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A Quick Taste...

Alison looked at me - and then she really
 looked at me. Her gaze raked me up and down, and from the way she nibbled her bottom lip and twirled a lock of dark red hair around her finger, she liked what she saw.

“Funny like ‘how about we take a break?’” she purred, her voice husky with need. I’d only heard that catch in her voice once or twice during our relationship - mostly when she’d had a little too much to drink. It always signaled we were about to have raw, primal, sheet-clawing sex.


It really worked
, I thought. Until that moment, I hadn’t dared to believe it.

“I thought you didn’t want to do anything while we were here?” I asked, my hands sliding around Alison’s sides. She grinned at me, and was there just a little
 bit more of a glazed look in those eyes than before?

She giggled. “There’s a guest room upstairs, right? Nobody’s probably been in there for a while.” She leaned forward and put her lips to my ear, her hot pink tongue teasing the inside. “I’m so fucking wet right now, baby. Want to see?”

That was more
 
than enough for me. I did something I never thought I had the balls to try: grabbing Alison around the waist and tossing her over my shoulder. She let out a squeal of delight as I tucked the gun away and used my free hand to give her a smack on the ass.

“I’m going to pound your brains out,” I said, shaking with excitement. “Fuck, I’ve been craving you all fucking day…”

“Mmh yeah, it has
 been a while, hasn’t it?” Alison ground her pussy against me as I took the stairs two at a time. “I’ve been really wretched lately - holding out on you. Let’s not do that anymore, okay?”

“Couldn’t agree more,” I grunted, giving her ass another spank. “You’ve been a little prude for too long, Alison. It’s time you start spreading your legs for me whenever I tell you to.”

“Unf, so
 hawt,” she groaned, squealing with shock as I kicked the guest room door open. “Fuck, baby, you’re like a caveman! What did I do to make you such a fucking beast?”


You turned into a bimbo
, I thought, tossing her onto the bed. “You just are,” I grunted. “Fuck, Alison, you’re so gorgeous…”

She loved the attention. She preened for me, hooking her thumb in her leggings and tugging them down to her panties as she showed off 
her ass.

“Holy shit,” she said, giggling up at me. “You’re soooo
 hard, baby!”

She stared at the bulge in my pants, so entranced that she might as well have had cartoon hearts in her eyes.

“Let me get you ready,” Alison purred, reaching for my zipper. “I know this is your favorite thing for me to do to you, baby. You fucking deserve it...!”


Draining My Girlfriend

“Alright, is this thing on?”

A fresh-faced blonde in a lab coat turned to the camera, her eyes shining behind thick black frames. “This is Head Researcher Alyson of the Carthage Foundation. The date is September 5th, 1973. I don’t need to remind you that this recording is highly classified, and if you haven’t been cleared for it, you need to turn this in to your supervisor immediately…”

I leaned forward in the creaky old chair I’d found in the attic. I most certainly was not
 cleared - and I wasn’t entirely sure what I was looking at. I’d been cleaning up the place when I found this old film canister and projector buried behind boxes of clothes. No one had set foot in my grandfather’s attic for decades - and if there wasn’t a huge fight going on over his inheritance, nobody probably ever would have.

On the screen, the blonde flashed a tight smile. “Okay. Enough with the preliminaries.” She cleared her throat. “As I’m sure you are aware, we’ve been locked in an arms race with the Russians for over a decade now. We need ways to widen the gap - to make sure certain countries don’t gain access to nuclear arsenals, for instance. Espionage and defections aren’t enough. Twelve months ago, you 
tasked the Carthage Foundation with finding a way to destroy the brainpower on the other side of the Iron Curtain.” She allowed herself a tight little smile. “And we’ve found it.”

“This has to be a joke,” I said, leaning forward. “Is this real?”

I’d never heard of any Carthage Foundation
 before. My grandfather hadn’t been some bigwig in military intelligence - he owned a dairy farm, for fuck’s sake! There was no reason why the tape of a classified government experiment from the 1970’s would end up in his attic. This had to be some sort of elaborate fake - some spy movie I’d never heard of.

