kim between her legs, was far sexier than any porno film I'd watched. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” I said, taking my cock out of Daphne's mouth and slapping it gently against her lips. “You're an even better little cocksucker than Kim.” 
 
      
 
    Her mouth went into an 'o' of surprise at the news. “You fucked Kim? Well, of course you did.” She stroked me, grinning hugely. “She's so hot, after all. You should fuck her, Parker. You should fuck whoever you want.” 
 
      
 
    She was already changing; thinking of me as her Master. Her hero. It filled my veins with a rush of power and just like that I was on the edge. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I'm about to come,” I groaned. 
 
      
 
    “Where do you want it, baby?” Daphne pressed her tits together and pursed her lips. “Mommy will take your seed wherever you want to put it.” 
 
      
 
    One option stood above the rest. “I want to come on your tits.” 
 
      
 
    Daphne let out a squeal of delight. “Then come here, baby, and fuck these big titties.” 
 
      
 
    My cock slid between Daphne's fat tits perfectly. She gripped them on either side and pulled them back and forth as I fucked them, letting my precum and her saliva make her slick and warm. I felt myself coming and couldn't turn my eyes away: I shot a huge, long load. Every thrust inside her titflesh brought another eruption, landing on her face, in her hair, across her mammoth mammaries. It felt amazing, and looked sexier than anything I had ever seen. Daphne's eyes closed and her body shook with pleasure as she came, thighs closing gently around Kim's head. 
 
      
 
    As I came down, I sat on the kitchen counter and spread my legs. Kim and Daphne crowded to either side of me, taking turns licking and sucking the last few bursts of come from my dick. When that was done, they shared the creamy load Daphne was glazed in. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Daphne began to laugh. “Well, I don't think Mommy is going to work today!” 
 
      
 
    Kim shook her head. “Nope. We have so much work to do.” 
 
      
 
    I felt a confused look on my face. “What work?” 
 
      
 
    Kim glanced over like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We need to find our new place, and put these two apartments on the market. We're going to need a much bigger house for all the girls you're going make your slaves.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh, oh yeah,” Daphne moaned, giving her folds a gentle caress. “You deserve lots of girls to please you, son. Only the best little sluts for my boy.” 
 
      
 
    I looked from one of them to the other, unable to believe what I was hearing. “And how am I paying for that?” 
 
      
 
    Kim laughed. “You shouldn't have any problem with that, Master. You can do anything, remember? This is your game, after all.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced over at CheatCode. The words Daphne has joined your party! Stood out on the bottom. Suddenly it all made sense. I could pay for a new house – I could pay for anything I wanted. I could do anything I wanted. The sky was the limit; hell, there were no limits. 
 
      
 
    “Besides,” Kim added as an afterthought, “we'll need lots of space for the breeding.” 
 
      
 
    “Breeding?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yeah,” she said, chuckling. “Neither of us are on any kind of protection. Isn't that how you wanted it, Master?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped open. No protection? That meant that every time I slid myself into them, every time I shot my load inside Kim or Daphne's creamy pussies, I was breeding them. Possibly making them pregnant, filling their bellies with my heirs. 
 
      
 
    My cock was raging hard again, so stiff it hurt. I wasn't going to put them on protection. Oh no. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, I think we do need a bigger place,” I agreed. “But first, let's get you two cleaned up.” 
 
      
 
    “Perfect. Let's go, Mom.” Kim leaned forward and gave Daphne's nipple a little kiss, then lead her by the hand out of the room. She turned and arched an eyebrow. “Coming, Master?” 
 
      
 
    Every time, I might be breeding them, I thought. Every time… 
 
      
 
    “Hell yes,” I said. I wasn't about to turn down an opportunity like that. 
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    “I didn't like that place one bit, Master,” Kim said. 
 
      
 
    I had to agree. The house, a big two-story suburban McMansion, was receding in our rear view mirror, and I couldn't think of any reason to ever go back. This was the third place we'd looked at today, and while none of them were really what we were looking for, this one was by far the worst. 
 
      
 
    “Did you see the way that realtor was looking at me?” Kim asked as we pulled onto the highway. “Like he was about to come in his pants.” 
 
      
 
    I snickered. “Can you really blame him? You walking around looking like that, it makes me feel like I'm going to come in my pants.” 
 
      
 
    She beamed happily at that, my praise bringing a flush of color to her cheeks. A few weeks ago, anyone making a remark like that within Kim's earshot would have been the recipient of a harsh bitchslap – or, if they were a customer at the restaurant where she worked, a drink in the face. When I had met her, she'd done things like that all the time: she'd been rude and snotty, thinking she was better than everyone else. That was before CheatCode; before I'd done to her what I was becoming unable to stop myself from doing to nearly every attractive woman I met. 
 
      
 
    “Are we done yet, Parker? I really want to go home and slip out of this outfit.” She shot me a look that implied there was plenty she wanted to do once she was out of her clothing, too. 
 
      
 
    “Why, you're not comfortable? You look amazing.” 
 
      
 
    That brought another blush. Even before I'd rid her mind of all concerns that didn't involve me, Kim had been a bit of a fashionista – but thanks to CheatCode, I was able to expand her wardrobe in directions her inhibitions would never have allowed before. She looked more like a stripper getting ready to perform at a bachelor party than a young woman about to buy a house: everything from her stiletto heels to her too-short skirt and clinging white backless blouse screamed sex kitten. 
 
      
 
    Before I found CheatCode, a girl like Kim would have been so far out of my league I would've needed a telescope to see her. Now she was mine, devoted to me far beyond what the most intimate couple experienced. She was my bimbo, my slut, my dirty little fuckdoll, and she loved every minute of it. 
 
      
 
    “To answer your question,” I said, “we've got one more place to look at today. I don't have high hopes, though.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh well.” She sighed and leaned over, placing her hand on my thigh. “At least it's just the one.” 
 
      
 
    After a moment, her hand snaked lower, gently resting against my crotch. She began to massage me, pressing in time with the terrible pop song on the radio until I was rock hard beneath the denim. 
 
      
 
    “I can't wait to have you inside me,” she whispered into my ear. 
 
      
 
    God, what an invitation. It took a force of will not to pull over to the side of the road, throw her on the hood of my car and give her a rough, hard fucking in front of any motorists who happened to be passing by. It was even more tempting knowing I could never get in trouble for it: even if the cops showed up, I'd just add them to CheatCode's database and then BOOM. Anything you could think of doing in a video game with one of those old-school cheat codes was available to me. 
 
      
 
    But I didn't. To be honest, I'd been putting off this whole house thing for far too long: even normally-devoted Kim was starting to get restless. She wanted a bigger place: a house that she could turn into a home, where she could practice her domestic goddess routine, and where we could start bringing in more girls. 
 
      
 
    Kim wanted me to expand my dominion. Needed it, in fact, like she was the one with the power and not me. Something about being my second in command, my main girl with an entire harem underneath her, turned her on more than anything else. She wanted it because she wanted to make me happy, and I in turn wanted to make her happy – because I liked her, in ways that still frightened me. 
 
      
 
    It wasn't the money that was the problem – when you can press a button and fill your wallet with hundred-dollar bills, money is no object – but moving out of my crummy apartment felt like crossing the Rubicon. Once I did that, I could no longer pretend that CheatCode was just a cool thing I found that let me bang girls – it was my life. I wouldn't be able to turn back. 
 
      
 
    So I had waffled. Which was why we were driving around town today, looking at way too many properties when I should have had Kim handcuffed to my bed instead, helpless to stop me from filling her body with my fertile seed.  
 
      
 
    Christ, I was horny. She'd been teasing me all fucking day. 
 
      
 
    “I could take care of you right now, Parker – if you wanted,” she said. 
 
      
 
    God damn. The thought of her wet little mouth making that perfect suction around my dick had me raging hard. My cock twitched gently under her palm, making her giggle. 
 
      
 
    “Someone likes that idea.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm driving,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “That's not a problem.” Kim slid her seat belt around her shoulder and leaned down into my lap. “The thought of pleasuring you like this, while you speed down the road, completely in control...you have no idea how that excites me, Master.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my cock dripping precum in my pants. I was pretty sure I knew exactly how that excited her – I felt it even more than she did.  
 
      
 
    “Take it out,” I told her. “Take it out and put it in your mouth like a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    Permission given, she unbuckled me belt, grinning all the while. The button of my fly popped open with an audible sound as my cock came free, standing at attention in my boxers. The thought of it being in her mouth made my balls ache for release. 
 
      
 
    “God, you're so hard,” Kim blurted. 
 
      
 
    She bent down so low I could feel her breath against my cock through the thin fabric. 
 
      
 
    “Remember,” she said, so quietly I could just barely hear over the engine, “this is incredibly dangerous. While I'm sucking you, my life is in your hands. You have total control, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    Then she slipped the waistband of my boxers down and slid my cock between her perfect lips. 
 
      
 
    I groaned roughly as she took me in her mouth and began to suck. One hand on the wheel, my other found her hair and gripped, guiding my shaft deeper inside her. She gagged gently as she relaxed her throat, taking me to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    I turned the radio up and slipped the car into cruise control, savoring the feeling of her tight, wet mouth around me. She sucked me in time with the pounding bass beat of the song, her head bobbing up and down. I was a little disappointed that we were the only ones on the road: I would have loved to see the look on some driver's face when she saw me getting my rocks off like this. 
 
      
 
    I felt my cock stiffen even harder as climax approached; Kim felt it too and began to suck harder, faster, using her hand to stroke me along with her pouty, glossy lips.  
 
      
 
    Fuck, I was close. “You're going to swallow all my come, right?” I said quickly. “You're going to suck me dry like a good little slut, aren't you?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and relaxed her throat, taking me all the way inside of her. It was exactly what I needed to go over the edge: almost as soon as the last word of my sentence left my lips I was coming, unloading my balls directly into her throat in burst after thick, creamy burst. The car weaved slightly as my grip shook on the wheel; my hand made a tight fist in her hair that had to hurt. I felt her body shudder as she swallowed my load, the feel of my release bringing Kim to her own, hypnotically-induced climax. Her reward for being my good little cocksucker. 
 
      
 
    After she sucked me clean, she lay back in her seat contentedly and repositioned her seat belt. 
 
      
 
    “Did I make you feel good, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I cupped her chin, keeping one eye on the road. “That was wonderful, baby. You are the best girlfriend ever.” 
 
      
 
    “That's so sweet,” she said quietly, “but you know that's not what I want to hear, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    I smirked. “You're a good little girl, Kim. A sexy cock-sucking little slut. And you belong to me.” 
 
      
 
    She beamed. “Yes, Master.” 
 
      
 
    I was so into it, I almost missed our exit. This last house was in a better part of town: I could tell as soon as I got off the interstate. Gated communities were everywhere, and it seemed like every single house off the main road was surrounded by high walls with ornate gates. Every car was nicer than mine; I'd have to fix that soon. 
 
      
 
    We got a little lost; post-orgasmic bliss will do that to you. But eventually, we found the right gated community and were waved in by a bored-looking guard.  
 
      
 
    “This looks promising,” Kim murmured as we drove down the main street. 
 
      
 
    I was inclined to agree; I let out a low whistle. “Pretty incredible,” I conceded. “Incredibly expensive, too.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a gentle tap on the shoulder. “That's not a problem anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “I just can't imagine the kind of person who makes enough money to live in a place like this,” I said, admiring the luxury all around us. “Business executives, maybe.” 
 
      
 
    “Actors,” Kim said with relish. “Pop stars. Celebrities.” 
 
      
 
    “We don't need that kind of attention.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a teasing look. “But just imagine: what if someone you know lives here? Some famous, sexy actress or slutty little pop star could be our neighbor. Wouldn't it be fun to make them serve you the way I do?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “You just want to lord it over some celebrity that you're my number one and they aren't.” 
 
      
 
    A small smile crossed her face. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    The house – looking at it for the first time, I was tempted to think of it as an estate – was at the back of the neighborhood, on top of a hill overlooking the surrounding countryside. A massive privacy fence surrounded the property, giving it an impression of stability, mystery, intrigue. 
 
      
 
    I heard Kim's sharp intake of breath and knew immediately this was the place. 
 
      
 
    “God damn,” Kim said, laughing a little. “This certainly looks like the sort of home you deserve, Master.” 
 
      
 
    The gate opened automatically as we drove up – the security post up front must have called ahead. There was a tan Range Rover already sitting in the driveway. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” I agreed. 
 
      
 
    As if she'd been waiting just behind the door, a young woman opened at almost the exact instant we knocked. “Hello,” she said, a million-dollar smile fixed on her flawless face. “I'm Sarah. You're Parker, and...Kimberly, right?” 
 
      
 
    When I didn't say anything, Kim filled the gap. “Yes, we are. Lovely to meet you. I have to say this is a fantastic property.” 
 
      
 
    She glanced from me to Kim. “Yes, it certainly is! I can tell you, it's not going to be on the market for very long, either. If you two would just come in...” 
 
      
 
    I wasn't even paying attention. My eyes were fixed on her, drinking in every inch of her, burning the image into my brain. I felt my cock throb in my pants, my dick at full-mast. I had never felt such an...an animal reaction to seeing a woman before. All I could think about was sex. 
 
      
 
    She led us into the foyer, her pert little ass sashaying from side to side in her tight black skirt. A pair of black stockings accentuated her creamy legs. I couldn't tear my eyes away. 
 
      
 
    Kim definitely noticed. She shot me a sly look and ran her tongue around the edge of her lips, pursing them with naughty intent. 
 
      
 
    I didn't know what it was. It wasn't her smile, it wasn't her long blonde hair, it wasn't even her high, firm tits, almost too large on her slender frame. There was something intangible about Sarah, something that could only be experienced at the level of animal magnetism, that made me want this girl so badly it hurt. Christ, even her smell drove me wild. I wanted – no, needed – to be inside of her, to feel every inch of her no-doubt heavenly pussy tight around my dick. I needed to drain my balls inside of her. 
 
      
 
    I wondered if she felt it, too. 
 
      
 
    “So this is the main hall,” Sarah said, completely at ease in her environment and her role as realtor. “It's designed in the traditional style common to-” 
 
      
 
    “It's beautiful,” Kim said, cutting her off. “Show us the bedroom. The Master bedroom, please.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah looked a bit confused but hid it well – she must have been used to fielding odd requests from eccentric rich people. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. Right this way.” 
 
      
 
    We made our way up the luxurious staircase, Sarah's sweet ass bobbing with every step, commanding my attention. Halfway up I felt a hard twinge in my side and looked over to see Kim elbowing me. 
 
      
 
    “Get it out,” she whispered, nodding at my pocket. “I know you want to.” 
 
      
 
    I knew exactly what she meant. As we reached the top of the stairs, I slid CheatCode from my pocket and turned it on. The machine made a barely-audible hum as it booted up; even as the main menu loaded I was angling it toward Sarah, putting her right in the camera's cross hairs. The back of her clinging jacket was centered on the screen as it scanned her. 
 
      
 
    Perfect, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “What was that?” Sarah asked. She turned, but the device was already behind my back. She furrowed her brow in confusion before deciding not to pursue the matter further. 
 
      
 
    “And this,” she said, opening the door, “is our master bedroom. I think you'll find the view pretty unbeatable.” 
 
      
 
    The door opened onto a huge room, full of light. Massive bay windows opened onto an expansive view of the neighborhood, with green hills beyond. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, covered in black silk sheets. It could easily have been the bedroom of some billionaire playboy in a movie – or the set of a particularly high-grade porn film. It was perfect. 
 
      
 
    “It connects directly to the master bath over here, as you can see,” Sarah continued, moving on as Kim and I stood there looking impressed as hell. 
 
      
 
    “This is...wow,” Kim said. 
 
      
 
    “It's perfect,” I said. “We'll take it.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah turned from the bathroom door and smiled, as if this was what she'd been expecting all along. “That's fantastic. I think you'll be very happy here. We can handle the paperwork downstairs if you like-” 
 
      
 
    “And we'll take you, too,” Kim said with a naughty grin. 
 
      
 
    For an instant, Sarah looked shocked – then a flirty smile flitted across her face. “I'm sorry,” she said, her tone sexy but businesslike. “I don't come with the house.” 
 
      
 
    Wow, she is really good at this, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, “but you do come in the house.” 
 
      
 
    Her face scrunched up in apparent confusion, then I reached into my pocket and pressed the activation button on CheatCode. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth opened in shock and pleasure as an instant climax washed over her. Her long, sultry legs trembled beneath her; she bent down and leaned against the bed to keep from falling over. Every muscle in her body went taut as she went from zero to the strongest orgasm she'd ever had in her young life. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes snapped open as she came down from her peak. “What...what the hell was that? How did you?” 
 
      
 
    I hit the button again. 
 
      
 
    This time she couldn't manage to stay upright; she turned and fell backwards onto the bed, writhing with pleasure. Her legs kicked as wave after wave of pure ecstasy trembled up her spine. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth opened in a disbelieving grin. “Oh wow. Oh fuck that feels so good...” 
 
      
 
    Her hands caressed her body: her breasts, her belly, her thighs. She tossed her head back and groaned with delight as she rode out another climax. 
 
      
 
    Finally she let out an explosive sigh and tossed her arms over her head, exhausted. Beads of sweat dribbled down her cheeks; her clothing clung to her, soaked with sweat. I was rock hard just looking at her. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she said, dazed. “I've never come like that before, ever.” 
 
      
 
    “Isn't it wonderful?” Kim stepped forward, went down on her knees, crawled across the bed to where Sarah lay panting. “It feels so wonderful to give in. To just feel the pleasure, and not have to think about anything else...” 
 
      
 
    She bent over Sarah and began undoing her buttons. The realtor groaned, reached out weakly, but her hands did little more than graze the front of Kim's blouse. 
 
      
 
    “That's right,” Kim whispered, pulling Sarah's shirt off. “Let's get those awful clothes off you. Then you can feel really good...” 
 
      
 
    I waited until her Sarah's bra was off and her gorgeous, milky tits were exposed to the air of the bedroom before pushing the button again. Her body arched like a bow as she came yet again, sobbing with release. 
 
      
 
    Kim's lips met hers, kissing her as she forced her body back down on the bed. “That's right, it feels so good, doesn't it? It feels good to obey.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” Sarah gasped. “Oh, fuck, it's so good!” 
 
      
 
    “You know who's doing it, don't you? Making you feel the way you've never felt before?” 
 
      
 
    Kim glanced over at me, and Sarah followed her gaze. The perky realtor's eyes opened wide as if she was seeing me for the very first time; seeing me the way I wanted to be, the way I deserved to be seen. As the one in control, the hero, the protagonist.  
 
      
 
    The Master. 
 
      
 
    “What do you say?” Kim asked, slipping her hand beneath Sarah's skirt. 
 
      
 
    “I...oh!...thank you,” Sarah sobbed. “Thank you so much, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    “He's your master now,” Kim hissed, stroking her. “And I'm your mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Master,” Sarah whispered deliriously. “Mistress...” 
 
      
 
    “He's God, and I'm just a few inches below him,” Kim assured her. “But we are merciful and good, Sarah. Master loves you – can't you see how hard he is, just from watching your pleasure? What do you want to do when you see that, Sarah?” 
 
      
 
    She started at the bulge in my pants hungrily, like restraining herself took a physical effort. 
 
      
 
    “I want to make him feel good,” she said, biting her lip. “So good.” 
 
      
 
    Kim smiled and gestured for me to come closer. “Come over here, Master. Show our new girl how wonderful the pleasure of submission feels.” 
 
      
 
    I didn't need any more invitation than that. I walked to the foot of the bed and Kim had my pants off in a flash, undoing my belt one-handed. The load I'd blown in her mouth less than an hour ago might as well have not existed as far as my cock was concerned: I was hard and throbbing like I'd been denying myself for days. Sarah lay spread like a banquet on the comforter, still writhing gently from the aftershocks of her hypnotic reconditioning. 
 
      
 
    Sinking into her was pure bliss. My aching cock parted her walls like they were made to be stretched by it; filling her with a quickness that made her cry out in wonderful agony. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shit,” she muttered, “Oh, that's so fucking good. Fuck me harder, Master. I want you to fuck me just as hard as you want – like you've never fucked any girl before...” 
 
      
 
    I complied eagerly, using the bed as leverage, pinning her down and filling her with long, slow strokes. Kim wasn't lazy; she filled the breach whenever there was a gap, stimulating one or both of us with her fingers, her tongue, or her naughty, hypnotically-charged words.  
 
      
 
    As she felt my balls tighten against her, a flash of worry crossed Sarah's pretty features. “I'm not on the pill,” she groaned, forcing her hips upward to meet me. 
 
      
 
    “That's okay,” Kim cooed, stroking the side of her head like an animal. “Master wants you to be bred – isn't that right, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, barely paying attention. The world had shrunk to a single point, a rapidly expanding field of pleasure between Sarah's thighs, and I wanted to ride that wave for all it was worth. 
 
      
 
    “Oh...okay,” Sarah said, her eyes going big. “I want you to come in me, Master. Please, fill me up with your seed!” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes as I climaxed, my legs shaking at the long, loud come. I grabbed her hips and grunted as I thrust, shooting again and again as I ground myself into her. Without thinking, I reached into my pocket and pushed the button a final time, causing Sarah to go into paroxysms of delight, her pussy clenching around me with sweet tightness as she came. Her nails raked my back as she moved without thinking. 
 
      
 
    Once we came down from our highs, I pulled out and let Kim clean me off. Sarah, watched impressed, as some of the light came back into her eyes...but not all. She was mine now, I could tell: another girl who'd come to realize she was a supporting character in the video game of my life. I didn't even need to check the console to see that. 
 
      
 
    “Well,” she said as Kim finished licking up the last of my come, “this has certainly been a much more pleasant experience than I was expecting.” 
 
      
 
    “How soon can this house be ours?” Kim asked. 
 
      
 
    It took a moment for Sarah to respond, as if the gears in her head related to her old life took a moment to get spinning again. “Well, the financing will take a few days to approve-” 
 
      
 
    “We'll be paying cash,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    This no longer fazed her. Nothing did. “Then I think this place can be yours by the end of the day,” she said with a relieved smile. 
 
      
 
    “Fantastic.” Kim smiled up at me, slipping into the role of my #2 effortlessly. She worshiped my cock, but when it came to Sarah, as I was beginning to realize, she was all control. “We'll be throwing a little housewarming party tonight, then. You'll be here, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” Sarah said, a little taken aback. “I would love to spend some more time with you...” 
 
      
 
    “And make sure to pack some bags,” Kim added. “You're going to be staying with us for a while.” 
 
      
 
    It took a moment for it to register, then a broad grin crossed Sarah's face, like we were confirming something she'd only hoped for until this instant. “That's...that's great! I'll make sure this paperwork gets filed and then I'll be back asap...alright?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and dismissed her. When she was gone, I turned to Kim, who was checking over her nails at the foot of the bed like she was already the lady of the house. 
 
      
 
    “Why did you do that: tell her we were keeping her without checking with me?” 
 
      
 
    Kim gave me a small, worried smile. “Oh, Master, it was obvious you want her. Besides, you're going to want to start breeding these sluts now that we have room for them, and I need to keep my figure as their leader. So she can be the one you knock up first.” 
 
      
 
    That all made sense, but I still didn't like it 100%. “That's very good thinking, Kim.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. 
 
      
 
    Then I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close, close enough that she could smell the sweet stench of Sarah all over me. “But don't forget that you serve me, alright good girl? The gap between me and you is even wider than the one between you and Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Master,” she said quickly, her face a mix of pain and pleasure. “Whatever you say. I would never dream of displeasing you.” 
 
      
 
    “Good.” I released her and let her fall back onto the bed. “Now turn around. I want to have this room nice and broken into by the time Sarah gets back.” 
 
      
 
    She beamed. Turning around and spreading her legs, she whispered: “Of course, Master.” 
 
      
 
    God it felt good to be home. 
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    “Are you ready?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Sarah lay in bed, wearing nothing besides a pair of lacy black panties. Her expression was nervous, but her body was primed and ready for me: her nipples stood diamond-hard from her ample breasts, and her panties were soaked with wetness. A few feet away, Kim sat coolly in a plush armchair, one leg crossed over the other. 
 
      
 
    Sarah bit her lip, grinned nervously, and nodded. “Yes, Master.” 
 
      
 
    She had good reason to be concerned. I'd never done anything like this before. In the months since I'd discovered CheatCode, a handheld device that let me input codes into my everyday life to win me money and women, I'd done nearly everything imaginable to the minds of people around me. I'd made them give me things, made them like me, and made a few particularly pleasing women worship me, serving my every whim with their nubile bodies. But that was the mind: the body was another story. I was about to take this to a whole new level. 
 
      
 
    “If you notice anything strange,” I began, betraying one of the only hints of nervousness I'd ever had since making Kim and Sarah my harem slaves, “or if it starts to hurt, you let me know, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Sarah nodded again, this time more sure. “I'm ready. I want to do this for you, Master.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a brief nod and pulled out CheatCode. It booted up with a gentle vibration, the screen flashing several times. In contrast to the first time I'd started it, I had close to a dozen different folders waiting for me, each marked with the name of a different girl. Kim's was there, the second girl I'd ever decided to use CheatCode on (and the first I'd decided to keep), as was my neighbor Daphne and a bunch of other random people. But right now, there was only one person I was interested in changing: 
 
      
 
    I selected Sarah and pressed enter. 
 
      
 
    The main menu appeared, now familiar to me as an old friend: 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code V.1.1 – Menu 
 
    1) Bookmarks 
 
    2) Cheats By Category 
 
    3) Cheats By Name 
 
    4) Advanced Search 
 
    5) Experimental Mode (Beta) 
 
    6) TOP SECRET 
 
      
 
    Press CC at any time to enter a new cheat... 
 
      
 
    For an instant, the old urge to open up the 'TOP SECRET' folder and try to crack its mysteries welled up within me. The folder had been stubbornly difficult to figure out – the main problem was that it would allow me to enter three guesses for the folder's password, then lock up for a period of hours. I had tried every basic password I could think of, even looking up a list of the most common passwords online, but without knowing more about the person who had owned this device before me, it seemed like getting access to that folder was impossible. 
 
      
 
    So I selected the second-most mysterious option in the menu: Experimental Mode. 
 
      
 
    I knew that while Kim and Sarah were both 100% down for whatever I wanted them to do, there was a hint of restlessness about them. They must have thought that now, since we owned a house full of guest rooms and amenities, that life would slow down somewhat: would become filled with luxurious parties, shopping sprees, and the occasional brainwashing of a new, slutty bimbo. The last thing they'd have expected was for their master to be holed up for days, fiddling with the device that had made them his – after all, weren't they more fun to be around? 
 
      
 
    But something had changed. Maybe it had been the raw rush of power, the thrill of controlling another human being and bending them to my will. If not that, perhaps it happened when I came in Sarah with no protection, while she begged me to breed her fertile pussy, to shoot my heir inside her like she was an animal, built to be impregnated. Whatever it was, I wanted it – and it was centered around Sarah, the hot blonde realtor who had opened this house and her mind to us. I wanted to breed her, sure (what sane man with a brain and a working libido wouldn't) but I wanted more. I wanted to make her the perfect vessel for my seed. I wanted to feel like a king, with a harem of the finest sluts in the world. 
 
      
 
    So I had started tinkering with Experimental Mode, and to my surprise, discovered its intended but unfinished features: body modification. Just as CheatCode's normal mode could rewrite a person's mind, changing their opinion of the “main character” in an instant, the Experimental Mode was a kind of character editor, giving me the power to change a person at will. 
 
      
 
    It had taken an extreme amount of effort to work out the most basic functions of Experimental Mode, but thanks to my background in programming and a lifetime wasted playing video games, I had finally made progress. Today I was putting my theories into practice. 
 
      
 
    I glanced back from the device to Sarah's face, fixing her features in my mind. A burst of inspiration hit; I felt in my pocket and pulled out my phone. It was a top-of-the-line model, recently purchased, and its camera was fantastic. I held it up sideways. 
 
      
 
    “Smile,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Sarah beamed, showing off the million-dollar smile that had sold so many mansions. I pushed the button; the camera vibrated gently and made a happy ping! 
 
      
 
    “That's the 'before' picture,” I said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    Kim perked up as if she had just now taken stock of the conversation. “So you can see how much progress has been done,” she said to Sarah. “You'll be able to tell how much prettier you look.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah nodded, her eyes flitting to Kim's for an instant before returning to mine. Her mouth worked as if she was thinking of what to say, then closed. She cleared her throat, eyes shining. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do first?” 
 
      
 
    I flipped through the cheats I had queued up. They were complicated macros, long strings of commands I had created by hand through trial and error. A whole world of possibility lay in those cheats – if they worked properly. 
 
      
 
    I took a last look at Sarah as she was and smirked. “Well, first I thought we'd take ten years off.”  
 
      
 
    Her pretty face turned to confusion as I pressed the button. 
 
      
 
    Instantly, the console began to vibrate, becoming warm in my hand. Moments later, I could tell Sarah was beginning to feel something: her gorgeous, expressive eyes widened like saucers, pupils dilated. 
 
      
 
    She gasped. “Oh, Master. That feels so...wonderful!” 
 
      
 
    Kim leaned forward in her chair, arms crossed, staring intently so as not to miss a moment of what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    A slow, surprised moan echoed from her throat, like an orgasm happening in slow motion. Her head and chest rose from the bed as if we were performing an exorcism. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Kim whispered, almost too quiet to be heard. “Look!” 
 
      
 
    It was impossible not to. As we watched, fascinated and shocked, a change came over Sarah's entire body. Imagine you took a picture of a young woman every single day, chronicling the slow decline of age over her features, then stuck them end to end in a time-lapse that took thirty thirty seconds to run. Then imagine you did it in reverse. 
 
      
 
    That wasn't exactly what Sarah looked like, but it was close enough. In a flash, the ghosts of wrinkles that had been forming on her forehead smoothed away, her face grew more youthful, her breasts higher and firmer than before. Her entire body shrunk slightly, becoming sleeker, gaining the appearance of a woman just beginning the fullness of her womanhood. Before I'd hit the button Sarah had been twenty-seven years old; now, as she collapsed gasping back onto the bed she had the figure and appearance of an eighteen-year old. It was like the years had melted right off of her. 
 
      
 
    She glanced from me to Kim in amazement, her eyes wide. “I...I feel so good. Christ, I can even see a little bit better...this is amazing, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Wonderful,” I murmured, struggling to keep my emotions under control. If Sarah had been tempting before, she was almost irresistible to me now. Her young, virile body lay spread for me like a virgin teenager's on prom night. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Kim said, naked jealousy in her eyes. “You're just about perfect, Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up at this unexpected praise from her mistress. She looked at me for confirmation, practically begging me to affirm that she was a good little girl for me. 
 
      
 
    “She's right,” I said, and as Sarah beamed added, “but why settle for 'just about'?” 
 
      
 
    As the two girls stared at me, wondering what I had in mind, I punched in the next series of commands I had pre-programmed and activated them. After all, I thought, what good is giving Sarah back her youth if I don't let her take full advantage of it? 
 
      
 
    Her eyes went wide and a bead of sweat trickled down her forehead as another burst of pleasurable transformation caused her body to shiver and writhe. This time, the culprits were her breasts, growing fuller and fatter as she groaned. They reached the limits of good taste and plowed right past them, expanding until we'd need to special-order a bra to fit them in. 
 
      
 
    Not that they need it, I thought with a smile. They were almost unnaturally firm and pert – the tits of an eighteen-year old, just blown up into bimbofied proportions. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the program was finished, another took over. Sarah had an instant of respite before another change made brought a cry from her lips – this time it was her hips, widening to accommodate the ass that was right now sprouting like produce beneath her back. Her lips plumped up like someone had slapped her across the mouth; finally her luscious blonde locks whitened into platinum blonde. 
 
      
 
    The woman who looked up at me, wide-eyed in disbelief, bore only a passing resemblance to the realtor who had sold me this mansion we were in. It was as if this creature, this utter bimbo slut, were inside of Sarah the whole time, hiding inside her dirtiest, most air-headed desires, and I had borne her out like a sculptor transforming clay. Or maybe that's just what I wanted to believe, but either way, just the sight of her made me rock hard. In my wildest dreams, the hugely exaggerated mental picture I'd had of Sarah's body had never looked this good. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” Kim said, holding her hand to her mouth to conceal her shock. “She looks like a completely different person.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah sat up slightly, catching sight of her mammoth mammaries. Her jaw hit the floor, parting her sultry lips in a way I found immensely appealing. 
 
      
 
    “I want to see,” she said, amazed at the sound of her own voice. I hadn't even programmed that into CheatCode, it must have happened automatically – her smooth contralto had risen an octave into the giggly, bubbly voice of an oversexed cheerleader. She took a moment before rising herself to a half-sitting position on her elbows. “I want to see what Master did to me.” 
 
      
 
    A tingle of worry wormed its way into the back of my mind. Had I finally gone too far this time? Was the Experimental Mode inside of CheatCode so untested that it could turn the will of someone I'd made my devoted slave? I wasn't that concerned – once you've got a device that gives you godlike power in the palm of your hand, nothing fazes you all that much – but it was enough to dampen my excitement over what I was about to do next. 
 
      
 
    “Here, let me snap another picture of you,” I said, pushing the anxiety down. I pulled out my phone and held it up sideways. “Say cheese, baby.” 
 
      
 
    The effect was overwhelming. The old Sarah knew exactly how to work a camera; the new one was able to make love to it. She bit her lip and struck a naughty pornstar pose, legs spread wide and entire body screaming an open invitation to fuck. If my phone had a dick, it would've been hard enough to etch steel. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, that is so hot,” I said, completely unfeigned. “Here.” 
 
      
 
    I handed her the phone. When she saw what was on the screen, she let out a little squeal of delight. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my gawd!” She said, glancing down from the phone to her perfect, bimbo body. “I'm so...I'm just...I'm totally hot! Thank you so much, Master! How can I ever repay you?” 
 
      
 
    I could think of a couple dozen ways, but I had to exercise a little patience. I was almost to the point where I could let my desire run free, but there was still a bit more to do. 
 
      
 
    “Easy,” I said, leaning forward. I put my hands on her hips and slid her closer, watching with satisfaction as she moaned at my touch. “There's one more thing I want to do to you, Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything, Master,” Sarah said, practically babbling. “You know I want to be exactly the kind of the girl that most pleases you.” 
 
      
 
    “I know you do,” I said, stroking her hips gently. “And this new, sexy body you have pleases me greatly, slave.” 
 
      
 
    She shivered with delight. 
 
      
 
    “But you know what a body like this was built for, right?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. Her intelligence had faded in accordance with her new look; her brain was already catching up with her ditzy body. “To...to please you, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “It does, but that's not it,” I said, cupping her chin. “A body with those wide hips and huge tits was built to do one thing exceptionally well: to make babies. Heirs. To be bred like an animal, filled with your master's virile seed so that your body gives root to his sons.” 
 
      
 
    She reacted like I'd just slid my fingers into her soaking slit and stroked her clit. “Ohh, yes Master...” 
 
      
 
    “Doesn't that just sound wonderful?” I asked. “Don't you think that's the thing you've been missing, all these years? To make you complete?” 
 
      
 
    Her nod was almost violent in her haste to agree with me. “Yes! Yes! Please, Parker, my body is crying out for it – I'm begging you for it! Please come inside of me, please breed me like a bitch in heat!” 
 
      
 
    “I can see that you're ready for it,” I said, and this time I really did stroke her slit, moving her panties aside and sliding two fingers into her wetness, “primed and ready to give my cock the best treatment it's ever received. God, you're so tight.” 
 
      
 
    She grinned. “I haven't felt this horny since I was a teenager. I'm sure if you put just a drop of that sweet come inside of me, you'll knock me up.” 
 
      
 
    A wicked smile crossed my face. “I'm going to make sure of that.” 
 
      
 
    With my free hand, I thumbed the next command into CheatCode and got ready to activate it. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to know about this code before I use it,” I said, rubbing her clit with hard, sharp strokes. “No surprises this time – I want you to feel every second of it. Do you know what's going to happen when I push this button?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. She bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood, struggling to stay quiet and not interrupt me – even though I could tell her pussy was singing with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “It's going to increase your fertility,” I said. “What that means exactly, even I don't know – but your body is going to make itself ready for me. By the time I'm ready to enter you, you're going to be so fertile you're going to give me quadruplets.” 
 
      
 
    My words made her shake in mingled fear and anticipation. She shook her head gently, her mouth moving like she was struggling to form a rebuttal. 
 
      
 
    Before she could, Kim cut her off. “Do it, Master. Make her your fertile little breeding bitch – then knock her up the way I know only you can.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed the button. 
 
      
 
    This time the effects were instantaneous. Sarah let out a harsh cry, her back arching as the program did its work. Her hips and breasts plumped beneath me, and a torrent of wetness dribbled over my fingers. There was a smell coming off her body – a mixture of pheromones and lust. The scent of it was intoxicating. I knew if she went outside like this, she'd have men lining up to rape her in minutes. 
 
      
 
    I pushed the button again. And again. And again. 
 
      
 
    By the time I was finished, Sarah was staring at me with a feverish intensity, as if I was the only thing in the world. A low, animal growl escaped her as her tongue rolled around her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Seed...” she whispered, grinding against me. “Need your seed, Master...” 
 
      
 
    Fuck, I couldn't wait any longer. It was as if her body had crossed some evolutionary threshold, become something other than human. Every inch of her, every sound she made, even the smell of her skin was calculated to drive men wild, to make them shoot their fertile seed inside her body. I'd created a monster, and now I was going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of it. 
 
      
 
    Interestingly enough, Kim did not seem immune to Sarah's new charms, either. The gorgeous brunette was practically drooling as her nose filled with Sarah's erotic pheromone scent. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck her, Master,” Kim whispered, like she was the one feeling the pleasure. “Fuck her hard.” 
 
      
 
    Unable to wait, she snapped out of the chair and landed on her knees. Her hands were at my belt, removing my cock from my pants. It throbbed in the open air, already dripping with fat beads of precum. Kim stared at it like she wanted to gobble it right up – but she knew exactly where all that hot, creamy seed needed to go.  
 
      
 
    So instead she started with my balls, licking and sucking while Sarah watched jealously. She gave my cock a gentle stroke as she pulled off me, rolling back onto her hands so she could watch the show up close and personal. 
 
      
 
    Sarah had passed the point of no return; she was wheezing, begging, grasping at air trying to pull me into her. “Please...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't take it any more. I slid inside her with one smooth stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” The feel of it made me cry out, made me lean back and start thrusting as hard as I could. Nothing, and I mean nothing had ever felt like this. I had thought I'd understood what it meant when a girl's pussy was primed for my shaft – but I knew nothing. This was incredible, unlike any sexual encounter I'd had before. Every atom, every molecule of Sarah's body was focused on one thing: being bred. On milking my seed out of my cock in the way that would make me come the hardest, fill her with the most seed. 
 
      
 
    I couldn't stop. You couldn't have pulled me away. Her pussy was so inviting, so warm, so perfect. 
 
      
 
    We'd passed beyond the point of needing words – the only sounds in the room were Sarah's cries of passion and my guttural grunts as I stretched her walls around me with each thrust. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm came hard and fast, completely unannounced. One second I was riding the high of being inside my perfect bimbo fantasy, the next the world went white-hot with pleasure as I spilled myself inside of her, draining my aching balls with burst after burst of hot come. Her body, already primed to the snapping point, climaxed with a tensing up of all her muscles. Her pussy clenched around me and (I swear) it felt as if it sucked me in, suctioning my seed as deep into her womb as possible. The shock and novelty of it made me come a second time. The orgasm was no less pleasurable, but this time my cock only fired a few extra bursts of semen. Still, I was amazed – how had she fit all that inside of her? Forget quadruplets, I was going to fill her with six, seven babies. I was going to make her the most fertile bitch of all time. 
 
      
 
    We came out of our haze slowly, like emerging from a drugged state. Sweat poured from my body; it felt like I'd been emptied in the most complete and pleasurable way. A soft, wonderful ache was in my muscles. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Sarah said, leaning back. She looked more stoned than I'd ever seen a person. “I feel so...complete. Thank you, Master, thank you so much!” 
 
      
 
    “Now do it to me.” Kim was insistent, not even willing to wait for me to cool down. “I want to be just like her, Master.” She leaned forward and whispered the last into my ear: “Anything she can do for you, you know I can do better.” 
 
      
 
    So that was it. Kim saw a bimbofied, fertile Sarah and wanted to reassert her dominance as my number one girl. Well, I could make that happen. My cock was already stirring again in my pants at the thought of changing Kim's body into another fertile bimbo… 
 
      
 
    There was a new message on CheatCode. I had gotten used to these – it updated me whenever I added a new girl to my harem – but this message was different. For a long moment I stared at it, wondering what the hell it meant: 
 
      
 
    Player Two has entered the game! 
 
      
 
    “Player two...” I said, confused. For an instant, I thought that maybe I had already knocked up Sarah successfully – then my phone rang. 
 
      
 
    Downloading new patch… the console said. 
 
      
 
    “Master?” There was an edge of irritation in Kim's tone. “What's going on?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “One second,” I said, holding the phone to my ear. There was an audible click as the call connected. 
 
      
 
    “Hello there, Parker.” 
 
      
 
    I froze, a horrible feeling settling in my stomach. There should have been no reason to fear – the voice on the other end of the phone was a young woman's, rich and smooth, but there was something in it that sent my teeth on edge. 
 
      
 
    CheatCode dinged. I glanced down to find another message: Patch downloaded! Sent by: LilaRED 
 
      
 
    Lila...red? 
 
      
 
    “Who is this?” I asked. “Is this...Lila?” 
 
      
 
    I heard the woman laugh. “You're not so dumb, Park. Although it didn't take me all that long to find you, so maybe not.” 
 
      
 
    The device in my hand hummed as it began to reboot. “What did you just do? Who are you?” 
 
      
 
    “You really don't know, do you?” The voice sounded pleased, like it was greatly enjoying our conversation. “You really think you're the only person in the world who has one of those little god boxes? Like, they only made one, especially for you?” 
 
      
 
    So she had one, too. That much was obvious: my device was communicating with something, after all. “You're LilaRED,” I said. It wasn't a question. 
 
      
 
    “I am,” she said with relish. “You could have had a username, too, if you'd bothered to explore that thing you're holding instead of using it to turn good girls into submissive bimbo sluts.” 
 
      
 
    I was stunned. “Who the fuck are you?” And why did she sound so familiar? 
 
      
 
    She chuckled. “I'm the girl who just clowned you, Park. I'm the bitch who locked your CheatCode so you can't do any more damage to the world.” 
 
      
 
    No. It couldn't be true. Frantically, I flipped to the main menu. 
 
      
 
    It was just as she said. Every option was grayed out, unselectable. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that my current cheats hadn't reverted, otherwise I'd be watching Sarah deflate like a balloon. There had to be an option to fix this, to do something… 
 
      
 
    I stopped looking. There was one option left on the main menu that wasn't locked: TOP SECRET.  
 
      
 
    “You locked everything except that folder,” I said. It came out as a sigh. 
 
      
 
    “I did.” A second later, something else came into her voice. The anger wasn't gone, exactly, but it was tempered with something else, something I couldn't quite put my finger on. 
 
      
 
    “And Parker,” she added. “If you want to be one of us, if you want that thing in your hand to ever be more than a useless lump of plastic again, then you'd better figure out how to get into that folder.” 
 
      
 
    I was dumbfounded. I realized she was about to hang up and began to babble. “No, no! You can't do that! I tried to get into that folder, but I don't know the password!” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you do,” she said, sounding irritated. “Just think hard. Think about me and you.” 
 
      
 
    “I don't even know you!” 
 
      
 
    Her voice went icy cold. “You should. I'm your wife.” 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!?” 
 
      
 
    The line went dead.
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    Chapter One: The Loan Girl  
 
       
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    “Come for me, Master! Everything will be alright - everything will be so much better if you come inside me!”  
 
       
 
    A cry of passion escaped Sarah’s plump, cherry-red lips as I gripped her hips. Hungrily, I thrust my cock deep inside her pussy, giving a grunt of pleasure as she spread her legs wider for me.  Her nails dug into my skin, raking my back as I pinned her down to the bed, really going for it this time and sliding as deep as I could go, burying myself up to the hilt in her wet, slippery folds.  
 
       
 
    Her long, platinum blonde hair lay fanned out beneath her on the king-sized bed in the master bedroom of our mansion.  Her giant tits, courtesy of her most recent body modification enhancement, jiggled as she began to grind her hips against me, begging me without words - please let me come, master - haven’t I been a good girl for you?  
 
       
 
    “Not yet -- first you give me what I want, then you get your fun,” I reminded her, almost crossly.  For a brainwashed bimbo, Sarah was becoming more and more greedy for her own pleasure, sometimes even at the expense of my own. I kept reminding myself to do something about it, but against everything else I had to deal with lately, it kept sliding down the list.  
 
       
 
    Don’t think about that, I reminded myself. Think about those tits bouncing, just for you. The way her cunt welcomes you in like it’s the only thing that matters in the world.  
 
       
 
    Sarah bit her lip.  God, I loved it when she did that -- like a shy teenager, hungry and brimming with lust.  
 
       
 
    “Yes Master,” she groaned.  “Fill me with your seed, let me carry your heir!”  
 
       
 
    God, that felt good to hear. For a few minutes, pounding away inside Sarah’s dripping wet pussy, caressing the perfect bimbo body I’d given her through my hypnotic powers, spreading her like a cheap whore on the bed of the palatial villa she’d sold me just before swearing to obey my every command, I was able to forget that not everything was as it should be in my world.   
 
       
 
    Up until recently, I’d have laughed if THIS situation was one I considered less than ideal.  After all, when you go from being a slacker video game store slob whose girlfriend breaks up with him via text with a fucking sad face emoji...to the master of a harem of slutty bimbos, you’d think my metrics for what is and is not the good life would be different.  But everything I had was due to my CheatCode device, and now it was very, very locked.  All except for that damn TOP SECRET folder.  
 
       
 
    And it was all because of LilaRED.  
 
       
 
    I came in Sarah hard and fast, gripping her curvy thighs tight with my fingers, so tight I could feel her give a short little cry of pain as my nails dug into her tender skin.  I buried my face in the smooth crook of her neck, biting down on her soft skin as I came and muffling a long groan of release.   
 
       
 
    Instantly I filled her pussy up with my load, once again working to have her bear the fleshy fruit of my labors, to quicken and bloat her lithe, tender body into a vessel for my heir.  I was pretty sure it’d worked the last time after loading the fertility cheat, but I felt like it would be a good idea to keep stuffing her pussy full of my come, just in case.  
 
       
 
    “Now you can come,” I said, leaning down close to her ear, close enough so my breath was hot on her skin.  “Come like the dirty little slut you are. Come hard for me, right now.”  
 
       
 
    Her eyes glazed over as I knew they would -- while she wasn’t as dirty-mouthed as my other newly-minted bimbo-née-waitress Kim, Sarah responded to my own mild chastising as though I were flipping a switch.  I slid my fingers down her curvy side, watching her eyelashes flutter as the waves of her orgasm washed over her.  My fingers dipped into her pussy, now full of my seed and sticky with her own mingling juices.  
 
       
 
    I should’ve been content, I wasn’t. A snippet of an old song rolled through my head: woah-oh, I ain’t ever satisfied. There was only one thing in the world that would satisfy me, and it had locked my fucking CheatCode up tighter than Sarah’s pussy.  
 
       
 
    Oh well. Life still has its perks. I rolled over, collapsing on the bed and ignoring Sarah, warm body beside mine.  She leaned over me, those perfect, plump lips close to mine, her eyes sparkling.   
 
       
 
    “Do you want me to suck your cock, Master?” she asked, moving ever so slightly down towards to lower half of my body.  “Or you could come on my tits, would you like that -- ohhh, I bet you’d like that, Master!  You’d make me all sticky and hot, oh yes, do it!” she giggled, getting excited and moving to position her tits for my cock, an eager light in her wide eyes.  
 
       
 
    But I closed my eyes instead.  It felt like a hammer had been banging at my temple for days, clawing at the insides of my eyeballs, frustration turning my stomach and mind into tangled knots.  I knew I should want to come on Sarah’s tits or have her suck my cock.  I wanted my power back.  
 
       
 
    With my CheatCode locked, I wasn’t just cut off from adding to my bimbo harem.  I was cut off from my money, too, and since I’d just bought this godforsaken mansion, now was KIND OF A TERRIBLE TIME FOR THAT, LilaRED.  Even with having paid for the place in cash, I was still facing other bills, and they were beginning to add up.  
 
       
 
    All I wanted was to get back into my CheatCode device, and I couldn’t fucking do it, and it was driving me mad.  I wasn’t Parker the Master anymore, not in my mind.  In my head I was turning into a crazed lunatic, bound and determined to break the lock code LilaRED, whoever the hell she was, had put on my device.  My tool.  My toy.  The one perfect thing to ever happen in my boring, sad-sack life, and she’d gone and ruined it.   
 
       
 
    I was cut off like a junkie removed from their needles.  I needed a hit, but as my fingers wrapped around the CheatCode, I knew it was in vain.   
 
       
 
    “And why,” I said, in my frustration not even realizing I was speaking aloud, “does she keep saying she’s my fucking wife?”  
 
       
 
    Sarah sat up, giving me one of those loving glances that are impossible from someone who isn’t hypnotically attracted to you. “Oh, Master - are you still thinking about that nasty bitch? Maybe Kim would like a turn with you, I’ll bet she could cheer you up,” Sarah offered, changing tactics and bouncing up from the bed, perky as ever, optimistic as fuck.  But it was no use.   
 
       
 
    “What time is it?” I asked.  
 
       
 
    An understanding look came into Sarah’s eyes. She rolled over, grabbed her phone and checked the time. “3:30,” she said.  
 
       
 
    “Perfect,” I said. My latest session with Sarah had made the time fly by, and now I could try a new set of passwords. The CheatCode locked after a half-dozen or so attempts, so I could only guess at the password every few hours. Maybe, I thought, this time I’ll get lucky.  
 
       
 
    I slid off the bed and pulled my pants back on, ignoring the slack in them around my waist, or trying to.  I hadn’t been eating, had only barely been sleeping, the last few weeks as I tried to hack the CheatCode back into working, and so far, nothing was working.  You know you have big problems when two lusty brainwashed bimbos begging to suck you off and get their cunts full of your come still doesn’t make you happy.  
 
       
 
    I slouched down the giant, curvy staircase, making my way past marble columns and giant windows that filled the place with light like a cathedral.  I didn’t care.  I flopped onto the couch, and pulled the CheatCode Game Boy-like device from my pocket and flipped open the menu, knowing full well it would do exactly nothing.  Still, I had to keep trying.   
 
       
 
    From my other pocket, I drew out a crumpled sheet of paper, with line after line of unsuccessful password cracking attempted crossed out.  I’d tried everything, all the usual suspects and then some, as many common computer passwords as I’d been able to find on the Internet.  One by one, I was trying them and crossing them out.  I was running out though.   
 
       
 
    I felt a growl of frustration surge from deep within me as I tapped out another attempt to unlock the TOP SECRET folder, the only part of the main menu I was still able to access after LilaRED’s hack.   
 
       
 
    Who the fuck did she think she was?  Locking me, Parker the Master, out of my game?  Who was I hurting, anyway?  Why did she think she could control me like this?  
 
       
 
    I tapped another password.  LETMEINLETMEIN.  Incorrect password, please try again.  OPENSESAME.  Incorrect password, please try again.   
 
       
 
    I rubbed my eyes, anger and frustration filling my whole body with potent, blazing rage.  God damn it.  God damn her.  
 
       
 
    FUCKYOULILARED.  Incorrect password, please try again.   
 
       
 
    I thought back through the hundreds of passwords I’d used my whole life.   
 
       
 
    PARKER9.  My first password when I was a kid.  
 
       
 
    Incorrect password, please try again.  
 
       
 
    IMTHEBESTPARKER1!.  Middle school.  
 
       
 
    1!PARKERPARKINGONLY.  High school.  
 
       
 
    I paused, thinking back to college.  What had I used then?  
 
       
 
    I’d started getting creative then.  Still not smart, but I remembered using a throwaway password for the easy shit that didn’t impact my life.  BlackBoard courses, mostly.  
 