The blonde researcher stepped to the side, the camera blurring as it refocused to the back of the room. The test chamber was empty save for a couch against the wall, on which a nervous-looking woman sat. She was the picture of a demure, old-school housewife: she had the heels, the polka-dot dress, even the string of pearls around her neck. Her already pale face paled further as the camera took her in.

“This,” the researcher said from off-screen, “is Margot. She’s the wife of Colonel Gaines, who volunteered her for this test.”


Margot,
 I thought. Colonel Gaines.
 Googling those terms would help me confirm if what I was seeing was real or not. But instead, I kept on watching. I didn’t even alert my girlfriend downstairs that anything 
was out of the ordinary.

“Are you sure my husband will like this?” the housewife asked, wringing her hands.

There was a short, distinct pause. “Oh yes,” the researcher said, something ironic in her tone. “I’m absolutely certain he will, Mrs. Gaines.”

The researcher advanced into the frame. Only now she wasn’t carrying a clipboard.

For a second, I had to stifle a laugh. Okay,
 I thought, the anxiety draining out of me. This is definitely some kind of B-movie.


The blonde had put away her clipboard - and in its place, she held something that looked like a toy raygun from the 1950’s. It had a wide barrel covered in sharp angles, with concentric rings around it that I just knew would light up when she pulled the trigger. I could almost hear the silly zap
 noise it was going to make.

“Conducting initial test,” the blonde said tersely. “Please hold still, Mrs. Gaines…”

Mrs. Gaines did. The blonde pulled the trigger. To my satisfaction, the toy gun lit up and made zapping noises just like I expected.

Then a couple of things happened that made absolutely no sense whatsoever.

Margot gave a start like she’d just been hit with a taser. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her head
 shot back onto the couch like she’d just been slapped. A scream
 erupted from her throat as her back arched like a bow, her legs spreading wide as her fingers dug so deep into the cushions they nearly ripped the fabric. Her chest heaved, her body gave several hard, erotic jerks, and she slumped back down, sighing with what had to be pleasure.

“Holy shit!” I blurted, my jaw hitting the floor. Did that gun just make her cum
?

“Initial test complete,” the researcher said triumphantly. “How do you feel, Mrs. Gaines?”

She fixed glazed eyes on the camera, her cheeks flushed with heat. “I feel goooood
,” she panted, grinning. She squeezed her thighs together, nibbling her bottom lip. “My husband...he’s in the next room, right?”

“He is,” the researcher said with pleasure. “You can see him as soon as the test is complete.”

Mrs. Gaines nodded like a bobblehead. “Are you going to shoot me 
again?”

The researcher flashed that same tight little smile. “Would you like that, ma’am?”

“Uh huhhhh
,” the housewife panted, so clearly horny that I felt my cock swell in my pants. “That felt so…so intense!
 I...I want to feel it again! Just one more, please?”

The researcher turned to face the camera, holding up the gun. “The fruits of our research,” she said, “are held in this little device. The technical term for it is a ‘microseizure cascade ray,’ but some of the boys refer to it as the MC-RAY for short.” She eyed the gun up and down, examining its contours the way a man might check out a woman’s cleavage. “She’s a hell of a weapon, gentlemen.”


More like a sex toy
, I thought, shaking my head. What did you just do to that lady?
 Did you really…?


“Our primary objective in creating the MC-RAY,” the blonde explained, “was to create a gap between American and Soviet brainpower. To that end, the MC-RAY fires a concentrated beam of gamma radiation that scrambles brain cells, not unlike the way a microwave works. Each shot causes a marked decrease in the subject’s intelligence, with a maximum range of twenty-five yards or so.”

Before I could fully process what she’d said, the blonde swiveled, aimed, and fired at the housewife a second time.

The second blast hit Margot even harder than the first. By the time she finished writhing and crying out, there was a puddle underneath her on the couch cushion. I could practically smell how turned on she was, despite the four decades separating the two of us.