       
 
    I remembered.  I’d had to mix it up sometimes, with University prompts to change passwords coming too often to keep everything straight.  I’d used my name then too, just like when I was a kid.  But not quite like I’d just typed it back then...  
 
       
 
    I’d try this once more.   
 
       
 
    1REKRAP!  
 
       
 
    It was my name backwards, a couple symbols thrown in to meet the usual standards.  
 
       
 
    Stupid, easy, simple.  
 
       
 
    Any bozo could figure it out.  Except, apparently, me.  I was the bozo who had to go through 88 iterations before arriving at it.  
 
       
 
    WELCOME, PARKER.   
 
       
 
    The TOP SECRET folder opened, simple as that.  
 
       
 
    I stared at my CheatCode, not really believing that my name backwards password had worked, but there I was, staring at a new menu, the menu I’d been obsessing over for days.  
 
       
 
    There wasn’t much there.  
 
       
 
    I scrolled down, but the scroll didn’t take very long; there were only two options: SAVE GAME and LOAD GAME.  
 
       
 
    Neither seemed like they’d be very interesting.  What kind of TOP SECRET folder was this?  I rubbed my temple.  All that work, and for seemingly nothing.  
 
       
 
    “Master, you look so sad...maybe you should get out and see if you can bring home another girl!” Kim said, sashaying into the room with those luscious hips swaying.  She cuddled down next to me and pouted.  “I hate to see my Master so sad!”  
 
       
 
    She paused.  
 
       
 
    “You know, maybe if you go to that burger place you like so much you’d feel better.”  She gave a saucy wink.  “And maybe you’ll have luck with another waitress while you’re there!  You did so well the last time.”  She moved her warm body close to mine, and I could feel the heat from her skin as she touched me.  “You’ve been working so hard to crack that thing, you really should eat something, anyway.”  
 
       
 
    I slipped the CheatCode back into my pocket.  She was right.  I deserved to reward myself for my efforts.  I’d gotten this far, and it probably would do me good.   
 
       
 
    Except as I made my way to the burger joint, I realized there was still the looming problem of the bills, which the TOP SECRET folder had not exactly fixed.  I could kick myself for not padding my savings account and stuffing a whole mattress full of hundred dollar bills before LilaRED had a chance to lock me out of my cash flow.  But what was done, was done.  Now I had to fix it.  
 
       
 
    The CheatCode hadn’t fixed it.  Time to move on to option #2: the regular old bank. Sighing with frustration, I turned the car around and didn’t stop until I saw the big marble front of the bank in my windshield. The sight of the line - nearly outside the door - made me groan with despair. Why couldn’t people take care of their business on their lunch break and leave the afternoon for world controlling despots in training? I opened the door, intending to let loose a withering insult, but froze.  
 
       
 
    That’s when I saw her.  
 
       
 
    She had hair that was black as a raven’s, and long, and her lips were bright red, the color of sticky strawberry candy.  She looked down at something on her desk, the scoop of her blouse hanging low so I could just catch the hint of creamy, full breasts hiding beneath.  A delicate silver chain hung down from her neck until it slid between her tits below her blouse, and it was all I could do not to instantly wish for my CheatCode to work so I could have her instantly begging for me to slip my hands down there to make her squeal.   
 
       
 
    She didn’t see me there in line, until I cleared my throat.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, sir, I’m so sorry,” she said, moving one hand to brush a stray lock of hair away from her large, brown eyes.  The silver necklace caught the light through the windows and sparkled, as though it too were teasing me about what I wanted so badly, but couldn’t have.  
 
       
 
    “I’m here to see about a short-term loan,” I said as confidently as I could.  Calm down, I thought. You’re Parker the Master, not Parker the broke-ass video game clerk, remember? I had to remind myself, and I felt my body straighten in an effort to hide my shuffling embarrassment over my predicament.  
 
       
 
    “Certainly sir,” she said.  “Come right this way.”  
 
       
 
    Her heels clicked confidently on the marble floor as she led me to a large maplewood desk, its gleaming surface a reminder of who held the monetary upper hand here.   
 
       
 
    “Thank you -- Amber.  Such a pretty name,” I said, trying to be cool and suave.   
 
       
 
    “It’s Ember,” she said tersely, and I looked harder to see my mind had played a trick on me and that, yes, her name tag had an E at the beginning, not an A.  I’d never met an Ember before, so my mind clearly had filled in with the more common name I knew.  Fuck.  Things weren’t off to a good start.  
 
       
 
    “So what kind of loan are you looking into today?” Amber -- Ember -- asked, shuffling some papers and keying in a login to the computer.  
 
       
 
    “Well, I bought a house recently, but I’m suddenly a little shorter on cash that I’d like.  Just...bought a few things I shouldn’t have I guess, and now I’m low.  You know how it goes,” I said, trying to sound chill and not wanting to give away the landfall I’d had with the CheatCode’s cash-giving abilities that I was too stupid not to take full advantage of when I had the chance -- Parker you moron, you had your own personal ATM and you blew it -- but Ember only looked at me and blinked once, then twice.  Perhaps she didn’t know how it goes.  
 
       
 
    “Anyway, I just need a little to tide me over is all.”  
 
       
 
    “I see,” she said, that same skeptical sound coming from her lips.  “Well I’m afraid we’re not in the business of things like PayDay loans,” she said, pushing the keyboard away from her and spinning in her chair to face me.   
 
       
 
    I felt a burst of embarrassment color my face.  This wasn’t how I’d planned for this to go.   
 
       
 
    “I’ll go talk to the manager, just to see if there’s anything we can do for you,” Ember said, rising and clicking off to the back office with those high heels that made her legs look a mile long.  God, what I wouldn’t give to push her down to her back on that big maplewood desk, run my hands up those legs until I found her wet, dripping pussy...  
 
       
 
    Like a junkie in need of a fix, my fingers closed around the CheatCode in my pocket while I waited.  There was that damned TOP SECRET folder again, with its SAVE GAME and LOAD GAME options.  
 
       
 
    This time, I clicked SAVE GAME.  Instantly, a message blinked cheerfully on the screen.  
 
       
 
    Game saved!  Reload when ready!  
 
       
 
    Reload?  Well, what the hell.  
 
       
 
    I clicked LOAD GAME.  
 
       
 
    You know how in movies when people go back in time, they see everything happen backwards real fast, like it’s an actual film reel being spun backwards?  That is not what happened.  Instead, everything in my world went instantly blank.  It was as though for a blip of time, I was floating in a void of black that wasn’t quite the color black, but the color of...nothingness.  Like I was in space.  Like there was just an ocean of emptiness surrounding me.  
 
       
 
    And then, blip!   
 
       
 
    There I was, following Ember’s clicking heels to the large maplewood desk, she was shuffling her papers, and I was squinting at her name badge.  
 
       
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ I thought.   
 
       
 
    “So what kind of loan are you looking into today?”  
 
       
 
    “Hi Ember, that’s such a pretty name, I’ve never heard it before.”  
 
       
 
    “Thanks!” she said, giving a small smile.  “People always mess it up and call me Amber.”  
 
       
 
    “Amber is a terrible name, you’re a shining Ember through and through,” I said smoothly, scooting my chair up closer.  The silver chain that disappeared into her blouse between her breasts twinkled.   
 
       
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said, smiling a little more, dipping her head down shyly just enough for me to catch a glimpse of the tops of her breasts, bulging over her bra beneath that low-cut blouse.  Good, good, this was going better than before...now to get what I came for like a pro.  
 
       
 
    “I’m looking into getting a loan for a few home improvements I need to make,” I said, switching tactics this time.   
 
       
 
    “I see.  What kind of improvements?” she asked, reaching for a brochure.  “We offer home improvement financing,” she offered.   
 
       
 
    “I’m really looking for cash,” I said quickly.  Too quickly.  
 
       
 
    “Well for home improvements this is our option,” she explained, not unkindly, but firmly as she pushed the brochure closer to me across the desk.   
 
       
 
    Fuck.  I didn’t need financing, I needed some cash to pay the bills until I could unlock my personal CheatCode ATM again.  But I couldn’t tell her that now that I’d committed to the home improvement story.  There was only one thing to do...when at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.  I spun the CheatCode menu with my finger and glanced down quick to select SAVE GAME, then LOAD GAME again.   
 
       
 
    Darkness.  Unfathomable, infinite darkness.  
 
       
 
    This time when I entered existence again, I was smoother than ever.   
 
       
 
    “So what kind of loan are you looking into today?”  
 
       
 
    “Hi Ember, that’s such a pretty name, I’ve never heard it before.”  
 
       
 
    “Thanks!” she said, giving a small smile.  “People always mess it up and call me Amber.”  
 
       
 
    “Amber is a terrible name, you’re a shining Ember through and through,” I said smoothly, scooting my chair up closer.  The silver chain that disappeared into her blouse between her breasts twinkled.   
 
       
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said, smiling a little more.  
 
       
 
    Practice makes perfect, as they say.  
 
       
 
    “I’m looking to buy my mother a really nice gift,” I said.  What girl could resist saying no to a good son, right?  ‘Come on Ember,’ I thought.  ‘Buy it.’  
 
       
 
    “Mother’s Day comes up so fast, doesn’t it?” she said, giving a chuckle.  “God, I’m glad you reminded me!”  
 
       
 
    “I know!  And I have the greatest idea, if you’ll give me a hand.  I saw some signs for hot air balloon rides coming up at that big arts festival.  You know the one, right?  Anyway, it’s my mom’s greatest dream to ride a hot air balloon ride.”   
 
       
 
    I paused, assessing the way she was sizing me up.  Before, she’d been skeptical, but now, her eyes were round as saucers.  Was this working?  I had to keep going.  
 
       
 
    “The thing is, Ember, when I talked to the guy over the phone about booking a special trip for her, the trip of a lifetime Ember, he said they only take cash, and wouldn’t you know, I just bought a house in cash so I’m a bit strapped at the moment.  It’s rather expensive, so I’m thinking, maybe I could get a loan here, then pay it back real quick.  I know I know, I shouldn’t buy gifts I can’t afford but Ember, you know this is a once in a lifetime sort of gift, right?  You wouldn’t want my mom not to get her dream gift would you?  She’s overcome so much this past year, what with the sickness and everything.”  
 
       
 
    Her eyes were big and she nodded sympathetically.   
 
       
 
    “Gosh that is so sweet!  And yes, you’re right, you really should have more money in the bank to pay for it.  But buying a house in cash -- that’s a pretty big purchase!  Do you have the paperwork from it?”  
 
       
 
    “Of course,” I said, trying not to feel like a schmuck for the fake mom story.   
 
       
 
    Truth was, my mom was probably off somewhere getting another terrible Alice in Wonderland tattoo from some half-assed “art student” and complaining about her disappointing son’s failure to get anywhere in life by working at the video game store.  Pot meet kettle, mom.  And the only sickness she’d suffered was the sickness in her cold empty heart that made her buy her little bitch pug a birthday gift, but not her own son.  I fucking hated that pug.  
 
       
 
    Not that I was bitter or anything...  
 
       
 
    But Ember didn’t need to know all that.  
 
       
 
    “I’ll see what I can do.”  
 
       
 
    Only instead of clicking off to the manager’s office, this time she tapped some things into the computer.  Then, she flashed me a grin.  
 
       
 
    “I think we can make this work.”  
 
       
 
    Minutes later, and I had cash -- real, crisp bills -- in my hands.  It was absurd.  It was as though the CheatCode’s save/load functions not only allowed to me to fix my mistakes, they somehow were making my targets more gullible, if I hit on the right tactics.   
 
       
 
    Ember stood, and there were those long legs again, just aching to be spread wide for me.  I felt a tug in my body, the urge to pin her down and fuck her, make her cream herself for me, to fill her with my seed.   
 
       
 
    “I think there are other things we might be able to make work, Ember,” I said smoothly, leaning across the desk to boldly touch her chin.   
 
       
 
    For a second, I worried that she would look at me in horror, call security, boot me out the door.  But no.  Ember let a warm smile cross her lips, only this wasn’t the smile of the perky little bank teller.  This was a smile that spelled desire.  Hunger.   
 
       
 
    Could my CheatCode be working even with everything but the TOP SECRET save/load features locked tight?  
 
       
 
    There was only one way to find out.  
 
       
 
    “I think we could make us work, Ember,” I said, caressing her smooth cheek.  It was a bold move of a man I’d never thought myself to be, before CheatCode entered my life.  I wasn’t just Parker now.  I was Parker the Master.  And now I was going to master Ember.  
 
       
 
    “Do you have a private office where we could...chat?” I asked, giving a short nod to the stack of brochures on her desk, fingering the home improvement one that Past Parker had not wanted.  “I might be interested in some home improvement loans,” I added with a wink.  God, I wanted to press her against that desk, spread her legs, and shove my cock deep into her pussy, make her moan with writhing pleasure.  I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing myself not to betray my desires just yet.  
 
       
 
    “Right this way,” Ember replied, and this time I followed her clicking heels and those long legs down the hall, slipping the CheatCode into my pocket.  Was this just me, regular old Parker but with the bold attitude of Master Parker?  Holy shit.  Maybe I didn’t even need the CheatCode to get women to fall for me.  
 
       
 
    ‘Yeah but it took you a few more tries than it would have if you’d just been able to skip ahead,’ I reminded myself as I followed that curvy, perfect ass down the hall.  ‘With the CheatCode, you could have had her dropping to her knees in front of you in seconds.  That sped you up...this just gives the chance to fix your fuckups.’  
 
       
 
    Still, better than nothing.  
 
       
 
    The office door closed.  Ember turned, leaning her ass back against the wooden desk and I could see her two perfectly pert nipples pressing against the gauzy fabric of her blouse.  Then I was pressing my body against hers, feeling her move and shift and fold her body into mine.  She was warm, her lips were soft against mine.  
 
       
 
    She sank to her knees and pawed at my cock, pulling it free from my pants with deft fingers.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god, you’re so big!” Ember exclaimed, looking at my bulging cock with those wide eyes.   
 
       
 
    Her lips were warm and wet as she slipped my cock between them, hungrily devouring me.  Her bright red lips formed the perfect suction and soon the room was filled with the persistent sound of her sucking me off, her tongue running up and down my shaft, teasing me, tormenting me.  
 
       
 
    “You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” I asked, running my hands through her long dark hair, fingering the tresses and enjoying her muffled groans.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmph!” Ember moaned through her full mouth, my cock muffling the guttural little sounds of pleasure she made with each thrust down her throat.   
 
       
 
    “You’re the kind of dirty girl who wants to leak my come for days, aren’t you?  You want me to fill you so full of come you leak right through your panties for the rest of your shift?  You’ll be waiting on customers but you won’t be able to sit still, your pussy’ll be so wet and sticky.  You’d like that, wouldn’t you Ember?”  
 
       
 
    I could feel my balls aching, I wanted to shoot my load down her throat so badly, but I wanted to fill her pussy up even more.   
 
       
 
    “Stand up,” I ordered, and instantly, Ember slid my cock from her mouth to stand, leaning herself against the desk with her legs spread wide.  I could smell her feral, animal scent, heady and intoxicating, like she was a bitch in heat.  I moved in close, then pressed my own foot against hers, giving a firm kick to the sides of her heels, pressing her further apart until her legs were sufficiently spread for me.  
 
       
 
    Her panties hit the floor in a silky pile, and I could smell the heat rising from her cunt.  She was hungry, ready for my cock, desperate to be filled.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to breed you like I breed all my whores,” I said, leaning in close and letting the stubble on my chin graze her smooth neck.  I could feel her fingers tighten around me, her whole body trembling in anticipation.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” breathed Ember.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you up and you’re going to carry an heir.  Soon your body will bloat and expand with my seed.”   
 
       
 
    My dick was hard and painful, I was so desperate to plunge it deep inside her.  
 
       
 
    “Yes, breed me!” Ember begged, clutching at my body with her long fingers, pulling me in close.  “Make me your whore!  Fill me with your heir!”  
 
       
 
    My dick throbbed with desire, but I took my time.  I slid two fingers up her thighs, inching closer to her pulsing pussy, finding her slick and wet, dripping with hunger.  
 
       
 
    “You’re a naughty little girl, aren’t you?” I asked, grinning at her as I pulled my fingers out to find them covered in her slick juices.  
 
       
 
    “I just want to be full of your seed!” Ember replied, her voice nearly delirious in its ecstasy.   
 
       
 
    I plunged my cock deep inside her, and in response she began to grind her hips against me, her whole body began to undulate to the rhythm of my hard, hungry thrusts.  I gripped her sides, pulling her into me as I pumped inside her tight pussy -- god, she was tight!   
 
       
 
    When I came, she squealed, and I could feel her tight, unprotected pussy throb with pleasure as I filled her up.  I shot inside her again and again, feeling wave after wave of orgasm rip through my body like a hurricane.  I buried my face in her neck, letting the full force of my seed shoot into her like a round of high-powered ammunition.   
 
       
 
    “Yes!  Oh my god, yes!” she screamed, her own voice rising in a crescendo of release as her own tidal wave of orgasm swept through her thrashing body.  She writhed against me, eyes half-lidded in delight as she fucked my cock and rode me through her climax.  Her pussy dripped with her juices and mine, until her thighs were coated in my come.   
 
       
 
    Finally, we both breathed and she slowly let my cock slide from her sopping wet pussy.  A normal girl might have been embarrassed by such an encounter, but Ember just smiled, those red lips curving upwards as she leaned over with the grace of a cat to pick up her abandoned panties from where they’d fallen in a silken heap.   
 
       
 
    “Any other type of loan I could interest you in today, sir?” she asked, dangling the panties from her fingertip.   
 
       
 
    I could feel myself hardening already.  I reached into my pocket for the CheatCode device the same way you might pull out a cell phone for a quick second -- I was going to rewind myself and do this all again, I thought.  Save/load, boom.  
 
       
 
    Except instead, a new message had come up on my screen.  
 
       
 
    LilaRED: Cheating on me with another slut, huh?  Some husband YOU are, Parker.   
 
       
 
    Now this bitch was fucking direct messaging me?  
 
       
 
    Another message popped up then, blocking LilaRED’s on the screen.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Still obsessing over LilaRED?  I can help you out.  DM back, let’s chat.  
 
       
 
    I blinked.  I looked up at Ember, panties still dangling in a tantalizing silky bundle from her fingertips.  God, I wanted to fuck her again.  But damn, I wanted to find out who this LilaRED bitch was.  When I did, I’d fuck her so hard she’d scream the password to unlock my CheatCode once and for all.  I’d bend her over and spread her legs and take her hard and fast until the only words left in her brain to squeal were my name and that goddamn unlock code.  
 
       
 
    “I have to go,” I said. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
       
 
    Chapter Two: The Bully


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    “Master Parker, oh my God I’m sooooooo glad you’re home!” Kim gushed as I walked through the front door of our mansion, but her happy grin turned into a frown as she took in my distracted, annoyed expression.   
 
       
 
    “What’s wrong?  Oh honey, you didn’t bring a single girl home for the harem!” she exclaimed, seizing upon the most obvious problem she could see.   
 
       
 
    “No, it’s not that,” I mumbled.  The truth was, I’d been distracted the whole drive home, thinking about LilaRED and SaulBLACK’s DM pop-ups on my CheatCode device.   
 
       
 
    One was a girl who claimed she was my wife.  The other was...well, I didn’t know who the hell this Saul was, but somehow, I got the idea that the feeling wasn’t mutual.  I just had a gut instinct that this Saul guy knew way more about me than I knew about him, and I didn’t like that feeling one bit.  
 
       
 
    “Ooooh,” said Kim, sinking down to her knees in front of me, the scoop neck of her band t-shirt hanging low, revealing the top mounds of her creamy tits for my full viewing pleasure.  She looked up at me, eyes wide and hungry, lips curving up into a sensual smile.  “I think I know what’ll cheer you up.”  
 
       
 
    I could feel myself growing hard, even as I was distracted thinking about everything else.  It’s hard not to let your dick throb when a girl has already slid down to the floor and is pawing at your cock, desperate to seal her lips around it and suck until you explode down her throat.   
 
       
 
    Instinctively I grabbed her hair between my fingers and gripped her head, guiding her towards my cock, unable to stop myself.  When you’ve spent your whole life as a sloppy, unkempt nerdboy (a literal video game store clerk, like I wasn’t enough of a stereotype already) who never dreamed of a girl sucking him off willingly and hungrily without having to beg for her to do it -- beg and plead and possibly pay -- it’s pretty damn hard not to say yes when one is excited to slide your dick down her throat.   
 
       
 
    All my life, I’d dreamed of girls with huge tits begging to be loved by me, fucked by me, and the fact that my life right now included a mansion, a growing harem of brainwashed bimbos at my beck and call, eager to serve, and a device that allowed me to cheat at life...well, it was all beyond my wildest dreams.  I should have been happy.  
 
       
 
    Except my CheatCode, the device that granted me all of my seductive power and an infinite cash flow had been hacked and locked from...somewhere.  Fuck, I didn’t even know where LilaRED, the bitch who locked me out, even WAS.  
 
       
 
    Kim’s tongue ran up and down the shaft of my cock, teasing and torturing me in turn.  Up and down and all around she licked, and I tangled my hands in her hair, pulling her head onto me harder and harder, faster and faster, enjoying the muffled gasps of pleasure that came through her stuffed-full mouth.  
 
       
 
    “You’re such a little slut, sucking me off the minute I get home,” I groaned, giving in to the pleasure rolling through my body.  My balls ached, all I wanted was to thrust deep down her throat and then pull out, erupting all over those perfect tits.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmmph!” agreed Kim, her lips sealed tight.   
 
       
 
    “Take off your shirt,” I ordered, feeling myself growing hotter by the second.  I needed to explode, I was like a volcano ready to burst.  Instantly, Kim peeled the shirt away from her body, revealing her huge tits, the nipples pink and hard and all I could think about was how they’d look dripping in come.  
 
       
 
    “Cover me in it!” squealed Kim, knowing exactly what I was thinking.  “Oh Master, I want you all over me, I want to be sticky with your seed!”  
 
       
 
    My hands were still tangled in her hair and I tightened my grip, then slid my cock from her mouth just in time to give a shuddering gasp, then explode all over her perfect, creamy tits in a long arc of juicy come.  I was a firehose gushing on her tits, bathing her in my seed, and she arched her back in pleasure with half-lidded eyes.  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes!” she moaned, a smile curving on her lips as she raised her hands to her breasts, feeling the liquid slowly dripping down between them.  “Oh Master, this is so much, I didn’t deserve to be covered with this much of your sacred seed!”   
 
       
 
    Slowly, Kim trailed a finger along her breast, slowly circling the hard nipple and covering her finger in my juices.  Daintly, she lifted the finger to her mouth and sucked, closing her eyes in a new wave of pleasure.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker, you taste so good!” she exclaimed, licking the last drop of come from her fingertip with relish.  
 
       
 
    I looked down at her with her tits covered in glistening, creamy-white come, and I knew I should be basking in the afterglow of exploding all over her -- every guy’s fantasy, right?  But as soon as my cock exploded all over her tits, it was as though my brain shot back to thinking about Lila.  
 
       
 
    Fucking Lila.  
 
       
 
    The girl who claimed she was my wife.   
 
       
 
    She was probably some ugly bitch gamer girl hell-bent on destroying me just because I was a man.  A man playing with a toy she wanted all for herself.  She probably wanted to be the Queen of the CheatCodes, she was just some selfish chick who couldn’t be satisfied with whatever her CheatCode let her get.   
 
       
 
    “I’ve got some work to do,” I mumbled to Kim, who stood and gave a shrug as if to say she wasn’t sure what was wrong with me if coming on her tits hadn’t fixed it.  To Kim the loss of my CheatCode access wasn’t a big deal, because she didn’t understand that the device was the whole reason for why she was the top girl in my harem to begin with.  One day she’d been a bitchy waitress, the next she was desperate to bear me an heir, like she was a romantic interest in a video game.   
 
       
 
    I pulled the CheatCode from my pocket and fiddled with the messaging system, typing and re-typing direct messages to send to Lila.  I clearly wasn’t getting very far, and while I’d been able to at least unlock the TOP SECRET folder, it hadn’t gotten me much more than a good fuck at the bank with the loan girl.  I needed the rest of my access back, and I wanted it back now.  
 
       
 
    Fuck this, I thought.  I was going to go balls-deep.  
 
       
 
    Parker: You need to stop playing this stupid game, Lila, and give me back my access.  
 
       
 
    Lila’s reply blinked back almost instantly.   
 
       
 
    LilaRED: Aww, poor little baby Park misses his toy.  
 
       
 
    I felt my face grow red.  No, I didn’t just miss my toy, I missed my power.  
 
       
 
    Parker: Give it back, Lila.  Give it back, or you’ll be very sorry you didn’t.  
 
       
 
    LilaRED: Please.  
 
       
 
    For a second, I thought that was the end, but then a new message popped up.  
 
       
 
    LILARED HAS REQUEST A VIDEOCONFERENCE. DO YOU ACCEPT?  YES.  NO.  
 
       
 
    I paused, my finger hovering between the two options.  
 
       
 
    YES.  
 
       
 
    Instantly, a face appeared on the screen in my hands.   
 
       
 
    She wasn’t what I had imagined.  I’d pictured LilaRED as a butch-faced gamer girl, all pudgy and pock-marked, but the girl on the screen was a pixie, with sharp cheekbones and a pickerel smile.  A streak of green hair shot through her auburn hair like a neon lightning bolt, and her lips were painted a bold fuchsia.  Those lips were curved in a delicate smile, the sort of smile that said she was thinking wicked, dirty things, but was a proper girl who wasn’t going to say them...but would if pressed.  She looked at me like she was looking down the barrel of a shotgun.  
 
       
 
    “Who the fuck do you think you are, threatening me?”  
 
       
 
    She spat the words out like they were venom.  
 
       
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, but Lila cut me off.  
 
       
 
    “You’re just trying to get your precious toy back because you know without it, you’re nothing, you’re a loser, you’re a sad fucking little boy.”  
 
       
 
    I could feel my whole body heating up with anger.  My fists curled.   
 
       
 
    “Without your little CheatCode you’d be just another dumped loser working at a video game store for the rest of your life.  Without your CheatCode, you’re nothing.  Without me, you’re nothing, you piece of trash.”  
 
       
 
    Suddenly, a box appeared, covering her vid-screen image with text.  
 
       
 
    NEW DIRECT MESSAGE FROM SAULBLACK, DO YOU ACCEPT?  YES.  NO.  
 
       
 
    I clicked YES instantly.  Anything to stop the barrage of hate coming from Lila.  She could wait a second.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Parker, she’s trying to fuck with your head.   
 
       
 
    Parker: Who is this?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Unimportant.  What’s important is for you to unlock your device again and level up to Code Blue.  
 
       
 
    Parker: Blue?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: There are levels.  Blue is the first after nothing, which is where you’re at.  It’s newb, then colors after that.   
 
       
 
    Parker: What’s after Blue?  How do I get to Red?  Lila’s Red.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: You need to get to Black, actually.  
 
       
 
    Parker: But what’s after Blue?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: It’s Blue, Green, then Red.  
 
       
 
    Parker: How do I do that?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: You hack her back.  
 
       
 
    Parker: How?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: You have to do it in stages.  First, get her to give up something.   
 
       
 
    Parker: How, it’s not like we hang out IRL.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Find some dirt on her.  
 
       
 
    Parker: You mean blackmail.  
 
       
 
    SAULBLACK HAS LEFT THE CHAT.  
 
       
 
    I stared at my device, then realized I was staring at Lila’s scowling face, the text box with SaulBLACK having evaporated on the screen.  
 
       
 
    “That was fucking rude,” she clipped.  “Maybe if you learned some manners you’d be less of a pathetic loser.”  
 
       
 
    “I’m not a loser,” I shot back, instantly regretting the lame retort.  
 
       
 
    “Right,” Lila scoffed, giving her neon-striped bangs a little shake.  “And I’m a nice girl who’s gonna unlock your CheatCode.”  
 
       
 
    “You are?”  I asked, before instant regret and humiliation washed over me in a tidal wave.  
 
       
 
    “No, dorkus malorcus, for fuck’s sake, you’re stupid.  I’ll unlock your CheatCode when we meet in person and you apologize to me for being such a shitty husband.  I want you on your knees in front of me, Parker, begging like the sloppy idiot you are for me to take you back.  Got it?”  
 
       
 
    I could feel myself nodding dumbly, unable to think of a smart retort, even as I scanned my brain for witty comebacks.  I always had witty comebacks in video games, but now that it was real, now that the banter mattered, I was dumbstruck.   
 
       
 
    “Level up, Parker, and maybe you’ll get your CheatCode back.”  
 
       
 
    LILARED HAS LEFT THE VIDEOCONFERENCE.  
 
       
 
    Just like that, her image blipped to black.  
 
       
 
    Level up?  I had to level up to get my CheatCode back.  But how could I level up without being in the game?   
 
       
 
    As if he was able to read my mind, a new text arrived from SaulBLACK.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: You’re still in the game.  You just can’t see it.  Level up.  That’s step one.  Then get the dirt on her.  Step two.  I’ll let you know what to do next when the time is right.  
 
       
 
    SAULBLACK HAS LEFT THE CHAT.  
 
       
 
    I wracked my brain, trying to think of how to level up without my CheatCode.   
 
       
 
    I’d seduced the loan girl at the bank with help from the device, even though it didn’t let me cheat ahead.  I was still able to get into the TOP SECRET folder, I could still save/load and rewind and replay what I wanted to get things right.   
 
       
 
    I could feel my heart pounding, and I could still hear Lila’s voice echoing in my brain, reminding me of what I loser I was, that I was nothing without my CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    I had some steam to blow off, and I needed to do it now, before I exploded.  
 
       
 
    And just like that, I had my plan.  
 
       
 
    Lila was the bully I couldn’t quite get my hands on yet.  But I could find a stand-in real easy.  I knew exactly where to go to find someone like her to seduce and fill with my seed, someone to make me feel good about myself again.  
 
       
 
    The gym.  
 
       
 
    If there’s one place an out-of-shape nerd like me knows to avoid, it’s the gym.  Gyms have everything terrible:  
 
       
 
    ●         Girls who take one look at me and sneer with disgust at my flabby body  
 
    ●         Equipment designed to make me look like a fool  
 
    ●         Better-looking people than me  
 
       
 
    In short, if I wanted to find a stand-in girl to seduce, someone who would make me feel the way Lila did times ten, then the gym was the place to go.  I grabbed my keys and was out the door, and spent the whole drive over thinking of how it would go.  How I would walk in, find a machine, how the girl would look at me with judgment in her eyes, and then how I would try a pick-up line, then use my CheatCode to save/load if it didn’t work.  By the time I finished my workout, she’d be clinging to my sweaty-ass body like I was dripping in diamonds.  By the time I screeched into the parking lot, I could feel my cock hardening already in anticipation.  
 
       
 
    “I see you’ve got first-month-free membership deal going on,” I said, walking straight up to the counter of the first gym I saw.  The chick behind the counter looked me over with that telltale flash of revulsion in her eyes, then hid it quickly behind a fake, cheery smile.  
 
       
 
    “Sure.”  She slid a membership form across the counter to me with her long, bedazzled fingernails that made it clear her priorities were more in the manicure department than the marathon one.  
 
       
 
    I wondered what they would feel like raking down my back.  But she was already ignoring me when I looked up to hand the form back over.  I cleared my throat.  
 
       
 
    “Here you go,” she said, pushing a key fob into my hands.  “Good luck.”  
 
       
 
    It wasn’t until I found the treadmill room that I realized just how deep I’d gotten myself in.  For one thing, I hadn’t brought any gym clothes -- all I had was what I was wearing.  T-shirt, okay.  Sneakers, fine.  Jeans.  Not so great.  But I was here now.  I had to go through with this.   
 
       
 
    There was only one treadmill available, sandwiched between two women in tight pants.  On one side, there was a skinny blonde with her hair pulled back in a tight ponytail and gold leggings running steadily, hard and fast.  On the other side, a curvy brunette in teal spandex was working up a sweat as she balled her fists and sprinted in spurts, then walked, then sprinted again.   
 
       
 
    Casually, I pulled the CheatCode from my pocket and dropped it in the cup holder of the treadmill basin.  If anything happened and I needed to save/load, I could do it with the flick of a finger.  Next, I looked at the NASA-like control panel.  Finally, I selected a workout.  Hills.  That didn’t sound terrible.  What were a few hills?  I could handle that.  
 
       
 
    I began to walk briskly.   
 
       
 
    At first neither woman noticed me.  
 
       
 
    The speed on my treadmill increased.  
 
       
 
    I began to jog slowly, feeling my whole body instantly protest.  But I kept going, forcing myself on.  
 
       
 
    The brunette with curvy thighs packed tight into those neon spandex leggings turned a casual eye to look at me, and then I caught her eyes widening as she took in the guy panting in his jeans next to her.  
 
       
 
    I pretended I didn’t notice her arched eyebrow.  
 
       
 
    Suddenly, the treadmill lurched upwards and I stumbled, unable to adjust in time, unused as I was to the rhythm of the thing.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” I breathed as I tried to regain my balance.  It was too late though, and before I could stop myself, I was tripping backwards, and -- fuck -- I landed on my ass, hard.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” the brunette mouthed to the blonde across the middle treadmill.  The blonde, who was still running hard, turned to catch her friend’s eye and grinned a wicked grin, casting a glance down to me.  
 
       
 
    “What a pussy,” she said, not mouthing the words at all this time.  
 
       
 
    “I know right?” replied the brunette.  “Jesus.  Couldn’t even jog a whole five minutes.”  
 
       
 
    It was like I didn’t exist, that I didn’t have ears that were perfectly capable of hearing them.  I’d just fallen, and these two bitches were laughing at me.  
 
       
 
    I felt my fists curl, but I kept my cool.  I had a secret weapon, after all.  I might not be in the game, but it still gave me the power to rewind.  
 
       
 
    Painfully, I hobbled back up on the treadmill and grabbed my CheatCode, flicking open the TOP SECRET folder and slamming my finger against the save/load function.  Instantly, just like before with the loan girl at the bank, my whole world went dark, blissfully empty, like I was floating in space.  Then, suddenly, I was back where I’d been moments before, on the treadmill, just climbing on to inspect my workout options for the first time.  
 
       
 
    I was back in time by five minutes, but those five minutes would make all the difference.  
 
       
 
    This time, I chose a leisurely hike.  Hills were clearly not for me.  The blonde was running at full speed, and the brunette was in one of her lulls.  I glanced at her to take in a good view of her heaving breasts, the way they bounced high and low, even as she went slower than the tight little blonde, whose breasts were perky and tight against her sports bra.   
 
       
 
    This time, I waited until the brunette slowed her workout.  I was patient.  The little bitch would be mine, all I had to do was wait.  I’d take her, then I’d level up, and I’d be on my way to getting Lila to unhack my CheatCode.  I knew it sounded convoluted and insane, but this was my life now.   
 
       
 
    This was my quest.  
 
       
 
    The girl in the neon spandex with the massive bouncing tits slowed, and the hopped off her treadmill and headed towards the water fountain.  I did the same.  Standing behind her, I marveled at the way her ass filled those tight pants, the way I could see the outline of her panties below, hugging her cheeks.  
 
       
 
    I thought about the CheatCode device back on my treadmill.  I could say anything, and if it didn’t work, I could just rewind and try again, like magic.   
 
       
 
    “You know you’d look really good down on your knees instead of on that treadmill,” I said, moving in close enough to tickle the back of her neck with my breath.  
 
       
 
    For a moment, she froze, and I was ready to go back to my device and key in a save/load combo.   
 
       
 
    But then she turned, and her lips were curved upwards in a mischievous grin.  
 
       
 
    “Oh really?” she said, putting a hand on her curvy hip.  
 
       
 
    “Yeah really,” I said, moving in closer so her tits pushed up against my chest and my stubble grazed her cheek.  
 
       
 
    She grabbed my hand, practically yanked me towards the door, and then she was turning a corner, pulling me behind her until we arrived at a darkened room.  
 
       
 
    “In here,” she said, pushing open the door.  I blinked.  It was dim, but I could just make out mirrors all along the walls.  Mats lined the floor, and then she was sinking down to one, hungrily pawing at my hardening cock with her hands, and I could see her eyes widen as she pulled out my dick to inspect.  
 
       
 
    “Ohhh,” she breathed.  “You’re so big!”  
 
       
 
    She marveled at me for a moment, taking my thick cock in her hands and running a tentative finger up and down the shaft.  Then her lips parted and she slipped my cock into her warm, wet mouth.  Instantly, she began to suck and moan, rocking her body forward so that with each hungry thrust of my cock, her tits jiggled.   
 
       
 
    “You’re a naughty little bitch,” I murmured soothingly, patting her head as she sucked and moaned.  “You’re a naughty little bitch who’s getting what she deserves for being so mean to me.”   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmph?” she asked, her mouth full of my cock, but eyes widening in confusion as she guzzled my cock down her slutty throat.  
 
       
 
    “That’s right, I know what you were thinking when you saw me running,” I said, a little more forcefully this time.  “You were thinking I’m a fucking loser who shouldn’t even bother trying to go to the gym, right?  You saw me huffing and puffing and thought I was a pussy.”  
 
       
 
    Her tongue ran around the tip of my cock, causing shivers to run through my body.  
 
       
 
    “You’re a mean little cunt, aren’t you?” I said.  It wasn’t really a question.  
 
       
 
    I pumped my cock harder, thrusting it further down her throat.  
 
       
 
    “Do you know what I’m going to do?” I asked, gripping her hair and tugging her face upwards to meet my eyes.   
 
       
 
    She shook her head, mouth such a pretty, wide O, so perfectly stuffed full of cock.  It was a good look on her.  
 
       
 
    “You’re going to drop down and I’m going to take you and fill you up so hard you’ll be leaking my come for days.  Your thighs will stick to each other, you’ll be so wet.”  
 
       
 
    I could feel her whole body shiver with delight at my instructions.  Instantly, she slipped my cock from her mouth and dropped her hands to the yoga mat on the ground, causing the spandex of her leggings to stretch.   
 
       
 
    Expertly, I knelt and tugged down her bottoms to reveal her fleshy, marvelous ass.  A swipe of my finger to her pussy was all it took to confirm she was dripping wet, desperate for me to plunge deep inside her.  And that is exactly what I did.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god!” she squealed as I slid my cock into her pussy from behind, gripping her hips and hugging her to me, pulling her onto me in fast, hungry thrusts.  “Oh my god, oh my god, ohmygod!”  
 
       
 
    She was tight and wet, and as I slid deeper inside her I could feel her whole body tremble as I held her hips tight.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you up,” I said, leaning over her body as she began to buck against me.  “I’m going to fill you up, and you’re going to carry my heir, and you’re going to beg to take my cock every day from now until forever,” I continued, talking faster and faster as I thrust my cock inside her again and again.   
 
       
 
    “Every day you’re going to look at my body and instantly want to spread your legs for me, every day you’re going to beg to take my cock in your pussy and every day you’re going to beg for me to fill you up until you can’t walk straight.”  
 
       
 
    She was breathing hard now, I could tell she was desperate to orgasm, but she didn’t deserve it.   
 
       
 
    “You’re a mean little cunt, you think I let little bitches come whenever they want?” I asked, gripping her hips tighter, digging my nails into her flesh.   
 
       
 
    “Oh!” she cried, then bit back a squeal as my cock buried itself up to the hilt in her sopping wet pussy once more.  
 
       
 
    “Say it,” I said, my breath hot on her skin, nails digging deep into her sides.  “Say what you are.”  
 
       
 
    “I’m a mean little cunt,” she wailed, thrashing against my cock in desperate hunger.  “Oh god, I’m a little bitch, I don’t deserve your cock, I’m a mean little cunt, just let me come, oh god please let me come!”  
 
       
 
    “Not yet,” I said, pulling her body against mine.  I could feel myself coming to the edge.  My balls ached.  “Not yet.”  
 
       
 
    “Please!” she begged, grinding herself against me in a fit of desperation.  “Oh god, you’ve gotta let me come, I’m gonna come, I can’t, oh god!” she screamed, this time losing herself as her body began to buck wildly, thrashing against me as she rode the wave of the orgasm that was beginning to crash over her whole body.  
 
       
 
    I buried my face in her body as I came, exploding hard and fast inside her, gripping her hips and shooting my load inside her, holding her steady as I filled her with my seed.  I couldn’t help the low, long groan that escaped my lips as I filled her pussy with my come.  She was hot and wet and sticky and as I gave a final thrust inside, she let out a final squeal of her own.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” she breathed, her thrashing hips slowing.  
 
       
 
    “Excuse me,” a voice said suddenly, and the lights blinked on, flooding the room with bright white light.  “Is this yours?”  
 
       
 
    I blinked, and finally took in what the girl from the checkin table at the front of the gym, the one with the nails and the membership form, was holding in her hands like it was a dead rodent.  
 
       
 
    It was my CheatCode device.  
 
       
 
    “Oh.  My.  God,” she said, dropping the device to the floor as she took in the fact that my cock was buried in the brunette’s dripping wet pussy from behind.  “Get out.”  
 
       
 
    “It’s mine,” I started to say, putting out a hand to grab my CheatCode.  But she pulled back, taking a step towards the door, long fingers and long nails closing around the CheatCode as she backed away.  
 
    
“Get the fuck out,” she said, eyes blazing.  “You need to get the fuck out of here, sir, and you too,” she said, jerking her head towards my brunette bully.  “Right now.  Just leave your shit and go.”  
 
       
 
    “But that’s--” I started to say, but then she was already out the door, CheatCode gripped between her hands, further and further away from me with each step.  
 
       
 
    Well fuck.  I was up a harem girl, but down a CheatCode.  And that was going to be a problem. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three: The Thief 


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    I paced in the gym’s parking lot, running my hands through my hair in quick, nervous swipes.  Goddamnit! How could I have been so stupid?  
 
       
 
    I replayed it over and over again in my mind’s eye: the check-in girl at the gym, taking my CheatCode device and kicking me out. All because she caught me with my cock buried deep in the dripping wet pussy of a gym member - a curvy brunette whose tits bounced wildly as I plunged deep inside her.   
 
       
 
    Now, I was desperate to get my device back, because without it, I would be doomed to wander the earth forever the loser nerd Parker, instead of Master Parker, god of sex.  Once you get that sort of transformation, it’s hard -- no, impossible -- to accept life any other way.  
 
       
 
    The CheatCode transformed me instantly into Master Parker, the suave hero of the game, the guy every girl fell all over herself wanting to fuck.  Who wouldn’t want to keep living that way?  It’s like tasting the sweet top-shelf scotch-nectar of the gods and then being told nope, after just one sip, all you can drink is Gatorade.  
 
       
 
    I didn’t want my Gatorade life anymore.  I wanted the top shelf scotch.  
 
       
 
    All it took was a press of a button, and any girl would be mine, instantly begging me to fill her with my seed, to carry my heir, to be the heroine for the hero.  She’s spread her legs and boom, she’d be mine, without all the fuss of having to date, without all that lovey-dovey shit.  
 
       
 
    But without it, I was just plain old pushover Parker again.  I wasn’t powerful, I was pathetic.  
 
       
 
    “I have to get it back,” I growled to myself, pacing in tight circles as I tried to figure out a plan.  
 
       
 
    “What’s the big deal?”  
 
       
 
    It was the brunette, of course - the one I’d been recently plunging my cock into. She’d followed me into the parking lot, and was lazily checking her lipstick for smudges in a random car’s side mirror.  This was the sort of situation I could have handled in two seconds when I had my CheatCode - yet another insult to bear.  
 
       
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Can’t you just, like, get another one?”  
 
       
 
    “No I can’t just get another one,” I huffed in reply, exasperated and annoyed.  This was the only one.  Well, at least the only one I’d ever seen.  There were other CheatCodes of course, I knew that now.  I knew because I was being constantly hounded by not one but two separate users in the game.  
 
       
 
    LilaRED and SaulBLACK.   
 
       
 
    Fuck, what if the gym attendant was in on the game, what if she were one of LilaRED’s lackeys, part of her team?  I had a harem after all -- maybe Lila had people out in the real world doing her bidding, too. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck.   
 
       
 
    But Lila wasn’t all-powerful.  She was just one girl.  If I could just get my CheatCode back, I could figure out her hacked lock and things could all go back to the way they were before.  
 
       
 
    “You seem, like, super stressed out,” the gym rat slut said, leaning back against a car that wasn’t mine and thrusting her breasts out.   
 
       
 
    Despite the panic buzzing through my body about having lost my CheatCode, the sight of her hard, aroused nipples poking through the thin white workout tee made my cock go hard immediately.  All I could think of was pressed my body against hers, arching her smooth back against the sun-warmed car, taking her tits in my hands and squeezing them until she bit back a gasp of pleasure.   
 
       
 
    She was right of course.  I was stressed out. Yes, I wanted to say, but more than I wanted to retort back to her idiot comment, I wanted to enjoy the hot, wet folds of her pussy swallowing my dick.  
 
       
 
    “The fuck are you still doing here? I told you to leave!” a shrill voice yelled from the open gym door.  There she stood -- the gym attendant who’d kicked us out, one hand on her hip, the other grasping the thing I wanted more than anything in this world: my CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    I had to get it back.  I just had to.  
 
       
 
    “Give me back my shit and I’ll leave,” I countered, trying to assume the authority of Master Parker, letting the adrenaline flow through my veins.  I was powerful.  I was in control.  She was going to give me back my CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    “I should call the cops on you,” she replied, a disgusted look on her face as she reluctantly sauntered towards her with my device.  “You disgust me.  This thing smells like your sweaty ass balls.”  
 
       
 
    “I should call the cops on you -- Piper,” I said, squinting at her name badge.  “You stole my shit!”  I knew it was lame and I sounded like a whiny snotty-nosed little brat, but I didn’t want to tell her what the CheatCode really was, after all.  It was my toy and I wanted it back.  
 
       
 
    She dangled my CheatCode device by the tips of her fingers, her plump lips twisted into a grimacing sneer.  “Yeah well now I’m giving it back.”  
 
       
 
    I reached out my hand, trying to hide the desperation washing over me.  As my fingers closed around it, it buzzed to life, as though it recognized my touch.   
 
       
 
    WELCOME BACK PARKER it announced on the screen.   
 
       
 
    THEFT DETECTED. ANTI-THEFT CODE ACTIVATED.   
 
       
 
    COMPLETE CODE Y/N?  
 
       
 
    Complete?  
 
       
 
    I looked back at the sashaying ass of the gym girl, those long nails, her long beach-blonde hair swaying with her hips.  God, what I wouldn’t give to make her sorry for treating me like such trash.  You seduce and bang one gym client out in the open and get caught and boom, banned for life.  I was hardly a criminal.   
 
       
 
    Looking down at the CheatCode, I couldn’t help it.  I clicked Y, and instantly, the device vibrated, as if springing to life.   
 
       
 
    She was going to be sorry she ever laid her fingers on it.  
 
       
 
    ANTI-THEFT CODE ACTIVATING  
 
       
 
    Instantly, Piper froze in her retreat.  It was as if time stood still for a split-second, and then she was turning, slowly walking back to me.  Except this time, the sneer on her face had been replaced with something hungry, something feral, something desperate for me.   
 
       
 
    I knew that look.  It was the look a video game heroine gets when she finally meets her hero, when the guy gets the girl, when she’s about to let him fuck her brains out off-screen.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master” she cried, her heels clicking quickly on the hot pavement as she sped towards me.  “I can’t believe it’s really you!”  
 
       
 
    She flung her arms around my neck.  
 
       
 
    “I’ve been waiting sooooo long for you to arrive and now that you’re here, oh my gosh, I just can’t believe it’s you!”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, it’s...ah, it’s me alright...” I said, my mouth pressed against the warm skin of her neck.   
 
       
 
    She grinned, pulling back slightly to look at me, eyes sparkling, tits perky and hard and pressing against her workout tee.  “Oh Master Parker, don’t you remember the quest, where my father promised me to you in exchange for you saving our land from the terrible dragon?”   
 
       
 
    Holy shit, the anti-theft code went totally balls-out when it came to brainwashing a thief.  While Lila still had the best cheats locked down, there were still some functioning parts of the CheatCode beyond the TOP SECRET folder.  And this...well, this was a doozy.  
 
       
 
    Other girls had vague notions of me as their hero but Piper was in way deeper than that.  She had whole memories.   
 
       
 
    Whole histories.   
 
       
 
    Whole worlds, even.   
 
       
 
    But I had other things to think about right then.  Like how to add another girl to the harem.  Two, if I counted the brunette.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to come in you and you’re going to carry my seed,” I said, my breath hot against her ear.  “Your wet little pussy will drip for days and then you’re going to bloat and get fat with my heir.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes!” cried Piper, thrusting her hips and grinding against me, desperate for my hard cock.   
 
       
 
    “That’s what your daddy wanted you to do -- fuck the hero and carry his seed like a good girl, bring honor to the family and all that shit, isn’t that right Piper?” I asked, pushing her back against the hood of the nearest car, liking the way she squirmed against the heat, the way she pushed her hips up against me, the way her lips were half-parted in a daze of hunger and sultry desire.  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes, Master!” she said, sliding her hands eagerly below the waistband of my pants.  “I want to grow big and fat for you, I want your seed inside me, I want you to fill me fuller than you’ve ever filled any girl before!”  
 
       
 
    Then my hands found her smooth skin beneath her blouse, and pushing upwards along her slender torso I found the casp her her bra, which came undone easily.  Her breasts were firm and perky, warm and moldable in my hands as I pressed against her.   
 
       
 
    It didn’t take long for her to free my cock, and as she did I saw her eyes grow wide with amazement.  
 
       
 
    “Oh!  You’re so big!” she crowed, sliding down to her knees and looking up at me with wide, blue eyes round as saucers.  “Will you let me swallow?” she asked, running a long fingernail up and down my shaft, pleading with those big eyes.  
 
       
 
    As her lips sealed around my thick meaty cock, I grabbed her hair and pulled her onto me harder, thrusting deep down her throat with hungry powerful bursts.   
 
       
 
    She sucked me hard, swirling her tongue up and around the shaft of my cock, letting her wet tongue slide in slow, pleasureful arcs.   
 
       
 
    “You want me to come in your mouth -- you’re a dirty little slut, that’s what you are, aren’t you Piper?” I said, gripping her hair in my fists and pulling her mouth down on my cock with a hard thrust, shoving myself deep inside her, filling her mouth so her lips formed a perfect red O around my thick, fat cock.   
 
       
 
    Fucking little thief, how dare she think she could steal my CheatCode and get away with it?  Anger boiled up inside me, bubbling like lava, making me seethe with pent-up rage.  
 
       
 
    “Your daddy wanted you to spread your legs for me when I returned from my quest, didn’t he?”  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmph!” Piper nodded emphatically, bobbing her head on my dick as she sucked and slurped.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill your pussy with my cock soon, but first,” I said, tugging at her hair, pulling her onto me with each thrust of my dick down her throat.  “First I’m going to fill your mouth just like you want.  You’re going to swallow every last drop like a good girl,” I instructed in a soothing tone, the way you might talk to a skittish filly.   
 
       
 
    I could feel my balls beginning to ache.  I needed to come soon, and hard.   
 
       
 
    Her eyes grew wide as I came hard and fast, instantly filling her mouth with my sticky load.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmm!!” she cried, her groan of satisfaction muffled by the fact that her mouth was full.  Obediently, I watched her swallow, gulping down the mouthful of come in a hungry swallow.  She smacked her lips, licking the last droplet from the corner of her mouth and grinning up at me.   
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker, you taste so juicy sweet!”  
 
       
 
    I grabbed her by her slender wrist and pulled her up to stand, then pushed her back against the warm hood of the car.   
 
       
 
    The parking lot wasn’t empty, people were walking in and out of the various strip mall stores, but I didn’t give a fuck.  That was the beauty of modern society -- everyone was either so wrapped up in their phone or whatever to not even notice some chick sucking a guy’s cock right there in plain view, or else, nobody cared.   
 
       
 
    Was it the CheatCode working its magic on the people around us, or was it that everyone was more oblivious than I’d ever thought humanly possible?   
 
       
 
    “She’s a sexy little thing isn’t she?” the brunette from earlier asked, suddenly making me aware once more of her presence.  She’d sidled up to the car, and was leaning back, tilting her chin at me.  “I’ve been wanting to taste her pussy since my first day at the gym.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh Jackie, can you believe Parker has finally arrived after completing his quest?” Piper exclaimed, oblivious to Jackie’s comment and looking over to the gym girl (the one I’d just been kicked out for fucking) with dancing eyes.  
 
       
 
    The brunette -- Jackie, I now knew -- nodded her head vigorously.  “Oh my god yes -- I’d been waiting my whole life to find someone like him, someone strong and powerful whose heir I would carry with pride.  And now....well, here he is!”  
 
       
 
    “He’s so strong!” Piper agreed, her voice enraptured.   
 
       
 
    “So handsome!” Jackie agreed.  
 
       
 
    “I just want his cock inside me!” Piper exclaimed.  
 
       
 
    “He already filled me up once and I just want him to do it again!” Jackie sighed dreamily.  
 
       
 
    As they went back and forth between themselves, my two conquests happily sighing about my prowess, the CheatCode in my pocket buzzed.  I pulled it out.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Take Piper back to the harem mansion, but not Jackie.  
 
       
 
    Parker: What?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: I’ll explain when the time’s right.  But trust me.  Don’t take Jackie back.   
 
       
 
    Parker: ...  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Do not trust Jackie.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK HAS LEFT THE CHAT.  
 
       
 
    “His cock is so thick....oh god, all I want is him inside me again!” Jackie moaned meanwhile, leaning her whole body back against the car and thrusting her tits out as she arched her back.   
 
       
 
    Saul’s text hung in my mind like a threatening storm.  
 
       
 
    Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie...  
 
       
 
    But whoever said anything about trust?  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker!” Jackie cried, seeing that I had slipped the CheatCode back into my pocket and was no longer distracted.  “I am so wet for you!  You have to come in me again, I don’t think I can stand waiting another minute!”  
 
       
 
    “Me first!” Piper shouted, clamoring suddenly for my attention and grabbing my arm with her sharp nails, which dug into my skin like talons.  
 
       
 
    Jackie pushed back though, shoving Piper just a little, just enough to let her know who was boss.   
 
       
 
    “No, me!”  
 
       
 
    “Girls, girls, girls!” I soothed, petting each one in turn, feeling my cock growing harder by the second, aching to plunge into both their pussies at once.  “You can both have me all you want...you just have to share...and I know just the place.”   
 
       
 
    I glanced around the parking lot.  No, if I wanted to have them both my way, we’d have to go back to the mansion.   
 
       
 
    Still, Saul’s words were seared on my brain, stamped there like a brand.  
 
       
 
    Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie.  Do not trust Jackie...  
 
       
 
    I didn’t have to trust her to fuck her though...right?  
 
       
 
    It didn’t take long to get them back to the mansion.  My boss always used to hound me about being a lazy sonofabitch, but that was only because I lacked motivation.  
 
       
 
    Two giggling bimbos in the backseat of a car is some pretty great motivation.  It didn’t take long to speed back to the house.  
 
       
 
    As I neared the front door with one of them on each arm, the door swung wide open.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker!” Kim exclaimed, giving a prim little curtsey, forever the serving waitress in a way.  Even after my CheatCode had overridden her brain and turned her into one of my harem girls, she was always going to be just a little bit over-the-top when it came to serving me.   
 
       
 
    Not that this was a problem.  Far from it.  
 
       
 
    “Kim, is our bedroom suitable for some guests this afternoon?” I asked smoothly, reaching out a hand to trace the firm line of her jaw, her smooth alabaster skin.   
 
       
 
    “Oh yes!” Kim exclaimed happily, giddy with excitement as she looked at the two girls hanging on my arms, all plump lips and long legs.  She grinned and called out into the adjoining room, “Sarah, Master Parker’s home, and he brought treats!”  
 
       
 
    Immediately Sarah appeared, her body swollen from her latest body modification, tits the size of balloons, long platinum blonde hair falling in a gleaming waterfall of gold over her shoulders.  
 
       
 
    I surveyed my situation.  Here I was, in my very own mansion, with not one, not two, not three, but four women desperate for my cock, all of them deliciously brainwashed to do my bidding, to take my seed, to suck my dick for all eternity, to let me fuck their gorgeous pussies forever.  
 
       
 
    “This way Parker,” Sarah said, tugging on my arm and pulling me towards the bedroom.  “You’ve had such a long day, let us take care of you.”   
 
       
 
    Kim grinned at the two new girls.  “We’ll tell you what he likes.”  
 
       
 
    Behind my two harem bimbos trailed Piper and Jackie.  Sarah wiggled onto the bed, scooting up to the head and patting the pillow next to her.   
 
       
 
    “Here Master, rest your head here, let us do all the work,” she giggled.  
 
       
 
    “You seem hot, Master,” Kim interjected, climbing up onto the bed next to Sarah and fingering the top button on my shirt.  “Let me unbutton that for you.”  
 
       
 
    The other two exchanged looks, then crawled up on either side of me, simultaneously running their hands up and down my thighs, feeling my body stiffen under their touch almost instantly.   
 
       
 
    “Piper,” Kim said, taking charge and glancing at the gym attendant-turned-harem girl’s name badge.  “I think Master Parker’s cock is in need to attention, don’t you?”   
 
       
 
    Piper smiled, showing her perfect white teeth, and a strand of her hair fell over one side of her face as she ducked her head down obediently.  With quick fingers, she undid the buttons to my jeans, and then with a satisfying pop! Piper pulled my cock out to marvel as its hard, thick size.  
 
       
 
    “And you --” Kim turned to the other girl.  
 
       
 
    “Jackie,” she supplied.  
 
       
 
    “Jackie -- I think Master Parker would love to see how your tits taste, don’t you?”  
 
       
 
    She grinned a cat-like smile and leaned over me, hovering so that the tips of her lips barely brushed mine, before tugging on the folds of her shirt to lift it up and over her head a smooth, single motion.   
 
       
 
    “Oh!” I gasped, feeling Piper’s warm, wet lips seal around my cock just as Jackie straddled my chest.  She leaned over me, bobbing her bulging tits in my face.  Her breasts were round and the perfect size for my hands.  I wanted to grab her, but she shook her head.  
 
       
 
    “No no Master, you just lie there and let me do all the work,” she teased, running her own fingers lightly around in a circle against her bra cup.  Slowly -- achingly, maddeningly slowly -- Piper worked at the clasp to her bra, finally letting it fall to the bed.  
 
       
 
    Her breasts were round and pert, and her nipples were pink and hard.  They were the kind of tits you dream about cupping and squeezing, the kind of tits you long to bite and suck.  
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet you want to taste these,” Jackie whispered, pushing her nipples up against my lips.   
 
       
 
    I grabbed her hips then and pulled her in close, letting my tongue taste the slightly salty-sweetness of her warm skin.   
 
       
 
    “Oh!” she moaned, letting a sharp little intake of breath go as my teeth grazed her nipple as I sucked and licked at her breast.  Her whole body hummed with pleasure as I kneaded her skin, and I could feel her excitement growing.  
 
       
 
    My fingers squeezed her soft middle and I closed my eyes in ecstasy as Piper worked at my cock, her tongue running up and down my shaft, soft little grunts coming from her mouth as she sucked my dick further down below.  
 
       
 
    “Don’t get too excited just yet, it’s my turn next,” Kim breathed in Jackie’s ear as she let me squeeze her nipple, first hard, then harder, eliciting a gasp of pain and pleasure as my teeth held firm on her sensitive nipple.  
 
       
 
    “Oh!  Oh god,” she groaned, arching her back.   
 
       
 
    I held her tight, and let out o groan of my own as Piper’s tongue worked its magic on my cock.  I couldn’t help it as my body began to buck, my hips thrashing faster and faster as I plunged my head between Jackie’s breasts and felt Piper’s lips sealed tight around my cock, her warm throat begging me to thrust deeper and harder.  
 
       
 
    “Not yet,” teased Kim, tracing my jawline with one slender finger, as though she were reading my mind and could tell I was on the verge of exploding.   
 
       
 
    She turned her face to Piper and gave a quick nod.  Instantly, Piper slid her lips from my cock, and I shivered, realizing how close I’d been to filling her mouth with my load.   
 
       
 
    Jackie’s pussy was wet and slick and judging from her wide eyes, I was thicker than anything she’d ever had in there before.   
 
       
 
    “RIde him hard,” urged Sarah, urging Jackie to slide down all the way onto my hard, glistening cock.  “Master Parker likes it when you ride him hard.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh god!” she cried, gripping my shoulders and thrusting herself up and down my cock, grinding her hips against me as I filled her to the hilt.  For a moment, I held her there, impaled with my cock and glistening with sweat.   
 
       
 
    “Try widening your legs,” suggested Kim, running a slender finger down Jackie’s shoulder.   
 
       
 
    Obediently, Jackie groaned and spread her legs wider as she straddled me, riding my cock deeper and harder, letting me fill her as deep as I could go.   
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” she moaned, her mouth a gaping O of pleasure as she rode my cock.  “Oh y god, oh my god, ohmygod.”  
 
       
 
    “Fill her with your seed!” urged Kim, ever the boss, stroking my cheek and leaning down close so her lips grazed my ear.  “Make her carry your heir!”  
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come,” I groaned, tightening my grip on Jackie’s hips, digging in deep with my nails.   
 
       
 
    I could feel my balls beginning to ache and I had to grind my teeth to keep from exploding right then, but I knew it wouldn’t be long.   
 
       
 
    When I came, I gripped her smooth hips and held her from bucking, holding her still as I pumped her full of my seed.   
 
       
 
    “Yes,” she moaned, panting hard as I filled her pussy.  
 
       
 
    “Good girl,” crooned Kim, leaning down over the two of us and smiling brightly.  “You’re going to be such a great addition to the har-”  
 
       
 
    Suddenly, a door slammed.  
 
       
 
    There were footsteps, clicking fast on the marble floor of the foyer.   
 
       
 
    The doorknob to the bedroom turned.  
 
       
 
    At first, I didn’t believe it was really her.  How could it be?  How could she know where I lived, where the bedroom was, where I was?  
 
       
 
    “Hello, bitches!” LilaRED barked, stomping into the room and letting the door bang loudly against the wall.  She strode over the bed where Jackie was still mid-straddle and I fully expected her to yank her by the hair away from me, but no.  No, instead, she softened and purred in Jackie’s ear, “Good girl,” and gave her a pat on the ass.  
 
       
 
    Jackie grinned, and I saw, finally, what it was.  
 
       
 
    Jackie had led Lila straight to me.  Somehow, they were connected, somehow they’d communicated, somehow Jackie had set up a trail of breadcrumbs leading straight to my bedroom door.  I opened my mouth to protest, but Jackie was already out the door, my come dripping from between her legs as she disappeared around the corner, leaving me with a drained cock and a hard, mean rage building inside me.  
 
       
 
    But then, so was Lila.  She looked at the remaining three women clustered around me and her eyes sparked as though they were on fire.  
 
       
 
    “I can’t believe you little sluts thought you could steal my husband like that!” Lila raged, whirling like a mad dervish and sending a whole bookcase of mint new-in-box figurines smashing to the floor.  My shit.  She was throwing my shit around like she owned the place.  
 
       
 
    “You fucking little cunts!” she screamed as she picked up a figurine from the floor and threw it towards Sarah’s head.  Sarah ducked, making it a near hit.  Piper’s eyes were wide and she fled the room, running fast, following in Jackie’s footsteps.  
 
       
 
    “Get the fuck out of my house, get the fuck out of bed from my fucking husband, you bitches!   You brainwashing little bitches, goddammit!” Lila continued, twirling to find herself face-to-face with Kim.  Kim, my first conquest, my first CheatCode cheat, my first harem wife.   
 
       
 
    “Go.  The fuck.  Home,” Lila breathed, pushing Kim up against the wall, shoving her until their breasts were pushed up tight together, their eyes locked, both of them breathing hard and fast.  “You thieving little bitch.”  
 
       
 
    For a second, I wondered what it would be like if Lila -- nearly a foot shorter than Kim, her dark pixie cut with its neon streak in stark contrast to Kim’s full figure and long wavy hair -- reached up and sealed her lips around Kim’s.  God, what I wouldn’t give to see that.  I could feel my cock growing hard just thinking about it in that flash of sudden desire.  
 
       
 
    But no -- instead, Lila backed off.  Kim’s shoulders dropped slightly.  
 
       
 
    “Go the fuck home,” Lila repeated, like she was kicking a wounded dog.  
 
       
 
    And just like that, as if they had been re-brainwashed, Kim and Sarah slunk out of the room.  
 
       
 
    A wicked grin flashed across Lila’s face as she gave a firm kick to the door, shutting it with a bang.  
 
       
 
    “I think we’re about to have a little fun, husband,” she said, sauntering over to where I sat on the edge of the bed.  “You’ve been a very naughty boy.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four: The Wife  
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    “So how does it feel to be a cheating bastard sonofabitch piece of shit garbage person,  husband?” Lila sneered, standing there in my -- our? -- bedroom with her hands on her hips.  A holster was strapped around her waist, a tomboy badass accessory in contrast to the tight purple skirt she wore, but instead of a gun I realized tucked neatly into the holster was her own CheatCode device, ready and waiting for...what did she plan to do to me, exactly?  
 
       
 
    “I don’t know what you mean, I’ve never met you before in my life,” I countered, trying to stay calm. I had to give myself some time to sort this out - my brain was still buzzing, refusing to accept this. Five minutes ago I had been about to spread the thighs of the two newest members of my harem, now I was staring at my worst nightmare, with a smirk on her face and a box of nightmares on her belt. But if I just stayed calm, this would all go smoothly. We’d straighten things out, she’d realize she had the wrong guy and unlock my CheatCode, we’d be able to go our separate ways and I’d never have to hear the name Lila in my life ever again.  
 
       
 
    Except you know that’s not the way these things ever go down.  
 
       
 
    “You lying piece of shit!” Lila spat, and before I could do anything, she’d grabbed her CheatCode from its holster and flicking her fingers over the buttons, punching in --  
 
       
 
    “Whoah,” I breathed, staggering under the weight of the pleasureful wave she sent through my body.  My cock grew hard instantly, and my balls suddenly ached with pressure.  It made the threesome I’d been about to have look like teenage dry-humping. Fuck, I was going to explode in a jet-stream of come right there, right out of nowhere, right in front of my enemy. Embarrassment flooded me, almost as strong as the pleasure. I knew I was playing right into Lila’s hands.  
 
       
 
    Lila grinned and slipped the CheatCode back into its holster with a little pat to her thigh.  “That’s just a taste of what I can do to you, Parker. Naughty boy.  Now, are you gonna come give your wife a kiss or am I gonna have to make you show your emotions a little more? And by ‘emotions’, I mean coming in your pants while I laugh at you.”  
 
       
 
    “You’re a coward,” I said. I was lashing out, grasping at straws, but I had to try something. “You talk a big game when you’re holding a CheatCode on me. You don’t have to worry about anything when you’ve got that to help you out.”  
 
       
 
    If I had been hoping to inflame Lila’s pride, I’d definitely missed the mark. She gave a little twitch to her lips, twisting them into a smile that bordered on maniacal.  “Aw honey,” she added in a syrupy-sweet tone.  “If you need to get some help, I can definitely help you.”  
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet you can,” I growled.  “But unless you unlock me, this isn’t even close to a fair fight.”  
 
       
 
    Lila grimaced.  “Why would I want a fair fight-”  
 
       
 
    Before she could finish her sentence, I grabbed my own CheatCode from my pocket and slammed my fingers against the keypad, tapping into one of the few unlocked cheats available to me: the TOP SECRET folder.  
 
       
 
    SAVE/LOAD Y/N?  
 
       
 
    Y  
 
       
 
    I hit enter.  
 
       
 
    For a second everything blipped.  It was like all of the cosmos stopped and I was left spinning in a deep abyss of nothingness, dark and blank and void.   
 
       
 
    Then, everything snapped back into existence.   
 
       
 
    All was exactly as it had been, except that suddenly, it was five minutes ago.  That was the beauty of the SAVE/LOAD function -- it allowed me to zip back in time just a few moments...but just a few moments were all I needed.  
 
       
 
    Now, just as before, because it was before, Lila was standing there having just closed the door to the bedroom after Kim and Sarah’s exit, and I was breathing hard, trying to gather my wits for whatever was about to happen.  Except this time, I knew what was about to happen.  Gathering my wits just got a whole lot easier.  I knew what I had to do.   
 
       
 
    “So how does it feel to be a cheating bastard sonofabitch piece of sh-- hey!” she cried as I took two fast steps towards her and grabbed her own CheatCode device from the holster strapped to her thigh.   
 
       
 
    I glanced at her screen.  It looked different from mine, the menu bar seemed to scroll to infinity! Holy shit, was this what a CheatCode looked like when it was fully unlocked? It made mine look like a kid’s toy. The interface was confusing as hell, and as I caught her out of the corner of my eye already lunging for me, I realized I had mere nanoseconds to pick something.  Luckily, my years of playing video games paid off -- I scrolled with lightning-fast flicks of my finger,  
 
       
 
    There.  That’s what I wanted.  
 
       
 
    UNBLOCK OPPONENT Y/N  
 
       
 
    Y motherfucker, goddamn Y.  
 
       
 
    I hit enter and as soon as I did, my own CheatCode vibrated in my pocket, buzzing to life as it awakened from the dead.  Lazarus fucking lives.   
 
       
 
    I’d beaten her.  I’d have crowed in her face, were it not for the fact that as soon as my finger hit the Y button and my CheatCode buzzed back to life fully unhacked, Lila’s fist connected with my jaw.  
 
       
 
    For a girl, she packed a pretty powerful punch.  
 
       
 
    “Fucking hell!” I spat, rubbing my jaw.  “What the -- hey!”  
 
       
 
    I could feel my cock growing hard again, a whole new sensation in the midst of my pain and rage.  To say I had a sudden raging boner would have been surprisingly accurate.  I blinked and realized that shit right now was about to get real.  We were in the throes of an all-out CheatCode showdown.   
 
       
 
    Lila grinned holding her device and swiped her bangs away from her sparkling eyes.  She was on fire, she was alive, she was sexy as hell.  
 
       
 
    I aimed my CheatCode at her, no time to be overwhelmed with all my choices suddenly back in play.  I scrolled through my menu with rapid-fire quickness.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu  
 
    1) Bookmarks  
 
    2) Cheats by Category  
 
    3) Cheats by Name  
 
    4) Advanced Search  
 
    5) Experimental Mode (Beta)  
 
    6) TOP SECRET  
 
       
 
    I selected Cheats by Name and quickly saw the one I wanted, the good old KAPOW!: Target character immediately achieves orgasm. WARNING: repeated use of cheat may cause intense, spontaneous attraction to protagonist!  
 
       
 
    I wasn’t sure if this is what Lila was using against me and my cock, but I didn’t have time to debate the merits of using someone’s own exact tactic against them.  We were in a duel, and I had to act.  
 
       
 
    I hit enter.  KAPOW!  
 
       
 
    Instantly, Lila’s lips opened into a pleasurable round O and she breathed a long, aching sigh of sudden excitement.   
 
       
 
    “Oh -- ohhhh!” she moaned, taking a step back and bracing herself against our bedroom door.  “Yes Park, oh god!”  
 
       
 
    Something in my brain twitched.  Only the people I was closest to ever called me Park, not Parker.  How did she know that...unless...  
 
       
 
    No, Lila couldn’t actually be my wife.  How could a person lead two lives like that?  How could I have simply forgotten?  None of it made any sense.  She was nothing more than a lying little bitch with a god complex.  
 
       
 
    In the midst of her writhing ecstasy, I could see Lila groping for her CheatCode and pointing it wildly in my direction.  But where before she’d sent a cheat to make my dick grow rock-hard with the touch of a button, now she sent something else.  Her fingers shook as she pressed the button, but there wasn’t anything I could do to stop her in time.  
 
       
 
    I didn’t know what buttons she pressed, but it was as though someone flipped a switch in my brain.  One minute I was angry with her, the next, all I could think of was grabbing her by the waist and burying my cock in her pussy.   
 
       
 
    It wasn’t just the desire to fuck her that flooded my brain though -- whatever cheat she sent through her CheatCode also literally filled my brain with images of what it would be like to fuck her.  It was like watching a pre-loaded film, a series of images carefully calibrated to turn me on, to send me over the edge, to push me to the brink.  
 
       
 
    “Holy fuck,” I gasped, unable to control the sharp pang of desire that shot through me as the idea of bending her over the bed and pulling down her satin panties flooded my brain.  Image after image entered my thoughts, forcing me to imagine what it would be like to finger her wet pussy, to find my fingers dripping with her juices, to make her buck and squeal and moan.  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t help myself -- suddenly, all I wanted to do was take her, make Lila my own, make that little slut bitch mine.  I wanted to make her thrash on my cock and come screaming my name.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” I heard myself say, low and smooth.  I trained my eyes on her, that small tight body of hers, those snapping green eyes -- I couldn’t help myself as I made a lunch for her, grabbing her by the hips and tugging her towards the large king sized bed that sprawled in the center of the bedroom -- our bedroom, mine and my little wife here.  
 
       
 
    “You want to be my wife?” I growled, hungry for her touch, my whole body ablaze with desire, I was a blazing bonfire, raging with passion now thanks in part to the cheat she herself had thrown at me.  
 
       
 
    I dug my fingers into her hips, feeling the soft, squishy skin of her curves mold to my grip, and I couldn’t miss the gasp of pleasure and pain that escaped from her lips at my grip tightening.  
 
       
 
    “You wanna be my wife?  Fine,” I repeated.  “Then show me all the good little wifey things a wife is supposed to do.  You’re gonna do your wifely duty.  Bend over.”  
 
       
 
    Instantly, as though she’d been waiting, aching, for me to give her such a command, she gave a delicious little shiver.  I lifted her up to the bed, setting her down at the edge in front of me.  My cock was hard in my pants.  
 
       
 
    “You’re gonna suck me off like a good wife,” I heard myself say, taking on a new more authoritarian tone.  I liked it, I liked the way taking this sort of power made me feel.  I wanted more of it.  I wanted to do it again.  So I kept going.   
 
       
 
    “You’re going to suck my cock and you’re going to swallow every last drop of my come, unless I decide to come on your tits, which you’re going to show me,” I said, taking a fingertip and circling her breast in a slow arch.   
 
       
 
    “You’re a greedy little bitch, aren’t you?  You’re a dirty little wife slut who wants to suck her husband’s cock, isn’t that right,” I said, tracing around her hard nipples each in turn.  I could feel her whole body twitching, her breaths coming low and shallow, the smallest smile curving on her lips.   
 
       
 
    “You’re right Park,” Lila said, reaching out a hand and catching my fingertips, then slowly lowering my hand to the dark spot between her legs, spreading them every so slightly so I could feel the heat rising from her.   
 
       
 
    She smelled wild, like a sexy feral bitch, and it was all I could do not to thrust my fingers deep in that pussy right there.  But Lila moved my fingers for me, pressing on her pussy, teasing me, torturing me by pressing my fingers against her warm mound.   
 
       
 
    “You’re right, I’m a dirty, naughty little slutty wife.  And I’m all yours. I belong to you, Parker - I always belonged to you.”  
 
       
 
    She moved my fingers then, guiding them towards her pussy, pushing up her skirt and past her silky panties to find her dripping wet pussy ready and aching for me.   
 
       
 
    My fingers slid in easily, and I explored her folds, enjoying the way she caught her breath in her throat as I slid in deeper, first with one finger, then a second, and finally a third, diving deeper, forcing little gasps of pleasure from her lips as I moved in and out of her slippery cunt.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, that feels so amazing,” Lila gasped. “I wish you understood how bad I’ve missed this, Parker.”  
 
       
 
    “Yeah, you do like this, don’t you?” I asked.  “You like spreading your legs and taking me however I like to give it to you.  I could thrust my whole hand up inside you and you’d take it.  I could make you bend over and I’ll bet you’re take it in the ass if I ordered you to.  I’ll bet you spread your cheeks just as fast as you spread those gorgeous legs of yours.  You’re such a slut, how do I know you weren’t out cheating on me with every dick in town with your CheatCode?  You might be the biggest slut in the city!”   
 
       
 
    I was moving my fingers up and down between her legs faster now, thrusting deeper and harder, liking the way it made her squirm on the edge of the bed where I set her.   
 
       
 
    Lila’s breaths were coming hard and ragged, faster and faster, and I could tell I was pushing her further and further to her limit.  Her pussy was throbbing against me.  She was aching to come, and refused to beg for it.   
 
       
 
    Well, what was the point of a duel if not to make the other person beg a little?  
 
       
 
    “I’ll let you come if you ask nicely,” I teased as I kept my fingers stuffed up inside her tight pussy.  I pressed them further, keeping them firmly up her cunt, refusing to pull out now, refusing to give her the pleasure of them sliding up and down inside her.   
 
       
 
    “Move back,” I ordered, pressing my hand up her pussy, guiding her whole body with the slightest twitch of my fingers.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” Lila gasped, catching her breath a little as she obeyed, scooting her ass back on the bed at my command.  
 
       
 
    “Beg for it, and I’ll make you come hard and fast,” I urged.  “Beg like a good little wife begs to do her duty.”  
 
       
 
    “Please,” Lila groaned, wrapping her fingers around the wrist of my hand that was still deep between her spread legs.   
 
       
 
    I could have pulled my fingers out, could have replaced them with my thick, hard cock, but something in me stopped me.  I liked having my fingers stuffed deep up inside her cunt, I liked having her totally under my control like a pretty little puppet.  
 
       
 
    “You’re wet,” I explained matter-of-factly to her, twitching my fingers inside her dripping wet pussy.   
 
       
 
    “You’re wet, but I think you could be a little more wet.  What do I need to do to get you soaking wet?  I’m not going to give you my cock until your juices are dripping down your thighs.”  
 
       
 
    I could feel her body tighten reflexively.  Good.  What a good little wife.  
 
       
 
    “You’re getting wetter,” I coaxed, before slipping my thumb ever so slightly against her tight little asshole.   
 
       
 
    “Oh!”  
 
       
 
    “Even better,” I added as she gave a sudden gasp of pleasure and surprise.  I pressed harder, knowing that I was pushing her towards the brink.  
 
       
 
    “Please let me come,” Lila suddenly begged as I felt her pussy give a throbbing twitch against my forefinger.   
 
       
 
    “Are you wet enough?” I asked.   
 
       
 
    “I’m so wet!” Lila pleaded.  “I am so wet for you Park, please let me come, let me fuck your big thick cock!”  
 
       
 
    I grinned and pulled out my fingers.  They were dripping with her juices.  “That’s a good girl, Lila.  That’s more like it.”  
 
       
 
    I pushed her back so she lay on her back, spreading her out and sliding my hands across her tight, smooth skin before I pushed her skirt up so it bunched around her middle.  
 
       
 
    She was easy to straddle, and as I hovered over her with my cock pushing against the lips of her pussy, I couldn’t help but think for a moment how much I wanted to preserve this memory in time forever.   
 
       
 
    If I could look back again and again at the moment in time when I straddled LilaRED and had my cock ready to plunge deep into her throbbing pussy, ready to make her beg to come, I would be a happy man forever.  
 
       
 
    When I slid my cock inside her, Lila shuddered and tightened her grip on my shoulders.  
 
       
 
    “Yes!” she sighed as I entered her.  She was tight and wet, and her fingernails dug deep into my skin as I plunged deep, then pulled back out.  
 
       
 
    “You’re not to come before I give you permission.  And I told you, you’re gonna have to ask nicely,” I reminded her.   
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” Lila groaned, biting her lip as she looked up at me.  “I forgot you were such a bastard, Parker.”  
 
       
 
    “Ask. Nicely,” I prodded, thrusting my cock in deeper, burying it up to the hilt in her pussy.   
 
       
 
    “Please!” she cried, her voice growing more desperate as I plunged in and out of her slick folds.  I could feel how swollen she was, and her tits were hard as I pressed my body against hers.   
 
       
 
    She was so curvy, so smooth, so fucking perfect, I couldn’t help but grab her by the hips.  I began to move her the way I wanted her, like she was my toy, guiding her on my cock in steady, hard strokes, rotating her hips and grinding her hard and fast.  She was mine, and I was going to fuck her hard the way she wanted, the way she begged me to.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to take off your bra and I’m going to make you squeal and writhe,” I whispered, ducking my lips to whisper in her ear, my breath hot on her skin. My fingers played with the buttons on her blouse, making quick work of them as well as the clasp to her bra.   
 
       
 
    Pushing the blouse and bra aside, I marveled at the creamy, white mounds of her tits.  She was a thin, wiry girl, but her tits were fleshy and curvy, larger than I would have imagined judging from her tiny frame.  
 
       
 
    I cupped her tits, squeezing the soft, fleshy mounds with both hands, pressing my weight against her body, pinning her to the bed with my cock buried deep in her pussy and my hands hard against her breasts.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” she moaned, squirming beneath the pressure and the pleasure and the pain.  “Harder Park, oh god, yes!”  
 
       
 
    I was only too happy to oblige, squeezing her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, rolling her hard tits between my fingers and eliciting gasps from her lips instantly.  
 
       
 
    “Shit, oh god,” Lila squealed, curling her fists into tight little balls, squeezing the silk sheets between her fingers in ecstasy.   
 
       
 
    Her pussy throbbed with pleasure and I could feel how wet she’d become in a matter of seconds, going from slippery to soaking.  Her nipples were tender and I couldn’t help but continue to prod and torment them, pressing against her body with the full weight of mine, using my own strength against her smaller frame, pleasuring her nipples and causing them to swell.  
 
       
 
    “Yes,” she moaned, spreading her legs wider to allow me to thrust deep inside.  “Fuck me Park, make me carry your seed, I want you inside me!  Please!”  
 
       
 
    Her hips began to buck as if they had a mind of their own.  Lila’s hips were soon grinding against my cock, desperate for release.   
 
       
 
    I imagined what it would be like to fuck her here forever, to cast some sort of CheatCode spell over her to keep her in my bed here with her legs spread and her pussy on display and desperate for me for all eternity.  I was sure I could do it, too.  I could make her my own, for now, and forever.  Til death do us part.  
 
       
 
    When I came, it was hard and fast and I instantly filled her cunt with my wet, sticky load.   
 
       
 
    “Oh!” Lila cried, feeling me fill her up.  Her tits heaved as she breathed hard, and her fingers dug into my skin as I pumped the entirety of my load deep between her spread legs.   
 
       
 
    I looked down at her, feeling the last drop of my come enter her tight, unprotected pussy, and instantly I felt something different from all the other times I’d fucked brainwashed bimbos under the control of my CheatCode device.  It was like a shot of lightning suddenly ran down my spine, shooting a burst of energy like I’d never known into my body.  This time, for the first time really, I felt fucking alive.   
 
       
 
    “Holy shit,” I murmured, tracing a finger down her clever, angular jawline, feeling the hot come I’d shot inside her slowly trickling out from between her thighs.  
 
       
 
    I’d done it. I’d won. Lila was mine now, body and soul. I’d defeated the only person holding me back from achieving my wildest fantasies - now the world was mine for the taking. Once I commanded her to fully unlock my CheatCode, there’d be no stopping me...  
 
       
 
    “Damn Park,” Lila said with a giggle, interrupting my thoughts. She looked up at me, her eyes shining like she could see something I didn’t, and reached a finger to touch my brow, tracing the lines of my face.  “It finally worked. We did it.”  
 
       
 
    Huh?  
 
       
 
    “It took a shit-ton of saves and reloads to get you here,” she said, cupping my chin. “But it finally worked. You and me, together again. Like it’s meant to be.”  
 
       
 
    “What?” I asked, bewildered.  I grabbed her hand, holding her down and pinning her to the bed, my cock still buried in her dripping, sticky pussy.   
 
       
 
    But Lila just shook her head and laughed.  “You think this is the first time we’ve done this? The first time I’ve held this duel with you, Park?” She pulled me close and nuzzled against the hollow beneath my shoulder blades. “I let you win, baby. Was it everything you’d hoped it be? Was I everything you hoped I’d be?”  
 
       
 
    I blinked.  Tightened my grip.  
 
       
 
    “What?”  
 
       
 
    Lila sighed.  “Let me explain.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five: The Gamer Girl 


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    I held her wrists, pinning her to the bed.  The weight of my body versus Lila’s was easily in my favor, and I kept myself straddled over her, an extra force in keeping her where I wanted her.  I leaned in close, close enough to smell the sweat of her skin, to feel her chest rise and fall as she looked up at me.  I could feel her aroused nipples pressing hard against my own chest as I looked at her, waiting for her to speak.  
 
       
 
    “Let me explain,” Lila repeated.   
 
       
 
    I shifted my body against hers, moving a hand to run a finger down her smooth cheek.  Then further still, sliding down from the hollow in her neck to her shoulder blades, to her ribcage, to her perfectly warm, round breasts.  I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, liking the way I could feel her breath catch in her throat at the sudden tingle of pleasure it sent rippling through her body.  
 
       
 
    “Park,” she moaned, wriggling beneath me in protest.  “Please…”  
 
       
 
    “Shhh,” I murmured, brushing my lips against her skin.   
 
       
 
    I wanted to know just what she meant when she said we were finally ‘together again’ -- I thought all that talk from her about being my wife was just that -- chatter, talk, her trying to fuck with my head a little.  But her nipples were pink and hard and begging to be squeezed, and my cock was hard and her pussy was wet, and while I wanted to know, I also wanted to thrust my cock deep inside her again.   
 
       
 
    “Park, I need to tell you though --” Lila began, but I pinched her nipple harder, sending a sudden burst of pain and pleasure through her body, causing her back to arch and her body to rise into mine.  “Oh!” she cried, closing her eyes.  
 
       
 
    “You can tell me everything, but only when I’m inside you,” I instructed, slipping my right hand further down her body and feeling between her legs.  She was warm and sticky, and I quickly slipped a long finger inside, teasing her, enjoying the way she gave a sharp intake of breath as I probed her slippery folds.  
 
       
 
    “Good girl.  Now, what was it you were going to tell me?” I asked smoothly, pressing my thumb up against her ass, feeling her tighten her muscles in a reflexive response.   
 
       
 
    “You’re my husband,” Lila began, then cut herself off as she gasped.  My finger slid further inside her, stroking her clit.  
 
       
 
    “Keep going.  Just breathe, in and out, in and out, that’s right,” I coaxed, sliding my finger in and out of her slippery cunt in time with my instructions.   
 
       
 
    Lila took a shuddering breath and tried again, but I could feel her pussy beginning to contract and throb.  She was already incredibly turned on by me, and I hadn’t even worked a single CheatCode on her!  Yet...  
 
       
 
    “A few months ago,” she began, “we signed up to test an experimental new game console - one that used augmented reality technology. It was way beyond anything the world had ever seen before. It would have changed every entertainment industry overnight.”  
 
       
 
    “Why have I never heard of this before?” I asked. God, I could feel the heat rolling off her.  
 
       
 
    “We destroyed it,” she said. “We discovered the devices could alter reality - we nicknamed them CheatCodes - and we started changing things. So many things. We screwed the world up so many times, but we could always just hit LOAD and go right back to the beginning. It was so much fun, the two of us running reality.”  
 
       
 
    “Uh huh.” As interesting as this all was, I could barely concentrate. The need to be inside her, to stretch her walls again with my cock, throbbed inside me like a primal urge. Maybe I really was married to Lila - my body certainly couldn’t seem to get enough of her. “So why don’t I remember any of this?”  
 
       
 
    “The timeline got altered,” she gasped. “The SAVE/LOAD function meant that suddenly every time we saved and reloaded that we created a whole separate word. Oh shit, Park!” she broke off, shaking with pleasure, and I wasn’t sure whether she was writhing against the second finger I’d just slipping between her legs, or was just telling me a really engaging story.  I suspected the former, and my lips twitched into a grin of satisfaction.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Park,” she repeated.  “We got addicted to it! Imagine a strategy game, the best one ever made, and you get to live inside it. That’s what we did, over and over again. We made so many worlds - hundreds, maybe.  And after a while, we just....got lost. I reloaded a save, and it was just me - you were gone. I couldn’t find you for the longest time, and I knew I had to get you back, but then you were back in a world without your CheatCode at all for the longest time!  You turned into...oh god Park,” she sighed, then closed her eyes and arched her back again, her pussy twitching responsively.   
 
       
 
    “You were lost in some loser world!  You had some bitchy girlfriend and for the longest time I couldn’t get through to you until... oh god, yes, like that, harder!” she whimpered, interrupting herself again.  
 
       
 
    I wiggled my thumb in her ass, just a little, just enough to make her squirm, and slowly massaged her pussy with my remaining fingers, stroking her with firm, deliberate moves.   
 
       
 
    “Until,” Lila gasped, swallowed, then continued.  She curled her fists, as though she were desperately trying to speak while also desperately trying not to come just yet.  “Until I hacked your girlfriend’s phone.”  
 
       
 
    I paused, thumb in her ass, fingers stiff in her pussy.  
 
       
 
    “What?”  
 
       
 
    I pressed harder.  
 
       
 
    “I hacked it,” Lila said with a defiant jut of her chin.  “I had her break up with you, so you’d be miserable enough to look around and want that other girl and then find the CheatCode I hid for you.  Damn it took a long time to figure out that that would work.  A shit-ton of save/loads.”  
 
       
 
    I pressed against her asshole harder this time, feeling a burning little flame of anger igniting inside me.  “You had her break up with me via text?  That was you?”  
 
       
 
    “Oh but Parker,” Lila moaned, gripping my wrist and pulling me in deeper to her pussy herself, humping and grinding her body against me.  “You never really wanted her.  You were mine.  You’re all mine again now.”  
 
       
 
    She ground her teeth and gave a low growl from deep within her body, and then she was guiding my cock inside her, spreading her legs wide and gripping my body, using me like her own private plaything.  Her hands were soft and she knew what she wanted as she slid my dick into her pussy and pumped me inside her.   
 
       
 
    “Harder, yes,” she groaned, her body arching as she worked to grind herself against me.  “Fuck me Park, fuck me hard, fill me like I deserve!”  
 
       
 
    I thrust into her hard, gripping the silky sheets with my balled fists, feeling her slippery cunt seize and contract around my cock.  Her whole body was shaking now, and my balls were beginning to ache.  I needed to come.   
 
       
 
    “Come inside me,” Lila begged, gripping the sides of my body with her fingers.  She dug deep into my skin, and I flinched at the sudden pain.  Fuck, I was going to explode any second.  
 
       
 
    I remembered then for the briefest instant the feeling of being dumped by that girlfriend forever ago, via text.  Except that hadn’t really been my girlfriend at all.  It had been Lila, hacking my fucking phone.   
 
       
 
    I pulled my cock out from her pussy right before I exploded, covering her tits and her chest in my sticky, milky spray.  God, it felt goddamn good to come all over her like that, slathering her smooth, warm body with my come, just the way she deserved.  She didn’t deserve to come again, not yet, not after what she’d admitted to.  
 
       
 
    “Mmm,” she exclaimed, running a long fingertip down her body and raising it, all covered and dripping with my come, to inspect.  “But aren’t you forgetting something?”  
 
       
 
    She glanced down between her legs and then back up to me knowingly, but I shook my head.  She hadn’t earned the right to her own orgasm, not after that little stunt.  
 
       
 
    “You were a bad girl.  A bad little wife,” I said, sliding into a sitting position beside her on the bed.  “Maybe if you’re well-behaved I’ll let you come later.  But for now...looks like you need to get cleaned up a little.  Hope you’re hungry.”  
 
       
 
    I waited expectantly, watching as recognition dawned in her big round eyes.  A devilish grin curled on her lips.   
 
       
 
    “It was rather mean of me, I’ll admit.  But I’d do anything to get my Park back.  I’d do it all again if I had to.”   
 
       
 
    She swiped up a thick fingerful of my come and raised it to her lips, sliding it into her mouth the way you might suck a droplet of melted chocolate off your finger in summertime.  Slowly, swipe by swipe, Lila sucked off the smears of my come from her body, licking each fingertip-full hungrily, closing her eyes blissfully with each long suck.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmm,” she exclaimed.  “Yummy.”  
 
       
 
    She twisted around, fumbling to find her t-shirt, which she then nimbly tugged on over her bare tits.  “Now we just have to figure out what to do about Saul.”  She crossed her arms, as if awaiting my plan.  Which, let’s be clear, was extremely non-existent.  
 
       
 
    I blinked.  I’d totally forgotten about the mysterious other CheatCode player who periodically appeared in the device’s chat.  “Does it really matter?” I asked with a shrug.  
 
       
 
    But Lila’s eyes grew wide as saucers.  “Uh, yeah!  Yeah it matters!”   
 
       
 
    “But why?” I moaned, flopping back onto the bed in a huff.  “I just want to stay here and be with you.”  
 
       
 
    “It matters,” Lila said patiently with a stroke to my cheek, “because Saul’s the creator of the CheatCode, and he’s determined to destroy the game entirely.  He’s never forgiven us for ruining everything for him. He lures people into traps, gets them confused, he was constantly trying to get me off your trail so we’d never be together again,” she explained.   
 
       
 
    “But we’re together now,” I protested. “What does it matter? He can’t touch us now.”  
 
       
 
    “He’s more devious than you know,” Lila said, her eyes flashing. “He had big plans for CheatCode, and we wrecked them. Some of those worlds we created...he’s taken control of them. I’ve seen them - as much of them as I could stand. Park, he runs them like a God. Everyone is his slave - no one has free will, they’re like his mindless machines. If we don’t stop him, he’ll do that to every world. To our world. We have to destroy him before he destroys the CheatCodes and everything they give us!”  
 
       
 
    At this new slice of information my heart began to beat wildly.  I couldn’t lose my CheatCode, not now, not after everything it let me experience.  I’d been a loser nerd, desperate just to touch a girl...for a moment, I wondered if that was the real world, or if it was a CheatCode world, and what my true Parker identity even was.  But then, I realized I didn’t care.  If Lila said the CheatCode worlds would be destroyed by SaulBLACK if we didn’t stop him, that was enough for me.  
 
       
 
    I had to keep this.  I had to keep Lila, my power, my mansion, my money, everything, all of it.   
 
       
 
    “How can we beat him?” I asked.  “Really beat him.  Like, once and for all, so we have the game world all to ourselves, forever.  No Saul, no worries.  Just you, me, and a billion and one worlds all to ourselves, right?  King and Queen forever.”  
 
       
 
    I stretched my arms behind my head and smiled, just thinking about it.  Then, I grabbed my own CheatCode and clicked it on, and was stunned to see a slightly altered welcome message.  
 
       
 
    LEVEL UP COMPLETE. WELCOME BACK, PARKERRED.  
 
       
 
    “ParkerRED?” I asked, turning to Lila.  “Is that like your LilaRED?”  
 
       
 
    Lila grinned.  “Good!  You’ve leveled up!  Now we’re even.  Here,” she said, scooting over to my side and flipping on her own CheatCode to compare screens.  “Finally.”  She swiped a hand through her thick bangs, sounding almost exasperated.  “It’s about time, too.  Click into JOINT CHEATS.”  
 
       
 
    I scrolled through the menu.  I didn’t remember a JOINT CHEATS menu option before, but at this point almost nothing would surprise me.  And sure enough, just as Lila promised, there it was, right beneath the TOP SECRET folder.  I clicked into it.  
 
       
 
    FIND BY LOCATION it offered.  
 
       
 
    “What’s that?” I asked.  
 
       
 
    “The forums say it lets you locate whatever it is you’re looking for when you have a search party established.  But your search party all have to be the same level, so up until I found you and we got back together, I couldn’t use it, not even to find you.  Fucking frustrating as hell,” Lila replied.  
 
       
 
    “We can search for anything?” I couldn’t help but ask.   
 
       
 
    “Pretty much,” Lila confirmed.  
 
       
 
    “Holy shit...we could find anything.  We could find, like, buried treasure,” I said, suddenly cycling through all the things in my head I could think of that I’d ever wanted to find.   
 
       
 
    “Yeah, but we really need to find SaulBLACK, or else it’s all sort of a moot point,” Lila pointed out.  “If the game gets deleted, then we’re back out on our asses, really.  No money, no hot chicks, you know.  So, maybe we can table the buried treasure for another quest.”  
 
       
 
    “You want hot chicks?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.  “I thought you were beating down the door on this place because I was with some random bimbos instead of you.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh, that,” Lila giggled.  “I mean I don’t mind fucking a hot girl every now and then myself.  But I don’t like you doing it without my permission.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh really?”  
 
       
 
    I raised an eyebrow.  
 
       
 
    Lila grinned.  “Yeah!”  
 
       
 
    “Well let’s test it then,” I said, hitting enter on the FIND BY LOCATION folder.  Instantly, a small GPS map appeared on the screen, along with a small text box.  ENTER WISH.  
 
       
 
    I entered something so simple, I almost couldn’t believe it worked.  I typed, simply, “Redhead.”  
 
       
 
    Instantly, the CheatCode’s map began to pulse, and a small red heart appeared on the screen.  “Maple and Pine streets, what’s there?”  
 
       
 
    Lila scrunched up her nose, deep in thought.  “Isn’t that where that video game store is?”  
 
       
 
    That’s right, that was why the name of the streets was familiar to me.  It was the location of my old video game store’s competition, Pixels.  Which meant the redhead my CheatCode was locating was none other than...  
 
       
 
    “Zoe!” I breathed, knowing immediately it had to be her, it simply had to be.  I could see her in my mind’s eye already, with her signature red dreadlocks, her large chunky glasses, her nerdy t-shirt tight across her ample breasts (the more obscure the video game reference the better), her black nail polish that was always disturbingly perfect.  The number of times I’d fantasized about fucking Zoe was too high to even count.  I’d drooled over her whenever we crossed paths, desperate and pathetic in comparison to her perfect everything.   
 
       
 
    It didn’t take long for Lila and I to get to the corner of Maple and Pine.   
 
       
 
    As soon as I swung open the door to the store, my CheatCode buzzed and I pulled it out.  On the screen flashed a new message: Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.  
 
       
 
    I slid it back into my pocket.  I wanted to be sure the girl really was Zoe, after all, before turning her into a brainwashed bimbo for me and Lila to properly enjoy.  
 
       
 
    “Well if it isn’t Parky-Park,” I heard, and instantly I cringed.  “It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”  
 
       
 
    Zoe grinned like a cheshire cat across the front counter to me.  “And who’s this?” she asked with a wave of her perfectly manicured hand to Lila.   
 
       
 
    “This is my wife,” I said coolly, taking a step towards the counter and narrowing my gaze.   
 
       
 
    “Aw that’s so cy-ooot,” crooned Zoe, cupping her chin in the palm of her hand.  “Little baby Parker got a real live wife and everything, you’re a real live man now aren’t you!”  
 
       
 
    I ground my teeth together -- this is why I disliked Zoe as much as I did.  Ever since the day we met and realized we worked in competing video game stores, it was like someone had lit a fire beneath her and it was just raging on forever, a bonfire of vitriol, a forest fire of ridiculous proportions.  She had some sort of weird feminist gamer-girl ax to grind, and I was the grinding stone or whatever.  It had been going on for years.  
 
       
 
    My CheatCode buzzed in my pocket again.  Distracted, I pulled it out.  Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.  Timing out in one minute.  
 
       
 
    Fuck, I didn’t think the thing would time out on itself.  I couldn’t risk the chance of it timing out and not offering me the Cheat again.  I had to take it, and I had to take it soon.  
 
       
 
    “You know Zoe,” I said, taking a step towards her and pulling the CheatCode up and pointing it in her direction.  “You really are a bitch.”  
 
       
 
    Of course, the CheatCode didn’t do anything spectacular.  It didn’t envelop Zoe in a ring of endless hologram light, or propel her towards the ceiling, suspended in a sudden vacuum.  The CheatCode worked the same way it had always worked.  
 
       
 
    “Parker,” she said, her voice suddenly silky smooth, like melted chocolate.  “You really are....sexy as hell, damn.  I’m so glad you came in today!”  
 
       
 
    She leaned forward at the counter, cupping her chin in her hands, and I could almost taste the hunger on her tongue.  That was more like it.  
 
       
 
    As if on cue, Lila stepped forward, pressing her body close to mine.  I could feel the warmth of her skin, could feel the way she wanted Zoe too.  She was tense, coiled up tightly, ready to burst.  
 
       
 
    “I know it’s been a long time,” Zoe said, almost bashfully.  “But do you remember what you promised me before you set out on your quest?”  
 
       
 
    It was like Zoe had been transformed from a bitch gamer girl to a girl literally in a game!  Perfect.  I’d enjoyed this particular vein of the CheatCode’s power when it worked before, and I was more than pleased to see it still worked after my device was hacked and then unlocked by Lila.  Phew.  
 
       
 
    “Remind me,” I said, not quite sure what would satisfy Zoe’s false memory, but it didn’t matter because she went right on talking, her voice low and lusty.   
 
       
 
    “You said you’d fuck me until the world ends,” Zoe said, reaching over and pulling me close to her.   
 
       
 
    “Until the world ends,” I echoed, letting her pull me around the corner of the counter to where she stood.   
 
       
 
    Instantly, she slid down to the floor by my feet and looked up at me with those hungry green eyes of hers.  “Oh Parker, you don’t know how long I’ve waited for you to return so I could do this.”  
 
       
 
    She worked at my pants and quickly freed my cock, then gasped in delight.  “Oh, you’re so big, too -- and you’re so hard for me!”  
 
       
 
    My balls were already beginning to ache, they were so full of come, I was so ready to burst down her willing, slutty little gamer girl throat.  As my cock slid between her waiting lips, I felt a shiver run down my spine.   
 
       
 
    For a second, I thought it was because this is what I’d dreamed of doing since the first time Zoe was a cunt to me, but then I realized it was because Lila’s fingers were trailing down my back from my neck down to the small of my back, slow and deliberate and cool.   
 
       
 
    “Let’s fuck this bitch,” she breathed into my ear from behind, and my cock went hard as rock.  It was just enough to ratchet up my arousal from 100 to 1,000.  
 
       
 
    Hungrily now, Zoe worked her tongue up and down my shaft as she sucked me off and let me bury my cock deep down her throat with each passing thrust.   
 
       
 
    “You like having his cock shoved down your throat, don’t you?” Lila asked, giving Zoe’s head a pat and then slowly tangling her hands in her hair.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmph!” Zoe moaned, her eyes half-lidded in delirious pleasure.  Her mouth was warm and wet, and the suction was incredible.  She was an expert little cocksucker, this gamer girl, and I wondered if she was really a great cocksucker in real life, or if it was the CheatCode giving her extra skills and experience.  I loved the idea that secretly by night she was a slutty little whore where by day she was a haughty gamer girl.   
 
       
 
    For a moment, she paused, carefully moving my dick aside to smile up at me.  “You like this?  Am I doing what you want, just the way you like it?”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, but,” I said, taking the opportunity to broach the topic.  “I think my wife here would like a turn with you as well.”  
 
       
 
    “But you’ll still fill me with your come, right Parker?” she asked, a naughty little smile playing at the curve of her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Of course,” I said.  “But Lila gets to play with your first.”  
 
       
 
    “Ladies first, that’s the rule,” Lila said, her mouth hot on Zoe’s neck as she knelt to give a little nibble.   
 
       
 
    “Keep sucking him off, I think it’s hot,” Lila instructed.   
 
       
 
    Instantly, Zoe obeyed, opening her mouth and sliding my cock back through her lips.  Lila meanwhile slipped a hand down Zoe’s black pants, grinning as Zoe’s mouth momentarily went slack with pleasure as whatever it was Lila was doing down there.  I imagined Zoe’s slippery wet cunt pulsing under Lila’s fingering, the way Lila would slide her forefinger back and forth along Zoe’s pussy, fingering her clit, exploring her folds.  Fuck, if Zoe’s lips weren’t sealed around my cock, I’d be exploring her pussy folds too.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmph!” Zoe gurgled as Lila played with her fingers down her panties, both of them kneeling on the floor in front of me.   
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna let him come inside you,” Lila explained, thrusting her fingers further inside Zoe’s pussy.   “He’s gonna come in your tight little slit, and you’re going to be so wet and sticky down there, you’ll be leaking for days.  Every time you take a step, you’ll think about how your master Parker, the hero, came in you.  You’ll think about how lucky you are to carry his heir, to feel his seed quicken inside you, to have his come dripping from between your legs.”   
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned.   
 