“Multiple shots compound this effect,” the blonde said, blowing a lock of hair out of her face with a satisfied look. Sustained contact with the MC-RAY causes permanent changes in consciousness, along with a rapid decrease in mental function.” She grinned. “Point this at the Russkies, and they won’t be sending too many more cosmonauts into space. They won’t be doing much of anything
, in fact-”

She broke off speaking. Mrs. Gaines was panting behind her.

When she turned, the housewife had her sedate dress hiked up over her waist. Her fingers worked through the fabric of her panties, rubbing her needy clit in hard little circles. With her legs spread and her ass in the air, she looked like the perfect 1950’s housewife porn star - and my dick took notice. I was throbbing, so hard it hurt. I watched, just as the blonde watched with a knowing grin as Mrs. Gaines helplessly stroked her kitty stupid.

“As you’ve probably figured out,” the researcher said, “the ray isn’t 
quite perfect. It was communicated to us that the effects of the MC-RAY be undetectable
 - the idea was, we could point it at a group of scientists and turn them into dullards without anything other than a slight headache. Clearly, that isn’t the case.”

“Unf, fuck
!”

Sweat stood out on Margot’s forehead. She ripped her panties to the side - literally ripped
 them, tearing the fabric away with animalistic glee - and shoved her fingers into her dripping snatch. The blonde’s jaw dropped open, her gaze going glazed as she watched Margot finger herself. Was she getting off to this, too?

The researcher coughed. “Bring her to Colonel Gaines,” she said, gesturing to someone off-screen. “He’s about to be a very
 happy man.”

“Cock
,” Margot mewled, her eyes rolling back in head. “Want cawwwwk! Wanna fuck and suck my husbannnnnnd!”


Two big guys stepped into frame and carried her off. I couldn’t help but notice they were both nursing giant hard-ons.

“It appears,” the researcher explained once she was alone, “that the decrease in intelligence comes with an increased excitement in certain...other
 areas. Simply put, anyone shot with the MC-RAY 
quickly becomes interested in nothing but sexual intercourse. We haven’t fully tested this effect, of course, but you can see the toll it’s taken on Margot. She’s the perfect submissive housewife now - although Colonel Gaines might want to invest in a cook and a maid soon - and as far as we can tell, this effect is just as permanent as the gun’s primary function.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. A gun that made women dumb and horny? Permanently
?

She turned to face the camera, the gun clutched in both hands. “We just need more time,” she said, sounding almost desperate. “We can minimize the side-effects with more testing. Hell, maybe we want
 these side-effects! We could spin them off into a new device, shoot it through the windows of the Kremlin and turn every officer’s wife into a brainless, horny little…”

The image dissolved. The tape just ended
 right there.

To say I was stunned would’ve been a massive understatement. I stared at the screen for a few long moments, waiting for some kind of credits to start rolling. Something, anything
, to convince me that what I’d seen wasn’t real. That it was just the intro to some very strange porn film forgotten since the 1970’s…


Wait,
 I thought, realization flooding me. Holy shit…


I went back to the crate where I’d found the film and the projector. Both had been packed away in old newspapers - the bottom of the box had been totally filled with them. Which is why I hadn’t checked the whole thing yet…

I found it at the bottom of the crate. A small black box, about the size of a kid’s lunchbox. I’d missed it in my initial sweep. My hands shook as I blew the dust off of it, my nose wrinkling as my sinuses rebelled.

“Couldn’t be,” I muttered, opening the latch with trembling hands. “This is all bullshit…”

Inside, sandwiched between two pieces of velvet, was the gun. It looked exactly the way it had in the researcher’s hands, like an old-timey ray gun toy. Only those were made of plastic, and this was all metal - and heavy
. So much heavier than it looked.

Written in tiny print along the barrel were the words MC-RAY - Property of Carthage Foundation
.

I nearly dropped the thing right then and there. But something made me hold on. Was I already considering the possibilities? Or was I still in a state of shock?

The sound of footsteps crunched on the steps of the attic ladder. My 
girlfriend Alison stuck her head out of the floor, brushing a lock of burgundy hair out of her face.

“Hey, babe,” she said, squinting against the gloom. “How’s it going up here?”