       
 
    “You want to come in me now, Master Parker?” Zoe asked, sliding my cock from her mouth to peer up at me with large, hungry eyes.   
 
       
 
    I tugged her to her feet and tugged down her soaking wet panties that Lila had merely shoved aside, then bent her over the front counter.  Lila stayed kneeling, watching us intently, a smile on her lips, as if she too were enjoying this as much as I was.   
 
       
 
    When my cock slid between her legs, she stiffened for a second, bracing for my thick, fat cock entering her tight pussy.  She was so wet though, she hardly should have tensed.  I smiled as I caressed the smooth skin of her ass cheek, enjoying the way she shivered at my touch.  
 
       
 
    “Yes!” she cried, clutching at the edge of the counter with both hands, holding onto it tightly as I thrust my cock deeper into her soaking wet pussy.  She began to grind herself against me, hungry for release.  “Yes, harder, oh god Parker, come in me, fill me with your seed, yes!”  
 
       
 
    “He’s going to fill you soon,” Lila said.  “You’ll grow fat with his babies, isn’t that what you want?  Your whole fertile body given to him, ripening like a heavy fruit on a tree.”  
 
    
I gripped her hips from behind, thrusting harder.  Her breasts were pressed against the glass countertop, and I imagined the way her nipples must be flattened against it, hard and round and pink.  Instinctively, I pushed my hands between her tits and the countertop, finding the hard buds of her nipples and squeezing them, hard.  
 
       
 
    “Yes!  Oh god, I’m gonna come,” Zoe began to babble.  I squeezed harder, pinching and twisting her nipples.  Spirals of pain and pleasure shot through her body, and I could feel her writhe against me in ecstasy.  “I’m gonna come, oh god, oh my god Parker, I’m gonna come so hard!” she babbled, thrusting her hips against me and grinding hard, desperate for release.  Her pussy throbbed, and then she was throwing back her head and giving a sharp cry as her orgasm crested, then crashed down around her like a tidal wave.  “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!”  
 
       
 
    When I came, I came hard, burying my face in the back of her neck and pumping my dick hard and fast deep up in her pussy.  I could feel her cunt throbbing and expanding to take me in, as if her pussy itself were desperate for my come, desperate to quicken and expand her body, desperate to make her mine.  
 
       
 
    Her nipples were hard between my fingers as I gave them a final squeeze along with the last pump of my cock between her legs.  She was slippery and dripping, and as I pulled my dick from her pussy, a glistening droplet of come oozed out and slid down her inner thigh.   
 
       
 
    “Oh wow,” Zoe exclaimed, letting out a long, low sigh as I tucked my cock back in my pants and she smoothed her t-shirt down.  “That’s all I ever dreamed it would be!”  
 
       
 
    “All we ever dreamed,” Lila corrected, standing to give Zoe’s head a firm little pat and giving me a saucy wink.  
 
       
 
    My wife turned to me then, a smile on her lips.  “I think we can safely assume the FIND BY LOCATION cheat works perfectly, don’t you?”  
 
       
 
    Lila grinned and patted the CheatCode holster strapped to her thigh.  “You ready to try and level up to CheatCode BLACK and make sure we get to keep doing shit like this instead of shit like that?”  She jerked her head in Zoe’s direction, and the direction of the sad little video game store, eerily reminiscent of the life I’d led before cheat CheatCode and Lila and everything else that made life worth living now.  
 
       
 
    I grinned.   
 
       
 
    “You bet.” 
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    Her tits were smashed up against my mouth so hard I could barely breathe.  I could feel my tongue sliding over her wet nipples, biting gently first, then harder, and eliciting a sweet, succulent moan from her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god Parker,” Lila moaned as I sucked the round, pink circles of her nipples.  “I’m so wet for you.”  
 
       
 
    I clamped my teeth around the nipple and tugged, pulling her tit out, stretching her body as she writhed in ecstasy.  My balls ached as I straddled her, teasing her huge bulbous tits -- god she had such fucking amazing tits, like the tits you’d see on a video game character, hardly real they were so perfect on her petite frame.  
 
       
 
    I could feel my cock pushing hard against her body, desperate for release.  But I was taking my time, slowly working her over, making her tight pussy wet before I gave her what she really wanted.     
 
       
 
    “What cheat should I try on you?” I asked, reaching out to grab the device that lay on the bedside table.   
 
       
 
    I shifted and ran my fingers lightly over the display keys, tapping into the main menu of our favorite toy.  Ever since I’d leveled up to RED status, I had access to all new two-player “joint” cheat codes.  And Lila and I were having quite a bit of fun with them.  Sweaty, slippery, kinky fun.  The best kind of fun.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu  
 
    1) Bookmarks  
 
    2) Cheats by Category  
 
    3) Cheats by Name  
 
    4) Advanced Search  
 
    5) Experimental Mode (Beta)  
 
    6) TOP SECRET  
 
    7) Joint Cheats  
 
       
 
    I tapped into it and scrolled through the list of tempting options.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, there’s a SUPERSOAKER cheat -- I’ll bet I know what that does,” I said with a wicked smile growing on my lips.   
 
       
 
    Lila lay pinned to the bed beneath me, and instinctively she spread her legs wider as I moved my lips further down her body, sliding down the crevasse between her breasts to the valley of her soft, smooth belly, down to her navel.   
 
       
 
    “Let’s give this one a try, shall we?” I said, tapping the SUPERSOAKER Cheat and hitting Enter.   
 
       
 
    Instantly, Lila’s eyes grew wide, and she opened her mouth with a gasp.  
 
       
 
    “Ohhhhhh shit,” she said, wiggling beneath me, but unable to get away.  “Parker, oh god I think...I think I peed myself!  I’m all wet!  Like really really really wet!!”  
 
       
 
    “Shhhh,” I shushed, grinning and shifting upwards again, putting a finger to her lips.  “You didn’t piss yourself Lila, your pussy’s just dripping like a faucet.  Look.”  
 
       
 
    Lila strained, trying to get a good look between her legs, but I gave her a gentle shove, pinning her back down to the mattress and putting my lips close to her ear, so my breath was hot on her skin as I whispered, “You’re gonna be so wet, I’ll bet this cheat will have you dripping for days -- I wonder if it ever even stops.  Lila, you might have a dripping wet pussy forever if I want you to!  Would you like that?  To be wet between your legs for me every second of every day?”  
 
       
 
    I moved down her body, inching away until my head was between her legs once more.  I could hear her panting, trying not to squirm.  
 
       
 
    As my tongue swiped at her slippery clit, she moaned and grabbed a fistful of the sheets.  Her back arched, and fuck, she tasted so sweet, so feral, and I was going to lick her pussy until she screamed for release and then I was going to lick her some more, and then I’d thrust my cock deep inside her dripping cunt and really make her body go mad.   
 
       
 
    She was soaking wet, I could practically drink all the juice that was dripping from her cunt onto the silky sheets.  I imagined her trying to walk, pussy juice leaking down her smooth thighs.  
 
       
 
    “You’re not allowed to come until I say you can,” I instructed sternly, looking up at her from between her legs.  “You’re my wife and you have to do what I say.  And I say I’m going to lick your pussy until you’re dripping and then, well, we’ll see what I do with you after that.”  
 
       
 
    I bent back down, spreading her legs wider with a firm push of my hands to her sticky thighs, and buried my face in her sopping wet cunt -- god she was delicious, and my tongue lapped hungrily at her folds, sliding and exploring, pushing further in, making her wriggle and writhe.  
 
       
 
    I don’t remember exactly when I pushed myself up and thrust my cock into her pussy instead.  All I recall is the feeling of her tight, wet cunt throbbing with pleasure as I filled her up.   
 
       
 
    “Harder!” Lila moaned, arching her back up away from the mattress, grinding her hips into me hard and hungrily.   
 
       
 
    I could feel her slippery juices seeping out from her slit and making her thighs sticky as I pushed myself inside her deeper.   
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come!” she squealed, beginning to thrash beneath me.   
 
       
 
    Instinctively I grabbed her hands, pinning them above her head as I thrust up deep within her pussy, feeling her whole body shiver with a new ripple of pleasure.  My fingers laced with hers and I held her there, my cock thrusting in her pussy, her arms held  up, her tits pressed against me with her hard, erect nipples rubbing against my chest.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god Parker, I’m coming, fuck me, harder Parker fuck me harder, yes!  Fill me up, fill me up so hard, I’m coming coming comingcomingcoming!” Lila cried, closing her eyes as her pussy burst like a blooming flower, pulsing and throbbing and gobbling at my cock as though she could pull me in deeper with the strength of her throbbing clit.   
 
       
 
    I shuddered as I came inside her unprotected pussy, shooting load after load deep inside, pinning her wrists to the mattress until her pussy was gushing with her juices mingled with my sticky come.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my g--” Lila started to breathe.  
 
       
 
    And then suddenly, she was gone.  Mid-sentence, right like that.   
 
       
 
    She didn’t disappear with any theatrics.  No puff of smoke, no evil laughter from a villain in hiding.  Nothing.  It was like someone had suddenly hit delete on her in a game.  The taste of her was still on my tongue, my tip of my hard cock was still dripping come, and I knelt, dazed and trying to process the fact that my hot gamer wife, Lila, was suddenly very much no longer where she’d been seconds before.  
 
       
 
    If I’d been the Parker I once was, the loser video game store clerk, I might have totally freaked out.  But I wasn’t that Parker anymore.  The CheatCode changed all of that.   
 
       
 
    I know, I know -- it’s crazy, right?  One day I was serving the man, stuffing my pathetic pock-marked face with burgers on my fifteen-minute break, drooling over the girls I could never have, and then suddenly, I found this thing, this CheatCode, and -- boom!  I had power.   
 
       
 
    With the press of a button, I could turn all those stuck-up gamer girls into brainwashed bimbos, desperate to suck my cock, hungry for my dick in their cunts.  I’d been dreaming of magic powers my whole life -- what nerd doesn’t? -- but the power to make a girl drop to her knees instantly -- well, that was pretty fucking incredible.  It was like being the hero in my own private videogame world.  I was the hero, and they were all the girls I got to get.   
 
       
 
    ‘Fill me, Parker -- let me carry your heir!’ they’d beg.   
 
       
 
    It’s amazing what a little power and confidence can do to a guy’s life.  Fast-forward and there I was, a hot wife in my bed with giant tits, spreading her legs for me and moaning hard while the CheatCode filled her pussy with load after load of extra juice.  Until, fuck, she disappeared.  
 
       
 
    I knew what this had to be.  It had to be Saul.  SaulBLACK.   
 
       
 
    My heart began racing.  I could feel it hammering against my ribcage, a mallet beating hard and fast.  My fingers flew to the CheatCode device that lay on the bed where I’d tossed it after engaging the SUPERSOAKER cheat.   
 
       
 
    It was blinking.  I had a message.   
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: So you’re ParkerRED now I see.  Leveled up.  Nice work.  
 
       
 
    ParkerRED: What do you want?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: I already got what I want.   
 
       
 
    ParkerRED: Give me back my wife.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: I don’t think you’re in the position to make demands.  
 
       
 
    ParkerRED: She didn’t do anything to you!  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Oh on the contrary, your little Lila has done quite a bit to me.  And now it’s time to put an end to her...interference.  
 
       
 
    ParkerRED: Fuck you.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: If you want her, come and get her.  If you can find her.  
 
       
 
    SAULBLACK HAS LEFT THE CHAT.  
 
       
 
    This wasn’t the game I thought I’d be playing that day.  But here I was.  It was time to go be the hero...for real.  
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
    Of course, you can’t go on a mission without supplies.  So my first stop was to the hardware store.  I figured I could get a good backpack’s worth of stuff that could come in handy.  Duct tape, sturdy rope, flashlight, that sort of thing.  I had no idea what Saul had in store for Lila or me, and I wanted to be at least a little prepared.   
 
       
 
    So, with my CheatCode tucked into my pocket, I found myself wandering the aisles of the large saw-dusty warehouse store.   
 
       
 
    “Can I help you?”  
 
       
 
    I turned to see a girl in a bright orange apron scowling at me.  The apron was tight across her large chest, where her name was emblazoned in big block letters.  ALYSON.  
 
       
 
    “No, I mean...I think I’m good, thanks,” I said, turning back towards the large display of spools wrapped thick with cords.  
 
       
 
    “Okay well you’re blocking my restocking,” she said with a curt jab of her finger towards the cart stacked high with rainbow spools of nylon rope.  “So move.”  
 
       
 
    Something thorny poked inside my body, something sharp and deep and cold.   I knew the feeling.  I knew it better than I knew myself.  It was the feeling of being treated like a second-class citizen thanks to the way I looked.  I was never sure what set them off, whether it was my moon face or the way I pushed my glasses up on the bridge of my nose perpetually, but somehow hot girls could always smell my weaknesses, like arrows finding a dragon’s secret tender spots.  She sniffed, raising her pointy little nose into the air, the very picture of a stuck-up little bitch.  And who was she?  This Alyson was just some lowly checkout girl, some floor slave roving around trying to stock shelves!  She was nobody, yet she was treating me like I was the inferior one!  
 
       
 
    I didn’t hesitate.  I slid my fingers down into my pocket and pulled out my CheatCode, not even thinking.  I knew what I wanted to hear come from Alyson’s full, plump lips, and goddammit, I was going to make it happen.  I pulled up the menu, ignoring the way Alyson watched me with flashing, annoyed eyes.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu  
 
    1) Bookmarks  
 
    2) Cheats by Category  
 
    3) Cheats by Name  
 
    4) Advanced Search  
 
    5) Experimental Mode (Beta)  
 
    6) TOP SECRET  
 
    7) Joint Cheats  
 
       
 
    This time I went straight to the Cheats by Name category menu and typed in my old favorite, LVSKIP.  It was a simple cheat, and very effective.  Helpfully, the CheatCode reminded me what it would do: Automatically complete the 'romance subplot' for selected NPC.  
 
       
 
    I hit Enter.  
 
       
 
    Instantly, Alyson’s furrowed brow smoothed, and her flashing angry eyes softened. Her plump lips turned upwards into a slow smile and she gazed at me as though she’d never seen anything more handsome.  I could see the hunger in her eyes.  I was like a big fat cake with a big fat cock, just waiting to be devoured.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” she crooned, taking a step towards me and reaching out a hand to stroke my chest.  “How can I help you today, my hero?”  Her thin fingertip pushed into my chest just a little, then slid down towards my stomach as she inched closer to me.   
 
       
 
    Her white-blonde hair was swept back in a tight ponytail, and with a sensual grin she tugged at the tie, letting it all fall loose around her shoulders with a quick shake of her head.   
 
       
 
    “How do you think you could help me today?” I asked, as she pressed her body closer to mine.  “Are you here to help me with my quest?”  I added, picking up the familiar rhythm of the video game quest that the CheatCode made Alyson think we were in together.  
 
       
 
    Slowly, she slid down to the floor until she was on her knees, looking up at me with hungry eyes.  Her fingers worked at my pants until she freed my cock with a satisfying Pop!   
 
       
 
    “Oh wow,” Alyson breathed.  “Oh hero, you are so big, I can’t believe I’ve so lucky to have been chosen by you!”  
 
       
 
    I knew I should find her stilted, almost comical dialogue a turn-off, but it was quite the opposite.  The fact that the CheatCode was forcing these words from her eager lips, that it was programming her brain this very second, made me grow hard with desire.  Besides, I figured, she deserved it.  She was a bitch, and now she wasn’t.  I was practically doing her -- and all the customers of the Home Oasis store if her service to me was typical -- a favor.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to swallow every last drop,” Alyson said eagerly, running her fingertips up and down the length my shaft.   
 
       
 
    When she sealed those pouty lips around the tip of my cock, I couldn’t help but give a shudder of relief.  I hadn’t realized how tense I was, what with the whole Saul-abducting-Lila business.  For a second, a twinge of regret shot through my body like an arrow.  I was getting blown in the home improvement store while Lila was off being a prisoner to Saul!   
 
       
 
    But then I thought -- this is what Lila would want.  She knew as well as I did that if you let your CheatCode idle for too long, you could lose levels in the game.  And if I lost levels, I’d never find her.  We were even now, both RED level players, but Saul was BLACK level, putting me at a distinct disadvantage right out of the gate.  
 
       
 
    I had to use my CheatCode to make sure I didn’t slip back down below RED.   
 
       
 
    I had to fuck Alyson.  
 
       
 
    Saving Lila depended on it.  
 
       
 
    With long, hungry sighs Alyson worked her tongue around my cock, sliding up and down the shaft with sloppy little sighs, like a kitten too eager to drink the whole bowl of cream.  I stroked the top of her head, then tangled my fists in her white-blonde hair, and began to bob her head in time to my hungry thrusts down her throat.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmm,” Alyson groaned, widening the opening of her mouth and taking me down deeper.   
 
       
 
    “You’re a bad girl, aren’t you Alyson,” I said, stroking her head and moving her gently but firmly as my cock slipping in and out from between her lips.  “If you promise to be a good girl, I’ll fill you with my seed so you can have the honor of carrying my heir.  Do you promise?” I asked, bending down slightly so I was closer to her.  
 
       
 
    “Mphhghhhhhh!” Alyson grunted, bobbing her head up and down.   
 
       
 
    “Good girl,” I said.  “Stand up.”  
 
       
 
    Quickly Alyson scrambled up from the floor, wiping the side of her mouth with the back of her hand, leaving a streak of glistening precum at the corner of her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Lean here,” I instructed, but she was already placing her hands flat against the wall, gripping two of the mounted display spools to steady herself.  I ran a hand down her back until I reached the orange apron strings, then moved lower, finding the hem of her skirt.   
 
       
 
    Quickly, I pushed it up so it bunched around the pretty little knotted orange bow at her back.  Beneath her skirt, her panties were the same color as her apron -- bright silky orange.  I tugged at them, and they fell around her ankles, baring her smooth, creamy ass.  
 
       
 
    I slid my palm over one cheek, then the other, squeezing her flesh until I could feel her whole body tighten at my touch.  
 
       
 
    I swiped an exploratory finger at the dark slit between her legs, and found her warm and wet.  Her folds were slippery with her eager desire.   
 
       
 
    As I thrust my cock into her pussy from behind, Alyson shuddered and her ass cheeks reflexively tightened.  She was dripping wet and her breaths came in low, hungry whimpers as I slowly pulled my cock back out to see it glistening with her juices.   
 
       
 
    “Look,” I said, and put my hands on her hips to turn her around to see my dick soaking wet with her pussy juice.  
 
       
 
    “Oh hero!” Alyson exclaimed, looking at my dripping cock like she was in the desert and it was an ice cream cone.  She even licked her lips a little, finally grabbing the drop of precome from the corner of her mouth.  “That looks so delicious!  Oh master, I must have you inside me!”  
 
       
 
    It was everything I’d ever wanted to hear a girl say.  It didn’t matter how many times I got them to beg with the CheatCode, it always felt so damn good to be the hero, to be the guy she’s falling all over herself to fuck.  Technology really is a miracle.  
 
       
 
    “Good girl,” I said, guiding her back in place.  This time I took my hands and slid them from her hips to her thighs, feeling the smooth flesh there and squeezing, then moving further down, pressing on the insides of her thighs until, obediently, she spread her legs wider, forming a wide upside-down V with her legs.   
 
       
 
    I glanced around, but as of yet, nobody in the store seemed to have noticed us, or if they did, they sure as hell didn’t care.  Maybe everyone thought Alyson was a bitch who needed a good fuck.  
 
       
 
    “Fill me!” Alyson begged, thrusting her hips back towards me as I plunged my cock back into her pussy.  “I want to carry your heir, master!”  
 
       
 
    I worked my cock in and out of her cunt with hard, fast strokes.  I liked the way she pushed her hips back against me, rocking on the balls of her feet as I filled her slit with my thick length.  Her skirt was still bunched around her middle and I gripped her around the waist, feeling her body tighten as I squeezed and held her fast, pumping harder with each stroke.   
 
       
 
    “Yes!” she cried, and now I was beginning to wonder why nobody in the damn store DID notice.  Was it some spell brought on by being a level RED now, that I could fuck a girl right here in public, with people passing by the ends of the aisles and still, nobody gave a passing glance at us?  Holy fuck.  
 
       
 
    “Fill me up, oh god, oh god, oh my god,” Alyson began to babble, her words tumbling from her lips faster and faster.  I could feel her pussy throbbing around my cock -- she was going to come soon, and hard.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you up,” I explained methodically, stroking her hair with one hand and squeezing her ass with the other, holding her there while my cock pumped in and out of her.  I continued, stroking her back and her thighs and her ass methodically, pushing my lips to her ear so only she could hear my words hot against her skin.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you up and you’re going to quicken and fatten with my heir, and you’ll be huge with my seed in no time,” I told her steadily.  I could feel her flesh grow hot, as though she was blushing with her desire.  “Your tits will grow huge and your belly will balloon and you’ll be fat with child, my child, my seed, my heir.  I’m going to fill your unprotected pussy with my seed, just like you want.  You’ll be dripping from between your legs for days.”  
 
       
 
    “Yes,” Alyson moaned.  “Yes, oh god I’m gonna come master, make me fat with your seed, make me carry your heir!” The tidal wave of her orgasm was overcoming her, I could feel it -- her hands were shaking as she pressed her body against the wall, and her knees wobbled trying to stand in its wake.  “Ohhhhhhhh!”  
 
       
 
    When I came inside her pussy, it was hard and fast.  I shot my load into her and she kept her legs spread wide for me as I pumped, obediently taking in my seed.   
 
       
 
    When I was finished, I pulled out and looked with satisfaction at my sticky cock.  Still, I had one last job for her.  
 
       
 
    “You’re a good girl,” I said.  “And to finally prove your worthiness of my seed one last time, you’ll need to clean my cock now.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes master!” Alyson cried, falling to her knees again at my feet and taking my sticky cock between her hands and pressing her full lips to the tip.  Slowly, like a cat lapping at its bowl of milk, Alyson worked her tongue up and down my cock again, not sucking me off this time, but cleaning me, gently and firmly.  Her lips caressing my cock, and slowly her tongue lapped up every droplet of leftover come.   
 
       
 
    “Is this good enough to please you, my hero?” Alyson asked, finally swiping up the last traces of her juices and mine from my cock.   
 
       
 
    I looked down.  She was grinning from ear to ear, long hair tangled, apron pushed askew, her skirt still bunched up around her middle.  Her lipstick was smudged and smeared, and between her legs I could see there was a small bit of come beginning to leak and pool onto the floor.  Cleanup on aisle 4 indeed.  
 
       
 
    “You did a great job,” I said, petting her on the top of the head.  “Such a good girl.”  
 
       
 
    As Alyson stood up and brushed her skirt down and tugged her panties back on from where they’d fallen in a heap on the floor, she looked up at me almost bashfully.  
 
       
 
    “Where will you go from here, master?” she asked, smoothing her apron across her ample chest.  “Your journey is not over, I gather.”  
 
       
 
    As yes -- she was still trapped in the video game dialogue cheat.  It was always a little awkward, having to carry on this type of mythological, loaded conversation in the wake of thrusting my cock in her pussy, the spot where in the video game it would normally fade to black and leave the player to imagine their own hero’s welcome.   
 
       
 
    “My journey continues, yes,” I said, patting the CheatCode in my pocket as though it were a sword strapped to my side.   
 
       
 
    “Would you....would you take me with you, master?” Alyson asked, putting out an eager hand to my forearm.  “I would do everything for you!  Cook and clean...not just food but other things...” she trailed off, her fingers tracing down my chest towards where I’d tucked my cock back into my pants.  But I gently shook her off, peeling her fingers away from my body and pressing them to her sides.  
 
       
 
    “No.  This is a...road I must take alone,” I said, trying to think fast.  The last thing I needed was some orange-aproned sidekick.  I needed to keep my levels up.  That meant using the CheatCode on more girls, not just Alyson.   
 
       
 
    “I understand,” she said, bowing her head slightly.  “I wish you well.  When you come back I hope to be fat with child, glowing at your victorious return!”  
 
       
 
    And then I was gone, turning swiftly on my heels, headed to the next aisle for the rest of my supplies.  After all, I had a quest to continue.  
 
       
 
    To be continued... 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Two: The Good Girl


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    If an evil genius coder abducted your wife and was using her as bait to lure you in so he could ensnare you too, what would you do?  Remember, it’s no big deal -- only the fate of the CheatCode world depends on getting Lila back unharmed.  No big deal, just the doom of an entire universe hanging in the balance!  No sweat!  
 
       
 
    I groaned just thinking about it.  With the CheatCode, we have infinite possibilities, we can be whoever we want to be...without the CheatCode, we’re doomed to live the lives we started with.  I would go back to being a pathetic video game store clerk, desperate for any action I could get, eyes bulging wildly at every unattainable hot gamer girl to walk through the doors.   
 
       
 
    And Lila...  
 
       
 
    Now that I thought about it, I realized, I didn’t know what Lila would go back to being.  Who was she in her former life before she found her CheatCode...before the CheatCode found her?  Would she be transformed from a hot neon-haired pixie girl into a pockmarked nerd in the library, nose buried deep in a book?  No, I couldn’t even think about it.  I had to save her.  I had to save both of us.  
 
       
 
    I squinted at my CheatCode in the blinding sunlight outside.  I had a new message.  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: You’ll be happy to know that Lila is enjoying the pleasure of my company immensely.  Take your time, Parker, no need to rush to her aid.  
 
       
 
    I massaged my temple.  Fuck, how was I supposed to rush to her air when I didn’t know where the fuck he even had her?  As stupid as it felt, I couldn’t think of a better thing to reply.  
 
       
 
    ParkerRED: Where are you?  
 
       
 
    SaulBLACK: Oh, that’s right, you haven’t leveled up to BLACK.  You can’t track her CheatCode yet!  Such a pity.  
 
       
 
    SAULBLACK HAS LEFT THE CHAT.  
 
       
 
    My eyes widened as I read Saul’s last message.  So I just had to level up and then I could track her.  Well, I could level up...somehow.  I slid into my car and hit the gas.  If I was going to level up, I needed to figure out how fast.  I’d rush home, scour the net like a good nerd.  I was going to figure this shit out, goddammit.  
 
       
 
    As I drove, I tried to think of alternative solutions, other ways of saving Lila.  There were the cops, of course.  But I feared that if I went to the police, I’d be laughed right out the door.   
 
       
 
    ‘Oh, officer, please help, my wife’s been kidnapped by a crazed video game master who wants to stop us from using our very special brainwashing devices!  Girls suddenly become desperate to suck my cock when I use it on them and I don’t want to lose that power, so you just have to help me save her!’  
 
       
 
    Yeah, that would go over real well.  I’d be strapped into a straightjacket in no time, locked up forever while Lila was forced to submit to whatever Saul’s plans were.  Was he keeping her locked up, or was he toying with her, using a CheatCode to jumpstart her passions?  I imagined Lila down on her knees, her soft lips sealing around Saul’s menacing cock, hungry for him even as she wished she could escape -- a slave to his cheats, to his cock, to his whims...   
 
       
 
    If I told the cops, who knew what he would do with her.  Spread her legs and -- fuck, no, I couldn’t let that happen.   
 
       
 
    I swallowed and felt my chest tighten reflexively, unable as I was to keep myself from thinking about what he might do to her.  Worse, what she might find herself enjoying.  ‘Lila is enjoying the pleasure of my company immensely’ -- that’s what SaulBLACK had said.   
 
       
 
    Fuck.  Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck.   
 
       
 
    I felt my body going hot, and I pressed down on the gas, raging down the road, taking curves faster and faster, gritting my teeth and nearly flying as I wracked my brain, trying to drown out the fear with rational solutions.  
 
       
 
    No, the cops were definitely not my first option.  I’d have to do this alone, go rogue, solo.  Just me against the fucking world...  
 
       
 
    It was then when I saw the flashing blue lights in my rearview mirror.  
 
       
 
    Fuck.  
 
       
 
    For a moment, I thought about gunning it -- just taking off, speeding away...but all those years of being a good little boy suddenly kicked into gear, and I found myself pulling over instead.  Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. I watched as the officer got out and walked towards my window.  Her lips were pressed in a tight, controlled scowl.  This was not going to be fun.  She looked like a class A bitch.  
 
       
 
    “Can I help you officer?” I asked meekly, slicking back my hair with a nervous swipe.  
 
       
 
    She turned and looked down at me with a haughty, impassive stare.  She was at least two inches taller than I was, though maybe it was due to the knee-high leather boots that hugged her calves.  Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun at the nape of her neck, and I could see myself reflected in her aviator sunglasses.  Her lips were cherry red, a sharp contrast to the buttoned-up uniform, and for a second I thought I liked her sass.   
 
       
 
    Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad...  
 
       
 
    “License and registration,” she said, putting out her palm in wait.  
 
       
 
    I fumbled in my wallet, digging around for the right pieces of paper.  
 
       
 
    “Officer, I can explain,” I started to say as I handed over my documents, but she held up a gloved hand.  
 
       
 
    “Sir, do you know how fast you were going?” she barked with a curt jerk of her chin.   
 
       
 
    “Officer, I swear, I had a reason, you see my wife --”  
 
       
 
    “Mister...Parker,” she said, pulling off her sunglasses and glancing down at my driver’s license and then back at me with a raised eyebrow.  “I clocked you going 90 back there, and, Parker, do you know what the speed limit is here?”  
 
       
 
    I shook my head.  
 
       
 
    “25.  25!”  I could see her growing incensed.  “It’s fucking 25 here, Parker.”  She grit her teeth, clearly trying to control her temper.   
 
       
 
    I could feel my heart rattling my ribcage, it was beating so hard.  I tried to steady myself, thinking, ‘Okay, breathe, maybe you can reason with her, maybe you can just explain...this is nothing more than a little misunderstanding...you were speeding, sure, but you had a reason...you had to save Lila!’  
 
       
 
    I hadn’t wanted to go to the police, but now the police had come to me, and I felt like I didn’t have much of a choice anymore.  Maybe I could turn things around...  
 
       
 
    “Officer....Ruby,” I pleaded, sneaking a look at her name badge.  “I just...let me explain, see there’s this thing I have, and my wife, she’s been kidnapped because of it and -- look, see, let me show you,”  I tried to explain as I fumbled around for my CheatCode, like an idiot.   
 
       
 
    “FREEZE!” Ruby barked, her arm whipping to her holster.  “DROP YOUR WEAPON!”  
 
       
 
    I froze and let the CheatCode fall to the floor of my car, wincing at my own stupidity as it fell beneath the seat.  Frozen in place, my heart racing wildly, I watched as Ruby’s hand slid from her holster up to the buttons of her uniform.  
 
       
 
    “Freeze right where you are mister,” she said, licking those perfect red cherry lips.   
 
       
 
    Her fingers played with the top button of her uniform, undoing it to reveal smooth creamy skin and the hint of a black bra beneath...  
 
       
 
    In dropping the CheatCode, I realized, I must have activated a Cheat.  When it hit the seat, the button must have been pressed.  
 
       
 
    In an instant, my brain flashed through all the naughty police officer videos I’d watched holes up in my teenage bedroom, paranoid despite the locked door and the music I hoped would drown out what I was really watching on my computer.  
 
       
 
    But this was real life, this was the real cop car with whirling blue lights, and....holy shit, this was Officer Ruby sliding down to her knees in front of me, eyes wide and nipples hard and erect and pressing firmly against the deep blue fabric of her uniform.  The color matched her wide, pretty eyes.  
 
       
 
    Somehow, just barely, the CheatCode was saving my sorry ass again.  
 
       
 
    “You’re so hard!” Ruby exclaimed, running her hands up and down my shaft, sliding her fingers over the bulge in my pants with growing excitement in her big blue eyes.  She flashed a grin up at me, all perfect white teeth framed by those luscious lips.   
 
       
 
    I glanced around the parking lot, but nobody was paying any attention to us.  And if they did...  A shiver of excitement shot up my spine.  
 
       
 
    “You’ve been a very naughty boy, Parker,” Ruby cooed.  “Do you know what I do with very naughty boys like you?”  
 
       
 
    I shook my head, feeling my cock growing stiffer by the second.  Her fingers pawed at me, until she managed to undo the button and pull out my cock, marveling at it with wide hungry eyes.  
 
       
 
    “I suck them dry.”  
 
       
 
    Ruby’s lips sealed around my cock and she slid it expertly down her throat.  If someone ever had a mouth made for sucking cock, it was Ruby.  She was warm and wet and her groan of pleasure was only muffled by the fact that my cock was stuffing her mouth full.   
 
       
 
    My fingers pulling at her neatly pinned-back bun until it came undone and her hair fell to her shoulders in a tangle of blonde waves.  I tangled my fists in her waves gently first, then harder, drawing out a moan of pain and pleasure from her lips.   
 
       
 
    I began moving her head in time with her mouth, bobbing her head up and down on my thick cock.  Her tongue swirled around my shaft, licking and sliding, lapping at me like a hungry kitten diving into a warm bowl of cream, driving me wild.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmm,” Ruby hummed, taking me deeper down her throat and grabbing my thighs to steady herself as she worked.   
 
       
 
    “You’re a naughty little slut, aren’t you?” I murmured, drawing my fingers lightly through her hair, down the nape of her neck, down to the smooth skin of her shoulders.   
 
       
 
    “When I fuck your pussy, you’re going to be so wet.  I’ll bet you’re wet already, I’ll bet you’re soaking your panties right now, is that right Officer Ruby?”  
 
       
 
    With her mouth stuffed so full of my cock, it was hard for her to reply, but the eager nod of her head and the muffled groan was answer enough.  I stroked her silky smooth hair and bent down closer to her so she could hear me clearly.  
 
       
 
    “I bet back at the station you act like one of the boys -- you’re just one of the guys, is that right?  They all joke and tell dirty jokes and you join in and you act like you’re a real tough little bitch, but deep inside you’re nothing more than a dirty slut,” I said gently, drawing the words out.  I loved the way she wriggled on her knees as I spoke.   
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet you go to bed every night dreaming of all the officers finding out what a little slut you really are, I’ll bet you dream about sucking them all off one by one, don’t you?”   
 
       
 
    I was on a roll now, the words pouring out of my mouth faster and faster, and with each new indictment Ruby squirmed and moaned in agreement.  It was like the CheatCode had rewired her brain, changing the circuitry so she really was a total slut, the police officer every guy dreams will pull him over someday.  
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet you drive around all day just wishing they’d fuck your pussy or make you give head but you can’t bear to let them see you beg for it,” I said.  “You want them to take turns with you, you want to fuck them all, you want so bad to be the station slut, but you’ve never been able to let yourself do it until now, isn’t that right?”  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmph!” Ruby groaned, long and loud and desperate.   
 
       
 
    “They all think you’re such a good girl, but you aren’t a good girl at all Officer Ruby,” I said, stroking her smooth skin, tugging at her hair, bobbing her head on my cock.  “You’re a dirty little slut who wants it bad enough to fuck a stranger on the side of the road.”   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmph!”  she moaned, bobbing her head eagerly and faster.  
 
       
 
    “When I come in your mouth, I want you to swallow every last drop,” I instructed.  
 
       
 
    Ruby pulled my cock from her mouth for a second and grinned up at me.  “Oh yes!  And when you’re done, will you fuck my pussy, god I’m sooooooo wet right now!”    
 
       
 
    God, this cheat had turned her from a stone cold cop to practically a Barbie doll.  The CheatCode could have that effect, but it was especially enjoyable watching it happen to such a good girl officer.   
 
       
 
    “I’ll fuck your pussy real hard, no need to worry about that,” I said, enjoying the way she let out a hungry sigh around my cock.  
 
       
 
    I was going to come soon, I could feel it -- my balls aches and I shoved my cock back into her throat with a grunt.  Her knees ground into the gravelly pavement and I wasn’t just getting a blowjob anymore, now I was fucking her face hard, gripping the sides of her blonde head and filling her mouth with my shaft, pumping hard.   
 
       
 
    When I exploded in her warm wet mouth, Ruby’s eyes grew wide with surprise for a second, and I realized with satisfaction that maybe she’d never swallowed a load before.  Hungrily, she sucked the sticky, hot cream down her throat, letting it slide down to her belly with a happy sigh.  She swallowed once, then a second time as I drained all I had into her waiting mouth.   
 
       
 
    I grabbed her hand and helped her to her feet, noticing that at the corner of her mouth there was a dribble of white come stuck there.  It was cute, the way it marred her perfect face, those perfect lips.  She really was a dirty little slut now, with gravel digging into her knees and come on her lips, her hair unpinned and falling around her shoulders in gold, messy tendrils.   
 
       
 
    “Oh Parker, my big strong hero!” Ruby exclaimed as she brushed the gravel from her knees with a perfunctory swipe at her legs.   
 
       
 
    “I am so wet for you!  I’m sure I’ll carry so many heirs for you!”  
 
       
 
    I nodded, playing along with the script I knew by heart now.  The CheatCode was working, slowly reworking her mind, transforming her from the buttoned-up cop into the helpless sex-starved slut greeting me along my quest.  She was the damsel, I was the hero, and I knew how to play my part just as well as the CheatCode made Ruby know hers.  
 
       
 
    “You will carry my heir Ruby -- I’m so grateful to have found you,” I said, letting my hands move to her hips, encircling her waist, pushing her back towards the patrol car until her back was pressed flat against it, her legs spread.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you up so you’re dripping between your legs for days.  You’re going to carry my heir and you’re going to swell and become engorged with my seed.”    
 
       
 
    “I want to become so fat with your seed!” Ruby said as I pressed my body against hers.  Her lips brushed my cheek, her breath was hot on my skin.   
 
       
 
    She wriggled against me and fumbled with her tight pants, undoing the buttons as quickly as she could, she was so eager for my cock in her pussy.  As she let them fall to the ground around her ankles, she stepped out of them gingerly, leaving her pressed against the cop car with her high boots, panties, and blouse.  That was better.  I worked at the buttons to her blouse and undid it quickly, revealing her ample breasts in a tight black bra.   
 
       
 
    “I don’t think you need this anymore,” I said, unhooking it easily and revealing her tits with her small, pink, erect nipples.  She was hard and aroused, and I took one between my thumb and forefinger, rolling it between my fingers.  She let out a gasp of pleasure as I pinched it between my fingers then, first gently, then a little harder, gauging her reaction.   
 
       
 
    “You like that don’t you?” I asked, taking her other nipple between the fingers of my left hand and squeezing it too.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god--” she said, biting back a sharp intake of breath.  Her nipples darkened as I kneaded them, rolling them between my fingers, stimulating her tits until she let out another gasp of pleasure.  Her whole body was warm and writhing now and I let one hand drop, sliding down her smooth abdomen down towards her panties.  I could feel her shivering with excitement.  God, she was so turned on and tightly wound.  
 
       
 
    “Let’s see how wet you are -- spread your legs, now, good girl,” I coaxed, pressing a hand firmly against her inner thigh, parting her legs wider.   
 
       
 
    Inspecting her silky pink (very non-regulation, I suspected -- naughty girl) panties, I found them to be soaked through, wet with her juices.   
 
       
 
    With one finger, I shoved the flimsy silk fabric aside and thumbed her cunt before sliding my finger further in to explode her wet folds.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” Ruby moaned, wiggling her ass against the warm car, pressing her palms flat against its surface.   
 
       
 
    My cock was hard as rock and I couldn’t wait much longer to plunge it into her eager pussy.  She was so desperate for me and it was turning me on more and more by the second.  Still, this moment between was exquisite -- Ruby arched her back with another hungry moan as I slipped a second finger into her slit.   
 
       
 
    “Fuck me,” Ruby begged, flattening her tits against my chest as I pressed my body against hers.  “Fill me with your seed!”  
 
       
 
    I tugged on her panties, letting them fall around her ankles.  When I entered her, everything swam before my eyes -- fuck, she was tight, wet, and warm.  I grabbed her palms, twisted my fingers with hers and pressed her against the car as I fucked her, plunging my cock deep into her cunt.  
 
       
 
    Ruby threw her head back, blonde hair golden in the sunlight, and let a moan of pleasure escape her lips.  “Yes -- oh god, harder!”  
 
       
 
    I took my time, pulling my cock out slowly, then thrusting it back deeper inside her tight pussy.  I imagined what we looked like, there on the side of the road -- an officer in nothing but boots and an unbuttoned blouse, tits pressed against my chest and moans coming hard and fast from her mouth as she begged for me to fill her cunt with my seed.  The lights on the car still flashed, and I began to fuck her with their faster, gyrating rhythm.   
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come soon,” Ruby blubbered, pumping her hips against me.  Her fingers grabbed my shirt and pulled me in closer, begging me to fuck her harder, fuck her deeper.   
 
       
 
    “Not yet,” I grunted, gripping her hips tightly.   
 
       
 
    “Please Master!” she begged, but I shook my head and pulled my cock almost all the way out of her pussy, leaving just the tip inside her.  Ruby’s whole body shook with desire and I could see the wild, feral look in her eyes -- she was desperate to come and I was nearly driving her mad.  Crazy-for-come was a good look on her.  I grinned.  
 
       
 
    “The more you beg the longer this will take,” I said, plunging my cock back into her pussy slowly, inch by inch.  She wasn’t able to help it and began to buck her hips wildly, like a filly gone wild.  I knew I had to hurry if I wanted to save Lila, but this was too much fun to pass up.   
 
       
 
    “Please-please-please!” she begged.  I slowed again, pressing a finger to her lips.  
 
       
 
    “Shhhh,” I said.  “You’re making this take longer, remember?”  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmmmmph!” she gasped, pressing her lips together to try and keep herself from pleading even as her hips bucked against me and her fists curled into tight little balls.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fill you with my seed soon,” I said, filling her cunt with the full length of my shaft.   
 
       
 
    She shuddered with pleasure and I could see just how hard she was trying to keep herself from begging for it again.  I stroked her side, trailing a finger down from the curve of her shoulder down to her hips, sliding my hands along her smooth skin.  Her nipples were still hard and erect, pressed against my chest, and I knew I was going to erupt inside her soon.  
 
       
 
    I began to pump my cock harder and faster.  Now she was thrashing, unable to keep herself contained any longer.  
 
       
 
    “Yes!” she cried, curling and uncurling her fists as I fucked her.  “Fill me, fill me so full, oh god Master, I want to be swollen with your seed, yes!”   
 
       
 
    She spread her legs wider, inching them out further as she pressed her body back against the sun-warmed patrol car.  
 
       
 
    When I erupted inside her, Ruby’s whole body shuddered, and her cunt throbbed with an almost spastic pulsing.  It was like her pussy was gobbling me up, pulling my cock deep inside her to empty my whole load.  With a final grunt of pleasure, I filled her up, spraying her unprotected womb with my seed.   
 
       
 
    I panted, exhausted and spent, and gave a shuddering final gasp of pleasure.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god -- I’m gonna be sooooooo fat with your heir soon!” Ruby sighed happily as I pulled my cock out from her dripping pussy.  Instantly, come dribbled down between her thighs, hot and sticky.   
 
       
 
    “Is there anything else I can do to help you with your quest?” she asked, batting her eyes at me and leaning over to pick up her silky pink panties from where they’d been abandoned by her feet.   
 
       
 
    I watched as she happily slid her bra back on and buttoned up her blouse like this whole encounter was the most natural thing in the world.   
 
       
 
    “Well, I was in a bit of a hurry because I need to go save a girl named Lila,” I explained, an idea forming in my head as I spoke.  “It’s a very important quest, and time is running out.”  
 
       
 
    “I see,” Ruby said, nodding seriously.  She reached down for her pants and tugged them back on.   
 
       
 
    “I think I could use your help,” I said slowly, looking her up and down, watching as she buckled her holster back on around her waist.  I could use someone with some gun skills -- I mean, sure, I’d played my fair share of video games, but Ruby here was the real fucking deal -- hot as hell, good with a gun, more than happy to suck my cock -- Lila would understand.   
 
       
 
    I walked to my car, grabbed my CheatCode from the passenger seat and glanced at the screen.  No new messages.  But I was still ParkerRED, and I needed to fix that.  I needed to be level BLACK if I was going to be able to track Lila and save her.   
 
       
 
    “Can you take me to the library?” I asked Ruby, walking back towards her and the idling patrol car.  
 
       
 
    If I was going to find out how to level up to BLACK, I was going to have to do some serious research.  
 
       
 
    Ruby flashed a grin.  “Your wish is my command, Master Parker.”  She opened the passenger door and beckoned for me to sit next to her.  “Let’s get this quest back on the road.”  
 
       
 
    As Ruby flicked a switch on the dash, turning on the siren, I glanced over to her and noted with satisfaction that the small dribble of come at the corner of her mouth had dried there.  I hadn’t planned on having a partner for this quest, but this seemed like a pretty solid one.  I thought about those pink nipples hiding beneath her uniform, just waiting to be squeezed again.   
 
       
 
    But that could wait until later.  Right now, we were on a mission.  
 
       
 
    We were on our way to the library. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Three: The Librarian  
 
       
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    “You need a library card to check that out,” the girl from behind the desk said, sounding exactly as annoyed as you’d think a librarian would be if someone attempted to take a book out without producing a library card.   
 
       
 
    How big of a moron could you be, right?  Except in this case, that moron was me.   
 
       
 
    In my frazzled state, it wasn’t exactly the first thing on my mind.  After Ruby and I found the nearest library, she offered (being the ever-helpful sexy quest sidekick she’d been transformed into, thanks CheatCode!) to keep the car running while I went and checked out the research materials I needed.   
 
       
 
    I’d managed to find a stack of old-school gamer magazines, and I intended on looking through every possible leveling-up cheat they listed.  Even if the CheatCode wasn’t covered, maybe there’d be some crossover.   
 
       
 
    Embarrassed, I set the thick stack of magazines down on the counter and fumbled in my wallet.  
 
       
 
    “I, uh, don’t think I have it with me,” I said, trying not to let on that maybe I hadn’t been in the library since I was a kid.  The librarian chick rolled her eyes.  
 
       
 
    “Here, fill this out.  You need your ID and three proof of address things.”  She pushed a long form across the desk to me, along with a stubby pencil made for a dwarf.  I frowned.  
 
       
 
    “What if I don’t have three proofs of address with me right now?” I asked, then hastily added as her scowl deepened, “Hypothetically!”  
 
       
 
    “Hypothetically,” she said with a huff, “I’d have to say you can’t get a card without them.  Sorry.”  
 
       
 
    I grunted.  She glared back at me.  
 
       
 
    I never did get all the hype of sexy librarians.  Of course, this girl wasn’t that bad to look at -- in fact, she was rather pretty, in a plain girl-from-your-math-class sort of way.  Her brown hair was pulled back into a loose french braid that hung down a little past her shoulders, and although they were concealed beneath a cherry red cardigan it was easy to tell that she had nice tits.  I could imagine liking her if she wasn’t a terrible human being.  It’d be easy to see her as cute...but cute girls are a lot harder to like when they’re bitches.  And this girl was a bitch.  A queen bitch.  
 
       
 
    “Come on,” I wheedled, leaning over the counter and pushing the magazines ever so slightly closer.  “Nobody’s probably checked these out in years.  They’re ancient.”  I rustled the pages, flipping to show her the publication years.  “Most of these games aren’t even made anymore!  Can’t you make an exception?”  
 
       
 
    “No.”  
 
       
 
    We glared at each other.   
 
       
 
    Suddenly I heard the click of heels on hardwood behind me, and saw the librarian’s eyes widen just a tad.  Behind me strode Ruby, her slim police laptop in one hand, and my CheatCode in the other.   
 
       
 
    “You need some help, Parker?” she asked sweetly, giving a nod towards the librarian who was clearly a little disarmed by the sudden appearance of a law enforcement officer in uniform.  “This was beeping,” she explained, passing me the CheatCode.  “Thought maybe you’d want it.”  
 
       
 
    Oh Ruby.  Ruby, Ruby, Ruby. I could have kissed her.  Instead, I casually took the device and clicked it on, noting that new messages awaited me.  I’d get to those in time.  For now, I had other plans.  I swiped the waiting incoming message away and a new one popped up on the screen:  
 
       
 
    Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.  
 
       
 
    “Thanks Ruby,” I said smoothly, pointing the CheatCode towards the librarian in a way I hoped didn’t look suspect.  “You can wait for me in the car -- I won’t be long here.”  
 
       
 
    “Of course Master!” she chirped, and turned on her heel to head back to the patrol car outside.   
 
       
 
    The librarian raised an eyebrow.  “Master, huh?  One of those people?”  
 
       
 
    The question -- accusation, really -- was the verbal equivalent of picking up a gooey slug off the pavement between two fingers.   
 
       
 
    I glanced down at the CheatCode screen at the list of available cheats.  Since leveling up to RED, I’d been granted access to additional cheats, things that made me grow hard in anticipation just thinking about them.   
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu
1) Bookmarks
2) Cheats by Category
3) Cheats by Name
4) Advanced Search
5) Experimental Mode (Beta)
6) TOP SECRET
7) Joint Cheats  
 
       
 
    Without Lila, I couldn’t activate any of the Joint Cheats.  Disappointing, and another reason why I needed to get her back...not that I was a selfish bastard only concerned with my cock, but I did enjoy that Supersoaker cheat when we were last together -- I couldn’t help but remember the way it instantly made her pussy drip with desire, practically gushing all over the bedsheets.  Fuck, I missed her.  
 
       
 
    But that cheat wasn’t available now, not without Lila.  So, I’d have to pick something else.   
 
       
 
    “Hold on a sec, I might have some online bills or something I can pull up for you for verification,” I said, stalling as i looked down through the menu.  
 
       
 
    “Sure,” the library girl said, bored.  
 
       
 
    I’ve used the LVSKIP cheat a lot lately.  I didn’t want to say I was growing tired of it, but I was also in the mood for something different.  The LVSKIP cheat was all well and good of course -- you can’t knock a good old fashioned romantic brainwashing cheat that Automatically completes the ‘romance subplot’ for the selected girl.  One minute they’d be a haughty bitch, the next they’d be desperate to carry my seed and bring me an heir, the way nature intended.  
 
       
 
    I was running out of time.  Fuck it.  Why not have a little fun?  
 
       
 
    EXPERIMENTAL MODE (BETA) ACTIVATED.  CHOOSE CHEAT.  
 
       
 
    A list appeared, prompting me to pick:  
 
    Freeze  
 
    Volume Control  
 
    Memory Swipe  
 
       
 
    Freeze was first on the list, so that’s the one I clicked.   
 
       
 
    For a second, I held my breath.  I didn’t have any idea what this new Freeze cheat was going to do!   
 
       
 
    At first, it didn’t seem to do anything.  She looked at me like I was crazy, and I began to think of where the exits were so I could make a break for it, get the fuck out of there and just try something else to level up.  Then, the girl behind the desk froze, as though we were suddenly paused in real life.  I glanced around.   
 
       
 
    It wasn’t just her who was frozen in place.   
 
       
 
    It was the whole library.  It had been mildly quiet before, alive with the rustling of pages and the murmers of people studying, but now it was stone silent.   
 
       
 
    “Well,” I said, clearing my throat and feeling a smile grow on my lips.  “This is new.”  
 
       
 
    I reached across the desk and touched her hand where it gripped the side of the reference desk.  Her eyes were wide and she could still blink, and it was clear by the way her gaze followed my movements that she was very aware of what was happening to her.   
 
       
 
    “As you can see, I wasn’t able to find any of those bills,” I apologized, stroking her hand.  “But this is good too, isn’t it?  Mind if I do?”   
 
       
 
    I walked around the desk to her side, not waiting for a reply (since, hah).   
 
       
 
    “You’re a cute girl,” I said, stroking her hand, letting my fingers travel to the ID lanyard that hung from her neck and read her name.  
 
       
 
    “Dana, that’s a nice name.  So, Dana, it looks like it’s just you and me here.  Well,” I chuckled while looking around the building at the frozen library patrons at their study carrels, their laptops, waiting in line at the checkout desk.  I leaned in close, letting my lips brush her cheek.  
 
       
 
    “Well, almost just you and me.  I don’t think they’ll mind if we have some fun with them around though, do you?”  
 
       
 
    Her skin was warm as I let my mouth wander from her cheek to her chin -- I could feel her blush, deep and red and hot.   
 
       
 
    “You like this, don’t you Dana?” I asked, working my way to the nape of her smooth neck.  She smelled like soap and lavender, a tender flower.  “You like being so helpless, so utterly vulnerable, so exposed.”   
 
       
 
    I wasn’t sure where the words were coming from -- I’d never been quite so bold, quite so powerfully alpha as I felt, but maybe that was the experimental mode changing me, too.  Instead of the video game hero, now I was the alpha male, taking total control.  I could feel myself growing hard as I let my fingers travel down her slender torso to her curvy waist.   
 
       
 
    A small groan of pleasure escaped her lips -- so she wasn’t totally frozen in place after all!   
 
       
 
    “Just relax,” I said, pressing my body harder against hers where she was already leaning against the hard wooden desk.  I was happy to find that while she couldn’t move herself, I was able to manipulate her limbs quite easily, like moving the arms and legs of an action figure.  
 
       
 
    Steadily, I worked at the top button of her cardigan, then slid my fingers down the line, undoing each small pearl in turn, until I could gently inch it down her arms to fall on the floor by her feet.   
 
       
 
    “There now, that’s better,” I said, examining her bare shoulders and drawing slow, small circles on her skin with the tip of my finger.  She was breathing hard, I could feel her chest tightening against the silky fabric of her dress.   
 
       
 
    “Let’s get you out of that now,” I said, working at the zipper with my fingers until I was able to slide it down, bunching around her waist.  Her eyes were wide now that she was standing exposed in front of the whole building, breasts hugged tight in her black lacy bra.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to take this off of you now,” I explained, as if I were talking to a skittish filly, calming her, even though I could tell it was turning her on.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmm,” she breathed, groaning quietly as my fingers worked at the hook to her bra, freeing her breasts.  Her nipples were hard and erect and I cupped them gently first, examining them and feeling the heat of her body pulsing beneath her skin.  Carefully, I took one nipple between my thumb and forefinger and squeezed, keeping my eyes locked with hers, watching the almost imperceptible curve of her lips as I pinched.   
 
       
 
    I rolled her nipple between my fingers harder, and she gasped with a sharp intake of breath.  I took the other and did the same, working each nipple between my fingers methodically, rolling and squeezing, pulling at her sensitive flesh, kneading her until I was sure if she were able to speak she’d been screaming with pleasure.  
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet you’re soaking wet,” I said, moving one hand past her bunched-up dress to the damp spot between her legs and taking an exploratory swipe with one finger against her throbbing cunt.  Oh, she was wet -- dripping already, in fact.  Her panties were damp, and I could feel her pulsing with desire as I pressed my finger harder against her throbbing slit.  
 
       
 
    I slid my finger back up and moved my hands to her hips, pushing her back firmly against the desk so her ass was pressed up against the edge.  My cock was hard in my pants and I freed it myself, then slid my hands to her thighs, pressing her legs out further.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmphgh!” she moaned between her nearly-frozen lips.   
 
       
 
    “Shhh,” I said, spreading her legs wide.   
 
       
 
    “Now, I’m going to penetrate you -- your pussy is totally unprotected, and I’m going to fill you with my seed,” I explained, pressing my hard cock against the thin fabric of her panties, the only thing between me and her pussy.   
 
       
 
    “You’re wet already, dripping actually, so I’m going to help you get what you want,” I said.  I tugged at the waistband of her panties and pulled until they were pulled tight against her spread legs and her fleshy, curvy thighs.  I could see the taut fabric was digging into her flesh.   
 
       
 
    I pressed my body close to hers.  “If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you talk a little more -- would you like that?” I asked, my breath hot on her skin.  I reached for the CheatCode and flipped back into Experimental Mode, and clicked the Volume Control option this time from the list.  
 
       
 
    Clicking it instantly unleashed a loud moan from Dana’s lips.  
 
       
 
    “Ohhhhhhh my god Master,” she groaned.  
 
       
 
    “Hold still,” I said, then grinned.  “Oh wait, you don’t have a choice!”  
 
       
 
    “Oh god, fuck me Master,” Dana begged.  “I’m so wet, please!”  
 
       
 
    When my cock slid inside her, she took in a sharp, hungry gasp.  Her pussy was tight as I pushed inside, and I could feel her instantly tighten against my cock, as though she were desperate for me to plunge in deeper -- her whole body wanted me inside her harder and deeper.  Her nipples were hard as they pressed against my chest.   
 
       
 
    “Harder, please, Master!” she panted.   
 
       
 
    I pressed her back against the wooden desk and thrust my cock deeper, feeling her pussy contract again in a shuddering wave of pleasure.   
 
       
 
    “If you could move,” I asked, pulling out and then pressing just the tip of my cock back inside her, teasing her, making her whole body hum with anticipation.  “What would you do?”  
 
       
 
    “Ohhh,” Dana said, straining to buck against me with her hips, I could feel it.  “I’d wrap my legs around your waist, I’d want you to grab my hair, that’s so sexy, fuck it makes me so wet.”   
 
       
 
    I pushed my cock in deeper into her hot, tight pussy as she stood frozen exactly as I’d set her limbs in place.   
 
       
 
    “I think I could arrange some of that,” I said, pulling back out and grinning as she gave a shuddering gasp.   
 
       
 
    “Yes Master!”  
 
       
 
    I paused and gently placed my hands on her waist and lifted, setting her up on the desk in a sitting position, rearranging each limb one at a time, like she was a doll, my own personal toy.  Each time I moved a limb -- one arm here, the other one like this, legs apart for easy access -- each time she squirmed ever so slightly, desperate to writhe and buck against the CheatCode’s charms that held her frozen in whatever position I arranged her.  
 
       
 
    “Hmm,” I said, stepping back and admiring my handiwork like a master craftsman, feeling my hard cock straining at the same time.  
 
       
 
    My balls ached just looking at her, and then I took a step forward so I stood between her legs as she sat perched in front of me, and placed a hand on the inside of her thigh.  She was warm and I could feel her whole body was alive and hungry.  I pressed against her thigh, moving her legs further apart, guiding them wider and wider until her pussy was a gaping hole, wet and dripping onto the surface of the desk.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” Dana moaned, half-closing her eyes in anticipatory pleasure.  “More Master, please!  I need more of your cock!”  
 
       
 
    “I don’t think you’re wet enough yet for more,” I said, sliding a finger between her legs and feeling her pussy tighten around it.  She was wet, of course, but I hated for this all to be over too quickly, not when I could tease her to the brink.  
 
       
 
    “Oh but I’m so wet!” she protested, but I only slid a second finger inside, filling her hole a little more.   
 
       
 
    “Ohhhh,” Dana moaned through parted lips as I twisted and turned, exploring her folds from this new perched angle.  
 
       
 
    “I wonder just how many fingers I can get inside you,” I said, slowly pushing in a third and feeling her tighten around it instantly.   
 
       
 
    “You want to buck and grind against me, I can feel it,” I said, sliding my free hand to her hair and petting her gently, letting my fingers slide across the soft tendrils of hair pulled back in that loose French braid.  I let my fingers wrap around the braid and tugged, gently first, then harder, pulling her head back as I probed her pussy methodically.  
 
       
 
    “But you can’t buck or grind or move -- you’re mine, stuck here exactly as I like, and I could put my whole fist in your pussy right now if I wanted to, and you wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop it,” I continued, letting my thumb stroke her pussy, igniting a new wave of moans from her.  
 
       
 
    I yanked on her braid harder, stroked her pussy faster, thrust my hand further inside, and then she was groaning, and I could feel hot, sticky juice sliding out of her pussy in a sudden gush of liquid.  
 
       
 
    “Ohhhh god!” she moaned as her pussy gushed like a fire hose, covering my fingers with her sticky juices.  Her eyes were wide and I could smell the feral, bitch-in-heat scent coming from her pussy as her body throbbed with pleasure.  
 
       
 
    “I didn’t know you were a squirter!” I exclaimed with approval, stroking her hair with my free hand gently again.   
 
       
 
    “Yes Master -- I’ll squirt more for you if you fuck me, please!” she begged, trying so hard to thrust her hips against my hovering, dripping fingers.  My cock was hard and hungry for her now, and I knew if I didn’t get inside her agains soon I was going to go crazy.  
 
       
 
    I slid my cock back inside her, pumping harder now, gripping the edge of the desk and thrusting faster.  Her pussy was even more slick and wet now with her juices and mine, all mixed together, coating my shaft and her thighs with sticky cream.   
 
       
 
    As I buried my cock in her pussy up to the hilt, Dana let out a low groan of aching ecstasy.  I could feel her cunt gobbling hungrily at me, and I gripped her waist, steadying her body as it perched there frozen in place.  I tightened my fingers, digging into her hips and using my hands to guide her body as I thrust my cock in her again and again.  
 
       
 
    As I pumped, I realized just how much I liked being an assertive alpha male like this.  Being the video game hero was pretty great -- having a girl beg to carry my seed and bear me an heir by letting me fuck her unprotected pussy was certainly pretty awesome -- but this was a whole new level.   
 
       
 
    “Yes, oh my god, yes, harder Master!” Dana cried, her voice bouncing around the high arched ceiling of the library, filling the whole place with her moans of pleasure.   
 
       
 
    The library patrons who’d all been frozen in place must really be enjoying this, I realized -- even the ones who weren’t in the line of sight with the desk must be hearing her slutty screams reverberating through the hallowed library stacks.  
 
       
 
    Dana’s eyes were wide and it seemed she probably realized this too, but as she clamped her lips together, I thrust my cock deeper and she let out another burst of moans.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god -- I’m gonna come,” she groaned, closing her eyes and letting out a ragged breath.  “I’m gonna come I’m gonne come I’m comiiiiiiiiing!”  
 
       
 
    As if on cue, my cock exploded inside her -- my hot seed met her gushing pussy juice and then she was dripping and gushing.  I gripped her hips, steadying her as I pumped and drained everything into her, filling her pussy up until she was leaking all over the place, making the desk slick, creating a puddle between her legs.  Expertly I guided her body just the way I wanted, keeping my cock firmly buried in her cunt until I was totally empty, and she was panting as she rode the last tidal wave crash of her own orgasm, her pussy shuddering and clamping with wave after wave of pleasure.  
 
       
 
    Finally, I’d drained every last drop of come into her pussy, and I reached into my pocket for the CheatCode.  This had been fun and all, but I had work to do, after all...  
 
       
 
    Clicking back into Experimental Mode, I tapped the final Experimental Mode option, Memory Swipe.   
 
       
 
    For a second, everything seemed to go static, like a giant power glitch in the library -- the way you see a bunch of grey and black fuzz when the TV goes on the fritz -- and then everyone was moving again, murmuring, tapping their keyboards...as though nothing at all had happened.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” she groaned, flexing her limbs.  “What happened?”  Dana looked down at her spread legs, the pooling puddle of come and pussy juice, her tits out on display for everyone to see, all perky and hard and erect.   
 
       
 
    I expected her to be in a state of shock, that she’d done something so naughty in public, at work even!  But instead, a slow smile grew on her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Wow, I guess I got myself in a little trouble there!” she said, stretching like a cat and sliding down from the desk to gather up her clothes and slowly tug them back on, as though this were the most natural thing in the world.  
 
       
 
    My CheatCode buzzed and I pulled it out, hoping for a new message from Saul.  Instead, a new message had appeared.   
 
       
 
    Experimental Mode is in BETA.  Please rate your experience and report any glitches.  
 
       
 
    Well, that was easy.  I tapped the star review, marking all 5 of them.  The CheatCode buzzed again with another new message.  
 
       
 
    Thank you for rating your experience and your feedback.  In exchange for your review, welcome to Level BLACK.  
 
       
 
    I gaped for a second.  Well, that was easier than I thought it would be.  
 
       
 
    My stack of gamer magazines sat on the desk still, waiting for me to take them.  Instead, I pushed them back towards Dana, who was busy buttoning up the last pearly button on her cardigan.   
 
       
 
    “I don’t think I’ll need these after all,” I said casually.   
 
       
 
    “Oh that’s fine -- I’ll put them away for you!” she chirped happily.  “Is there anything else I can help you with, Sir?”  
 
       
 
    I gaped again.   
 
       
 
    Turns out, maybe all Dana needed for her attitude adjustment was a good solid fuck.  
 
       
 
    Outside in the parking lot, Ruby was waiting patiently for me in her patrol car.  As I slid into the seat, she turned to me and asked, “Where to, Master?”  
 
       
 
    I pulled out my Cheat Code and tapped into the main menu.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu
1) Bookmarks
2) Cheats by Category
3) Cheats by Name
4) Advanced Search
5) Experimental Mode (Beta)
6) TOP SECRET
7) Joint Cheats  
 
    8) Track Player  
 
       
 
    Track Player.  Bingo.  I clicked into it.  
 
       
 
    Enter player name, prompted the CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    LilaRED I typed quickly, then hit Enter.  
 
       
 
    For a second, the CheatCode went silent, as though it were mulling over my request, before it buzzed to life again.  
 
       
 
    Player LilaRED detected, activate tracking?  Y/N  
 
       
 
    Y, I punched.  
 
       
 
    Instantly, my CheatCode changed into a map.  A map of a street that looked very, very familiar.  Because it was the street that I used to live on, back when I was regular old gamer Parker.  The place I shared with my loser roommate Garth -- fuck, I hadn’t thought of him since this whole thing started.  God, was SaulBLACK luring me back to my old haunts to finish transforming me back into the hopeless loser I once was?  
 
       
 
    Activate video feed?  Y/N the CheatCode prompted.  
 
       
 
    Y  
 
       
 
    And there, suddenly, was Lila on the screen.  At first I couldn’t tell what she was doing.   
 
       
 
    I squinted at the tiny screen, then turned to Ruby.  
 
       
 
    “Here.  Go here,” I said, punched back to the map for a second.   
 
       
 
    Ruby nodded, switching on the flashing blue lights and gunning the patrol car out of the parking lot.  I leaned back in the seat and flipped back to the video feed, not quite believing what I saw.   
 
       
 
    There was Lila, in my old apartment, sucking Garth’s dick.  She appeared to be in some sort of trance, just sucking and sucking and sucking on her knees in front of my old couch, on my old carpet, in my old apartment, with my old roommate’s cock stuffed down her throat.  
 
       
 
    If SaulBLACK was trying to ruin my life and make me give up and make me leave Lila there like the cheating slut she appeared to be, well, he was wrong.   
 
       
 
    “I’m coming, Lila,” I hissed under my breath.  “Your hero’s on the way.  Just hold on.”  
 
       
 
    I had a damsel to save.  It was time to be the big damn hero, for real. 
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    I watched her on the small screen, entranced.  Her lips were sealed firmly around his cock, sucking and slurping at his thick shaft like her life depended on it.  In a way, I suppose it did, though from the pleasure she was clearly experiencing, Lila didn’t seem too terrified of her predicament.  On the contrary, she seemed to be having an excellent time sucking someone else’s cock.   
 
       
 
    Little slut, my mind whispered angrily, but I pushed the thought away.  This wasn’t Lila’s fault.  This was all Saul’s fault.  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t help the way my body tightened as I watched her widen her jaw and took more of him deeper down her throat.  My organs felt like they were coiling up inside me like springs ready to explode.   
 
       
 
    There in that apartment -- my old apartment, with my old roommate who sat on the edge of my old couch, the couch we’d both shared and played way too many video games on -- Lila was sucking cock like a champ, letting him tangle his hands in her short, neon pixie hair, letting him squeeze her tits.   
 
       
 
    Except I was supposed to be the one whose cock was shoved down Lila’s throat, not fucking Garth.  Garth the pock-marked loser, Garth the pizza-guzzling chump, Garth the roommate who never made rent on time...   
 
       
 
    If Saul BLACK was trying to enrage me, this was definitely the right move.  Of course, he’d known that though.  He was me, after all.  A glitched-up, alternative-reality-timeline version of me, desperate to regain power and control over the whole game, to be the ultimate puppet master.  But to do that, he had to get rid of me, and Lila, and everyone else who wanted to play the game their own way.  In Saul’s universe, Saul was the Master.  In our universe, we all were.  And only one of us could win.  
 
       
 
    But for now, it seemed like the biggest winner here was goddamn pizza-face Garth with his dick stuffed deep down Lila’s willing, hungry little throat.   
 
       
 
    Life is pretty damn unjust.   
 
       
 
    I wanted so badly to turn the camera off, but I couldn’t look away as Garth gave a deep gurgling grunt and thrust his cock faster and faster in her mouth.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmph!” Lila groaned, her voice muffled by the amount of cock pushed between her lips.   
 
       
 
    God, she was hot when she sucked cock.  Her pixie hair was wild and messy, her full, round breasts heaved and bounced as she bobbed her head, and she gripped his knees to steady herself on the floor in front of him as he pounded faster and faster.  God, he was going to come any second.   
 
       
 
    I wanted to look away.  I didn’t want to see it --  
 
       
 
    But then it was too late.  Garth’s whole body went rigid as he shot his load deep down Lila’s waiting throat.   
 
       
 
    “Mmm!” Lila moaned, widening her jaw, seemingly desperate to swallow as much of his hot, sticky come as possible.  His cock pumped wildly and she bobbed her head once more, slurping up every drop of his come as though it were the tastiest last drops of a milkshake, not some spunk from a trashy nerd’s slick cock.   
 
       
 
    Garth looked down at her with satisfaction, and for a moment I wondered if this was his first time ever even getting a blowjob.  The guy looked elated, and like he didn’t quite know what to do with the girl now that she’d sucked down his come and was looking up at him expectantly.  I knew what I’d do if I were Garth of course.  I’d lift Lila onto the couch and shove her legs apart.  I’d push her down and lick her pussy until she screamed with pleasure.  But I was impotent, stuck here watching everything happen on the small CheatCode’s video screen.   
 
       
 
    “Ohhhh Garth, you’re so tasty!” Lila said, climbing up on the couch to snuggle up next to him.   
 
       
 
    “Yeah, I’m way bigger than Parker -- the biggest you’ve ever had, I’ll bet,” Garth said proudly, stretching and grabbing his console and flicking on the TV.   
 
       
 
    “Oh yes,” Lila said, hesitating only for a second, as though something registered in her mind for an instant before getting pushed aside.  “Definitely better than Parker, Master.”   
 
       
 
    She paused, furrowing her brow.  “Who’s he, again?”  
 
       
 
    I could feel myself growing hot.  I had to get there.  Her mind was being affected, changed, they were fucking with everything inside her head!  It wasn’t just about the blowjobs now, although admittedly those alone would be enough to go on a hero’s quest.  No, this was about Lila’s very self.  Her soul.  
 
       
 
    I flicked off the CheatCode, unable to continue watching that asshole play his MMORPG mindlessly while Lila sat beside him, slowly forgetting everything about me.  About us.  
 
       
 
    “Master!”  
 
       
 
    I turned and looked towards the voice, realizing that finally, Ruby had arrived back to the car carrying the bag of fast food.  Burgers and shakes, what better way to start a mission?  
 
       
 
    “Thanks,” I mumbled, picking at my fries and setting the CheatCode down.   
 
       
 
    “Aren’t you hungry Master?” the cop asked sweetly, turning to me from the driver’s seat and prodding me a little in the thigh.  “Eat!  We’ll get there and save her in no time, and then we can get back to having some real fun.”   
 
       
 
    She giggled, a girly sound that seemed at odds with her proper uniform.   
 
       
 
    “Are you gonna test your remote on her?”  
 
       
 
    “Hm?” I asked, mouth full of sweet, juicy burger, the sauce dribbling a little down my chin.   
 
       
 
    “The remote thing, your video toy -- the one you used back on the librarian,” Ruby said, pointing towards my CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    “Oh.  Yeah...not sure how though.  I mean, there’s no RESCUE cheat here, so I don’t really have a plan yet.  I need to think.”  
 
       
 
    Ruby nodded, and looked like she was thinking hard.  Screwing up her brow, she tilted her head and asked, “Why not just make her do stuff until he’s all worn out, then sneak in and steal her back?”  
 
       
 
    “She doesn’t even remember me,” I protested.  “Why would she run away with some stranger who says he’s here to save her?”  
 
       
 
    “Maybe she’s just...playing with the guy until she can get away.”  Ruby shrugged and sipped her milkshake.  “Lulling him into a false sense of security, you know.”  
 
       
 
    “You think so?” I asked, not entirely convinced that Lila was just playing dumb.  
 
       
 
    “Look, I’m a cop -- I might like sucking cock, but I still know a thing or two about the game.”  
 
       
 
    I raised an eyebrow.  “The game?”  She couldn’t mean the CheatCode world.  How could she?  Ruby was just a random cop I’d bimbofied with the CheatCode and turned into my helpful bimbo sidekick.  She wasn’t exactly a high level player in the CheatCode game -- she didn’t even know it was a called a CheatCode!  To her it was just my funny little remote...  
 
       
 
    “The game of life,” Ruby said, leaning back in the driver’s seat with half-lidded eyes.  “I’ve seen it all, Parker, and people -- they’ll do anything you can think of, and more!  Your Lila might not need saving at all -- maybe she’s just playing this guy until she can make a break for it.  Sometimes things aren’t what they appear to be.”  
 
       
 
    I thought back to what I’d seen on my screen -- the image of Lila kneeling in front of the guy with his cock stuffed down her throat was burned into my retinas, like the after-image on a TV screen, looping over and over and over...  
 
       
 
    I wasn’t convinced.  Still, I didn’t have any other plan.  I’d gotten to level BLACK in the game, but now that I was here, there wasn’t much to go on.  I didn’t seem to have many more opened cheat codes in the game.  At least, not as far as I could tell right now.  
 
       
 
    I took another bite of burger, inhaling the meat, reveling in the sweet pickle that slid down my throat.  Besides the obvious blowjob, burgers were one of the best things in the world to me.  Idly I wondered if I could use the CheatCode to just skip all the other meals in my life and get straight to the burgers and fries...  
 
       
 
    “So are you gonna try it?” Ruby asked, slurping up the last of her milkshake.  
 
       
 
    “Yeah,” I said, trying to sound more decisive than I felt.  The truth was, I didn’t want to try making Lila do stuff to Garth on purpose.  But aside from barging in there and demanding she come with me -- the guy she may or may not even remember, thanks to Saul’s possible brainwashing of her! -- this was the best I could come up with.  I had to do something, after all.  If I could just get Garth out of there, I could sneak in...and if he was like every other red-blooded guy I knew, a solid fuck might tire him out enough to make my move.   
 
       
 
       
 
    I picked up the CheatCode and tapped back into the now-familiar main menu.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu
1) Bookmarks
2) Cheats by Category
3) Cheats by Name
4) Advanced Search
5) Experimental Mode (Beta)
6) TOP SECRET
7) Joint Cheats  
 
    8) Track Player  
 
       
 
    I wasn’t sure quite what I was looking for, so into Advanced Search I went.   
 
       
 
    Control I tapped, unsure exactly what it’d be called -- if the CheatCode would even let me control Lila without being anywhere near her.  Four options appeared.  
 
       
 
    Control player  
 
    Control unknown  
 
       
 
    I paused for a second, not sure which to pick.   
 
       
 
    What the hell, I thought.  I picked Control player.  Maybe when I was done with Lila, then I’d have my fun with Garth, the ‘unknown’ according to the CheatCode...  
 
       
 
    Instantly, the CheatCode vibrated and flashed with a message.  
 
       
 
    Confirm selected player:  
 
    LilaRED  
 
       
 
    I tapped her username and a new menu popped up, one I hadn’t seen before.  
 
       
 
    Engage player:  
 
    Strip  
 
    Blowjob  
 
    Penetration  
 
    Body Enhance  
 
    Orgasm Intensity  
 
    ADVANCED (Level Up to Unlock)  
 
       
 
    I let out a slow breath.  Well shit.  This was the real thing.   
 
       
 
    I knew I didn’t have to do it.  I could wait, and try to save Lila some other way.  But I could feel my body tightening as I read over the menu options.  I knew it was disgusting, to feel aroused and -- fuck it, I’ll be honest -- excited by the idea of controlling my wife this way, tapping a button to flood her mind with the desire to strip, to give Garth another blowjob...and more.  I was a gross, depraved, fucked-up monster to do it.  
 
       
 
    I did it anyway.  I could feel my cock twitch, the unwanted feeling of arousal creeping through my veins despite my best intentions.  
 
       
 
    I figured I’d start off easy for her and clicked what appeared to be the level 1 option:  
 
       
 
    Strip  
 
       
 
    At first, nothing happened.  I watched on the screen as Lila sat on the couch next to Garth punching away at his game controller, a far-off look in her eyes, like she was in a fog.   
 
       
 
    I’m not sure what I was expecting, really.  Did I expect Lila to move like a puppet, a sexy little marionette jerkily moving her limbs as I controlled her from the safety of the patrol car parked down the street from the apartment?  Instead, Lila moved smoothly, sliding her body over closer to Garth, until she straddled him, shoving his game controller out of his hands and pressing her body against his.   
 
       
 
    I watched as Lila moved her hips, grinding against him as she let his hands travel up her smooth torso, unable to pull my eyes away as the CheatCode took control of her body without her knowing, causing her to grab her shirt and pull it upwards, revealing her full breasts cupped in her lacy black bra.  As she pulled the thin t-shirt up over her head, for an instant I held my breath. Was I really making this happen?   
 
       
 
    Her hips thrust against Garth’s cock as she rode him, unhooking her bra smoothly from behind with twisting, expert fingers.  As she slid the straps down her arms, I could see her body flush with arousal, could see her breasts perk with extra pleasure as her rode her hips against his body.  I wanted to be the one she was riding, but even though I wasn’t I couldn’t help but feel my cock hardening at the thought.   
 
       
 
    ‘You’re a sick bastard for watching your wife strip for this guy like she’s in some sort of porno,’ I thought to myself.   
 
       
 
    But I couldn’t help it.  On my CheatCode screen, Lila was shimmying out of her shorts, letting them fall to the floor.  With greedy hands, she worked at Garth’s jeans until she was able to pull out his cock.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, Garth!” she breathed, marveling at the thick girth of his cock.   
 
       
 
    All that remained between her thrusting, grinding pussy and Garth’s rock-hard cock now was her silky black panties.  I imagined that their apartment was beginning to smell like her feral, hungry pussy -- heady and sexy, the scent of a bitch in heat.   
 
       
 
    “Where’s this coming from, babe?” Garth asked, brushing his lips against Lila’s smooth, naked neck.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmmm...I just wanted to fuck you all of a sudden.  Like I couldn’t wait a second longer!” Lila moaned, grinding her hips against his bare, thick cock, the fabric of her panties pulling away from her body, tantalizingly close to allowing his cock to bury itself in her pussy without even pulling them off all the way.  
 
       
 
    “Help me out of these,” she breathed, lifting her butt away from his lap for a second and scooting to allow his meaty hands to slip under the waistband.  Hungrily, Garth pulled them down and away, revealing Lila’s smooth, creamy ass.   
 
       
 
    I couldn’t quite believe I was watching my now-naked wife straddle this slob -- I couldn’t believe I was controlling her body, using this toy to truly take control of her body and mind this way!  But I knew the only way to rescue her was to keep going.  I had to carefully, sneakily force them apart, by forcing them further and further together, first.   
 
       
 
    Was it crazy?  Yeah!  But this was the CheatCode world, and all bets were off when it came to crazy.  I had no choice but to keep tumbling down this rabbit hole...  
 
       
 
    I clicked on the CheatCode menu, scrolling away from the image of naked Lila thrusting and grinding her hips against Garth just long enough to make my next selection for my beautiful pixie-haired, hot gamer wife.   
 
       
 
    Engage player:  
 
    Strip  
 
    Blowjob  
 
    Penetration  
 
    Body Enhance  
 
    Orgasm Intensity  
 
    ADVANCED (Level Up to Unlock)  
 
       
 
    She’d already given him a blowjob.  I figured I could skip that one.   
 
       
 
    Still, I wasn’t quite ready for her to spread her legs for him all the way yet.  
 
       
 
    I thought back to the way I’d been able to balloon my bimbo harem girlfriends’ bodies, swelling their breasts to huge, globular orbs just begging to be squeezed.   
 
       
 
    Lila was grinding her pussy against Garth, grabbing his shoulders and using him to bounce up and down hungrily, until the second I clicked to activate the new Cheat.  A sexy smile crossed her lips, and then she was thrusting slower, moving her body with languid precision, as though she was suddenly purposefully using every muscle in her body to tease him.  As she continued to grind her hips  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” Garth breathed into the smooth skin of her neck as she slowly let her hips grind and shift against him.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, I don’t think so baby -- not until I say so,” Lila replied, scooting her ass away from him slightly, so she was perched on the edge of her knees, further away from his cock.  I smiled, knowing what it was like to have Lila deny an orgsam, to keep me teetering on the brink of insanity, desperate to come, hungry for it like a wild animal.  
 
       
 
    “You’re probably so wet already,” Garth coaxed.  “I’ll bet you can’t wait for my cock in your pussy, come on baby.”  
 
       
 
    I could see his cock was shiny with a drop of glistening precum on the tip -- he was ready for her, but Lila, I realized smugly, was far from ready to let him have his fun...not before she got hers.  My girl was all business.  
 
       
 
    I could feel myself hardening as I watched her cooly dismount him, leaning over his sitting form with her ass jutting out, her tits dipping down close to his face.  Nothing was happening yet with the latest Cheat I’d activated, and I was beginning to worry something had gone terribly wrong, until I saw it -- Lila’s ass, growing wider and wider, ballooning in size like someone was pumping hot air into her butt, making her bigger and bigger as she continued to grind her body against his naked, hungry cock.   
 
       
 
    As her ass grew, I watched in delighted horror as her panties stretched against her tight, smooth skin.   
 
       
 
    “Fuck, your ass is tight,” grunted Garth, and I could see the widening of his eyes as he realized her butt was lush and full, perfect for grabbing with both hands.  I watched as his hands fingered the taut silk of her panties, then grabbed it harder and ripped, letting it fall from her body to the floor, leaving her bare-assed and balanced on his lap, tits hard and erect, pussy sliding against his thigh and leaving a dark trail of her wet pussy juice in its wake...  
 
       
 
    I clicked the next Cheat: Penetration  
 
       
 
    “Fuck me,” Lila breathed, grabbing Garth’s shoulders and letting him lift her up by her swelling hips to slide down onto his cock.  Guiding her hungrily, he pushed her down hard, leaving no room for teasing.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” moaned Lila as his stiff cock rode up inside her swiftly, like a steel rod as he used his hands to move her whole body down.   
 
       
 
    His cock was buried deep in her pussy and her swollen ass was smooth and big, and she began to ride him, grinding her hips, letting him guide her pussy just the way he liked, plunging up and down on his cock like it was the best damn carnival ride she’d ever been on.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmm, I’ll bet you wanna fuck this big pretty ass so hard, don’t you?” Lila asked, throwing her head back with pleasure as she rode his cock like a stallion.  My eyes widened as I watched her fuck him on the CheatCode’s video monitor, and I could feel my balls beginning to ache.  Fuck, this was hot.  The control, the power, the ability to manipulate her body any way I chose...  I wasn’t sure how long I was going to last before I exploded.  
 
       
 
    But I had to keep going.  I had to see this thing through.  I had to save my wife.  And if watching her get fucked bent over that couch by Garth was a way to try and do that, well...worse things in life could happen than having to watch your wife get rammed from behind all with a touch of a button in your control.  I thought about how she must feel -- did she feel like she was making these decisions, did she feel like the puppet or the puppet master?  
 
       
 
    “Bend over,” I heard Garth say, and I watched as he shifted, and together they moved so that Lila was bent over the edge of the couch.  She presented her huge, creamy-smooth ass to him with a smile playing on her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Don’t be too gentle with me,” she purred, gripping the couch cushions with her fists and twisting her head around to give Garth a wicked, hungry look.   
 
       
 
    His hands were on her hips, then on her ass, stroking her skin and then his cock was pressing against her pretty little asshole.   
 
       
 
    “Nnnnngh,” Lila moaned, stretching her legs wider in her kneeling stance.  “God, that’s tight.  Oh my god,” she moaned, her body bucking in protest to the cock that was pressing against her ass, teasing her, tormenting her.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck meeeeeee,” she squealed, gripping the couch cushions harder, pumping her swollen ass backwards against Garth’s cock, forcing his dick to slowly slide into her ass.   
 
       
 
    “Yes -- oh god, yes,” she sighed, letting her body expand and take him in, feeding his cock further and further up into her tight asshole.   
 
       
 
    Watching my wife bent over with another man’s cock stuffed up in her asshole, shoved there between her two engorged butt cheeks, I couldn’t help but feel my cock stiffen in protest.  I should be the one with my cock stuffed deep between Lila’s ass cheeks, not Garth!  Fuck, I couldn’t take much more of this.  
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come,” Lila squealed, her hips bucking wildly, like an unbroken filly.   
 
       
 
    I knew I had to press it -- the last Cheat in this menu: Orgasm Intensity.  
 
       
 
    Clicking into it revealed a dial, marked from Low to High.  Sliding my finger across the controls, I moved it to the highest setting and held my breath.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god!” she cried, thrashing against the couch with wild, hungry moans.   
 
       
 
    Garth was grunting like a pig, thrusting his big, meaty cock deep in her ass as far as he could, straining with pleasure as Lila bucked and squealed.  Her fingers held onto the couch cushions tightly, her fists doubling up in the agony of pleasure that shot through her body in wave after wave of ecstasy.   
 
       
 
    I grabbed at my crotch, swiping at my balls, no longer able to contain myself.  Then suddenly, Ruby’s fingers closed around the bulge of my cock -- I’d forgotten she was there in my haze.   
 
       
 
    “Yes,” I groaned as she worked her fingers up and down my shaft, pulling my cock out from my pants quickly. Expertly, she bent from the seat next to mine to position her mouth around the head of my cock, glistening with a creamy drop of precum on the tip.  
 
       
 
    On the CheatCode monitor, I watched transfixed as my wife bucked and moaned, swollen ass bouncing against Garth’s thick dick.   
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come, oh shit, I’m gonna come so hard, ohgodohgodohgod!” Lila wailed, her voice becoming more and more high-pitched as the tidal wave of pleasure crested and hovered, making her teeter on the edge before crashing down.   
 
       
 
    I imagined what the rush of pleasure felt like, the way the CheatCode was secretly, stealthily pumping those heightened pleasure waves through her body like an extra cock pumping deep inside her pussy, licking her folds, plunging and fucking her right alongside Garth.  It was like I was there, I realized -- I was fucking her from afar.   
 
       
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!”  
 
       
 
    Lila’s thrashing scream of pleasure as she came crackled from the CheatCode’s tinny speakers.   
 
       
 
    “Oh fuck,” grunted Garth, and I could see him pumping his dick harder, filling her wildly bucking body with his seed as he came inside her, holding onto her hips, grabbing her engorged ass cheeks with his hands to keep her steady as he filled her up.  
 
       
 
    “Oh god,” I groaned, feeling Ruby’s tongue sliding up and down my own shaft, teasing me, torturing me.  Then my hands were in her hair, pulling her down onto my cock more forcefully, guiding her mouth, pumping my cock further down her throat.  She was warm and wet and I couldn’t help the sudden stiffening of my cock, couldn’t help the way I felt my whole body tense, couldn’t help it when I exploded in her mouth, instantly filling her with my seed, letting it slide down her throat as I gave a stifled, exhausted groan.  
 
       
 
    For a second, Ruby’s eyes widened at how quick I came, but then her lips twisted into something like a smile and I could tell she was pleased she got me to come so fast for her!  She worked her jaw and swallowed, guzzling down my come in one gulp, then another, then lifting her head and wiping the side of her mouth with satisfaction.  
 
       
 
    “Would you like anything else, Master?” she asked, fingering the top button of her top with a naughty look in her eye, then letting her finger travel down the line of buttons to rest suggestively between her legs.  
 
       
 
    But I wasn’t paying attention to what Ruby’s cunt wanted.  I was looking at the screen, watching with glazed-over delight as Garth, just as I’d hoped, was stretching and walking away from where Lila splayed on the couch in a post-coital haze.  I could just see her ass shining from the come smeared on it still, could make out the wetness between her legs.  
 
       
 
    “Phew, that was exhausting babe,” Garth said, leaning over and patting Lila’s ass with an appreciative smack.  “I might take a nap!”   
 
       
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Lila hummed, looking up at him with a faint smile as he trundled off to the bedroom.  
 
       
 
    This was it.  The moment I’d been waiting for.   
 
       
 
    “Later,” I said to Ruby, reaching for the car door handle.  “But right now, I’ve got a damsel to save.”  
 
       
 
    It only took a second to bolt from where the patrol car was parked in the apartment complex to the right door.  I paused.  Would it be unlocked, or should I knock or...  
 
       
 
    I grinned then, just to myself.  I’d spent my whole life playing video games, wishing I were in one myself.  And now, presented with the ultimate Big Hero moment, I was considering whether or not to ring the bell?  
 
       
 
    I kicked the damn door in with one swift boot kick.  It was go-time. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Five: The Wife 


 
   
  
 



 
 
       
 
    The door to the apartment where Lila had been grinding her body ferociously into Garth just moments before banged open with a loud slam.  For a second, it was just like I’d imagined: I stood in the doorway, whipped off my sunglasses, and met Lila’s shocked eyes with mine.  It was like time stood still -- me, the big macho hero saving the day, and Lila the damsel in distress, locked eye to eye.  If there had been a soundtrack to kick in, it would have been all screeching electric and pounding bass, Big Damn Hero music.  If there had been smoke to clear, it would have looked fucking amazing.   
 
       
 
    “Come on!” I shouted, striding to her with big, forceful steps.   
 
       
 
    But instead of running to me with a grateful sigh, Lila just looked at me from her position on the couch.  
 
       
 
    “Who....are you?” she asked, blinking her big fawn eyes.   
 
       
 
    Well, fuck.  My own wife’s mind had been erased of all her Parker memories.  Fucking fantastic, GREAT.   
 
       
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but froze as another voice eerily similar to mine boomed into the room from the open front door.  
 
       
 
    “Why darling, that’s the old Parker I told you about, don’t you remember?  The loser.”  
 
       
 
    Turning to face him, I couldn’t help the gasp that caught in my throat.  Saul looked just like me.  And I don’t mean like oh hey we have the same eyes kind of looking like me business.  I mean straight up, this guy was a clone of me.  A near-identical copy.   
 
       
 
    “What the fuck?” I sputtered.  
 
       
 
    Slowly the fog in my own brain cleared, and I remembered Lila, back in our room, back before Saul stole her away from me.  She said Saul was a glitched version of me, trying to erase the past, trying to become the true Master of the CheatCode world.  But she hadn’t said he’d look just like me.  It was like looking in a mirror.   
 
       
 
    My hand flew to the CheatCode in my pocket, like a guy reaching for his gun.   
 
       
 
    “Oh that IS cute,” Saul purred, letting the door shut behind him with a gentle, firm click.   
 
       
 
    “Little ParkerRED thinks he can beat SaulBLACK.  Adorable.  Now, why don’t you save yourself some pain and just hand it over and I can let you both go back to your normal little lives outside the game.”  
 
       
 
    Saul reached out his palm, ready and waiting for me to hand over my CheatCode.  But I stood my ground, planting my feet and shaking my head.  
 
       
 
    “I’m not ParkerRED anymore Saul.  I’m ParkerBLACK.  Same as you.”  
 
       
 
    For a second, it seemed like real shock registered on Saul’s face.  I knew because, hell, I knew what I looked like when I was surprised.  It really was freaky how much we looked the same.  
 
       
 
    “Well, I think I can deal with that,” Saul said with an enigmatic shrug.  And then his hand flew to his CheatCode, and my whole body went rigid as he pointed it at me.  
 
       
 
    I tried to move my limbs, but found I couldn’t.   
 
       
 
    “You might be level BLACK now Parker, but I’m still quicker on the draw.”  Saul gave a little chuckle.  “I admire your spunk, though, kid.”  
 
       
 
    I felt my body turning hot with rage as I tried again to move my hands, my feet, anything -- but I was very effectively frozen in place.   
 
       
 
    “Now, as I was saying,” Saul said, taking a slow stroll around me and looking between me and his other prize, Lila, on the couch.  “I think you both could use one-way tickets back to your sad, old little lives.  What were you again, Parker -- a clerk, right?  And you Lila...”   
 
       
 
    He turned to Lila and bent down to trace a line down her smooth cheek in a strange, hungry move of predatory affection.  I tried to move -- I wanted nothing more than to rage at him, tackle him, punch him in the throat.  But still -- I was stuck.  I was a bull, penned in a cage, desperate to break free and fucking tear this guy apart.   
 
       
 
    Saul pointed his CheatCode...but not at me.  At Lila.  
 
       
 
    I wasn’t sure what Cheat he activated to make her eyes light up like that, but suddenly, she rose from the couch and slid her body over to me, smooth and with a smile curving her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Oh Parker,” she said, brushing her body up against mine, naked and warm, still sticky from her last encounter with Garth.  Across from us, I could see a smirk on Saul’s face, the bastard.  He was enjoying this, being the puppet master to his two little toys.   
 
       
 
    Lila rose on her tip-toes to brush her lips against my cheek, then slowly moved down my neck.  Her breath was hot on my skin, and I wanted to grab her, pull her close to me, but all I could do was stand there like a statue.   
 
       
 
    “You’re so big and handsome,” Lila sighed, pressing her nipples against my chest.  They were hard and erect, and I longed to squeeze them between my fingers, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger the way I knew she liked.  I imagined how she’d squeal and moan, wriggling at my teasing of her body.  But no, all I could do was stand and endure whatever teasing torture Saul decided to program her to do to me.  I was his captive as much as she, now.  
 
       
 
    I could feel my cock hardening, growing stiffer by the second as Lila gripped my hips and began grinding herself against me.   
 
       
 
    “You’re such a stud!” she moaned, squeezing my waist and stretching to give my ear a little nip with her teeth.  My cock twitched as her teeth grazed my skin, I was desperate to fuck her, desperate to move.  
 
       
 
    “Go on then,” said Saul, giving a slight nod to Lila, though he needn’t have bothered.  Lila was clearly all-in, totally under the control of the Cheat Saul had activated on her with the touch of a button.   
 
       
 
    But as he spoke, I realized that my limbs were thawing, and I could move -- I could fight him now, I could break free...  
 
       
 
    “Oh Parker, fuck me!” moaned Lila in my ear, digging her nails into my skin.   
 
       
 
    Slowly, my mind flooded with a comfortable, warm sensation, like hot chocolate filling my senses, hot and soothing and pleasurable.  I did want to fuck her right now.  It’s all I wanted.  Why did I ever want to do anything else?  I didn’t care what happened, Saul could send us back to our old lives, anything -- as long as I got to thrust my cock deep inside her wet, grinding pussy.  
 
       
 
    Somewhere in my brain, a single thought wedged itself through the seal: Saul is controlling you.  
 
       
 
    I knew I should fight it -- I should reach for my CheatCode, attack him with a counter-cheat, or point it at Lila and make her remember me, run off together hand-in-hand, laughing at Saul as we leave him behind in the dust...  
 
       
 
    But there was Lila, grinding her body against my rock-hard cock, pressing her hard, pebbly tits against my chest, pushing me back, back, back to the apartment door, until I felt the cool firm wood against my body.   
 
       
 
    I felt my hands reach out to her breasts and squeeze, both against my will, and then not.  I was sinking deeper and deeper into Saul’s power, no longer resisting, letting him control me as I felt her soft flesh between my fingers.  She pushed my body against the hard wall and I felt my fingers encircle her nipple, tracing an invisible circle around her pink skin, so smooth and pale, and then my fingers squeezed harder.  Her head tilted back as the sharp bite of pain lit through her body, making all of her tingle in response.  
 
       
 
    “Yes,” Lila groaned, pressing her cunt against my hard cock as I twisted her nipples, kneading them between my fingers, rolling them and pulling and playing, teasing her harder and harder with each passing second.   
 
       
 
    “Oh god, yes, Parker -- harder!” she squealed, her hips bucking a bit against me as I let go, letting the blood rush back to her tender nipples, flooding them with pain and pleasure all at once.  
 
       
 
    I looked across the room to where Saul stood watching us, a hungry smile on his lips.  He was enjoying this, I realized.   
 
       
 
    But I didn’t care.  
 
       
 
    Lila’s hands were fumbling eagerly for my cock and as she pulled it out, her eyes grew wide.  
 
       
 
    “Ohhh,” she said, practically drooling.  “You’re so big!”  
 
       
 
    It was like she didn’t remember that she was my wife.  I was totally new to her, mysterious and unknown.   
 
       
 
    Lila slid to her knees and looked up at me and my erect cock.  Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Saul point the CheatCode towards her.  Oh god, what was he doing now -- whatever it was, he was toying with us, playing with us like we were his own private sex show, performing for his perverse pleasure.  I felt a wave of hot rage flash through my veins, but just as quickly, it was obliterated by Lila’s lips sealing around my cock.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, yes,” I groaned, sinking back against the wall as she began to work her tongue up and down my shaft, working steadily.   
 
       
 
    “Oh wow,” she said, sliding my cock out of her mouth for a second, a surprised expression on her face.  “I’m like...really wet already!” she exclaimed, moving one hand between her legs and feeling her dripping pussy.  
 
       
 
    The super soaker cheat.  I knew that had to be what Saul had played on her, the same cheat we’d been playing with right before he abducted her from our bed.   
 
       
 
    Then she was shoving my cock back in her mouth, as eagerly as if I were a tasty treat, an ice cream cone in summertime.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmph,” she groaned, sucking and bobbing her head with each thrust.   
 
       
 
    “Good girl,” Saul murmured.   
 
       
 
    I wanted to rage, to hit things, to fly off the handle, fucking attack this guy, this psycho -- but her mouth was warm and wet and instead I found my hands tangling in her short pixie hair, stroking her, grabbing the sides of her head and moving her on my cock, guiding her just the way I liked it.  He was controlling her, but he was controlling me too.   
 
       
 
    “You like being down on your knees with your mouth full of cock, don’t you?” I asked huskily, in a voice that wasn’t entirely my own.  
 
       
 
    “Mmphh-mphh!”  
 
       
 
    Lila nodded, bobbing her head and opening her jaw wider, like a snake taking in more of its dinner.  My cock slid further down her throat, tickling the roof of her mouth, almost making her gag.  I watched her bare buttocks jiggle as she worked her whole body during her blowjob -- her tits heaved, her ass wiggled, and the little snuffling grunts she gave made my cock go stiff as a board.   
 
       
 
    I was going to explode soon, I could feel the urge to come building quickly.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to come in your mouth,” I said, pulling her hair, raking my hands through her neon-dyed tresses.  Fuck, I wanted to fuck her face so hard, I imagined come spurting out of her eyes, her ears, exploding out from her sealed lips.   
 
       
 
    “Mmmmmph!” Lila gurgled hungrily.  
 
       
 
    When I exploded inside her, my cock thrust down her throat, her eyes flew wide open, and for a second I thought she was going to choke, but no -- she swallowed obediently, gripping my thighs as I pumped my rabidly frothing cock between her lips.   
 
       
 
    “Swallow it all, that’s a good girl,” Saul said with approval.   
 
       
 
    Finally, I leaned back against the door, momentarily exhausted, my head spinning a little.  I was dizzy with pleasure and hunger for more.  
 
       
 
    Suddenly, the doorknob behind me rattled.  I could feel another body on the other side, pressing their weight against it, grunting with frustration.  
 
       
 
    “This is the police!  Come out with your hands up!” came a voice.  
 
       
 
    A familiar voice.  
 
       
 
    A very familiar voice.  
 
       
 
    Before I could open the door though, it banged open, kicking in with the leather-boot-clad foot of Officer Ruby.  My hero sidekick, come to save the day again.  God, what would I do without her.  I looked down at what she saw -- me with my drained cock, Lila with come dripping out the sides of her mouth and her pussy dribbling its extra-charged juices down her inner thighs, Saul standing a few feet away with that perverse hungry look on his lips that looked exactly like mine.   
 
       
 
    My brain was foggy still, which is why when Saul pointed his CheatCode at Ruby, all I could do was breathe a faint, “No, wait --” before it gave a little buzz.   
 
       
 
    She turned to me, fingering the top button of her blouse.   
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker I’ve been looking everywhere for you!  I -- whoah,” she said, interrupting herself and reaching a hand towards the spot between her legs that was growing dark.  Her pussy was suddenly leaking, dripping out and spreading over her crisp uniform pants in a wider and wider damp leak.   
 
       
 
    Saul smirked from across the room.  The bastard was using the super soaker cheat for a second time.  
 
       
 
    Somewhere in the hazy depths of my brain, I knew I should fight him -- I should drag Lila and Ruby out of there, take them away with me...but I knew if I didn’t somehow get Saul’s CheatCode away from him, he had a way of sending us back to our pre-game lives.  I didn’t want to be a poor pathetic video game store clerk again!   
 
       
 
    But as Ruby grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the couch, all I could do was follow.  Lila trailed her, clapping her hands with glee.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master Parker, this will be so much fun!” she exclaimed, pushing me down on the couch with a firm hand and straddling me.  I could feel her wet pussy slide against the skin of my chest as she worked her way down my body, giggling like a schoolgirl.  
 
       
 
    Ruby meanwhile worked at the buttons of her shirt, methodically undoing them one by one until I could see the silky black bra underneath, holding in her firm breasts.  As she began to shimmy out of her pants, she breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, that feels soooo much better!” she exclaimed.  “I am so wet right now, it feels like a hose is gushing in my pussy, so you’d better share like a good girl,” she said with a grin to Lila who was grinding her hips against me mercilessly.  “I want a turn too!”  
 
       
 
    “Girls, girls,” I said smoothly, trying to play it cool, even though I felt like I might explode all over Lila’s naked tits any second, the way she was riding me like a wild bucking stallion.  “There’s plenty of me to go around.”  
 
       
 
    “Shhhh, just let us do all the work,” Ruby said, leaning over me at the head of the couch, tits hugged in her tight black bra dangerously close to my face.   
 
       
 
    It felt like I was in a dream.  Everything was fluid, their limbs sliding over me as they traced their long fingers down my body.  It was like being in a muffled haze, everything heady and pulsing, their bodies warm and fleshy, their nipples hard and erect, brushing against my chest and sending shivers running down my spine.  Lila’s teeth tugged on my bottom lip, and I arched my back as she pulled out my cock and settled herself down on me slowly, teasing me with aching hunger.   
 
       
 
    Her pussy was soaking wet -- the super soaker cheat certainly did its job well -- and I could almost forget the fact that as the two women worked on fucking me in tandem, that Saul -- my strange evil twin mastermind captor -- was watching us from several feet away.  
 
       
 
    “You know the best part about this is --” Saul said, leaning a little closer so I could hear him above Lila and Rose’s moans and giggles as they traded spots, sliding off my rigid cock and riding me back and forth, “--is that I could just have you all fuck each other forever, if I wanted you to.  You’d just be here, forever getting humped and fucked with two hot chicks on your cock, banging you into oblivion.  Meanwhile, I’ll be here, controlling the world.  Until I get bored with you, anyway.  And then I’ll just...delete your player accounts.  I’ll send you back to your old reality, poof!”  
 
       
 
    He leered at me.  
 
       
 
    “I’ll bet the girls who visit the video game store never called you Master Parker, did they?” he asked, a wicked grin on his face.  “What kind of names did they giggle under the breaths -- I think I can remember for the both of us. Loser.  Pizza face.  Fatty, if they were feeling generous.”  
 
       
 
    I struggled to form a coherent answer, but I couldn’t manage to get any words to pass my lips.  I wasn’t that guy anymore.  I was Master Parker now, stud, stallion, sexy god.  I hadn’t let myself think about the old Parker in a long, long time.  
 
       
 
    “Oh this is so fun, Master!” Ruby said with a giggle as she took Lila’s place, straddling me with those long legs and sliding her dripping wet pussy onto my cock.  
 
       
 
    I had to stop Saul.  He would keep me here as his plaything forever -- he’d keep all of us.  I had to fight him.  I had to stop him.  I had to rescue us all.  
 
       
 
    I screwed up my brow and curled my fists, letting the anger at Saul flow through me and worked on channeling every last bit of energy I had into grabbing my CheatCode and turning it on Saul.  I was level Black.  I could do this.  I had to.  
 
       
 
    “NNNnnnnnnnnnnnngh!” I groaned, stretching desperately to try and reach it, even as Rose bouncing her naked hips against me, sliding up and down on my cock like a pogo stick.  
 
       
 
    Sweat began to bead on my forehead as I concentrated, grinding my teeth together.  My cock was hard and my balls ached -- I knew if I came now in her unprotected pussy, I would be liable to flop down in exhaustion, done in by Saul’s control, and unable to stop as he continued his fun and games with us.  I would definitely be unable to resist him later if I couldn’t resist him now.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” Ruby squealed, humping me hard, giggling as Lila slapped her ass for good measure.  “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come so hard!”  
 
       
 
    I wanted to explode up inside her unprotected pussy more than anything in the world.  I imagined my come dripping down her leg.  She would be full of come, so full she couldn’t help but get pregnant.  She’d grow fat as a cow with my seed, full and firm and bloated.  I imagined her riding my cock even as my dick spewed come up inside her like a fire hose, filling her up so hard all she could do was scream with pleasure.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck!” I groaned, reaching again for my CheatCode buried in my pocket even as my cock was buried up to the hilt in Ruby’s slippery, soaking pussy.   
 
       
 
    And then suddenly, like someone breaking free through a cage, my arm moved of its own accord, completely freely and without the feeling of pressure that weighed down my body was controlling my every movement through the CheatCode’s programmed force.  My fingers flew to my pocket and pulled out my own CheatCode, and as Ruby bucked her hips against me, throwing back her head in wild abandon, I clicked into the main menu of the game controller.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu
1) Bookmarks
2) Cheats by Category
3) Cheats by Name
4) Advanced Search
5) Experimental Mode (Beta)
6) TOP SECRET
7) Joint Cheats  
 
    8) Track Player  
 
       
 
    I knew what I had to do.  I had to end this, once and for all -- for Saul, that is.  But even though I had reached level Black and we were equals, I still realized I didn’t know quite what to do to beat him, not without taking too much time to think.  I had a second, maybe two, to decide, before he could retaliate and maybe win forever.  
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come!” squealed Ruby, her tits bouncing as she rode my cock.  
 
       
 
    I didn’t have time to think.  I closed my eyes and pointed the CheatCode at my evil twin Saul, and clicked.  
 
       
 
    For a second, I didn’t think anything at all would happen.   
 
       
 
    And then everything froze.  Oh god, thank fucking god, I’d clicked into the freeze mode, the same one I’d played with the librarian.  Instantly, everyone in the room was turned into a statue.  Of course, because nothing could ever just be easy, this presented a new array of problems.  
 
       
 
    Specifically, Ruby was balanced on my cock, her eyes closed in blissful pleasure.  Gently, I grabbed her warm, fleshy hips and moved her off of me, sliding my cock from her dripping wet pussy with a grunt of pleasure.  I couldn’t help it -- she was warm and stiff as a board, and for a second, all I could think about was keeping my hands on her hips and using her as my own personal fuck-toy, bobbing her on my cock until I came into her unprotected pussy, hard and fast.  
 
       
 
    My fingers dug into her flesh as I lifted her off of me.  Fuck, I couldn’t help it -- I had to come, I was going to explode soon if I didn’t.  I was a sick, sick bastard, but it was what I was programmed to be, practically.  At least, this is what I told myself as I slid Ruby back onto my cock, closing my eyes in blissful pleasure of my own as I began to move her up and down in rhythmic thrusts, guiding her up and down my cock, faster and faster.  She was surprisingly light, and it was easy to lift her and bob her on my cock like a toy.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” I grunted, burying my cock up to the hilt in her pussy and gripping her hips hard to lift her frozen body back up.  While her eyes were still closed, I could almost sense the waves of pleasure that my continued penetration set off through her veins.   
 
       
 
    Glancing over to where Saul stood frozen in place, I couldn’t help but give a little smirk.  Turning the tables on him felt deliciously good.   
 
       
 
    ‘Let him watch me fuck her.  Let him watch me take my time,’ I thought.  
 
       
 
    My fingers dug into Ruby’s hips again, lifting her up on my cock and bringing her down again, fucking her pussy faster and faster.  I closed my eyes, feeling my whole body tensing.  My balls were aching, I was going to explode like a volcano soon.  I couldn’t hold it back much longer.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to come in you,” I said, knowing that she could hear me even if she couldn’t answer.  I lifted Ruby up and then brought her body down again on my cock.   
 
       
 
    “I’m going to come in your unprotected pussy, I’m gonna fill you up so your pussy leaks my load all over the place for a week.  You’re gonna carry my seed, you’re gonna grow big and fat with me heir,” I panted, growing more and more frantic as I bobbed her up and down my shaft.   
 
       
 
    When my cock suddenly erupted, it was like a fire hose suddenly burst inside her cunt.   
 
       
 
    “Fuck -- holy fuck, goddamn!” I groaned, grabbing her by the waist and gripping her hard, so hard my fingers dug into her flesh.   
 
       
 
    As I filled her pussy with my load, I couldn’t help but let out a long, shuddering breath of release and pleasure and satisfaction.  Maybe I was a sick bastard, but I was one who’d just drained his cock into a sopping wet pussy, and it felt damn good.   
 
       
 
    I blinked, letting out a slow breath to try and reorient myself to the task at hand and take stock of the situation -- the other one, the important one, the whole ‘saving the universe as we know it’ deal where I made it so Saul didn’t become the master rule of everything in the CheatCode world.  No big deal...  
 
       
 
    I pulled the CheatCode menu back up.  There was one option that hadn’t ever been touched.  Advanced Search.  The controller gave a cheery little buzz the way it always did.  Quickly, I keyed in my query.  
 
       
 
    DELETE PLAYER.  
 
       
 
    Two could play at this game, I thought with a glance at the still-very-much-frozen Saul several feet away from me.  I was going to beat him at this game once and for all...  
 
       
 
    Delete Player found, would you like to locate player? Y/N  
 
       
 
    Oh hell yes.  Hell, hell Y.  
 
       
 
    I pointed the CheatCode at my frozen nemesis.   
 
       
 
    Deleting Player! Chirped my CheatCode with a happy little buzz.  
 
       
 
    I watched, fascinated, almost frozen myself, as slowly, as though in a movie, Saul began to simply...erase.  First went his feet.  Then his thighs, his torso, his chest, his arms, his chest, until all that remained for the blink of an eye was his head, floating in the room all by itself.  His eyes were open wide, and his pupils danced wildly, but frozen as he was, he couldn’t even scream.  
 
       
 
    And then, suddenly, in the blink of an eye, he was gone.  
 
       
 
    Saul was no more.  Just like that.  Click. Poof.  
 
       
 
    Player Deleted, continue Y/N the game asked with a new message on the screen.  
 
       
 
    This time I smiled and clicked N.   
 
       
 
    I turned my attention to Lila and Ruby.   
 
       
 
    UNFREEZE, I searched.   
 
       
 
    Unfreeze Players, Y/N  
 
       
 
    Y, I clicked.  
 
       
 
    Slowly, as Lila and Ruby unthawed from the Cheat I’d played on everyone, they blinked their eyes and stretched.  But more than just my cheat was leaving their bodies and minds.  I watched as Lila, naked and perched on an arm of the couch, slowly came-to.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my god,” she murmured, looking around the apartment with a dazed expression on her face.  “What happened?”  
 
       
 
    “It’s a long story,” I said, moving closer and clasping her hands in mine.  “But the important thing is, do you remember me now?”  
 
       
 
    “Parker!” she exclaimed, her eyes bright and shining with recognition.  “Of course, how could I forget my husband?”  
 
       
 
    “You’d be surprised,” I quipped.   
 
       
 
    “But who’s she?” she asked, nodding her head in Ruby’s direction.  For a moment, I balked -- how could I explain the presence of another naked girl in this strange apartment, anyway?   
 
       
 
    “She helped save us both,” I said, patting Lila’s thigh reassuringly.   
 
       
 
    Lila sized her up, casting a critical eye up and down Ruby’s lithe body before turning back to me with a twitching smile on her lips.  
 
       
 
    “She’s pretty cute,” Lila said with a nod of approval.  “Can we keep her, Master?”  
 
       
 
    I grinned.  “I think that can be arranged, if she’s up for it.  Ruby?”  
 
       
 
    By then, Ruby was already moving towards Lila on the couch, scooting closer while her fingertips played with her own nipples, twisting them herself in preparation and excitement.  I watched, hungry and excited as my wife and my girlfriend sidekick pressed first their bodies then their lips together.  They were frozen before, but now they were blazing hot.  
 
       
 
    We three were going to have a lot of fun together.  Glancing down at my CheatCode, I gave a little grin, just to myself.  Who would have thought that such a small device could bring so much pleasure?  I was one lucky son-of-a-bitch.  
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    “That’s right, come all over my tits! Spray that fucking seed all over these big fun bags, Master – show me how pretty you think they are...”  
 
       
 
    Groaning with pleasure, I bucked my hips upward and buried my cock between Natasha’s soft, pillowy breasts, the warm flesh yielding to my rock-hard cock. Her body bent like a bow above me, her entire being focused solely on my pleasure.  
 
       
 
    I still couldn’t believe it. The fantasy had been there, had played in my mind a hundred times as I’d snuck glances at her cleavage during meetings, but still: my cold, uncaring boss was topless and riding my cock. It beggared belief.  
 
       
 
    It’s all because of my new toy. My thoughts strayed for a moment to the device concealed in my pocket. I’d thought it was some cheap toy, a gag gift left in my my cubicle, but it had changed my life forever – and I was only scratching the surface of what it could do.  
 
       
 
    “I love the way you fuck my tits,” Natasha gasped. “It’s so manly...like you own my fucking body. Like it belongs to you.”  
 
       
 
    “It does belong to me,” I groaned, thrusting harder between her perfect breasts. “And I’m going to take everything I’ve ever wanted from it.”  
 
       
 
    As I pounded away, preparing to shoot a thick load all over my boss’ face and tits, I thought how amazing it was that one little wedge of plastic could change my life forever.  
 
       
 
    They said games were for dorks, I thought. Who’s the man now…?  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    “We’re letting you go.”  
 
       
 
    I stared straight ahead, a weight forming in my chest. I swallowed heavily, but it refused to go away, stubbornly sinking into my stomach. My throat felt as dry as a desert. I hadn’t heard that. I couldn’t have.  
 
       
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, leaning forward. “What?”  
 
       
 
    Natasha frowned. She looked like someone who’d been forced to take out a long-sitting, nasty bag of trash.  
 
       
 
    “Our office in Malaysia will be taking 100% of the call flow, effective Monday. Your cubicle is already being packed. Your final paycheck will arrive by mail within the next two weeks...”  
 
       
 
    “Wait a second.” I held up a hand, my mind racing. I couldn’t have heard that right – I just couldn’t. “The whole department?”  
 
       
 
    Natasha sighed and folded her arms under her breasts. This had the effect of making the deep cleavage in her low-cut top even more attractive, and it was a challenge not to stare. My boss might have been a cold, unfeeling bitch, but she was one hell of a looker – the kind of model-perfect stunner who was sure to go far in the corporate hierarchy. Even staring down the barrel of a layoff, it was hard not to have these kinds of thoughts about her.  
 
       
 
    “Yes.” She sniffed, brushing her hand across the table as if she was dismissing the two-dozen people in our specialty tech department. “The Malaysia office will take over calls starting at the opening of business hours on Monday...”  
 
       
 
    “I trained those people,” I said, my mouth working furiously. “They aren’t ready! They wouldn’t know an SQL injection from a denial-of-service attack! Half the company’s servers will be down in a week!”  
 
       
 
    “If that’s the case,” my boss said with a tight little smile, “then there was obviously a problem with their training.”  
 
       
 
    I sighed, putting a hand to my forehead. It came back covered in cold sweat. This was the nightmare scenario – let go on a Friday afternoon with no warning, no severance – just a “get the hell out” for eight years of service.  
 
       
 
    “I’ve spent years here,” I protested.  
 
       
 
    “We’re well aware,” Natasha said, her face softening for a moment. “This wasn’t my decision, Brody – the decision to off-site the server support channel was a financial decision.”  
 
       
 
    “I bet,” I snapped. “Everyone wants to cut costs, cut cut cut, right until it bites them in the ass. I’ve spent eight years in tech support building a world-class team, one that’s stopped no less than three stock-affecting hacks in their tracks. The amount of money I’ve saved this company is astronomical. So of course I’m the first motherfucker you cut.”  
 
       
 
    Her face pursed up at my language, but otherwise she remained silent. It infuriated me, made me want to lash out.  
 
       
 
    “So what’s next?” I demanded, throwing my arms in the air. “Send security in to escort me out?”  
 
       
 
    She shook her head and pulled a face. “There’s a short course we need you to take, down on the fourth floor. ‘Off-boarding And You’. Company policy.”  
 
       
 
    I laughed, shaking my head. “This is unbelievable. You’re kicking me out on my ass, and you want me to fill out a survey on the way out. I’ll tell you right where you can put your survey...”  
 
       
 
    “Do you want your final paycheck, Brody,” Natasha said coolly, “or not?”  
 
       
 
    That stopped me. My inclination was to rage, to get upset, to not allow myself to be cowed and made weak by the company. But I needed that money, and you don’t spend eight years interacting by phone with some of the most entitled, stupid shit who ever climbed up the executive pay scale without learning a little about dignity and patience.  
 
       
 
    Still, I thought darkly, I’d like to toss you over the desk and fuck you until you beg me to stay. Get myself a little ‘going-away present’ from the company. The thought was awful, from the caveman part of my brain, but the mental image of me fucking my boss refused to fade.  
 
       
 
    “I believe you know where the computer lab is,” Natasha said, looking pointedly at the door. “You can stay until five, and you’ll collect your normal pay rate.”  
 
       
 
    Not from behind, I thought. Those tits. I want to feel those tits wrapped around my cock.  
 
       
 
    “Thank you,” I said, with every bit of venom I could muster. “I’ll make sure it’s a nice, honest review.”  
 
       
 
    I made it all the way to the elevator before breaking down. How could they do this to me? I’d been a model employee: productive, on-time, a good team player. This was bullshit, and with every floor I descended in our massive office tower the bullshit grew a little bit higher.  
 
       
 
    I should just leave, I thought. Walk out the door and tell them to go fuck themselves, paycheck be damned. But the idea of filling out this survey appealed to me. I knew no one would listen to any of my legitimate complaints, but maybe with the right words about some of the executives my department had had as clients over the years, some people would get embarrassed.  
 
       
 
    It was something to hold on to, anyway – even if it wasn’t much.  
 
       
 
    The fourth-floor computer lab was empty, the lights coming on automatically as I opened the door. Only half of them worked, giving the place a dim, ‘underground bunker’ kind of feel. I would have been just as happy in the dark given my mood.  
 
       
 
    A dozen computers lined the walls, each with its own little workstation. I tried the first, discovered it wouldn’t start, and moved on. Then found the same issue with the next unit, and the next.  
 
       
 
    “What the hell,” I muttered. “Cheap ass company...”  
 
       
 
    Finally I found a terminal that worked (it might have been the only one in the room) and punched in my log in information. Once I was in the employee portal, I saw I’d been assigned one new training module: “Off-boarding And You.”  
 
       
 
    “Just like Natasha said,” I growled, drumming my fingers on the desk. “Great.”  
 
       
 
    I should steal something, I thought. If I’d still been upstairs, I’d have had my pick of office supplies, but I was already out of the part of the building where anything valuable was kept – on purpose. I was sure my co-workers would make the same realization – maybe some of them would trickle down here and we could gripe about things together.  
 
       
 
    The desk had a drawer built into it; strangely it wasn’t locked like I’d expected. Maybe there’s some pens in here or something…  
 
       
 
    There were not pens. Instead, there was something both familiar and unfamiliar to me at the same time – a game.  
 
       
 
    It was a flat black wafer of glossy plastic, in a clamshell design with two hinges along one side. Video game system, my mind said, but I’d never seen one like this before. I was familiar with the ones Nintendo and Sony made – I used to keep up with them before budget cuts ruined my ability to afford the newest systems and games – but I’d never seen one like this before. There was no manufacturer’s mark on it, no barcode on the bottom – just plastic.  
 
       
 
    I’d heard of cheap Chinese knockoffs that played old video games from the 80’s and 90’s – maybe this was one of those?  
 
       
 
    “Whatever you are,” I said, running my fingers over the top, “you’re mine now.” Finders keepers and all that. Besides, I deserved something for putting up with all this bullshit for eight years, and at the moment I wasn’t feeling too choosy.  
 
       
 
    Unlike a lot of my coworkers, I’d never been big on slacking on company time – I didn’t play games or message people on my phone unless I was on break. But suddenly, the idea of getting paid to mess around with a video game seemed appealing. Damn appealing.  
 
       
 
    “Let’s see what you’ve got,” I said, opening the device. “A game with a plumber in it, maybe? I’m pretty good at those...”  
 
       
 
    The unit turned on immediately, like it was designed to start up once opened. The hinges sprang back with a satisfying click, extending the device to it’s full dimensions – and as it did, a little slip of paper that had been tucked inside slid to the desk.  
 
       
 
    Shit, I thought, picking it up. If this let me know who this thing belonged to, there was no way my conscience would let me keep it. But instead of a name or an address, there was this cryptic message written in an elegant, thoughtful hand:  
 
       
 
    K,  
 
    Congrats, you’re one of us now. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.  
 
    ~LilaRED  
 
       
 
    “K?” I didn’t know a single person whose name started with K. There was a Kirsten in Sales, but the idea of that hippie girl carrying around a video game was ludicrous. And who was ‘LilaRED’? It sounded like a bad internet handle.  
 
       
 
    I tucked the note in my pocket and turned my attention back to the screen. Two stylized C’s appeared on the screen, one on top of the other like a company logo. Looking at it, I was shocked at the resolution of the screen – this was a high-def display. The keyboard that made up the bottom half of the device was high-quality too, though small. This was not the kind of expensive toy you left languishing in a desk drawer.  
 
       
 
    As quickly as it had appeared, the logo vanished, replaced with a string of text:  
 
       
 
    Please name Player One.  
 
       
 
    That was...curious. The note had led me to believe that this system belonged to the elusive ‘K’, but here it was acting like it had been started up for the first time. Interesting.  
 
       
 
    Normally I would have just put in my own name – I usually name the main character in most games after myself – but something about seeing ‘LilaRED’ made me think of punching something else in. Besides, if the actual owner of this thing came looking for it, I didn’t want them to see my name and know I’d taken it.  
 
       
 
    What should it be, I thought, hesitating at the keys. This was always the most frustrating part of a new game – it got even worse when you chose your character’s appearance. B-Tech? B-Boy?  
 
       
 
    Call Jockey, I thought with a smile, thinking of the derogatory term the people in charge used for guys like me. That was perfect – so generic and universal, it could be any of the rank-and-file guys here.  
 
       
 
    It didn’t fit in the character limit, but Jockey did, so that’s what I put in.  
 
       
 
    Thank you. Player One Name = Jockey. Welcome To Cheat Code V2.1.4! Loading Main Menu…  
 
       
 
    “Cheat Code?” My enthusiasm fell. I’d heard of these things – devices that let you cheat at video games by inputting “codes” to make your character invincible or able to fly. That meant there were probably no actual games on this device – but maybe it was still worth something…  
 
       
 
    Then the Main Menu loaded, and things got even weirder.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V2.1.4 – Menu  
 
       
 
    1) Bookmarks  
 
    2) Popular Cheats  
 
    3) Cheats By Category  
 
    4) Cheats By Name  
 
    5) Advanced Search  
 
    6) Experimental Mode (V1.1)  
 
    7) TOP SECRET  
 
       
 
    Press the ‘CC’ key at any time to enter a Cheat...  
 
       
 
    This certainly didn’t seem like one of those devices. I was kind of dumbfounded, so I did the only thing I could think of – I clicked on the TOP SECRET folder. An even stranger message greeted me:  
 
       
 
    Not so fast. This folder requires a password. You’ll know it when you see it. ~L  
 
       
 
    L? Same person as Lila, or someone different? I had no idea, but I tried a couple of the most common passwords before the unit locked up and kicked me back to the main menu.  
 
       
 
    Too many attempts. You are locked from accessing TOP SECRET for 24 hours.  
 
       
 
    XXX-but I’d wait until you’re ready-XXX  
 
       
 
    Again, someone had added messages to the code. They weren’t in quite the same font as the rest of the system messages, like the person editing couldn’t get things quite perfect. I was so confused.  
 
       
 
    After checking ‘Bookmarks’ and finding it empty (big shock), I thumbed through the ‘Popular Cheats’. I seized on the first one that caught my eye: an invisibility cheat.  
 
       
 
    BLKMIRROR: Turns the protagonist invisible. No NPCs, enemies, or other players will be able to percieve the protagonist.  
 
       
 
    I flipped back to the main menu, then hit the CC button. “Let’s see what happens if I try this,” I said.  
 
       
 
    The keys were soft under my fingers, vibrating slightly as they were pressed down. It was a neat effect.  
 
       
 
    B-L-K-M-I-R-R-O-R, I typed. Activate Cheat.  
 
       
 
    I pushed the button. Nothing happened.  
 
       
 
    “And if I had you hooked to a video game,” I said with a smirk, “that might have done something.”  
 
       
 
    For an instant, I was sure this was a bust. No wonder whoever K was hadn’t wanted to bother with this thing – it was nothing but a cheap piece of crap. I went to put the CheatCode back on the counter…  
 
       
 
    ...my hands were gone.  
 
       
 
    I blinked rapidly, expecting them to reappear any moment – thinking my vision was just cloudy. They were still gone. I lifted my hands in front of my face, turned them one way then the other – nothing. Then I looked down. Not just my hands, but my whole body was gone – other than a slight imprint of my ass in the cushion of the chair, there was no indication anyone was in the room.  
 
       
 
    I stood up, knocking the chair back on its rollers. “What the fuck?”  
 
       
 
    Frantic, I tapped the keys on the CheatCode, looking for a way to reverse it. I couldn’t stay this way forever...could I?  
 
       
 
    Revert all cheats? The machine asked me. Yes. You’re damn right yes!  
 
       
 
    I hit the button – and instantly my hands were back. A quick check showed all my parts had returned, as normal and functioning as I could ask for.  
 
       
 
    Holy shit, that was weird, I thought. How did that…  
 
       
 
    I stared at the little device, looking at it like it was a loaded gun. Slowly, hands shaking, I navigated to BOOKMARKS and opened it.  
 
       
 
    The cheat was there. I selected it, then hit CC one more time.  
 
       
 
    I was gone. My hands disappeared, the CheatCode looked like it was floating in mid air. As I put it into my pocket, it disappeared, until the whole unit was invisible in my pants.  
 
       
 
    “This is crazy,” I said, looking around the room. “This can’t be real. Nothing can do this...”  
 
       
 
    There was a knock at the door.  
 
       
 
    I froze up as it opened, my boss (I guess former boss now) poking her head in the room. “Hello? Brody?”  
 
       
 
    She walked into the room, her heels clicking on the tile floor. I was just about to speak when she cleared her throat.  
 
       
 
    “Guess the asshole isn’t here,” she said, looking around the room. “Maybe he did get the balls to leave...”  
 
       
 
    I was stunned. I waved my hands in front of my boss’ face, moving inches away from her. She couldn’t see me! It was like magic, like sorcery, like…  
 
       
 
    Like a cheat code, I realized. Like a video game cheat code in real life.  
 
       
 
    Natasha took a few steps forward and saw the computer, turned on and sitting at the beginning of the module. “Oh,” she said, looking it over. “He must’ve gone to the bathroom or something. Where the fuck are you, Brody?”  
 
       
 
    Without further ado, she turned on her heel and walked out of the room, searching for me without realizing I was standing right in front of her. My eyes took in her low-cut top, the way her skirt rode up against her ass like a second skin as she strode past me in her fuck-me heels. Hey, she can’t see me, I realized. She can’t get mad if I stare!  
 
       
 
    When she was gone, I again selected ‘Revert all Cheats’ and popped back into existence. Immediately, I started searching through the list of cheats, taking it much more seriously now. It was time to find out what this thing was capable of.  
 
       
 
    My eyes widened with shock as I pulled up CHEATS BY CATEGORY and saw the list. There were dozens of categories, hundreds of cheats, under headings like “Money”, “Personality”, “Love & Sex”…  
 
       
 
    Sex!?  
 
       
 
    I selected SEX, and when I saw the list of cheats roll down the screen my jaw hit the floor. There were cheats for everything! Codes that made people want to have sex, made them not want to have sex, made them more sensitive or more responsive to a certain act. My eyes took in one command in particular, KAPOW, that claimed to be able to “give target character or NPC an orgasm...”  
 
       
 
    This thing can make people come on command? I thought, turning it in my hands. I’m going to make a fortune on this thing…  
 
       
 
    My thinking was still painfully limited – the bottomless possibilities of CheatCode had yet to fully unfurl in my brain. I was still struggling to process it all when the door to the lab once again swung open.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, there you are.” Natasha walked into the room, frowning. “Where did you go?”  
 
       
 
    Since she already had a preconceived notion, I decided to roll with it. “Bathroom break,” I said.  
 
       
 
    She sniffed. “I must have just missed you.” Her eyes traveled to the CheatCode in my hand. “What is that?”  
 
       
 
    I put the device behind my back, moving too quickly. The primal, caveman part of my brain screamed at me to run, to not even create the slightest risk that Natasha would take this amazing thing away from me.  
 
       
 
    “Just a game player,” I said, feigning boredom. “You gonna report me?”  
 
       
 
    An acid little smile crossed her face. “I suppose not,” she said, “since you’ve only got another two hours left. In recognition of your service...”  
 
       
 
    Now she was just rubbing it in my face. I grit my teeth and smiled, the gesture never reaching my eyes. “What can I do for you, boss?”  
 
       
 
    “I’m having an issue with the files portal,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Here, let me turn one of these on and I’ll show you...”  
 
       
 
    I was about to protest, to tell her that my terminal was the only one that worked, when she flipped the switch and the computer booted up like nothing was wrong. I scratched my head – looking around the room, the rest of the units were all lit up green. What happened? A few minutes ago, this was the only one that worked…  
 
       
 
    You think that’s a coincidence? I thought. My blood ran cold. Someone wanted me to find this thing; more than that. They wanted me to use it.  
 
       
 
    As I had the thought, the CheatCode vibrated in my pocket. Natasha had her back to me and couldn’t see, so I pulled it out and glanced at the screen.  
 
       
 
    Second person detected! Please hold up CheatCode to add them to the game!  
 
       
 
    As I turned it, the top screen transformed into a camera. My boss’s back was centered in it, with a glowing box surrounding her.  
 
       
 
    Add her to the game, I thought. Does that mean what I think it means?  
 
       
 
    Grinning, I centered her in the box and let it work. I was going to add Natasha to my CheatCode, and I had a feeling that once she was scanned, I’d be able to use any of the cheats on her just like I was using them on myself.  
 
       
 
    The box glowed a blinding white for an instant then faded. Scan complete, the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready.  
 
       
 
    Holy shit, I thought, my head spinning. I did it. I really did it…  
 
       
 
    Abruptly, Natasha stood up, turning to face me with a strange look in her eye. “What are you doing?”  
 
       
 
    I was caught red-handed again; but this time I didn’t mind. “Just messing around with this thing,” I said, holding up the CheatCode.  
 
       
 
    She scoffed. “Fucking dork. This is why people like you never get ahead, you know – always wasting time playing your little kid’s games.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh really?” I felt my eyebrows raise. “That’s good to know.”  
 
       
 
    As she turned around, shaking her head, I loaded up that instant-orgasm cheat I’d seen a few minutes ago – called KAPOW – and typed it into the main screen. The character name Natasha was highlighted, and rather than wonder how the machine had figured out my boss’ name I just decided to go with it.  
 
       
 
    I mashed the CC button, letting the cheat take hold.  
 
       
 
    It was like I’d hit her with a taser. My boss’ body instantly tensed up, her back arching like a bow as pleasure infiltrated her body, filling her with sweet filthy heat.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawwwwd,” she groaned, a mixture of shame and bliss filling her face. She didn’t want me to see her this way, but that was alright – I was about to see a lot more.  
 
       
 
    “Oh fuck,” she moaned, gripping herself between the thighs, making her skirt ride up even tighter. “Fuck, fuck, fuck...”  
 
       
 
    She bit her lip and cried out, bliss stealing over her and melting her brain down into a puddle of warm, sticky goo. I had to admit, the sight of my frigid boss writhing in pleasure had me hard as a rock, wondering what else this nifty device could do.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Jesus,” Natasha whimpered, her ass on the edge of the table as she came down from her peak. “What...what just happened?”  
 
       
 
    I held up the CheatCode, smirking. “I think you just got a high score.”  
 
       
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. Her bottom lip trembled, her gorgeous face going pale as her gaze traveled to the device in my hand.  
 
       
 
    “You...” she whispered, not wanting to believe it but knowing it was true. “Give me that!”  
 
       
 
    She lunged, but I was already ready – I’d scanned through the cheats while she was busy coming her brains out and had found one I wanted to try. It was called LVSKIP, and it sounded quite enticing. The description said that it would “automatically complete the ‘romance subplot’ for selected NPC,” which sounded like something from a dating sim. Real life was way more complicated than a video game, but I was guessing I’d like the effects of this cheat a lot.  
 
       
 
    As she reached out for the device, I thumbed the CC button and activated LVSKIP.  
 
       
 
    She froze, her eyes glazing over as the cheat took hold. For an instant, there was a strange wrenching feeling along with a low buzz in my ears, like being in the middle of an electrical storm. Was this what it felt like inside a video game when we plugged cheats in as kids?  
 
       
 
    Natasha blinked rapidly, her vision clearing. “Oh,” she said, the word filled with the kind of emotion I’d never heard out of my frigid, standoffish boss. “Brody...”  
 
       
 
    I looked her up and down, a little part of me wondering if the cheat had really taken hold. This wasn’t a trick?  
 
       
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
       
 
    She frowned, then licked her lips. Even with her heels on, she was a bit shorter than me, and she had to raise up her chin to look me right in the eyes.  
 
       
 
    “This is the end, isn’t it? After today...I’ll never see you again.”  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t believe it. Tears, honest to God tears beaded in the corners of her eyes. She looked...she looked like a princess seeing her hero off on the eve of battle.  
 
       
 
    Because that’s what she is, I realized. In her own mind at least. I just cut the line – all the relationship bullshit, the dating, the gifts – bam. She’s ready.  
 
       
 
    “I know you’re going to make me proud,” she said, her fingers raking my chest. “I just...I can’t bear to be without you...”  
 
       
 
    I started getting into it. “It’s going to be one hell of a quest,” I said, taking her around the waist and pressing her to me. “I won’t forget you.”  
 
       
 
    “I won’t let you,” she said with a giggle, nuzzling against my neck. “Give me something to remember you by,” she whispered, the place between her thighs growing warm and wet as it pressed against my hardness.  
 
       
 
    Oh, man. She was mine now. What did I want to do?  
 
       
 
    I opened my eyes – and got a faceful of my boss’s tits. Natasha’s breasts had always been her best feature, and she was the kind of girl who knew it: she wore low-cut tops around the office like body armor, her drool-worthy cleavage a weapon she could use to climb the corporate ladder. I wanted those tits so bad…  
 
       
 
    I buried my face in between them, the soft flesh caressing me. “Oh, hero,” Natasha groaned.  
 
       
 
    That’s right, I thought deliriously. I’m the hero. I’m the protagonist. I’m Player One, and Player One always wins the game…  
 
       
 
    “Take your top off,” I commanded. “I want to see those tits.”  
 
       
 
    Natasha blushed – something I thought was beyond her. “If you insist, hero,” she said with a giggle.  
 
       
 
    She was working at her shirt, but I wanted to speed things up. I scanned the device, looking for another cheat, and found one so quickly it’s like it was waiting for me: DRPNGWT.  
 
       
 
    Increase target female NPC’s arousal levels by 5x, I read. Fuck yeah.  
 
       
 
    I punched in the cheat, and the change in Natasha was immediate. Where before she’d been a demure princess, rewarding her hero, now she was a whore who wanted to get fucked hard and fast. She tore off her top, exposing the lacy black bra beneath, and ripped that off too – her face flushing with heat as she got off on exposing herself to me.  
 
       
 
    “You like these, hero?” She ran her hands between her tits, massaging them and squeezing them together. “You want to fuck these puppies?”  
 
       
 
    I very much did. With a smirk, I sat back on one of the tables in the computer lab and unbuttoned my pants, motioning for her to come forward. She sank to her knees, squeezing her breasts together.  
 
       
 
    “You deserve every inch of me, hero,” she said, her voice smoky heat as she looked up at me. “I want you to treat me like the lowest, filthiest whore of the realm tonight. I want to please you like no other woman will...”  
 
       
 
    “Oh, I’m definitely going to do that,” I said, gripping her breast and running my thumb over the hardening nipple. “Come here, let me get those ready for you...”  
 
       
 
    As she bent over me, I spit between her tits, coating them in shiny saliva. She groaned with pleasure, rubbing it into her soft flesh. “That’s right, show me how worthless I am compared to you,” she begged. “Disgrace me!”  
 
       
 
    “You’re royalty, but I’m about to fuck your tits like a common wench,” I said, really getting into it. “How does that make you feel?”  
 
       
 
    “It makes me so fucking wet, hero,” she whimpered. “I’m dripping for you – see?”  
 
       
 
    She ran her fingers over her folds, making them wet with her juices, then coated the inner curves of her breasts with them, leaving sticky trails.  
 
       
 
    “That is so hot,” I groaned.  
 
       
 
    “They’ve told me men become beasts when they take a woman,” Natasha mewled. “I didn’t know I would love it this much...”  
 
       
 
    With a grunt, I buried my cock between her twin mounds, the supple flesh cushioning my cock as I penetrated her cleavage. Fuck, that felt amazing! Every inch of my cock sang as I fucked her fat tits, sparks flying from my most sensitive skin as I thrust my hips upward again and again.  
 
       
 
    I’m really doing it! I thought, the words sending a bolt of excitement through me. I’m fucking my boss’ tits – and she’s begging me to do more!  
 
       
 
    “That’s right,” Natasha sighed happily. “Use those fucking tits, Sir. Use me like a piece of trash. Like a common gutter whore...”  
 
       
 
    She’s really into this whore thing, I thought. Time to get that mouth doing something else.  
 
       
 
    “Kiss it,” I commanded, thrusting up hard enough that two or three inches of my throbbing cock poked up through her cleavage. “Show me how much you love me, slut.”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, hero,” she whimpered submissively. Her mouth closed around my cock, forming a velvet-soft ‘o’ around the sensitive, throbbing head. She sucked greedily, my precum flowing in rivulets over her tongue. The sensation was too much; I kept thrusting between her tits, her mouth never leaving me.  
 
       
 
    “Shit,” I groaned. “I’m gonna come. I can’t believe it, Natasha, I’m really gonna come all over you...”  
 
       
 
    “Do it,” she begged, pulling back from me. “Paint my pretty princess face with your load...”  
 
       
 
    The world went white with pleasure as I reached my peak and tumbled over, my cock detonating inside of her cleavage. I came with a cry, shooting over and over again. Thick spurts of seed shot from the head of my cock like bullets, painting my boss’ face and breasts with sticky, creamy goodness. I kept on going, more than I thought my balls could conceivably have held, coating Natasha with spurt after spurt of seed.  
 
       
 
    “Oh yeah!” She groaned with pleasure as the warmth covered her, her reward for being such a naughty princess. “Thank you,” she groaned, scooping up a thick gob of my seed and running it over her tongue. “I’ve been given palaces and tiaras, but truly this is the greatest gift I’ve ever been given, hero.”  
 
       
 
    As I came down from my peak, my cock showed no sign of flagging. I could already think of a much better gift I wanted to give Natasha – and it was like the CheatCode could read my mind.  
 
       
 
    BABYNOW, I read. Increase target NPC’s fertility by 5x and their desire to be impregnated by 10x for the duration of their next sexual experience.  
 
       
 
    It was immoral, but I was past that now. I already felt like a master of the CheatCode, and I had barely scratched the surface of what it could do. But the idea of breeding my boss, of leaving her with a swollen belly for everyone in the company to see filled me with excitement. I wanted everyone to know how I’d owned her, bred her with my fertile load on my way out the door.  
 
       
 
    I punched in the cheat and smiled down at her. “There’s something else I want from you, princess,” I said.  
 
       
 
    Instantly her face went slack. “Oh my Gods,” she muttered, running her hands over her come-covered breasts. “Oh, we wasted so much! My hero, how will I ever carry your heir while your seed dries across my bosom?”  
 
       
 
    I liked the way she said carry your heir. I wanted her to carry multiple heirs, twins or even triplets. God, I wanted that so much I started to wonder if the cheat had an effect on me as well.  
 
       
 
    “There’s plenty more where that came from, princess,” I said with a smirk. “Turn around and make yourself ready for me.”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, Sir,” she replied, turning around and hiking up her skirt. Her tight, tiny pair of panties were nearly soaked through with moisture, the lips of her sex clearly visible beneath them. I gave her ass a hard swat, making her cry out.  
 
       
 
    “That’s right,” I said, sliding her panties to the side. “You really want me to treat you like a whore, princess? Are you sure?”  
 
       
 
    “Yes,” she begged, wiggling her ass and presenting herself. “Please!”  
 
       
 
    “I’m not going to make love to you,” I said, taking a handful of her hair and pulling tight. “I’m going to breed you, leave you dripping with my seed and full of my fertile heirs. That’s not soft and gentle – it’s hard and rough.”  
 
       
 
    “I want it rough!” She pressed herself against me, her soft curves fitting my muscles like a glove. “I can spend the rest of my life being treated sweetly by courtiers. Tonight, I want to be the Hero’s Whore!”  
 
       
 
    Without another word, I yanked her panties to the side and buried myself inside of her to the hilt. She cried out, her walls drawing tight around me as I stretched her womb. She was even better than my fantasies – so tight and warm, velvet-soft and shaped perfectly for my cock. As I thrust deep inside of her she rocked her hips back, fucking me like a practiced whore.  
 
       
 
    “Pull my hair harder,” she begged. “Spank me more!”  
 
       
 
    I wondered if this was a bit of her old personality leaking through – it was always the control freaks who secretly wanted to be dominated, after all. Grinning, I brought my free hand down on her ass and gave her hair a hard yank as I gripped her hip, forcing myself deeper inside of her. I was bringing my cock right to the entrance to her womb, filling her up, and I could already feel my body responding to hers, making my load ready.  
 
       
 
    “Make me pregnant,” she begged, grabbing the sides of my slacks with her hands and forcing herself harder on me. “Give me life, hero. Give me an heir, and I’ll tell him all about his father’s heroic deeds…!”  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to give you more than that,” I said, thinking of her enhanced fertility. “You’re going to give birth to triplets, bitch. When I breed a slut, I do it right.”  
 
       
 
    The words hit her like a stick of dynamite. She tossed her head back, eyes fluttering as her entire body clenched up around mine. Orgasm tore through her curvy frame, making everything inside of her wetter and tighter as I fucked her deep. I couldn’t hold back any longer; the feel of my boss coming all over my hard cock was sending me over the edge.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to come inside of you,” I growled into her ear. “Gonna fill that fucking pussy all the way up...”  
 
       
 
    No sooner did I finish the sentence then my cock detonated inside of her tight walls, thick bursts of come erupting from my balls to fill her fertile womb. It splashed along her walls, coating them in sticky goodness as she cried out, digging her nails into my sides.  
 
       
 
    “Yes! Fuck, I can feel it! Feel you coming inside of me! Oh, it’s so wonderful, Brody!”  
 
       
 
    I shot long and hard, more than I ever had on a second try before. I couldn’t measure it, of course, but I thought that the thrill of breeding Natasha had actually made me come more the second time. As I pulled out of her, her trim little slit dripped with my seed. Slowly, I gathered it around my cock, then slowly slid back inside of her.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawwwwd,” she mewled. “Yes, hero. Put all that come back inside of me where it belongs...”  
 
       
 
    Once I was satisfied that she was well and truly bred, I pulled out of her. The real world hit me like a sledgehammer in the back of the head: what had I just done?  
 
       
 
    What did I do? Exactly what I want, I thought. It’s about time I started doing that for a change.  
 
       
 
    “Thank you, hero,” Natasha babbled, smoothing down her skirt. “I’m so grateful you shared your essence with me...”  
 
       
 
    “Yeah,” I said, feeling a little awkward now. The princess thing had been hot when I’d been breeding her, but now it seemed a little too much. I fingered the ‘Revert Cheats’ button, but paused. What was going to happen when I did that? Was I going to have a very pissed off Natasha on my hands?  
 
       
 
    Well, I have to find out sooner or later. Might as well make it sooner...  
 
       
 
    “Do me a favor,” I said.  
 
       
 
    “Anything, Hero,” she said with a little smile.  
 
       
 
    “Take a look at this for me,” I said, gesturing at the computer she’d turned on. “Sit down here.”  
 
       
 
    “Of course,” she said, demurely taking a seat as if she hadn’t just been fucked senseless by my cock. “What...what is this exactly, Sir?”  
 
       
 
    Behind her back, I pressed the Revert Cheats button, waiting to see what would happen.  
 
       
 
    Her face went slack, her eyes glazing over. Slowly they cleared, and Natasha grabbed the mouse and clicked one of the three databases the company stored tech info on.  
 
       
 
    “See?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder. “It’s all corrupted.”  
 
       
 
    It’s like it didn’t happen, I realized. She doesn’t know. Or...did it REALLY not happen? Did revert cheats make it all go away?  
 
       
 
    Either way, I remembered it. My cock was still slick with her juices. And that was what really mattered.  
 
       
 
    A slow, easy smile spread over my face. “Go fuck yourself,” I said.  
 
       
 
    Natasha’s expression changed to one of pure horror. “What!?”  
 
       
 
    “You and your survey,” I said with the confidence of a man who’d just had the best sexual experience of his life. “You don’t get to fire me then ask for my help. Figure it out your own damn self – and if you can’t, maybe that ought to tell you something.”  
 
       
 
    Before she could respond, I turned on my heel and walked out. She yelled at me as I left, calling me a dork and a jackass, threatening to withhold my final paycheck. Little did she know I didn’t need it anymore – I had a whole CheatCode full of ways to get rich.  
 
       
 
    More than that, I realized. I can’t wait to see what else this thing can do…  
 
       
 
    I shut the door behind me, leaving my helpless boss and our failing company behind. I really was on a journey, a quest – and I was going to do some amazing shit before it was Game Over.  
 
       
 
    I patted the CheatCode in my pocket. Thanks, K – whoever you are. I guess I never will find out who you and this ‘Lila’ are…  
 
       
 
    But there, at least, I was wrong. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Two: The Best Friend  
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “I love my new body,” Claire said, grinning up at me as she pleasured herself. “Thank you so much for giving to to me, Master.”  
 
       
 
    I beamed with pride as I looked down at my best friend, my eyes taking in her bimbo proportions. In truth, I hadn’t changed her all that much – just enhanced her natural assets. But when she confessed to me that she’d always been a little bit ashamed of her breasts, the truth cheat I’d plugged into CheatCode coaxing her into admitting she’d always secretly wanted them to be bigger, the least I could do was give her the massive funbags she’d always desired.  
 
       
 
    “That device is so...powerful,” she purred, squeezing her hard nipples until jets of milk ran down he breasts. “It lets you do anything. You’re like a King, a God...”  
 
       
 
    As she rubbed my rock-hard cock through my pants, a naughty little smile spread across her face. “Would you like to be my God, Master? Do you want me to worship you?”  
 
       
 
    “Yes,” I growled, tangling my fingers in her hair. I’d waited so long for this moment, and now it was here – all thanks to CheatCode. “Worship me with your mouth, slut.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh Master,” Claire whimpered, her face flushed with arousal as she undid my belt. “I live to serve...”  
 
       
 
    As Claire prepared to slide my cock down her throat and praise me with a perfect blowjob, what got me the hardest wasn’t knowing how much she loved me, or how I’d molded her body to my exact fantasies.  
 
       
 
    It was knowing I could do this to anyone I wanted. I had all the power now, thanks to the little handheld device sitting next to me on the couch.  
 
       
 
    CheatCode, I thought as Claire took the head of my cock between her velvet-soft lips and teased it with her tongue. How did I ever live without you…?  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    After I got home from work, the first thing I did was to set my CheatCode on the table, get every single technical tool I had in one place and start tinkering. The fact that I was no longer employed by the firm I’d poured eight years of my life into no longer mattered; neither did the fact that less than an hour I’d been balls-deep in my former boss, dumping my fertile load into her sopping wet cunt. I was consumed with an all-encompassing need to know the truth – that this thing was real, that it wasn’t going to disappear the moment it was out of my sight, that my life was really going to change forever.  
 
       
 
    Hours passed. Late afternoon turned into night before I knew it, and eventually I shook the cobwebs out of my head and staggered off to make some coffee. As the dark liquid percolated into the pot, I thought about what I’d learned.  
 
       
 
    First, there was no way I was going to be able to reverse-engineer the thing. It was tamper-proof, to a degree I’d never seen in a piece of consumer electronics. Even with all my technical know-how, basic questions like “how does it scan people in its field of view” and “where does it get power from” were beyond me. The interior of the little handheld game console marked CheatCode was still a mystery, for now at least.  
 
       
 
    But if I hadn’t managed any progress with the hardware, what I’d learned from the software was astounding. CheatCode ran on its own programming architecture, completely unlike anything I’d ever worked with before. The underlying code beneath the commands was so elegant, so efficient that it still stunned me to think about. Whoever had built the operating system was a goddamn genius, on a level with Mozart or Einstein. I didn’t understand it all yet, but I was starting to – and once I could start putting my own spin on the OS, I was going to crack it wide open.  
 
       
 
    Well, not before I have a little fun, first, I thought. After all, I’d also been looking at the cheats. I had a dozen or so of them bookmarked now, in a variety of different categories. All of them had seemed perfect in one way or another for testing – I wanted to see this thing in action in every conceivable scenario.  
 
       
 
    You might be wondering: why? I’d just been given a little box with godlike power, a device that let me bang my gorgeous, frigid boss six ways to Sunday. Why wasn’t I running out going crazy with the thing, getting my dick wet and living the high life? Believe me, all that was on the table – I was going to enjoy this thing to the hilt. But I was going to do it smart: I wanted to know exactly what I was getting myself into, lest I come up against any errors or flaws in the programming that spoiled everything. I was never letting my CheatCode go: so I wanted to understand every inch of its inner workings.  
 
       
 
    And if it came down to it, I wanted to know how to make more of the things myself. Anyone who’s ever had the pleasure of building something out of a complex system could understand that.  
 
       
 
    The coffee was good, hot and black, just the way I liked it. It invigorated me; filled me with a second wind. My brain was so abuzz with possibilities that I almost didn’t notice my phone flashing like a police siren, new messages appearing every few seconds:  
 
       
 
    Hello? You are really starting to FREAK ME OUT, Brody! I’m coming over there!  
 
       
 
    “Shit,” I muttered. I scanned backwards through the messages – they were all from Claire, my best gal pal. She and I had been colleagues at the firm before she’d gotten a job offer at another company – since she kept in touch with a lot of her former coworkers, she’d found out about the layoffs almost as soon as I did. Her first couple of messages had been jokey, asking me if I was interested in coming to work with her – but I hadn’t responded in hours, so she was starting to lose it.  
 
       
 
    She thinks I hung myself from the shame, I thought with a chuckle. Or I threw myself off the nearest bridge. It was strange: I barely even remembered that I’d gotten fired. It was like something that had happened to a different, more timid Brody – one who didn’t stand up for himself.  
 
       
 
    I’m fine, I typed back. At home, getting my drink on. No need to worry about me.  
 
       
 
    THANK GOD! Came the reply seconds later, along with a smiley face. Thought you were in serious trouble.  
 
       
 
    I’m fine, I replied, smiling as I typed out the letters. In fact, better than fine. Working on something BIG. Tell you about it tomorrow.  
 
       
 
    I put the phone down on the counter and prepared to go back to work on the CheatCode, but the phone flashed again seconds later.  
 
       
 
    Tomorrow? Claire sent me a frowny face. I’m going to be there in like two minutes. We can share some of whatever you’re drinking ;)  
 
       
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I said, putting down the phone. On the one hand, this was amazing – I’d gotten a winky face from Claire. I’d never made it a secret that I found her attractive, even if the two of us agreed we wouldn’t make a great couple, and from her tone I could sense that a pity-fuck was on her mind. On the other hand…  
 
       
 
    My eyes slid over to the CheatCode, sitting on the table. Should I hide it? Or tell her?  
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna have to,” I said, putting the thing in my pocket. Claire was going to know immediately that something was off – not only was I not drinking, I wasn’t even sad. Just for appearances, I got a bottle of bourbon out of the liquor cabinet and poured myself a glass. The liquid burned on the way down, filling me with warmth. My worries about Claire relaxed.  
 
       
 
    If there’s anyone who would believe this crazy-ass story, it’s her, I thought.  
 
       
 
    It wasn’t long before I heard pounding on the door. “You okay in there? Open up, dude.” Claire was nothing if not informal when it came to talking among friends – I couldn’t remember the last time someone had referred to me as ‘dude’.”  
 
       
 
    I opened the door – and my heart started pounding in my chest a little faster. She looked like she’d come straight from the gym. Like me, Claire was a nerd – unlike me, she was fanatical about keeping up her fitness regimen, since climbing the corporate ladder sometimes required her to bat her pretty eyes and stick out her chest for horndog executives. She was wearing a tight little athletic top along with skin-tight yoga pants, every inch of the taut fabric showcasing her ample curves. It was almost painfully distracting – even though nearly every inch of her skin from her collarbone to her calves was covered up, anyone with half a brain could tell exactly what she looked like naked. I couldn’t stop imagining it.  
 
       
 
    “Hey,” she said, stepping into the apartment and casting a glance around the room. She seemed to be looking over everything, as if checking to make sure everything was okay. “You doing okay? I heard the news...”  
 
       
 
    She searched my face, but all she found was a grateful smile. “Yeah, I’m fine,” I said. “Honestly, it’s probably for the best – I didn’t really realize how unhappy I was at that place until I was gone.”  
 
       
 
    “Word,” she said, tapping the kitchen counter with her flawless nails. Her face wrinkled in confusion. “Where’s your drink?”  
 
       
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t really have one.” Swallowing hard, I braced myself. “I’ve got something to tell you, Claire.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh God, what did you do?” She cocked an eyebrow and looked sidelong at me. “You didn’t make a scene on your way out, did you?”  
 
       
 
    That’s one way of looking at it, I thought. An image of my boss writhing in pleasure as I spread the walls of her cunt filled my mind’s eye for a moment, then faded.  
 
       
 
    “Not exactly,” I said, reaching into my pocket. “You might want to sit down. I’m going to warn you – this story is going to sound fucking crazy.”  
 
       
 
    She nodded. “Try me.”  
 
       
 
    So I did. I told her the whole story – well, most of the whole story. I explained finding the CheatCode in the abandoned computer lab, testing it out, discovering that it made me invisible – but I left out the bit where I’d used it to control and seduce my demanding boss. I wasn’t going to completely freak Claire out.  
 
       
 
    When I was finished, her reaction was something I hadn’t expected. She looked at me with dead sincerity for a moment, then her face crinkled in mirth. Slow chuckles turned to full-blown laughter, until she was slapping the arm of her chair like someone in an old vaudeville show.  
 
       
 
    “I’m serious,” I said, hating the offended tone in my words.  
 
       
 
    “Oh come on, Brody,” Claire said, wiping tears from her eyes. “You found a magic box that makes you invisible? And grants wishes!?”  
 
       
 
    “I have it right here,” I said, taking the CheatCode from my pocket. It felt important to show it to her, to prove I knew what I was talking about. I was actually kind of offended – surprised that she didn’t believe me.  
 
       
 
    “Oh wow,” she said, giggling at the sight of it. “It looks so cheap.”  
 
       
 
    “Believe me, it’s not,” I said, snapping it open. “I’ve spent all afternoon studying the thing – there’s some seriously crazy technology powering this gadget, Claire. Here – let me prove it to you.”  
 
       
 
    I really, really wanted to prove it to her. I wanted to blow her fucking mind with what this thing could do. More than anything, I wanted to banish the sound of that laughter from my ears. To hear that from my friend, after the immensely shitty day I’d had – it hurt.  
 
       
 
    “Here,” I said, whipping my wallet out of my pocket (a little harsher than I had intended) and handed it to her. “Tell me how much money I have in there.”  
 
       
 
    She took it, the smile slowly leaving her face. “You’re serious about this.”  
 
       
 
    “Just look inside of it. Please.”  
 
       
 
    “Okay, whatever,” she said huffily. Which made me even more angry – why was she getting angry at me for telling the truth? She opened the wallet, holding it out so we could both see the interior. The only things inside were an old receipt and a five-dollar bill.  
 
       
 
    “Nobody in here except old Honest Abe,” Claire said, fingering the bill for a moment. “What is this supposed to prove?”  
 
       
 
    “Just close the wallet and watch,” I said, looking down at CheatCode. I pulled up the Bookmarks tab and loaded up one of the cheats I’d added from the Money category:  
 
       
 
    1000BUX: Protagonist recieves one thousand dollars of local currency instantly.  
 
       
 
    “Check this out,” I said, thumbing the CC button. The machine whirred for an instant, vibrating ever so gently in my hands.  
 
       
 
    A window popped up on the screen: Cheat Activated!  
 
       
 
    “Open the wallet,” I said quickly, grinning. “Open it up and see.”  
 
       
 
    Looking confused, she did just that. Nestled between the receipt and the five-dollar bill were ten crisp, hundred-dollar bills – as fresh as if they’d just rolled off the printing press.  
 
       
 
    She ran her thumb over them, rippling them like a deck of cards. “I don’t see what this is supposed to prove,” she said, cocking an eyebrow.  
 
       
 
    “What!?” I was stunned. “A thousand dollars just appeared in my wallet!”  
 
       
 
    “No it didn’t,” she said, sounding a little angry. “You had them in there the whole time.”  
 
       
 
    Suddenly I felt crazy. She was making this up. “Claire,” I said slowly. “Thirty seconds ago, you opened that wallet up and it had five dollars in it. You even said ‘nobody in here but Abe Lincoln.’ Are you fucking with me right now?”  
 
       
 
    She shook her head. “I said ‘woah, you’ve got a bunch of Benjamins in here, Brody.’ Are you fucking with me right now?”  
 
       
 
    My mind worked frantically, trying to come up with some explanation. When it hit me, it was blessedly simple.  
 
       
 
    This device, I thought, glancing down at the CheatCode. It doesn’t just input cheat codes into reality – it CHANGES reality. Holy shit.  
 
       
 
    “It changed things,” I murmured, glancing back at Claire. “I don’t know how it does that.”  
 
       
 
    She shot me a worried look. “I get it, Brody – today sucked. You’ve been through something really stressful. That’s going to freak anybody out.”  
 
       
 
    “That’s not it,” I said, getting frustrated. How could I make her see? I couldn’t be the only person who understood what a CheatCode could do!  
 
       
 
    The answer occurred to me in a flash. I lifted the device, fixing her in its camera. New person detected, the machine chirped helpfully. Would you like to add this person to your scans?  
 
       
 
    Hell yes, I thought, pushing the button.  
 
       
 
    As Claire bit her lip and tried to think of what to say next, the CheatCode scanned her. Her silhouette on the screen flashed for an instant, before the device whirred a second time.  
 
       
 
    Target NPC scanned! You may input cheats at any time.  
 
       
 
    “What’s the number one thing you don’t like about your body?” I asked, throwing caution to the wind. “If you could change anything about yourself, I mean.”  
 
       
 
    “Um.” Claire’s cheeks flushed crimson. “I don’t know if I should tell you that, dude.”  
 
       
 
    Crap. I suppressed a little chuckle – this was exactly like a video game. Claire was an NPC who had information I needed to complete a quest - Convince Claire could be the name of it, I thought with a smile – and I had to find the proper sequence to ‘win’ the conversation. Fortunately, I had just the code…  
 
       
 
    “One sec,” I said, glancing back down at the screen. I found in in my Bookmarks: a cheat called TSERUM. Removes target NPC’s ability to fabricate information was the description – in other words, no lies. I hammered the keys, loading the cheat up and activating it.  
 
       
 
    Her face went slack for a few seconds, a faraway look entering her eyes. She paused mid-sentence, like she’d suddenly forgot what she was saying – like the moment was stretching out, growing as taut as a bowstring. The machine whirred and that strange sense of floatiness washed over me for a few seconds before fading. Was this a side-effect of making more substantial changes, or just the machine at work?  
 
       
 
    “I really want to know,” I said as the light returned to Claire’s eyes. “What’s your least-favorite part of your body?”  
 
       
 
    Instead of getting angrier, Claire shrugged. “I would have to say my breasts,” she said simply, as if this were the most normal question for a male friend to be asking her.  
 
       
 
    “What – really?” I was surprised. “I mean, no offense, but...you don’t have any problems in that department from where I’m standing.”  
 
       
 
    She giggled. “They’re so flat,” she said, thrusting out her chest. “I mean, they’re not bad, but they could just be so much MORE. If I had double-Ds, I’d probably be running that firm by now...”  
 
       
 
    “Your wish is my command,” I said with a smirk, scanning through the menu. I hadn’t saved any cheats regarding breast augmentation – I hadn’t anticipated using them on myself, after all – but I remembered there were a whole list of cheats under NPC Body to choose from.  
 
       
 
    BOOBZ!: Increase bust size* of target NPC by 20% instantly.  
 
       
 
    “Perfect,” I whispered.  
 
       
 
    “What’s perfect?”  
 
       
 
    “You’re going to be,” I said with a smile. “In just a second.”  
 
       
 
    Just to be on the safe side, I queued up the cheat to fire twice – I didn’t want Claire to be able to claim they weren’t that much bigger or something ridiculous like that. I loaded them up together, then pressed the button.  
 
       
 
    Her eyes went glassy again, mouth dropping open like a puppet with its cord cut...and then she started to change.  
 
       
 
    I watched with a mixture of triumph and worry as Claire’s breasts expanded, filling the tight fabric until it was stretched to the breaking point. Her nipples grew hard from the contact, until the diamond-hard nubs practically poked out of her top. My eyes went wide and my mouth felt dry.  
 
       
 
    She was right. She should have looked like this all along. Claire had been cute before, but with a luscious pair of double-D’s she was a fucking knockout. They complimented her perfectly, perky gravity-defying orbs that cried out for male attention.  
 
       
 
    “There!” I yelled, a little too excited. “Do you believe me now?”  
 
       
 
    Like someone stirring from a dream, she stared down at her new tits, her hands grasping the warm, yielding flesh.  
 
       
 
    “What did you...” She blinked rapidly, her brain struggling to accept what I had just done. “You...ohhhh...”  
 
       
 
    Her face flushed crimson as her hands caressed her breasts. A low, throaty moan left her lips, her breath suddenly ragged with pleasure. Her fingers gripped her tits, manhandled them, circled and squeezed her nipples. What the hell was she doing?  
 
       
 
    “Oh my fucking gawd,” she purred, her eyes fluttering. “Oh fuck that’s so good...”  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t understand what had happened – until I looked down at CheatCode. In my haste, I hadn’t even noticed the asterix next to ‘bust size’. When I clicked it, a little explanatory note appeared:  
 
       
 
    NOTE: this cheat also increases sexual sensitivity of target NPC’s breasts by 250%. WARNING: stacks with other cheats!  
 
       
 
    Not only had I increased the size of Claire’s mammaries, I’d made them two and a half times as sensitive. TWICE. Suddenly it all became clear – Claire was masturbating with her tits, unable to restrain herself from the sheer bliss they brought her.  
 
       
 
    “Oh Jesus,” she panted, raising one of her tits up to lick it through the taut fabric. “My titties...my fucking tits feel so good! Oh fuck, Brody, what did you do...”  
 
       
 
    As I watched, a dark stain began to spread over the breast Claire was fondling the hardest. It took a moment for me to realize what it was: milk. Warm, creamy milk flowed from Claire’s tits as she fondled them, making her athletic top cling even tighter to her funbags. She was lactating, and from the look on her face shooting milk from her tits was giving her even more pleasure.  
 
       
 
    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, her voice tight. I could tell she was about to climax – I could have intervened, but didn’t. I wasn’t about to ruin her fun.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” she groaned, arching her back. “Fuck...fuck...OH FUCK!”  
 
       
 
    Her eyes squeezed tight as she came, all the muscles in her body clenching with pleasure. A gush of milk leaked from both of her tits as another warm stain spread between her thighs, her pussy gushing as she gave in to bliss. She cried out, pinching her nipples and rubbing her folds through her thin yoga pants, her orgasm lasting longer and hitting harder than any I’d seen in any of my girlfriends. I was stunned, and shocked, and so fucking hard it felt like my cock was about to burst out of my pants.  
 
       
 
    “Whew!” Claire lay back on the couch, basking in her post-titgasm bliss. “Holy hell,” she whimpered, stretching. “Brody, that was amazing...”  
 
       
 
    “There’s something I want to know,” I said. I thought of it the very moment it left my mouth.  
 
       
 
    “Sure thing. Shoot,” she said, sounding drunk and happy as she splayed out on my couch.  
 
       
 
    “We’ve known each other a long time. Why have we never gotten together? I’m pretty sure you’re aware that I’ve always been attracted to you.”  
 
       
 
    A sad little smile spread across Claire’s face. “I know,” she said. “And you’re such a great guy, Brody – you really are. But...”  
 
       
 
    “But what? Tell me why you’re not attracted to me.” So I can fix it, I thought. Right then, every other concern of the CheatCode had faded away: I’d just watched my best friend have the hardest orgasm of her life thanks to her new bimbo tits, and all I wanted was to sink deep inside her and have her ride me until she couldn’t walk.  
 
       
 
    “Well...” she bit her lip, looking nervous. I knew if it wasn’t for my truth cheat, she wouldn’t have said anything. “Haven’t you noticed that I don’t ever really seem to be going out with guys?”  
 
       
 
    “You’re busy,” I said. “Climbing the corporate ladder.”  
 
       
 
    “It’s more than that,” she said, her face flushing with embarrassment instead of arousal this time. “I’m...I’m not really into guys. You understand?”  
 
       
 
    I did. And to be honest, I was kind of hurt. Claire had never told me about this side of herself – even after eight years as friends. The fact that she had never confided in me, hadn’t felt comfortable opening up to me made me feel somehow disappointed in myself. What had I done wrong?  
 
       
 
    “But if you liked men,” I said, running my fingers over the keys, “you’d be totally into me?”  
 
       
 
    “Totally,” Claire said, relief in her tone. “You’d be just my type!”  
 
       
 
    Let’s see about that, I thought, scanning the menu.  
 
       
 
    It took a minute or two to find what I was looking for – luckily, Claire was so blissed out from fondling her own tits that she barely noticed. She began to hum in her throat, low and peaceful as I searched, and as I found the cheat she had just started to rub her breasts with a renewed, ragged vigor. I wasn’t just looking to invert her preferences, I needed something good…  
 
       
 
    PANSEXY: Remove all major restrictions on target NPC’s sexuality. Target NPC will become open to homo/heterosexual couplings, group sex/swinging/bigamy, as well as the twelve major kinks (see appendix for details). NOTE: may also make target NPC super-interested in taboo experimentation!  
 
       
 
    All of that sounded great to me. Grinning, I entered the cheat and activated it. I barely even noticed the change this time – in a flash, I was laying beside Claire on the couch, stroking her hyper-sensitive breasts.  
 
       
 
    “Oh fuck,” she gasped, arching her back and pressing her tits against me. “Fuck, Brody, that feels so good...”  
 
       
 
    “You love having your new tits stroked, don’t you?” I asked, grabbing one of her nipples and squeezing. A torrent of milk shot from it, like a cumshot.  
 
       
 
    “Uh huh,” she begged, biting her lip. “I love it!”  
 
       
 
    “You don’t really care who does it, do you?” I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. One little cheat and I’d opened up Claire’s entire sexual world. “Guys, girls – whoever wants to stroke those titties and make you feel good, right?”  
 
       
 
    “Ohmygawd, yes!” She closed her eyes, as if imagining gorgeous representatives of both genders doing just that. “That sounds so fucking hot!”  
 
       
 
    “Both at the same time, even,” I said, moving one hand between her thighs to stoke the fire building between her legs. “Wouldn’t that be so hot? Having two guys worship your tits at the same time – or being on your knees with another girl, both of you pleasuring some man’s thick, hard cock...”  
 
       
 
    “Unnngh!” Claire grabbed me by the back of the head, trying to force my face against her breasts. “I’m so fucking wet, Brody – I want more! More, please?”  
 
       
 
    Laughing, I brought my mouth down on one of her nipples and began to suck. Warm, creamy milk filled my mouth, the taste sending a heady rush of pleasure through me. Goddamn she tasted amazing! This was no ordinary milk – my CheatCode had filled Claire’s tits with ambrosia. I could see myself becoming addicted to her sweet nectar so easily, but the screams of pleasure she made as my tongue lapped at her nipple just made me suck harder.  
 
       
 
    “Fucking Christ that’s even better than your fingers,” she moaned, rocking her hips unconsciously against my hand. “Don’t stop sucking – I...I...I think I might...”  
 
       
 
    Claire’s skin warmed beneath my lips, all her muscles going taut. I knew what she was going to say – she was about to come. She made as if to push me away, like the pleasure was too much, but I just sucked harder. At the same time, I slipped two fingers inside of her sopping wet folds, finding her clit and pressing it like a hidden “come screaming” button.  
 
       
 
    Claire let go. Every inch of her body pressed against mine as she came, as if she wanted to make her very being subservient to me. She cried out, her breath hot in my ear as she came in ragged gasps, sobbing and crying out my name in utter bliss. I knew any walls that had been between us were gone now – her orgasm had washed them away like sand on a beach at high tide. She wanted me, and I wanted her, and I had every intention of burying myself inside of her to the hilt.  
 
       
 
    “I want to fuck you,” I growled against her ear as she came down from her peak. “You want that too, right?”  
 
       
 
    She wasn’t capable of speech yet, but she nodded. I stroked her cheek with my hand, feeling its oven-like warmth, and after a moment she pulled my middle finger into her mouth and sucked it, drawing it all the down her throat.  
 
       
 
    “What you said about worshiping a man’s cock,” she whimpered, running my finger along her lips. “That sounds soooo hot. It sounds...I don’t know, right somehow. I’ve never heard anything that sounded so true before.”  
 
       
 
    I told her I hadn’t either.  
 
       
 
    A filthy little smile twisted her lips. “Can I worship your cock, Brody? Please? I know you’ve always fantasized about sliding that big cock between these soft, perfect lips...”  
 
       
 
    I didn’t respond with words. Instead, I helped her slide off the couch and onto her knees, spreading my legs and pulling off my slacks so that my cock sprang free.  
 
       
 
    “Admit it,” she said, stroking me and grinning. “You’ve jerked off right here, thinking about just this happening. Me on my knees, sucking you off...”  
 
       
 
    “Every fucking night,” I growled, my fingers tangling in her hair. “Now suck that cock, Claire.”  
 
       
 
    An eager little moan left her lips as she made a perfect ‘o’ with her mouth, then latched it over the head of my cock. I grunted hard, my back pressing against the couch as pleasure soared through me. The suction was perfect, her mouth was like velvet wrapped oh-so-tight around my throbbing shaft, and as she drew it further into her mouth…  
 
       
 
    She drew, and drew, and drew. Before I knew it, I was buried down her throat to the hilt, her bottom lip rubbing against my balls as she hummed with pleasure. Her naughty tongue teased the underside of my shaft, driving me wild with pleasure. I wanted more.  
 
       
 
    “I wanna be rough with you,” I said quickly, pressing on the back of her head to give her a taste of what I meant. “You okay with that?”  
 
       
 
    “Fuck yeah,” she purred, pulling off of me and stroking my cock. “Take my fucking face, Brody – I want to give you the blowjob you’ve always dreamed of, exactly the way you want it...”  
 
       
 
    I smiled. God, I could see myself falling hard for this woman.  
 
       
 
    Pulling her hair hard enough to make her cry out in mingled pain and pleasure, I forced her down on my cock. She gagged gently, relaxing her throat as I thrust my hips upward, fucking her face. I pounded her over and over like I was trying to fuck her pussy from the other side, burying my cock so far down her slender neck I could see a lump in it where the head of my cock stretched her out.  
 
       
 
    “I’m gonna come,” I announced, taking her by the sides of her head and bobbing her up and down on my shaft. “I’m gonna blow a load right down your throat, you naughty little slut...”  
 
       
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head, her cheeks flushing with pleasure. The hand she had between her thighs picked up the pace, rubbing her cunt harder as she felt my balls tense and prepare to loose their load.  
 
       
 
    “Hnnnh...” she groaned, taking me as deep as I’d ever been with a girl. “Hngh!”  
 
       
 
    I thrust once more, hard, then pulled back until the fat head of my cock rested on the back of her tongue. She instantly started the suction, slurping me as I let go and shot my hot, sticky load into her mouth. Burst after burst of honey-slick seed filled her, but she kept on sucking, determined to get every drop of my manly essence.  
 
       
 
    As I came down from my peak, she slowed her pace, her lips sliding slowly up and down my shaft. She cleaned me off completely, swallowed, then planted a kiss on the head of my cock.  
 
       
 
    “I love this dick so much,” she whimpered, running her tongue along the underside. “I came just from having it down my throat!”  
 
       
 
    “I saw that hand,” I said with a grin. “Looks like you were taking care of yourself a little, too.”  
 
       
 
    “Can you blame me? God, that was so fucking hot,” she said, climbing up on the couch next to me. “I’ve never done that with a guy before – it was like sucking off a King. Fuck, I could see myself doing that a lot more often...”  
 
       
 
    “Turn around,” I told her. “I want to take you from behind.”  
 
       
 
    For a moment, she looked surprised, then her gaze traveled to my cock. “Wow,” she said, her mouth dropping open. “You’re still hard. I...I did a good job, didn’t I?”  
 
       
 
    “The best,” I assured her, watching her grin with relief. “It’s a good thing – you’re so fucking gorgeous, I’m still hard for you.”  
 
       
 
    An excited look crossed her face. “How many times do you think you can come before you get soft?”  
 
       
 
    “I dunno,” I said, giving her big, sexy ass a spank. “Let’s find out.”  
 
       
 
    Claire climbed up on the couch and hooked one leg over the back, the other just barely touching the floor on her tiptoes. As she spread her legs wide for me, a dribble of juice trickled from the swollen lips of her cunt to trail down her thigh.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, you’re so wet,” I said, running my finger between her folds. I’d never felt someone so utterly ready for me, her entire body primed for my cock.  
 
       
 
    “Pound me, Master,” she begged, the M-word leaving her lips without her even noticing. “Fuck me good and proper. Make me your whore. Please?”  
 
       
 
    I grabbed a handful of her perfect, heart-shaped ass, making her squeal with delight. As it reddened, I placed the head of my cock at her entrance and let just the tip slide inside, the barest fraction of an inch entering her.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawd,” she groaned, rocking her hips. “You fucking tease.”  
 
       
 
    Her walls quivered around me. My cock twitched, a fat jet of precum dripping from the tip, entering her. I couldn’t hold back any more.  
 
       
 
    Gripping her hair tight for leverage, I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, gasping at the feeling of her tight, wet cunt around me. She was tight enough to throw up sparks as I ground against her fertile walls, the inner muscles of her womb relaxing just enough to let me bury myself inside of her.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, wow,” I groaned. It was everything I had fantasized about and more. She was so perfect, so tight, so ready for me to fuck her brains out.  
 
       
 
    I thrust hard inside her, her hips meeting me stroke for stroke. We fucked like animals, like savages, like every level of thought above pure sheet-clawing fucking had been torn away. I slapped her ass as I fucked her, pulled her hair, reached around to squeeze and manhandle her tits as I filled her fertile womb with stroke after stroke.  
 
       
 
    “Yeah! Fuck yeah, fucking fuck me!” Claire was wild with lust, her cunt clenching and spasming with every thrust of my rock-hard member. My hands at her tits sent spurts of milk splashing on the couch, hot streaks that she loved to bend down and lap up as I hammered inside of her.  
 
       
 
    “You love me,” I growled, forcing her down against the couch. I could feel myself working to the peak, her perfect cunt rapidly sending me over the edge. “You love fucking me.”  
 
       
 
    “I love fucking you, Master,” she babbled, completely gone. “I love men and women and cocks and cunts – all I can think about is fuck fuck fuck! I want you to put your fucking load in my cunt – I want you to breed me with your fucking babies!”  
 
       
 
    At the idea of knocking Claire up, of breeding her like a fucking animal, I felt my passion reach its peak. I thrust deep and hard inside her, picturing her body utterly owned by me – and I came.  
 
       
 
    “Yeah! That’s right, come for me baby, give me every drop...”  
 
       
 
    I felt myself shoot, her womb welcoming my fertile load with a quivering, clenching salute. The muscles of her sex pulled me in deep, drawing the sperm from my balls, milking me dry. I felt her clit pulse, milk leaking of its own accord from her mammoth tits as her cheeks flushed with the onset of her own climax. She came with a cry, grinding her hips against mine, doing everything she could to help my seed take deep in her womb.  
 
       
 
    After what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I pulled out of Claire’s cunt. Amazingly, I still wasn’t done – a few short bursts of come shot from my cock, coating her walls and dribbling down her thighs. Still filled with bliss, Claire turned around and offered her leaking tits to me. I latched on, collapsing into her arms and sucking at her nipple with utter satisfaction.  
 
       
 
    “That’s right. That’s a good boy,” she whispered, stroking my head as I filled my mouth with her perfect milk. “Did I make you feel so much better?”  
 
       
 
    I was exhausted, and Claire’s tits were so amazing that I never wanted to let go, but somehow I managed to life my head.  
 
       
 
    “Do you believe me now?” I searched her eyes. “You have to, right?”  
 
       
 
    “I certainly believe that you’ve done something,” she said with a smile and a nod. “I don’t know about this whole ‘reality-altering handheld’ thing, but...wow, Brody. I...I’ve never felt this way about anyone before, guy or girl. I...I like you so much...”  
 
       
 
    “I like you too,” I said, running my tongue across her nipple. She shivered with delight, pressing her hips against me.  
 
       
 
    “You ready to go again?” she asked, her hand sliding between my legs. “You...oh holy shit!”  
 
       
 
    Yep. I was still rock-hard. No cheat code needed – just Claire’s fortifying milk. It really does do a body good, I thought with a smirk.  
 
       
 
    “Obviously,” I said, gripping her hair, “I just need to demonstrate more of this thing’s power to you. Make you believe.”  
 
       
 
    Claire bit her lip, imagining all the things that might entail. “I could be into that,” she said with a giggle. “I could be into that a lot.”  
 
       
 
    “Good,” I said. Then, without warning, I grabbed her by the chin, making her look at me.  
 
       
 
    “Because next time I fuck your brains out, I want you to tell me you love me after,” I growled. “None of this ‘like’ bullshit.” Pure submission shined in her eyes as she nodded, and I knew she was mine. I knew she would.  
 
       
 
    And after another round of hard, primal fucking, that’s exactly what she did. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Three: Character Creator


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “This is, like, real? Right?”  
 
       
 
    Naomi was still looking at me like she couldn’t believe what had happened – and I couldn’t blame her. Fifteen minutes ago, my next-door neighbor had been an ordinary woman pushing fifty, with a middle-aged woman’s body and a very grown up set of worries and problems. Now, she was a voluptuous, barely-legal freak: a model-perfect stunner with gorgeous, overflowing tits, a heart-shaped ass, and a snug, perfect pussy. These things were my gifts to her – but I didn’t give gifts without any expectation of being given one of my own. Not with a CheatCode in my pocket, I didn’t.  
 
       
 
    “It’s all real,” I said with a smirk, reaching into her top and giving one of her breasts a squeeze. Her clothes didn’t fit her any more – they hung off her frame like rags covering her perfect body. After I tear them off and have my way with her, I should get Claire to give her some new ones, I thought.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Her cheeks reddened with lust, the achingly-beautiful slit between her legs transforming into a warm, dripping oven. “I haven’t been this turned on in thirty years! What...what are you, Brody?”  
 
       
 
    “Me?” I slid two fingers into her folds, loving the way every muscle in her body went taut with pleasure at my touch. “I’m just a guy who appreciates beautiful women...”  
 
       
 
    I froze. “Holy shit,” I growled in her ear. “Don’t look now, but I think this transformation may have made you a virgin again, Miss N.”  
 
       
 
    Her shocked look told me exactly how turned on that made her.  
 
       
 
    “What do you say?” I glanced back to the couch, where Claire was currently rubbing herself to another screaming orgasm. “Do you think you’re ready to handle your first time?”  
 
       
 
    She glanced between us, her eyes shining with lust. “Losing my virginity in a threesome?” She laughed excitedly, the walls of her sex clenching around my fingers. “I think my second time being eighteen is going to be much wilder than the first!”  
 
       
 
    “It’s a whole new world,” I said, rubbing her. “A second chance to have all sorts of experiences for the first time. And, if you’ll look down here...”  
 
       
 
    She glanced down – and gasped. I’d removed my cock from my pants while she spoke, and it’s full enhanced length stood erect, augmented by CheatCode the same way I’d changed Naomi’s body. It was over a foot long and thick, throbbing and covered with veins. One look at it and any second thoughts Naomi might have had about her situation faded – she was thirsty for that cock, filled with sensations her new young body could barely handle.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, giggling. “You think I can handle all that?”  
 
       
 
    “Naomi,” I assured her, guiding her hand down to my shaft, “I’m pretty sure you can handle anything...”  
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    “Good morning, Master. Would you like some breakfast?”  
 
       
 
    I rolled over in bed, a girl’s warm body pressed next to mine. For a few seconds I couldn’t remember how she got there – what I had possibly done to get lucky, to have a gorgeous babe still in my bed in the morning. Then it all came back in a flash: CheatCode, my boss, showing Claire its features and turning her into a bimbo slut. My cock, already throbbing with morning wood, twitched in my boxers at the memories.  
 
       
 
    Claire grinned at me, put her hand underneath my shirt and ran it over my chest. She had the covers tossed back and wasn’t wearing a thing besides a tight red pair of panties: her amazing, CheatCode-enhanced breasts were right in my face, commanding my attention.  
 
       
 
    Yesterday, those breasts had been nothing much to write home about: a perky handful that I had fantasized about having in my mouth plenty of times, sure, but not the kind of massive mammaries that stopped traffic. All that had changed thanks to CheatCode. I’d altered my friend’s body, her attitude towards me, even her sexuality – she’d been a strict lesbian, now she’d fuck anything that moved – and she’d been so happy with her new life she’d pulled me into bed and spent half the night fucking my brains out. It was still hard to believe.  
 
       
 
    “You’re going to cook me breakfast?” I said in disbelief. Claire had never cooked for a man in her entire life – she was more of a takeout-and-beer kinda gal.  
 
       
 
    “No, I’m going to serve you breakfast,” she said with a giggle, her hand sliding down to my boxers. “Ooooh, you’ve got a nice stiff cock this morning, Master. Come here.”  
 
       
 
    Without further ado, Claire put her hand on the back of my head and pressed my face into her cleavage. Her breasts were warm and soft, perky orbs that cried out for my tongue. Her free hand yanked down the waistband of my boxers and stroked my cock, her fingers sending sparks of pleasure through the shaft. Fuck, she was amazing.  
 
       
 
    “Right here, Master,” she purred, wiggling her tits until one of the pale, engorged nipples touched my lip. “Have some breakfast. Drink me.”  
 
       
 
    For an instant, I was confused – then I remembered. I latched on to the nipple, sucking it hard, and was rewarded with a flood of sweet cream.  
 
       
 
    “Ah!” Claire’s body shook beneath mine, the pleasure almost too much for her to handle. “That’s a good boy, Master. Suck all the milk out of my titties. It’s all for you, baby.”  
 
       
 
    For a moment, I considered telling her not to call me Master – then the milk washed away all my thoughts except MORE and HARDER and NOW. Besides, I liked being the dominant one in our relationship.  
 
       
 
    Swallow after swallow of warm, delicious milk filled my mouth. The world went all spinny and warm, like Claire’s sweet cream was making me drunk, high and horny all at once. My cock throbbed in her fingers, going super-sensitive in an instant. As the flow of her milk slackened a bit, I grunted and let go of her nipple, slamming the other into my mouth.  
 
       
 
    “Yes baby, drink it all! Fuck, it makes me feel so fucking sexy to provide for my Man! I love you so much, Master!”  
 
       
 
    My hips thrust against her hand, fucking her fist as I sucked her greedily. I had no idea how much I’d drunk – it felt like an entire gallon – and I’d lost control of myself. I wanted to come, to add that intense pleasure to the warm, intimate feeling of drinking Claire’s milk, and from the way her hand made itself a blur on my cock I was about to shoot.  
 
       
 
    “Mmmh!” I grunted around her nipple, thrusting my hips savagely. “Mmh! Mmmmmmmh!”  
 
       
 
    Claire gave a triumphant yell as I exploded in her palm, fat ropes of come shooting across her thighs and belly. I shot over and over again as she stroked me, milking the come from my cock as she rubbed the back of my head and whispered sweet words of submission into my ear. I’d never felt anything like it before – it was like the nastiest anonymous fuck and being held in a mother’s embrace, all at once. My brain refused to process it; so it just told me I felt amazing. Finally I collapsed against her, spent.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, I’m absolutely filthy, Claire whispered to me, pulling back the covers to show me the thick streaks of come coating her thighs. A fat gob lay across her panties, staining them; as I watched, she scooped it up and sucked it off her fingers slowly, putting on a show for me.  
 
       
 
    “So good,” she purred, playing with my load on her tongue. “Did you like my milk, Master?”  
 
       
 
    Did I? My cock roared to life – I felt like I could go another ten rounds on Claire’s tight little bimbo body. I grabbed her without warning and kissed her hard, the tang of my seed mixing with the warm cream of her milk.  
 
       
 
    “Oh fuck,” she whimpered, pressing her body against mine. “Master, you are so...eager.”  
 
       
 
    “Turn around,” I commanded. “Turn around and show me that ass, Claire.”  
 
       
 
    Giggling, she did just as I asked, getting on all fours and thrusting her heart-shaped ass in the air. I reached out and gave it a smack, making her groan and press her face into the blankets. Running a hand over it, I tested its firmness and found it to be everything I could have wanted in my new girlfriend’s ass – just staring at it made me want to blow another load.  
 
       
 
    “Let’s get these off,” I growled, gripping her panties and yanking them down. Her slit was hairless and dripping, the lips of her inner folds swollen and hot as an oven. Before she could say a word, I pressed my face into them from behind, spreading her ass cheeks as my tongue dove into her box and ate her out.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, Brody!” She was so shocked, and I loved it – all her muscles went taut, twitching with pleasure. “Oh fuck, you’re spoiling me, baby! Ohhhh fuck!”  
 
       
 
    I pulled back, my face shining with her juices. “This isn’t about you,” I growled, pulling her hair just to remind her who was in charge. “I want you hot and wet for my cock. I love fucking a girl who’s just come her little bimbo brains out – she’s so snug and warm when I stick my cock in her.”  
 
       
 
    Claire’s eyes shined with love and devotion. “Oh, Master,” she groaned. “I want every inch of me to be perfect for you!”  
 
       
 
    “Besides,” I said, lowering my head back to her cunt. “I love the way you taste.”  
 
       
 
    She let out a surprised moan as my face returned to her cunt, my tongue working her clit with hard, insistent strokes. It wasn’t long ago that this was the only way Claire got off, I thought with pride. My coworker had been a lesbian before CheatCode opened up her sexuality, and to be frank I could understand why she liked pussy so much. Fuck, her tight little slit was so nice – so warm and juicy, I could just eat her out all night. But my rock-hard fuckstick demanded something soft and wet to be wrapped around it – and even as I pleasured her, I couldn’t help but imagine how those soft folds would feel around my cock.  
 
       
 
    I pulled back just far enough to slide two fingers inside of her, thrusting hard. I found her g-spot and attacked it, going savagely with my fingers as my tongue slowly and agonizingly teased her clit. I could feel her body readying for orgasm – the inner muscles of her thighs shook like they’d been turned to jelly, and every inch of her flawless tan skin flushed with arousal.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, Brody,” she cried out, her voice and breathing gone ragged with need. “Don’t stop baby, I’m almost there...oh fuck you treat me so good, Master...I’m gonna...I’m gonna…!”  
 
       
 
    Her words broke off into a scream of delight as she came, a torrent of juice squirting from her cunt as the muscles clenched and relaxed, spasming over and over again. I lapped it up, letting my tongue slide over every part of her, finally going from precision to sloppy animalistic need. I buried my face in her cunt as she rode out her orgasm, waves of pleasure washing over her and obliterating reality for long minutes of bliss.  
 
       
 
    As she came down from her peak, I grabbed her hips and pulled her across the bed towards me, making her squeal with delight. My cock slid easily into her slit with one smooth stroke, her soaking wet walls parting to let me fill her to the brim.  
 
       
 
    “There we go,” I groaned, grabbing her hair for leverage with both hands as I thrust deep inside of her. “Exactly what I was talking about. Fuck you feel so good...”  
 
       
 
    Every inch of her tight sheathe was primed and ready for my cock. Her velvet-soft walls wrapped around my hardness, sending sparks up and down my shaft as glorious friction rolled over our most sensitive flesh.  
 
       
 
    Her nails dug into my sides as I railed her, her mouth a constant stream of dirty words and praise. I felt my balls tighten up against her, ready to shoot my second load of the day. And I’d only been awake for fifteen minutes.  
 
       
 
    “Gonna fill you up,” I grunted, pummeling her as hard as I could. “Gonna have that womb dripping with my load...”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, Daddy!” Claire’s mouth hung open, her tongue lolling as she came again and again on my cock. “Fill me up! Fuck a baby into me! Show the world you own my tight, fertile little womb…!”  
 
       
 
    At the suggestion that I was going to breed her, inseminate my girlfriend with my virile essence, I felt my body let go. My pleasure crested until the world disappeared, fading to the point of contact between us. My balls pumped shot after shot of hot, fertile come inside of her, her swollen walls glistening with my seed.  
 
       
 
    “Come for me, baby girl,” I grunted, binding her curvy body against my hard muscle. “Suck all that fucking come up into your womb for me. Show me what a good little slut you are...”  
 
       
 
    Her body quaked in my arms as she came, bliss making her weightless with delight. I felt her pussy clench up and pull my cock along with it, taking my load and sending it straight into her waiting womb. She cried out, the sensations driving her pleasure into the stratosphere as she sobbed and whimpered my name. I held her for a few more minutes, stroking her gently, then rolled onto my back and let her fit her warm, freshly-fucked body against mine.  
 
       
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, hiding her face against my collarbone. “I love you so much...”  
 
       
 
    How quickly things have changed, I thought dazedly. Thank God for CheatCode. Speaking of which…  
 
       
 
    “You’re a good slave,” I said, running my fingers through her lustrous hair. She shivered with pleasure at my compliment, grinning like my words were a diamond ring. “You please me very, very much. I like waking up next to you.”  
 
       
 
    “I want to wake up next to you every morning, Master, so I can feed you just like this. I want to make you the happiest man on Earth...”  
 
       
 
    “You know what would make me happy,” I muttered, glancing around, “is having my CheatCode. Where is that thing?”  
 
       
 
    Claire sprang up like nothing in the world mattered except my command, frantically looking for my CheatCode. God, I could get used to this, I thought, crossing my arms behind my head.  
 
       
 
    “Here it is, Master!” It had been on the floor next to the bed; she held it out to me like an offering. “I’m so glad I could find it for you...”  
 
       
 
    “Thanks...hey, what did you do?” The clamshell unit was already open – and the screen flashed wildly every few seconds.  
 
       
 
    She glanced at it in alarm. “Nothing, Master – I swear!” I believed her – and that sent a spike of panic through me. If this thing was broken, my fun was over. I had Claire, but I’d never achieve the rest of my dreams.  
 
       
 
    Fortunately, when I saw the message on the screen, a sigh of relief left my lips. It was just an update:  
 
       
 
    CheatOS V. 3.1.5 Available! This update improves performance, fixes several glitches, and will install the following new software:  
 
       
 
    - Character Editor  
 
       
 
    Would you like to install? Y/N  
 
       
 
    Hold up. An update? That didn’t make any sense. As far as I knew, this was the only one of these things in existence – so who was pushing updates to it? And why?  
 
       
 
    I felt a tightness in my chest. Did whoever had created this thing know I was using it? Did they approve, or was I going outside of whatever moral parameters they’d expected a CheatCode user to have? Were they coming for me right now?  
 
       
 
    I glanced over at Claire, who was staring at me with the most loving look I had ever seen on a human being. Couldn’t be, I thought. Calm the hell down, Brody. You’re being paranoid.  
 
       
 
    I selected Y, and the screen began to flash anew. “Installing Update...”  
 
       
 
    “What are you doing, Master?” Claire asked.  
 
       
 
    “This thing has some new software,” I told her with a shrug. “These things always take forever to update...”  
 
       
 
    Slowly the bar at the bottom of the screen filled up. Once it was done, the CheatCode rebooted. The start up screen was the same, except that the text beneath the two crossed-C’s that made up the logo now said “CheatOS V. 3.1.5.”  
 
       
 
    Upon reaching the main menu, I had a slightly different suite of options:  
 
       
 
    Cheat Code V3.1.4 – Menu  
 
       
 
    1) Bookmarks  
 
    2) NEW!: Character Editor  
 
    3) Popular Cheats  
 
    4) Cheats By Category  
 
    5) Cheats By Name  
 
    6) Advanced Search  
 
    7) Experimental Mode (V1.1)  
 
    8) TOP SECRET  
 
       
 
    Press the ‘CC’ key at any time to enter a Cheat...  
 
       
 
    Curious, I selected the new Character Editor and let it boot up. A series of categories populated the left side of the screen: everything from “Hair” and “Eyes” to more esoteric functions like “Permissiveness” and “Will.” A wireframe of a person filled the right-hand side of the screen...as I took it all in, I laughed.  
 
       
 
    I’d seen something exactly like this dozens of times – it was basically the character creation screen from a video game. The place where you decided the gender, build and appearance of your character before you started the game. I flipped to “Character List”, wanting to see who or what I had to play with.  
 
       
 
    Loaded Characters:  
 
       
 
    Natasha  
 
    Claire  
 
       
 
    NOTE: New character within range! Add to Editor?  
 
       
 
    “New character?” There was nobody here except me and Claire – they didn’t mean me, did they? The idea of using CheatCode to enhance myself sounded exciting, but I worried about what it might do to my mind. I needn’t have been concerned: it wasn’t talking about me.  
 
       
 
    I hit ‘Y’, and the screen changed to a bird’s eye view of my apartment complex, laid out like a set of blueprints. I could see myself along with Claire, two tiny human-shaped icons lying in bed together, and two units down I saw another moving from one room to another.  
 
       
 
    “Oh,” I said, chuckling. “Naomi’s home.”  
 
       
 
    “Who, Master?”  
 
       
 
    “My neighbor,” I said, showing her the screen. “The new update for CheatCode is a character editor. It’s showing me people in range who can be added to it, I guess.”  
 
       
 
    “Add her,” Claire said with a grin. “I wanna see!”  
 
       
 
    So, with a shrug, I did. The unit vibrated in my hand, and an instant later the wireframe human was replaced with a near-perfect image of Naomi. It looked just the tiniest bit like a cartoon, but squinting at it I could imagine it was a photograph someone had snapped of her.  
 
       
 
    “Eww,” Claire said, pressing her body tight against mine. “She’s so...old. You should make her young and sexy, like me.” She ran her hand down her side, grinning as she pulled back the covers.  
 
       
 
    I opened my mouth to protest, then closed it again. Could I do that?  
 
       
 
    “Let me check something...” I found the option for Age. It was set to 47. I didn’t know Naomi’s exact age, but if it wasn’t correct, it sounded pretty close. Just for fun, I clicked it down one, to 46.  
 
       
 
    A new box appeared at the bottom of the screen, marked “Apply Changes.” Shrugging, I pressed it.  
 
       
 
    The image flashed and reloaded. Naomi looked just about the same – maybe if I squinted hard, there’d been a bit of reduction in the wrinkles around her eyes. It was hard to tell if the Character Editor had done anything – it was a new feature, after all.  
 
       
 
    “What are you doing? I said young, Master.” Claire said with a giggle. “Make her a cute little slut and invite her over to play.”  
 
       
 
    Grinning, I decided to try something a bit more extreme. Holding down the arrow, I turned the age value all the way down to ‘18’, then once again clicked “Apply Changes.”  
 
       
 
    The effect was immediate and extreme.  
 
       
 
    Naomi disappeared, replaced with the wireframe for an instant, then reappeared completely changed. Where she had been saggy and wrinkled, she was now firm and supple – with the perfect body of an eighteen-year old goddess. Both of us gasped as we looked over her new features – she barely even looked like my neighbor Naomi any more. If she had some sort of model for a daughter, this might have been her.  
 
       
 
    “Wow,” I said. “She was a looker when she was younger.”  
 
       
 
    I heard something through the wall, vague and muffled. Was that my neighbor, suddenly discovering herself in possession of a sexy, bimbolicious body? If it was, I had more surprises in store for her.  
 
       
 
    “She looks good,” I said, turning back to the screen. “But we could do so much more...”  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t believe the level of control CheatCode gave me. With its power, I could sculpt every inch of Naomi’s flesh into a wet-dream fantasy that would have every guy in a ten-meter radius of her hard as a rock. I started with her breasts, increasing their size to almost cartoonish proportions, until they hung in perfect gravity-defying perkiness like soft balloons. Her lips were next, plump and glossy at all times with no need for makeup. I lengthened her already long, tan legs, increased the size and shape of her ass until she had a perfect heart-shaped booty, but it wasn’t until I got to her cunt that I really let myself go wild.  
 
       
 
    I made her as tight, wet and snug as a prom-night virgin, clenching her walls until my throbbing cock would just barely be able to penetrate her womb. I sent her sensitivity and wetness levels off the charts, until her perfect young cunt would be a constant fountain of sweet, thick girl-slime. Finally I removed every sexual restriction and prejudice she’d ever had: now things that she’d been a prude about in the past like threesomes, anal, bondage and every other fantasy I could come up with excited her to the point of delirium.  
 
       
 
    She could service a man for hours. Her body would come from so much as a stiff breeze. And the more depraved and filthy the sex acts performed on her became, the more turned on she’d be. Sounds just about perfect, I thought.  
 
       
 
    Apply Changes? Oh hell yes.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawd, Master,” Claire groaned, rubbing herself as she watched the CheatCode do its work. “That’s perfect! That’s just what I wanted!”  
 
       
 
    Once it was finished, I scanned the cheats for something I’d been looking for earlier. It wasn’t where I expected – I finally found it in location-based cheats, an unlikely place.  
 
       
 
    Compel target NPC to return to protagonist? Y/N  
 
       
 
    I selected ‘Y’, leaning back with a smug little smile. Naomi would come running over to our apartment, and she wouldn’t know why. Then, I’d educate her.  
 
       
 
    “Go to the front door,” I said, “and greet our guest. Make her come.”  
 
       
 
    Claire’s eyes lit up. “She’s on her way?”  
 
       
 
    I nodded, and she sprang from the bed. As she reached for her clothes, I held up a hand.  
 
       
 
    “Ah ah,” I said. “As you are.”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, sir!” She disappeared, and a few seconds later I heard knocking at the door. I stretched and sighed, then slid out of bed to join my slaves.  
 
       
 
    When I got to the living room, everything was just as I had hoped. Naomi looked the spitting image of the girl I’d created: a busty, blindingly gorgeous slut. Her eyes shined with disbelief, like she hadn’t fully accepted her new body yet.  
 
       
 
    Claire was helping her with that. The redhead was on her knees, running her tongue down Naomi’s belly to tease the younger woman, her fingers massaging between her thighs.  
 
       
 
    “You want that tongue?” Claire asked.  
 
       
 
    It was amazing. Naomi was so sensitive that a tongue on her stomach had her biting her lip, quivering with flushed cheeks. I imagined what my cock could do and was pleased.  
 
       
 
    “Hey, neighbor,” I said, walking into the room naked as if it were the most natural thing on Earth. “I see you’ve met my new girlfriend.”  
 
       
 
    “Brody? Look at me! Look at what’s happened...ohhhh shit!”  
 
       
 
    Her face scrunched up adorably as she came, her body shooting straight into the heights of pleasure the instant Claire’s mouth found her cunt. She cried out, digging her fingers into Claire’s glossy red hair as she ate her out, riding the girl’s face with her hips.  
 
       
 
    “I know,” I said, idly stroking my cock. I loved the way her eyes instantly were drawn to it and couldn’t look away, like it was already her world. “I made you young again.”  
 
       
 
    “You!” She looked like she wanted to be shocked, but was way too turned on to muster any real emotion. “You mean...this isn’t a dream? All this is real?”  
 
       
 
    I laughed loud and long. “Of course it’s real! Congratulations, Naomi – I made you eighteen again.”  
 
       
 
    She was awe-struck. “It won’t go away?”  
 
       
 
    “Not for twenty years or so,” I mused. “After that, I guess I can just make you eighteen again...assuming you please me.”  
 
       
 
    Her gaze changed. Naomi would never again look at me in the friendly but detached way she looked at her neighbor Brody. Now she gazed at me with the devoted, loving, intense look of someone seeing her King. Her God.  
 
       
 
    “Oh my gawd that feels so good,” she groaned, climaxing again on Claire’s face. “Did you do this to her, too?”  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes.” I was close to her now; close enough to touch. I could smell how badly she wanted it. “I remade her body, too. And her mind. You can feel it, can’t you – you’re different inside, too.”  
 
       
 
    “I...I am,” she admitted, flushing with the last vestiges of shame she would ever feel. “Before I would have thought...I would have thought this was sinful. Women aren’t supposed to...to pleasure other women. It’s wrong.”  
 
       
 
    “And now?”  
 
       
 
    A little giggle left her lips. “It turns me on so much. I love being bad. I want to do dirty things – all the dirty things I never did when I was this young the first time. I want to be a...” she stammered, forcing the words out, “a slut for you, Sir. A d-depraved little tramp...”  
 
       
 
    “Good.” I ran my fingers under her chin, cupping it. “Have you ever worshipped a man’s cock, Naomi?”  
 
       
 
    She shook her head. “Blowjobs are gross...were gross, I mean.” She flushed crimson.  
 
       
 
    I chuckled. “What do you think of them now? You don’t want this in your mouth?”  
 
       
 
    I guided her hand to my cock and let her stroke it. She moaned deep in her throat, running her fingers up and down the shaft.  
 
       
 
    “I want it,” she whimpered. “God help me, I want it in my throat. I want you to...to shoot in my mouth!”  
 
       
 
    “Get on your knees,” I commanded. “Claire, get next to her. Give her some help – show her how it’s done.”  
 
       
 
    I shouldn’t have worried. As the two girls took their places on their knees before me, it was clear Naomi’s enthusiasm more than made up for her lack of experience. Once Claire fed her my cock, guiding it down her slender throat, she attacked it like she’d been born to suck cock, taking me all the way to the hilt and running her plump new lips over my balls.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, surprised at how good she was. “Your mouth feels amazing, Naomi. You ready for your reward?”  
 
       
 
    She nodded with my cock still in her mouth, a gesture I couldn’t help but find cute as hell.  
 
       
 
    “Take it deep, then.”  
 
       
 
    She complied, practically inhaling my fuck-stick as she bobbed up and down in my lap. I felt my cock twitching and spurting inside her, my balls tightening as they prepared to shoot their load. I gripped the back of her head and thrust forward, fucking her face as I lost control.  
 
       
 
    I exploded down her throat with a series of loud, savage grunts, each accompanied by a fat jet of spunk. She held her ground like a champ, sucking the head of my cock as I blew over and over again, filling her throat with creamy goodness.  
 
       
 
    As I came down from my peak, she slowed her pace, milking my cock with slow, loving licks and kisses. She pulled off, turning to Claire and kissing her deeply. My seed coated their tongues as they embraced, fat gobs of it dribbling down their lips and onto their breasts. As I watched, already growing hard again, they cleaned each other off, giving me a show.  
 
       
 
    “How did you like your first blowjob, slut?” Claire purred.  
 
       
 
    “It was amazing,” Naomi admitted. “I felt so...so powerful with your cock down my throat, Sir. I was so happy I could please you that way. Thank you...”  
 
       
 
    “You’re welcome,” I said, staring down at her. “And from now on, why don’t you call me ‘Master’?”  
 
       
 
    “Master,” she said, closing her eyes and sighing like someone feeling a warm breeze on a cold day. “Yes. I would love to call you Master, Master.”  
 
       
 
    Two sluts, I thought. All thanks to CheatCode. Life was amazing, and getting more so by the second.  
 
       
 
    “Would you like us to serve you some more, Master?” Claire asked, biting her lip. “It looks like you’re still hard.”  
 
       
 
    I did want that – but I had a better idea. A hotter, more forbidden one.  
 
       
 
    “I do,” I said, “but first, we have to get Naomi situated.”  
 
       
 
    Claire frowned. “Situated how, Master?”  
 
       
 
    “Just look at her.” The girl’s clothes were in tatters, of course – parts of them had split from her new breasts and ass, while parts hung off her, far too many sizes too big. “If she’s going to serve me, she needs a new wardrobe.”  
 
       
 
    Naomi’s mouth dropped open. Something deep and repressed inside her came to the surface, looking at me with a hopefulness that was almost touching.  
 
       
 
    “I...I don’t really spend money on myself,” she said, sounding guilty. “You know I’m much too old to worry about makeup or the latest clothes...”  
 
       
 
    She was right – the old Naomi had never taken care of herself. But I could tell it was something she’d always secretly wanted – to look and dress as sexy as the younger girls she coveted. And now that she was one of those younger girls…  
 
       
 
    “You’re not too old anymore,” I said. “And money is no object. You do want to look good for your Master, don’t you?”  
 
       
 
    It was like I’d opened the door to her wildest dreams, just a crack. “Y-yes, Master. I just...I don’t feel worthy...”  
 
       
 
    “I don’t care how you feel,” I growled, lifting her to her feet. I was so strong now, I could treat her like a fucking ragdoll – and I could tell she loved it. “You’re my slave now, Naomi – and my slaves are the sexiest, most confident women on Earth. I command you to walk around in sexy lingerie and fuck-me heels. I command you to wear your makeup like a pornstar, just like I command you to spread your legs or your lips for me whenever I say. Got it?”  
 
       
 
    Her smile was like every Christmas morning all at once, bright and beaming like the sun. “Yes, Master! I...I will! I’d...I’d be SO happy to do that for you!”  
 
       
 
    “Good.” Having a grateful slave is an interesting idea. It’ll be fun to set the two of them against each other – but first I need to put them on equal footing.  
 
       
 
    I was going to have fun making Naomi my pampered little bimbo slut. And just when she thought being my slave was all wine and roses…  
 
       
 
    ...I’d bring out the handcuffs and have some real fun.  
 
       
 
    “Get something that she’ll fit into,” I told Claire, grabbing my own clothes. “We’re going shopping. And we’re taking CheatCode with us.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Four: Player Two Has Entered The Game  
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “Congratulations, Hero. How would you like your reward?”  
 
       
 
    My newest bimbo servant spread her legs, a naughty grin on her face as she presented herself on all fours. Her folds glistened with juice, her massive tits leaking milk as they swayed. Her body was wet and primed and ready to please me, ready to beg and cheer and coax me into firing my load deep into her fertile womb. She smelled like pure sex.  
 
       
 
    My CheatCode flashed like an alarm, vibrating so hard against the table that it thrummed, but I was completely ignoring it. I couldn’t think of anything but the beautiful, petite young goddess offering herself to me. Ever since I’d discovered the power to enter cheat codes in the real world, I’d watched dozens of women drop to their knees and beg to pleasure me – but none of them were like this. This girl was a CheatCode owner of her own – and I’d conquered her.  
 
       
 
    “You want this, Hero?” She slid two fingers into her cunt, spreading the walls as she gasped with pleasure. “You want to fuck my tight, wet little cunt? Or maybe you’d prefer my ass?”  
 
       
 
    Amazed, I watched as she removed her fingers from her slit and spread her pucker, the juices on her fingers letting her easily slide inside her most private channel.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck, it’s so tight,” she said with a smile. “I don’t even know if your big cock could fit inside here, Master. I’d be more than willing to try, though.”  
 
       
 
    My cock throbbed in my pants, demanding that I take action. I wanted to bury it inside this woman – to own her, to make her mine forever. I was intoxicated by her beauty, turned on beyond belief by her raw, no-limits submission.  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fuck every one of your holes,” I growled, gathering her bright red hair in my fist and pulling. “I’m going to leave you dripping. You belong to me now, Lila.”  
 
       
 
    LilaRED, the mysterious woman who’d left hidden messages all over my CheatCode, thrust her pussy against me and sobbed with need.  
 
       
 
    “Please, Master,” she begged, biting down hard on her bottom lip. “Make me yours. Add me to your collection. You deserve it – you’ve won. You beat me.”  
 
       
 
    I had. I really had. And it had been so easy…  
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
    Player Two has entered the game!  
 
       
 
    The message flashed on the screen of my CheatCode. For a moment I stared at it dumbly, not comprehending what it meant. Of course, I was a little distracted at that moment.  
 
       
 
    “What’s going on, Master?” Naomi frowned as she finished pulling the fishnet stockings up her long, bare legs, their thin mesh and a pair of skintight black panties the only thing she was wearing. We were in the dressing room of an outrageously expensive boutique, buying my newest slave her brand-new wardrobe. Thanks to CheatCode’s powers, money was no object, and I’d spent the last hour getting my own private fashion show – Naomi’s body was model-perfect, a canvas of soft curves and flawless skin that made the caveman portion of my brain grunt with delight. I’d come in her – and on her – three times already, and we hadn’t even gotten to the bandage dresses yet.  
 
       
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her luscious tits and tapping the keys. “Some kind of notification...”  
 
       
 
    “Well, make it go away,” Naomi said with a giggle. “I need you to help me decide which of these garter belts will look best while you film Claire and I fucking.”  
 
       
 
    “Why not just get all of them,” I murmured, tapping the screen. Unlike every other notification I’d gotten on CheatCode, this one wasn’t just going away. And the longer it stayed on the screen, the more uneasy I got. What exactly did it mean by Player Two, anyway?  
 
       
 
    “Master!” I glanced up to see Naomi’s face inches away from mine. Her hands trailed up my thighs, rubbing at the bulge in my slacks. “Earth to Master – what exactly do I need to do to get your attention?”  
 
       
 
    “I think there’s a problem,” I said, holding up CheatCode. “I think there might be a serious problem...”  
 
       
 
    The screen went black. Naomi’s eyes widened in shock, and I knew mine were doing the same. The LCD display flashed green, then blue, then red – cycling through the primary colors as if were rebooting its operating system.  
 
       
 
    Then, a message appeared on the screen that made my stomach do a flip and my blood run cold:  
 
       
 
    Jockey CheatCode LOCKED = Auth.Code “LILARED”  
 
       
 
    “Locked!?” I stared at the little device in disbelief, expecting any moment that the message would fade and the normal functions of the CheatCode would resume. When they didn’t, that’s when I really started to panic.  
 
       
 
    Naomi reached out and tapped the keys, frowning – it was the first time I had ever let anyone else touch the inner-workings of the device, but I was still so shocked I barely noticed. She shook it gently, like that was going to do anything, and sat down heavily on the little chair in the dressing room cubicle.  
 
       
 
    “What the hell?” She handed it back to me. “What’s going on, Master?”  
 
       
 
    ‘Jockey’ was the name I’d put in for Player One when I’d booted up the CheatCode for the first time, so that was me. And my device had been locked by…?  
 
       
 
    Lila. The mysterious L, the woman who’d left a bunch of cryptic-as-hell messages all over my new toy for me to find. She was cutting me off.  
 
       
 
    “Dammit!” I smacked the keys with my palm, screaming loud enough that the snatches of conversation in the other dressing rooms fell silent. “Damn it, damn it!”  
 
       
 
    As if in response to my swearing, the screen went black. I leaned forward, holding the device up as green pixels began to rain from the top of the screen, forming themselves into words like something from an old two-color 80’s computer:  
 
       
 
    If you want it back, meet me at your harem. Bring the girls. L  
 
       
 
    “That...bitch,” I whispered, slamming the clamshell design closed. Not only had she cut off the source of my power, she knew exactly where I’d set up my home base – where the girls I’d turned into my submissive bimbo sluts called home. And she wanted to meet them, for reasons I couldn’t fathom.  
 
       
 
    “We have to go,” I whispered to Naomi, indicating she should get dressed. “Apparently we’ve got a very important meeting.”  
 
       
 
    There was still a fat wad of bills stuffed into my wallet – those hadn’t disappeared when Lila locked my CheatCode. I breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
       
 
    “Ready, Master.” Naomi had done nothing but tossed a flimsy white sundress over her outfit – it fit tight around her titanic bust and her supple curves.  
 
       
 
    “Jesus,” I said with a grin. “You look dirtier with that on than you did topless.”  
 
       
 
    “I know, Master,” she replied with a little grin. “Every man’s going to stare at me when they see me like this, wishing they were you.”  
 
       
 
    If they knew who I was going to see, they might not be wishing quite so hard to change places, I thought ruefully. Still, hacking reality had its good points.  
 
       
 
    “Grab the rest of your clothes,” I said, nodding at the small pile next to her. “I have more than enough money – and I want my newest slave to look good for me.”  
 
       
 
    She squealed with delight. “Thank you, Master!”  
 
       
 
    I should save it, I thought. Who knows when or if I’ll be able to magic up more. But if I can’t enjoy it, what point is there?  
 
       
 
    I opened up the dressing room and searched out Claire. She was busy chatting up a young, taut-looking sales girl with raven-black hair – no doubt sizing her up for potential inclusion in my harem. I couldn’t fault her choice of girl – she certainly knew what I liked – but even if the spirit was willing, the CheatCode was weak.  
 
       
 
    I threw down more than I normally made in a year on Naomi’s new wardrobe, and with a final hug and a promise to meet up with the salesgirl soon, Claire led us outside and into the car. On our way back to the apartment, I explained to her everything that had happened; her mouth dropped open when I got to the part about the lock.  
 
       
 
    “She’s real?” I had told Claire way more about my first experience using CheatCode than my other girls, so she already knew all about Lila’s little messages. “I thought she was some kind of developer’s joke. Like a muse, or a mascot.”  
 
       
 
    “I guess not. Not unless mascots can camp out in your house and mess with your electronics.”  
 
       
 
    As we pulled into the parking lot, I searched the windows of the condo, hoping for a glimpse of our intruder. All the windows were black, dead – the place looked exactly like we’d left it. From down here, at least.  
 
       
 
    “Should we go up first, Master?” Naomi thrust her head out of the car window and stared up at the apartment, her lip trembling ever so slightly. The way she moved caused her back to arch and her perfect, heart-shaped ass to fill the backseat, making my cock throb with need. I wanted to fill that tight, perfect little pucker with my cock, and as soon as I got my powers back I resolved to explore her most private channel thoroughly.  
 
       
 
    “No,” I said, tearing my gaze away from her lush curves. “We’ll all go up together.”  
 
       
 
    And that’s what we did, me flanked by my girls on the way up like some kind of bimbo posse from hell. As we got to the front door, Claire put her arm on my shoulder and squeezed gently, giving me her strength.  
 
       
 
    “Come in!” The voice on the other side of the door was sing-song, almost too friendly. “Don’t be a stranger!”  
 
       
 
    She was waiting on the couch, lying across it with her feet up and a glass of my Scotch in one hand. As I walked into the living room she set the glass down and turned, allowing me to see what else she was holding: a CheatCode. I froze in my tracks at the sight of it – it was an exact duplicate of mine in every way except one: while mine was the matte black of construction paper and cheap vinyl flooring, hers was cherry red.  
 
       
 
    “You should see the look on your face,” she whispered, grinning. The CheatCode in her hands hummed before dinging once, like an egg timer.  
 
       
 
    “You must be Lila,” I said, trying to sound smooth.  
 
       
 
    “That would be correct,” she murmured, her eyes focused on the screen of her own CheatCode. It dinged again, then a third time, and with a satisfied little smile she closed the device and looked up at me. “You’ve been having fun.”  
 
       
 
    “I have,” I agreed.  
 
       
 
    “Until someone put a lock on your new favorite toy. What sort of mean little bitch would do a thing like that?”  
 
       
 
    I looked over the self-described ‘mean little bitch’, burning her features into my memory. She was younger than I would have expected, although maybe she’d used cheats to keep her body that way. Shorter, too. She was a tiny little thing with pale skin, thick curves and gorgeous red hair – the kind of girl who was normally submissive and loved to have her tiny body put in all kinds of positions by a big strong man in the bedroom. But there didn’t seem to be much submissive about Lila from the looks of her.  
 
       
 
    I decided to go with a safe approach: nice and friendly.  
 
       
 
    “Wow,” I said, taking a step forward, “it’s so good to finally meet you.”  
 
       
 
    She cocked an eyebrow, regarding me quizzically. “You, too.”  
 
       
 
    “I had no idea there were other CheatCodes – but of course you’d have one.” I forced my lips into a grin. “How many are there?”  
 
       
 
    Her reaction wasn’t what I expected. She sighed heavily, a wistful, far-away look entering her eyes.  
 
       
 
    “How many are there?” She laughed, and I got the impression there was real pain in it. “As many as there are stars in the sky, Brody – as many CheatCodes are there are possible futures in this universe.”  
 
       
 
    I was stunned. “That’s a lot.”  
 
       
 
    For a moment, her eyes looked utterly haunted. What had happened to this woman?  
 
       
 
    “It’s not enough,” she said, the words tumbling from her lips like stones falling into a deep pool.  
 
       
 
    We stood there for a moment, watching each other, then the businesslike demeanor slowly crept back into her face.  
 
       
 
    “Anyway,” she said, “I’ve been watching you play with your new toy, Brody. And frankly, I’m pretty disappointed.”  
 
       
 
    “Disappointed how?”  
 
       
 
    “Yeah,” Claire added. “Master has been wonderful ever since he became our alpha-male king...”  
 
       
 
    “I’m talking to him,” Lila snarled, staring daggers at Claire. “Not you. And I’m disappointed because of how...let’s say, limited, your use of your CheatCode ended up being.”  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t help but notice she was speaking in the past tense. I didn’t like that one bit.  
 
       
 
    “I think I had a pretty creative mind with regards to it,” I said slowly, trying to come up with a rebuttal. “The Character Editor, especially, was an inspired use of my power.”  
 
       
 
    “I gave you the Character Editor,” Lila said, rolling her eyes. “And I did it because I was bored.”  
 
       
 
    She sat up, putting her slender legs over the edge of the couch. They just barely touched the floor – dimly, I wondered how such a small girl could put away so much booze.  
 
       
 
    “I gave you a device that can alter time and space,” she said, drinking deep from her glass. “I gave you the powers of a God, and you used them to get laid. Worse, you used them...unjustly.”  
 
       
 
    Unjustly? I didn’t like the sound of that.  
 
       
 
    “Look, obviously I have some room for improvement,” I said with a chuckle. “But I think if you gave most guys a way to turn women into their adoring servants, the first thing they’d do is find all the women they’d wanted to bang and make them into a harem...”  
 
       
 
    “I know,” Lila said, rubbing her face. “Believe me, I know all too well...”  
 
       
 
    As she trailed off, a wicked smile spread across her face. Just watching it sent alarm bells ringing in my brain.  
 
       
 
    “You never even got into the TOP SECRET folder,” she said, shaking her head. All of a sudden, I realized what was bugging me about the way she spoke. She didn’t sound like a villain laying out her evil plan to a hero: she sounded like a teacher who was disappointed with a potentially promising student – one who ended up dropping out instead of graduating. Whatever Lila had been doing when she let CheatCode fall into my life – if it had indeed been her doing – she wasn’t pleased with how I’d been using my gift.  
 
       
 
    “It’s locked,” I said. “I tried to get into it...”  
 
       
 
    “You tried once,” Lila said. “I labeled the damn thing TOP SECRET, what ELSE should I have done? If you can’t even have the basic human curiosity to want to know what’s hidden behind a door marked TOP SECRET, you really don’t deserve to be a wielder.”  
 
       
 
    “Wielder?” I seized on the word. “Is that what you call yourselves? People with these...CheatCodes?”  
 
       
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” she said sadly. She flipped her CheatCode open so quickly I didn’t even see it happen – she must have practiced that little wrist twist in the mirror for months. “None of this matters, Brody. It was right in front of your face the whole time and you couldn’t see it. Maybe if you had...”  
 
       
 
    She chuckled to herself. “Maybe if you had, you could have avoided this.”  
 
       
 
    “Avoided what?”  
 
       
 
    She pushed a key on the device – and a wave of force shot out in all directions.  
 
       
 
    I dropped to my knees, barely able to stay upright. Naomi and Claire weren’t so lucky – both of them went down, rolling onto the plush carpet on their elbows and knees.  
 
       
 
    Cheat Activated! The voice was robotic; it had come from Lila’s CheatCode. Units B & C are now under your control.  
 
       
 
    I had just enough time to wonder what the hell that meant when I felt arms on me – familiar arms. My cock throbbed in anticipation for a moment, but Claire and Naomi weren’t tearing at my clothes – they were holding me still.  
 
       
 
    “What the hell?” I wriggled in their grip, trying to break free. “What are you two doing?”  
 
       
 
    “They’re doing my bidding,” Lila said with a yawn, standing up. “They’re mine now.”  
 
       
 
    No! No, she couldn’t! She couldn’t just take my girlfriends away from me…  
 
       
 
    Then my gaze settled on her CheatCode. Yes she could.  
 
       
 
    “Hold him,” Lila commanded, pointing her CheatCode in my direction as I struggled. “I don’t want to miss this time.”  
 
       
 
    I put all my weight on one side and tried to toss myself across the room: but it was no use. Another wave of force rippled from Lila’s CheatCode, rolling over my body like a tsunami.  
 
       
 
    Suddenly I stopped struggling. I felt...good. Better than good, actually. A slow, stupid smile spread across my face.  
 
       
 
    “There,” Lila said with a tired little smile. “Much better.”  
 
       
 
    My eyes widened and my mouth dropped open at the sight of her. Lila had been good-looking before, but now? Now she was a goddess. It seemed impossible that any woman throughout history had ever looked better than she did – every inch of her perfect body pressed all my buttons at once, setting me wild with desire. I wanted to serve her, to please her, to worship her…  
 
       
 
    She did something to you, a little voice in the back of my head screamed. She took control.  
 
       
 
    Once she was next to me, she cocked her head and looked up into my eyes. She was a few inches shorter than me, and with pure bliss coursing through my body I judged her to be the most perfect height on Earth.  
 
       
 
    “Did you ever use CheatCode on yourself? Just to try it out, see what it would feel like?”  
 
       
 
    I shook my head.  
 
       
 
    “I see. You know, I was once standing right where you were, Brody. I was a slave – a brainless fuckdoll, thanks to CheatCode. You know how I escaped?”  
 
       
 
    I shook my head again. Escape? Why would anyone want to escape?  
 
       
 
    She picked up my CheatCode and shoved it in my face. “I found the fucking password,” she growled, tossing the black device onto the couch.  
 
       
 
    “You have one chance,” she said, her finger replacing the CheatCode in front of my eyes. “Fight me. Resist me. If you can put in that password, you’ll have all your powers back...and you’ll have me, Brody. I’ll be your slave, and if you thought these little bimbos you’ve been banging could make you feel good, you haven’t seen anything yet. My body is CheatCode enhanced, able to make a man come like a fucking fountain all night long, take you to heights that make you feel like the king of the goddamn universe!”  
 
       
 
    A little worm of doubt crawled through the wall of bliss inside of me, giving me the tiniest bit of room to fight. The password, I told myself, struggling to think. What was the password?  
 
       
 
    “So,” she said, her brows drawing together in irritation. “FIGURE-”  
 
       
 
    She slapped me. Hard.  
 
       
 
    “IT-”  
 
       
 
    Again. But they didn’t hurt. They were pure pleasure, the sting replaced with a bliss that left my breathing ragged.  
 
       
 
    “OUT!”  
 
       
 
    As she finished speaking, she pressed a button on her CheatCode. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure, fireworks going off in my brain as I went from zero to orgasm in no time flat. My cock sprang to full mast, burst after burst of sticky come flooding my boxers as I came, helpless to stop myself.  
 
       
 
    “That’s a good boy,” Lila purred, running her finger down my chin. In an instant, her entire demeanor had changed again – now she was the lover, not the tormentor. I realized in the back of my mind that this was much more dangerous.  
 
       
 
    She wants me to give in, I thought, coming down from my peak. Fuck, I want to so bad…  
 
       
 
    “Does my sexy little slave want to make his Mistress happy?” Lila’s fingers trailed down my chest, working my belt free. “Wants to make Mistress come?”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, unable to control my words. “Please, please let me serve you...”  
 
       
 
    “That’s right,” Lila purred. “Let me see that cock...”  
 
       
 
    She yanked down my pants, and then my boxers, letting my throbbing cock bob in front of her face. It was thick and veiny, covered in my load, and her face lit up as she saw it.  
 
       
 
    “One second,” she said, fingering her CheatCode. “That’s a nice cock and all, but we can do better than that...”  
 
       
 
    She pressed a button – and I began to change. My cock lengthened, sticking out straighter as it grew in weight and girth. I expected pain, but it was sheer pleasure – almost enough to wring another orgasm out of me. When she was done, my cock was nearly a foot long and thick enough to stretch any girl’s walls to the brim.  
 
       
 
    “There we go,” she said with relish. “Now we’re talking. Come here.”  
 
       
 
    She led me to the couch, where my CheatCode lay on the furthest cushion like a beam of light in a prison cell. My two former slaves flanked the furniture, their bodies at perfect attention for their new mistress.  
 
       
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” Lila growled, spreading out on the couch. “You’re going to be my new pet, just like these girls are. Brainless slaves with no will. You’d love that, wouldn’t you Brody? Never thinking again – just feeling endless pleasure for the rest of your life...”  
 
       
 
    That would be amazing. But there was a problem – I wanted my CheatCode even more.  
 
       
 
    “Your dinky little toy is right there,” she said mockingly, pointing at the black device. “If your dumb little slave brain can think of the password, I give you permission to put it in. But you won’t. You belong to me now, and once you see this you won’t be able to think at all...”  
 
       
 
    Password, my mind screamed. It’s right in front of my face right in front of my face…  
 
       
 
    Then something else was right in front of my face, and all other thoughts disappeared. Lila removed her jeans and slid her panties to the side, and her pussy was the world.  
 
       
 
    I could feel my mouth water. Her slit was perfectly hairless, perfectly wet, perfectly perfect. All I wanted was to sink between her legs and let my tongue worship that needy, beautiful womanhood for the rest of my life – any thoughts of escape were utterly alien to me. I was home.  
 
       
 
    “Come eat my cunt, slave,” Lila said. “And you...Naomi, right? Let me suck on those big titties while your boyfriend makes me come.”  
 
       
 
    Naomi obediently leaned over Lila, presenting her milk-filled titties for the sucking. Lila ran her tongue over the nipple, teasing out the creamy fluid, but before I could see more my head was between her pale thighs – I wanted her cunt, wanted it like fish want to swim and teenagers on prom night want to fuck. The smell of it washed over me, instantly my new favorite sent, and I buried my face in her folds.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck!” Lila’s thighs quivered around me, her back arching. “Oh Brody, we are going to get along just fine, you filthy little cunt eater!”  
 
       
 
    I was. I was filthy, a filthy little slave. A slave…  
 
       
 
    No! Something inside of me rebelled against the word. I have to fight this. I have to figure out the password…  
 
       
 
    Lila had said it was right in front of me the entire time. What was right in front of me the entire time?  
 
       
 
    My CheatCode. My nose, which pressed against her fucking amazing folds as I went down on her. What else?  
 
       
 
    Claire, I thought, grabbing every neuron I could away from the sweaty, caveman part of my brain who wanted nothing more than to worship Lila’s cunt. Naomi? Me…?  
 
       
 
    It wasn’t worth a shot. Not really. But it was the only chance I was going to get.  
 
       
 
    Deep inside myself, I marshaled my resources. Slowly, like the tide pulling away from a sandy beach, I could feel Lila’s power rolling away from me – and knew somewhere deep down inside that this was the only reprieve from it I was going to get. I pushed, my tongue encircling her clit and making her beg as I readied to push away.  
 
       
 
    Here goes nothing, I thought. Now!  
 
       
 
    With every ounce of willpower I had, I pushed away from Lila, shoving her down into the couch as I twisted and grabbed the CheatCode. She laughed wickedly as I fumbled at the keys, trying to open the login page for the TOP SECRET folder.  
 
       
 
    “What is he doing, Mistress?” Naomi raised her chest, glancing up at me with a puzzled expression.  
 
       
 
    “Just enjoying his last few moments of freedom,” Lila said, grabbing the girl’s tit. “Go on and try, bitch boy – then bring that sweet little mouth of yours back over here...”  
 
       
 
    I had three chances, I knew. After that, the CheatCode would lock: and I wouldn’t get a second chance. Lila would make sure of that.  
 
       
 
    Claire, I typed, entering the word one finger at a time. When it was in, I pressed Enter and…  
 
       
 
    Incorrect Password. Two Attempts Remaining.  
 
       
 
    Shit! Well, if it wasn’t that, it certainly wasn’t Naomi. Yet I still typed it, having no other options, and watched as the message flashed again:  
 
       
 
    Incorrect Password. One Attempt Remaining.  
 
       
 
    I started to type. B-R-O…  
 
       
 
    Wait. That wasn’t what I’d typed. The screen that had greeted me upon logging in to CheatCode for the first time flashed in my mind’s eye: Name Player One.  
 
       
 
    I hadn’t given it my real name. Instead, I’d entered…  
 
       
 
    JOCKEY, I typed, a little grin flitting across my face. It felt like a lifetime ago since I’d been able to use that word to describe my shitty tech support job. Time to hit the button; time to burn my last chance at freedom.  
 
       
 
    As I hit the button, I looked up into Lila’s eyes. An instant passed, and from her expression, I knew whatever she expected to happen hadn’t occurred. A surge of hope blossomed in my chest; looking down I saw a new string of messages…  
 
       
 
    Password Authenticated! You have been upgraded to SuperUSER status!…  
 
    SAVE/LOAD feature unlocked!…  
 
    Multiverse Technology unlocked!…  
 
    JockeyBLACK activated!  
 
    You have 734 new messages!  
 
       
 
    I’ll have time to sift through you later, I thought, lifting the CheatCode and thrusting it out before me like a sword. Lila’s face went pale as milk; but strangely, she just shoved Naomi aside and sat up, watching me expectantly. Why wasn’t she running?  
 
       
 
    Scan complete, the CheatCode let me know. You may activate cheats at any time.  
 
       
 
    “You’re mine now,” I said triumphantly, pushing the button. Then I froze, because there was a look on Lila’s face like nothing I had ever seen before. Tears collected at the sides of her eyes, but her grin was utterly savage – a little scary, I’m not afraid to admit.  
 
       
 
    As the wave of force advanced on her, she lifted her arms and laughed, like she was the one who had won.  
 
       
 
    Her voice was a snarl of triumph and despair at once. “I knew you had it in you!”  
 
       
 
    Then it hit her. Her head lolled back, her skin flushed with sudden, extreme arousal. I hadn’t been going for finesse, just submission, and Lila’s body was already primed and ready for sex. She spread her legs, licking her lips as her eyes went glassy then came back, her body taut with anticipation.  
 
       
 
    “Oh, Master,” she groaned, the sound making my cock throb. “Thank you so much for making me your slut...”  
 
       
 
    I didn’t hold back. In a flash I was on her; our bodies pressed together on the couch like there was nothing in the world except hot, hungry need. She was so tiny, it was nothing to lift her up and bend her to my will – I had her over the arm, her legs spread so wide it was amazing she could keep her balance.  
 
       
 
    She was as warm as an oven as I buried the head of my cock in her folds, just the tip stretching her opening. A fat bead of precum shot from the tip, making her even more ready.  
 
       
 
    “You want it?” I grabbed her hair and pinned her curves against me. “Beg me for it. Beg me like a helpless little slave.”  
 
       
 
    In an instant, her voice was everything I wanted: pleading and submissive.  
 
       
 
    “Please, Master! Please fuck me? I’ll be so tight and wet for you – I’ll make your cock feel just right, like a real man should feel! Please let me show you what I can do, what a good girl I can be...”  
 
       
 
    That was enough for me. Grabbing her by the hips, I thrust forward with all my force and split her to the hilt, filling her tight little cunt with my cock. She was so tight around me, her wet walls fit me like a second skin – she was a perfect sheathe for my manhood.  
 
       
 
    We moved together, like nothing I had ever felt before: I’d never been with a girl like this. Lila had used every trick in the book on herself with the aid of her CheatCode, and she moved like a wet dream – she knew exactly how to fuck me back, what I wanted next and how to drive me wild. Every scrape of her nails, every perfectly pitched moan, every wanton unplanned moment where she just lost control against me and begged me to go deeper drove me mad with lust.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck me,” she begged, her voice ragged with lust. “Come inside me, Master! Take what belongs to you! This fucking pussy is yours, it’s your pussy, fuck your pussy as hard as you wanna...”  
 
       
 
    I was. My hips were a blur, pummeling her cunt with thrusts so hard I wasn’t sure which would happen first: me coming or passing out. But then I felt my balls tighten against her slit, sparks flying up the edges of my shaft as I prepared to fill her with my load.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck,” I grunted, my mouth hot against her neck as I pinned her down. “I’m gonna fucking come, Lila. I’m gonna fucking shoot...”  
 
       
 
    She coaxed me perfectly, milking my cock with her walls as they clenched around my cock. I gave one final thrust, as deep into her waiting womb as I could fuck, and let myself go. The world dissolved into bliss, lights flashing through my vision as Lila’s cunt worked my spurting cock like the queen of fucking. I shot again and again, her walls milking fat bursts of semen from my cock, making me come harder and longer than ever before.  
 
       
 
    When I pulled out of her I was utterly spent. I rolled back on the couch, basking in my afterglow, and looked over my newest slave. Lila was mine now, and she knew everything about her CheatCode, inside and out. The secrets of that little device were in her head, and now she would tell me all of them – there was no limit to what I could do…  
 
       
 
    I reached out for my CheatCode, staring at the screen with my eyes half-open. There was a message flashing at the bottom, blinking lazily:  
 
       
 
    Player One has entered the game!  
 
       
 
    “Player One?” I laughed. “That makes no sense.”  
 
       
 
    But if I wasn’t taking the message seriously, Lila certainly was. “Wait – what!?”  
 
       
 
    “It’s nothing,” I said breezily. “In fact, I think your first act as slave will be to tell me how to turn these notifications off...”  
 
       
 
    “Master,” Lila said quickly. There was a frantic look in her eyes that made me do a double-take. “I’ll be happy to tell you that – but first, there’s something I really need to tell you...”  
 
       
 
    “Are you disobeying me? I might have to punish you for being such a bad girl...”  
 
       
 
    “Master!” Lila’s face was dead serious. “There is something very important you need to know!”  
 
       
 
    “What, about Player One?” I scoffed. For once, I wasn’t worried about some stupid message. “There’s nothing to worry about. Of course Player One has entered the game – he’s been here all along. I’m Player One.”  
 
       
 
    “Master, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. You’re not.”  
 
       
 
    The words hit me like a brick. “What?”  
 
       
 
    “You’re not Player One, Master,” Lila said, her lip trembling. “You never have been. And now...”  
 
       
 
    I heard a ripping sound behind me, like a far-off hurricane. But I knew it was right behind my head. I turned, and my eyes bugged out of my head.  
 
       
 
    “What the fuck is that!?”  
 
       
 
    “...now,” Lila said, her face ashen, “we’re in big trouble...” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Volume Five: Ready, Player One?  
 
      


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The man threw Lila down onto the couch, spreading her thighs with his hand and slamming into her dripping cunt with one smooth stroke. She cried out, digging her nails into his back, welcoming him inside of his newest slave. She was his, body and soul, the queen of the latest kingdom he’d conquered.  
 
       
 
    It hadn’t always been this way. She’d once been an independent girl with a CheatCode of her own, a petite goddess who used men so hard they might have complained if she didn’t make them come like geysers into and onto her flawless body. Now her overheated brain could barely form the most basic thoughts, had been reduced to one word growls like fuck and more and harder.  
 
       
 
    The man gave a series of savage grunts as he thrust deep inside of her, his first orgasm sending spurts of super-fertile seed into her womb. Lila knew in the primal cavewoman part of her brain that she was as good as pregnant with his heirs, and it filled her with a bliss the old, intelligent her would have struggled to describe.  
 
       
 
    “I love the first fuck in a new world,” the man said, grabbing her by the hair for more leverage. “They’re like snowflakes – so similar, and yet every experience is unique in its own ways. For instance, this time you seem to have brought me tributes.”  
 
       
 
    Lila turned her head just enough to see the two gorgeous, brainless bimbos on the couch, eagerly fingering themselves as they waited for their turn to ride Master’s cock. If she concentrated, she could almost remember their names. They had belonged to someone else, someone who was gone now – someone who didn’t matter, anyway.  
 
       
 
    “This world breeds excellent whores,” the man said, sizing up his newest acquisitions. “I’ll be able to greatly expand my harem here...”  
 
       
 
    She couldn't wait to help him. There was only Master, his alpha-male power, and his amazing brain-destroying fuck-stick, stretching her tight walls with every thrust. He was the God of this world now, the ultimate power player. The winner of the game, the way he was the winner of every game as soon as someone called his name…  
 
       
 
    Player One.  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    “What the hell is that?”  
 
       
 
    Behind Lila’s head, a line of pure light cut through the air like a seam on reality. A smell of burning ozone filled the air; as I watched, the seam split wide open, becoming a doorway. A leg poked through, then an arm, then a body.  
 
       
 
    “It’s him,” Lila whimpered. “Brody, I’m so sorry.”  
 
       
 
    I whirled on her. “Sorry for what!? What did you do, Lila?”  
 
       
 
    “I had to.” Her face was ashen. “It’s the only way I’ll ever see my husband again...”  
 
       
 
    “Your husband!?” Absurdity piled onto absurdity. “What are you talking about...”  
 
       
 
    “Well done.”  
 
       
 
    I froze – then turned, slowly, as if spellbound. The voice had a deep, commanding tone, as if its owner was used to having his words followed exactly. Behind our new visitor, the bar of light shrank back to a line, then to a single point, then faded. But by then, my attention was elsewhere.  
 
       
 
    He didn’t look like all that much. Hell, he looked a little like me: average height, average build, dark hair. His clothes were simple but looked outrageously expensive. He smiled at me, his teeth celebrity-perfect and even, an easy smile of greeting.  
 
       
 
    Patting his chest, he sighed with pleasure. “Ah. A new world. You have pleased me, servant.”  
 
       
 
    “Thank you,” Lila said, head bowed.  
 
       
 
    I took a step forward. “Look, I don’t know who the fuck you are,” I said, trying to master my fear, “but you...”  
 
       
 
    “You should know me,” the man said smoothly, cutting me off as cleanly as if my voice simply didn’t matter. “After all, you named me.”  
 
       
 
    I thought back to the CheatCode, to the password I’d used to access its most hidden features. “Jockey?”  
 
       
 
    A slow, sinister smile spread across the man’s face. “Jockey. Far from the worst name I’ve ever been given. I’m actually a little fond of it.”  
 
       
 
    “That’s just the nickname I came up with for my CheatCode,” I said, waving it in the man’s face. “It’s not your name...”  
 
       
 
    “You were asked to name Player One,” the man said slowly. “And you did.”  
 
       
 
    “He is Player One,” Lila whispered. Her voice was filled with fear.  
 
       
 
    I didn’t understand any of this – and I damn sure didn’t like it. “Player One of what!?”  
 
       
 
    The man smirked and spread his arms. “Of this. All of it – every possible universe.”  
 
       
 
    Before I could ask this crazy person another question, Lila started to speak in a tiny voice.  
 
       
 
    “We found him while we were using our CheatCodes,” she mewled. “We saved and loaded the game so many times, created so many timelines that they were busting at the seams, threatening to collapse. And then he stepped through the space between them.”  
 
       
 
    “Not entirely accurate,” the man said with a shrug. “But it will suffice.”  
 
       
 
    “He conquers worlds,” Lila said. “He takes what he wants from them then moves on to the next, like an obsessive video game player. You know, the guys who just have to collect everything, have to beat the game on the hardest level...only it’s with real people, and real planets...”  
 
       
 
    I looked at the man in a new light. This was no ordinary person – if Lila was right, this was an alien invader, no matter how human it looked. “Is she telling the truth?” I asked. “It sounds...insane!”  
 
       
 
    “It’s true,” Jockey said with a smile. “You named me. You called me. With Lila’s help, you opened the door and gave me a new world to conquer.” His gaze traveled to Claire and Naomi, who were staring at him like they weren’t sure whether to run away or drop to their knees and start sucking him off. “And it seems you’ve brought me some whores to start my new harem.”  
 
       
 
    “Hey wait, that’s my girlfriend,” I said, stepping forward.  
 
       
 
    Jockey shrugged. “All women exist to serve me,” he said. “Come here, slut. Come serve your new Master.”  
 
       
 
    Claire glanced at me for an instant – and sank to her knees before Jockey. She looked up at him, her hands shaking as she fumbled with the latch on his belt.  
 
       
 
    “It’s alright, slave,” Jockey said, stroking her hair. Instantly her expression changed to one of placid love and worship. “There’s no need to be frightened. I am your God now.”  
 
       
 
    “The hell you are...”  
 
       
 
    I took a step forward – and a wave of force smacked me in the face. I staggered, dropping to one knee as I tried to stay upright. How had he done that? He wasn’t even holding a CheatCode that I could see.  
 
       
 
    “Don’t,” Lila warned me. Tears streamed down her face. “He’s too strong. You can’t hurt him.”  
 
       
 
    “Maybe you can’t,” I snarled, rising up to my full height. My CheatCode was a bulge in my pocket; I flipped it open and put Jockey in the center of my sights. Let’s see how you like getting smacked around, I thought.  
 
       
 
    The device beeped – honestly, it was more like a blorp. It sputtered out a message: Scan failed! Target could not be acquired!  
 
       
 
    What the fuck? I had never had anything like that happen before. I stared at the message as if I expected it to disappear at any moment and show me what I actually wanted to see.  
 
       
 
    A moan pulled my attention away from my CheatCode. Claire, my girlfriend Claire was on her knees in front of Jockey, and half of his massive cock was down her throat. She made a the same perfect little ‘o’ she used to use for me around his shaft, deep-throating his throbbing, foot-long member. It looked as long and thick as mine – no doubt enhanced by CheatCode – and the sight of him using my woman made my vision go red.  
 
       
 
    “Stop.” I felt an arm around my waist, then another on my neck. It was Lila, grunting as she pulled me back with all her strength.  
 
       
 
    “Let me go,” I growled, the edges of my vision going black as she choked me. “I have to stop him...”  
 
       
 
    “You can’t,” she whispered. “If you don’t want to join them, we have to go now...”  
 
       
 
    Jockey’s head snapped upward. His gaze went hard and cold.  
 
       
 
    “Where are you going?” he asked, yawning hugely. As if getting the blowjob of a lifetime from my gorgeous, voluptuous bimbo goddess was boring him. “You’ve done very well, Lila. Very soon, this entire world will resemble this servant here: submissive, pliable, devoted to nothing but my pleasure.”  
 
       
 
    “Yes, Master,” Lila said through clenched teeth, still yanking me backward. “I’m so happy we could give you another world to conquer. I’m just handling this wielder...”  
 
       
 
    “Keep him,” Jockey said brightly. “I have a feeling the next world will be somewhat more difficult to conquer than this one.”  
 
       
 
    “Another world, Master?” I felt every muscle in Lila’s body go tense with fear. I stopped struggling. Slowly, we began to back up. “Already?”  
 
       
 
    “Oh yes,” he said, idly stroking Claire’s head as she bobbed on his cock. “One moment while I make the preparations...”  
 
       
 
    “Oh shit,” Lila whispered, letting go of me. “Get clear, Brody!”  
 
       
 
    Get clear of what, I had just enough time to think. Jockey raised his hands, heedless to the girl working her tongue down his shaft as two boxes appeared in the air in front of him, made out of golden light. A single word was emblazoned on each:  
 
       
 
    SAVE – LOAD  
 
       
 
    Jockey ran his fingers through LOAD, and the entire display compressed into a solid ball of light, almost unbearably bright. Then it started to move.  
 
       
 
    It was coming right at me. I threw myself onto the ground, tried to get under it, but as it sailed over my head it began to expand. There was a noise like the very air around me splitting apart, psychedelic spirals in every conceivable color burning onto the carpet. I heard Lila scream as she ran, the glowing wall overtaking her like a freight train.  
 
       
 
    Then it punched straight down, and engulfed me as well.  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    xXx  
 
       
 
       
 
       
 
    Holy shit, that was a strange dream, I thought, brushing the sleep out of my eyes. I’m gonna have to tell Claire about that one…  
 
       
 
    It wasn’t dust I was holding. It was sand.  
 
       
 
    My eyes snapped open. I was lying on a beach, staring up into a pale red sky. Dawn or dusk? I wondered, straining to remember how I’d gotten there.  
 
       
 
    Slowly, I realized it was neither. Instead, the tint in the sky was caused by a rolling tower of smoke, pouring from a mountain in the distance. It didn’t look like any landscape I’d ever seen before – given the ocean and the mountain, I’d have expected the tropics, but it was way too cold for that. What the fuck had happened?  
 
       
 
    My memories came back with a dripping sluggishness that made the revelations hurt all over again. I had somehow accidentally let some...thing into the world, something linked to CheatCodes that called itself Player One. It had taken my harem away, was planning on conquering my world, and had done something with save states to me and Lila…  
 
       
 
    Lila! She’d been caught in the explosion, too. Where was she? Was she alright?  
 
       
 
    I found her a little ways up the beach, face-down in the sand. For a moment I panicked, thinking she was dead, but when I flipped her over she started to cough, spitting gritty sand into the surf.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck I hate that shit,” she said in a quiet voice, shaking off her shoulders. “Player One is such a fucking dick sometimes...”  
 
       
 
    I couldn’t stop myself; I grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. I had so many questions, was so confused, and more than anything I wanted to know how the hell I could get back to my girlfriend and my planet.  
 
       
 
    “Where the hell are we!? What the fuck was that thing!? How could you betray me like that, you bitch!?”  
 
       
 
    She jerked out of my grip, rising unsteadily to her feet. “Calm down,” she said, holding up a hand. “Just fucking chill for a second, alright? I am feeling extremely disoriented right now...”  
 
       
 
    “You’re disoriented? YOU’RE disoriented!?” The fucking nerve of this girl…  
 
       
 
    She blinked a few times, steadily finding her footing. Then she cracked her neck and seemed to see our surroundings for the first time, nodding slightly to herself. I wondered what she saw that I didn’t.  
 
       
 
    “That,” she said, turning to me, “was Player One. And you’re crazy lucky that you’re still alive right now.”  
 
       
 
    “I figured out that much,” I said. “Where the fuck are we? And how do we get back?”  
 
       
 
    For a second, a despairing look twisted her face. I understood immediately: you’re not going back. But I still had to hear it.  
 
       
 
    “It seems you’ve been recruited into Player One’s service,” Lila said with a lopsided smile. “I don’t usually work with a partner, but under the circumstances it’s better than the alternative.”  
 
       
 
    “Speaking of partners – when were you going to tell me you have a husband? For God’s sake, we fucked, Lila. Does he know you’re running around with a CheatCode banging strangers, or did you just hypnotize him not to care?”  
 
       
 
    Lila’s face grew dead serious. “Player One has my husband imprisoned in his personal prison universe. Every moment of his existence is filled with sexual, psychological torture the likes of which you or I could never even conceive of.”  
 
       
 
    I searched her face for a joke, but there wasn’t one. “Shit,” I said slowly. “I’m...I’m sorry, Lila.”  
 
       
 
    “And you are the last fucking person to be able to get up on a high horse about who other people fuck,” she snapped. “Asshole.”  
 
       
 
    “I said I was sorry,” I whispered, feeling more sorry for myself than her. “So what is this place?”  
 
       
 
    Lila sighed and opened up her CheatCode. “Another world,” she said. “Chances are, it’s not much different than the one you just came from. Same cities, same President, same TV shows – some of the characters’ names might be spelled differently, though.”  
 
       
 
    I gasped. “We’re in another universe?”  
 
       
 
    She nodded. “Every time a CheatCode holder uses the SAVE/LOAD function of the device, they’re technically jumping to a new universe. Player One just found a way to control it. Kind of.”  
 
       
 
    “’Player One’,” I said, rolling the words on my tongue. “Who the hell was that guy?”  
 
       
 
    She folded her arms. “You want my guess?”  
 
       
 
    I nodded.  
 
       
 
    “He’s the guy who made these.” She held up her CheatCode and pointed to mine. “He knows how to use his so well, he doesn’t even need to have it physically on him. That implies a level of familiarity I can’t even imagine.”  
 
       
 
    “But if he made them,” I asked, “why is he enslaving people who have them? Why would he even need to do that?”  
 
       
 
    Lila looked out to the waves, and in a tired voice, recited: “’And Alexander wept, for he had no more worlds to conquer.’”  
 
       
 
    “I don’t get it,” I said flatly.  
 
       
 
    She spoke without turning her gaze away from the water. “Let me ask you something, Brody. Say it was you. You create a device that lets you rewrite reality, allows you to say and do anything you desire.”  
 
       
 
    She turned to face me. “Why would you make another one?”  
 
       
 
    I frowned, considering it. “To have someone else to share it with. A partner.”  
 
       
 
    She nodded. “I don’t think Jockey and I are all that different. That’s why he let me life – and you, too. Because he has who we want, and he can never have who he wants. Unless he conquers every universe that is or ever used to be.”  
 
       
 
    We stood there for a while, watching the waves. The red on the horizon gradually dimmed as the thick plume of smoke began to fade.  
 
       
 
    “So what do we do now? Why are we here?”  
 
       
 
    “CheatCode lets you pass through the doorway,” Lila said, all business again, “but you can’t step through it without someone unlocking it for you first. Player One can toss me into a universe, but he can’t enter himself – until he finds some schlub to activate the inner functions of the CheatCode and open up the SAVE/LOAD ability. That’s what lets him through.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh,” I said. “So, you’re like the harbinger of the apocalypse.”  
 
       
 
    “We are, technically,” she said, elbowing me with a lopsided grin.  
 
       
 
    “That wasn’t what I was asking,” I said. “I mean – what do we do now? We can’t stand on this beach forever.”  
 
       
 
    “Ohh. Oh, I get’cha.” Lila slapped her forehead. “Well, I can just use my CheatCode to map out the area...there.” She pointed, although all I saw on the screen was a mass of black and green lines. “Major city over here. I can teleport us, then magic up some local currency.”  
 
       
 
    “And start the search for some dumb fuck to open the door for you all over again,” I finished.  
 
       
 
    She coughed. “Something like that. Hey, it’s not so bad. As long as we’re here, we’ve got a chance, right? If you were paste on your living room floor after Jockey got done killing you, you wouldn’t even have the smallest probability of getting revenge, right?”  
 
       
 
    “That doesn’t really cheer me up,” I said.  
 
       
 
    A slow, wicked grin spread across her face. “I know what might,” she teased.  
 
       
 
    A moment later, her hand was between my thighs, massaging my bulge. I felt myself hardening and pulled away. “What the…?”  
 
       
 
    “You don’t wanna fuck?” Lila pouted theatrically, sliding her leg between mine to rub against me like a cat. “Come on – beautiful girl, evening on the beach...it’s so romantic, right?”  
 
       
 
    “Not exactly,” I said.  
 
       
 
    “Come on,” she said. “I always need a fuck after I get migrated to a new universe – it makes me horny as hell. And...oh, I can tell it does the same for you...”  
 
       
 
    Jesus. She was thinking about fucking now, here?  
 
       
 
    She frowned as she looked up at me, seeing that I was nowhere near as enthused as her. “Here, let me help you get in the mood...”  
 
       
 
    Before I could stop her, she did something to her CheatCode – and in an instant, I was swept away. It was like a film reel, unspooling in my head – a wet dream on fast-forward. I saw myself, like an actor in the filthiest, hottest porno I’d ever seen, toss Lila to the ground and fill her with savage thrusts, driving her crazy under the power of my cock. I saw all the dirty things her CheatCode enhanced body could do to me: sucking and fucking and worshiping my hard masculinity until I felt like the real Player One. I was powerless to stop it, but by the end I didn’t want to – all I wanted was to bury my shaft in Lila’s sweet, soft folds.  
 
       
 
    As I snapped out of it, Lila looked up at my expectantly and rubbed between my legs. “Fuck, you’re dripping with precum,” she whimpered. “God, you’re so turned on...”  
 
       
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” I said, bewildered. The wet dream was in my head, and it wasn’t going to let go until I got off. All the hard edges in my vision were softened, like the world had a fancy Instagram filter on it. Everything felt good – reaching out and tearing Lila’s clothes off would feel even better…  
 
       
 
    Before I knew what I was doing we were together in the sand, the sound of the surf the only soundtrack we needed. I ripped her clothes, heedless of how she was going to get to civilization with nothing to wear, and tore the black lace panties right off her ass and tossed them in the ocean as she squealed.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck yeah,” she whimpered. “Fucking use me, Brody! Make me pay for being such a bad little slut to you...”  
 
       
 
    Oh I was going to make her pay, alright. I brought my hand down hard on her ass, then hooked my hand around her throat and made her arch her back for me, her slender body going face down in the sand and ass up, her inner folds presented to me like an offering.  
 
       
 
    I reached down, but my pants were already off: Lila must have done it while I was having my fantasy. I buried the head of my cock in her folds and ran it up and down her slit, teasing her until she whimpered with need. She desperately tried to thrust back on me, but I pulled back each time, forcing her to fight harder. I wanted her to earn my cock, to need it so much that she’d come on every stroke, dripping juices all over my throbbing god-stick.  
 
       
 
    When I finally did enter her, it was like I’d shattered the universe myself. Lila was just as tight, wet and perfect as I remembered, and with the heightened pleasure that whatever her CheatCode power had done to me planted in my head, I was utterly in heaven. I fucked her with abandon, not caring how she felt, grinding her into the ground with slow, demanding strokes.  
 
       
 
    “Fuck!” she growled around a mouthful of sand. “Fuck, Brody, you’re so good! Fuck me harder, Master! Fuck me all the way to the back of my throat!”  
 
       
 
    If I thrust any harder, I might have. I was holding nothing back; letting myself fill Lila to the brim and then some. I slid a thumb into her ass, exploring it as I pounded her in ways that made her moans go unhinged; and I grinned like a caveman when her first orgasm made her walls grip me tight, her cunt gushing with juice as she lost control.  
 
       
 
    “It should be you,” Lila screamed, her voice ragged with lust. “You should own this world, Master. You should own all the worlds. Women should serve you on their knees...”  
 
       
 
    It made a pretty picture; one almost as nice as the one pinging around my head. Together, they made my balls ache with need as I filled her sheathe, until I could feel myself preparing to erupt inside of her womb. I grabbed her hair, yanking her body upwards as I fucked her savagely, not giving a fuck if I left bruises or cuts on her perfect flesh. I wanted to come, and I wanted it to feel as good as possible, and that was what mattered. The only thing that mattered.  
 
       
 
    I came with a cry, my balls draining inside of her with hard, powerful pumps. My sweet, sticky cream splashed her walls and filled her to the brim, sploshing inside her as the walls of her cunt sucked it in. It was so much more than I thought myself capable of, but Lila’s magic had made it possible – had made me into something darker and more dominant than myself, something more.  
 
       
 
    As I came down from my peak, I wondered how soon she could do it again.  
 
       
 
    We lay next to each other on the sand for several minutes, basking in the sheer bliss that CheatCode-powered sex sent through our bodies. The fog in my head gradually faded, and my vision returned to the dimming red sky, wondering how the hell I was going to get out of this one. The last few moments of my time in my home universe played on a loop, Jockey raising his hands and casting me out of my own home…  
 
       
 
    Something clicked in my head, and I started to chuckle.  
 
       
 
    Lila misread the reason for it. “That was good for you too, huh?” She groaned with mingled pain and pleasure, rubbing between her thighs. “Fuck, you sure used me hard. Mmmh, I thought you were gonna be mad at me, but if you liked that, we might get along even better than I had hoped...”  
 
       
 
    “I know what we’re going to do,” I said, rolling onto my side. “I know how to beat Player One.”  
 
       
 
    She studied my face. “Bullshit.” But she didn’t sound entirely sure of herself. “How?”  
 
       
 
    “His CheatCode,” I said, kicking myself for not thinking of it earlier. “You said he doesn’t need to have it on him anymore – he’s that powerful. But it’s still what’s giving him his power.”  
 
       
 
    “Yeah.” Lila frowned. “You aren’t mad at me, are you?”  
 
       
 
    I shook my head. “He must have put it somewhere – somewhere important to him. His universe. Wherever he came from. Somewhere there’s a little box with a record of every cheat Jockey has ever used on it. And if we get that CheatCode, or destroy it...”  
 
       
 
    Lila’s eyes widened. “He loses his power.”  
 
       
 
    “That prison you were talking about?” I clapped my hands together. “Whoosh. Disappears.”  
 
       
 
    “That’s...that’s a pretty tall order, Brody.” Lila looked like she wanted to believe me, but experience had made her wary. “We have no idea who Player One is, or where he came from – and even if we did, we have no way to get there...”  
 
       
 
    My grin got wider. “We can find out. You said it yourself – this world is almost exactly the same as mine. All of these worlds are just different saves and loads from CheatCode, right?”  
 
       
 
    I had never seen Lila look so shocked. “You think he’s HERE?”  
 
       
 
    “We can find him. We just have to figure out who he is, then find where he lives in this universe – and where he would store his most precious treasure. Then we jump to that same spot in whichever universe he came from, and snatch up the CheatCode.”  
 
       
 
    It almost sounded simple when I put it that way. Of course, I had no idea how to do any of those things, but it was a start.  
 
       
 
    After a moment, Lila nodded. “That...that almost makes sense,” she said.  
 
       
 
    “You know him better than anyone,” I said. “You’ve been his servant for years. Any information you have about him might be the key.”  
 
       
 
    “I...I think I might have a lead or two,” she said, amazed. “But...we’re going to have to at least go through the motions of doing what Player One wants. If we dawdle too long, he’ll assume we’ve turned traitor – and my husband...”  
 
       
 
    “I know,” I said. “I won’t let that happen. We’re going to beat this asshole, Lila. We’re going to set things right.”  
 
       
 
    She shook her head, laughing. “Set things right. Just when I think no one can surprise me...this might actually work, Brody.”  
 
       
 
    “I hope so,” I said. I had no idea what was coming, but at least I had someone along for the ride – someone who understood CheatCode, who could teach me what I needed to know. Who I could share everything with, even my bed.  
 
       
 
    And someone who, if I had to...I could betray. After all, she’d betrayed me…  
 
       
 
    But I kept that to myself. We walked down the beach, Lila chatting excitedly and programming herself some new clothes as we prepared to enter an uncertain world.  
 
    “Wait,” I said, as Lila prepared to enter the teleportation cheat. “What if these people are...I don’t know, lizards or something?”  
 
       
 
    Lila shrugged. “Then you’d better learn to eat things with just your tongue.”  
 
       
 
    “Oh, I’m good at that,” I said with a shit-eating grin. “I’ll show you later.”  
 
       
 
    And soon enough, I did. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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.  
 
       
 
      


 
   
  
 cover.jpeg
/SUPER/CHEAT/CODE |
/CHEAT/CODE/BLACK