I turned, hiding the ray gun behind my back. It felt silly to do so, but the images from the video were still at the front of my mind - the Colonel’s wife moaning as she unraveled, the ray’s radiation frying her thoughts and turning her into a total bimbo…

“Pretty good,” I said, feeling silly. “Granddad kept a lot
 of stuff up here.”

She wrinkled her nose against the dust. “Well, just remember - anything with value needs to be categorized. Your Mom’s side of the family is going to throw a bitch fit if they don’t get every single penny of what they think
 they’re owed.”

Reality crept back in. I was cleaning this place out because we were in the middle of a nasty inheritance fight, and Alison had agreed to help me because she’s an awesome girl. My girlfriend. The only person who doesn’t make me feel like I’m going crazy sometimes.

I was feeling pretty crazy at that moment. I focused on her, and calmed down.

“Definitely,” I finally said. “Hey, thanks again for doing this with me, babe. I know it’s a lot of trouble…”

“It’s no trouble at all,” she said, smiling. “Let me know if you need any help.”

She was retreating. I was going to be alone - which was what I wanted, considering the discovery behind my back. But those thoughts just wouldn’t
 leave me alone.

“You, uh,” I said, the corner of my mouth curling into a smirk, “want to take a break
?”

She stared at me blankly. “I hope you’re not implying what I think you’re implying,” my girlfriend said flatly.

“Why not? It’s been a while-”

“It has not
,” she snapped, suddenly much less kind-looking. “And this is...this is your family’s house,” she sputtered, as if we’d never fucked in my bedroom at my parents’ house before. “That’s gross!”

“Fine, whatever,” I said with a sigh - but she was already gone.

Frustration filled me. Alison was an amazing girlfriend, don’t get me wrong. I was a lucky guy. She was both giving and awesome in bed, 
more than willing to go down on me or do any freaky stuff I wanted. It was just, well...she only wanted
 it once or twice a month. And she would insist, despite all the evidence to the contrary, that we were having plenty of sex.

I’d actually kept track a few months ago, just to prove my case a bit. But when I’d tactfully let on to her after dinner that I had proof we’d only had sex three times in the previous two months, it led to the biggest fight of our life. I hadn’t written anything down since then - and I was getting laid less than ever.

I wouldn’t call what Alison did gaslighting,
 exactly, but her version of reality and mine seemed to be overlapping less and less lately. It sucked, because everything else about our relationship was so good
. It would make me look like the biggest asshole in the world to leave her over a little thing like not getting my dick wet enough - but that was the thing. It wasn’t a little thing to me
.

I looked down at the gun in my hand. The MC-RAY - a device capable of making women dumb and horny. One shot and she’d be just like that Colonel’s wife, begging for cock…


No!
 That was wrong. I couldn’t just...just steal
 my girlfriend’s intelligence! Alison was a smart, driven woman - decreasing her brainpower would be a crime against humanity!

Wouldn’t it?

“That researcher,” I whispered, examining the barrel of the MC-RAY. “She said it took multiple shots to wipe out a person’s higher functions. But that housewife seemed pretty fucking ready to go after just one shot…”

Shit. Alison probably burned more brain cells from her iPhone or her weekly bowl than a single shot from this gun would take from her. And if it would make her want more sex, then...was it worth it?

I stashed the gun in my waistband and descended the stairs, still thinking. Alison turned out to be in the kitchen, drinking a glass of water. The pile of dishes that had been left in the sink were drying on a rack - it looked like she’d just gotten finished with them.

“Hey, babe - check this out,” I said, brandishing the ray gun. “Found it in the attic.”

She stared calmly at the gun, a big smile on her face. Alison’s anger always fades right after we have an argument about sex - as if she’s happy to have swept our problems back under the rug. After a second, her eyes widened.

“Woah,” she said, leaning in to check it out closer. “Neat toy! That wasn’t in a box or something, was it? It looks like it’s mint 
condition…”

She had a look on her face like she might slap me if she found out I’d ruined the thing’s value. “No, no,” I said, brushing my hand against the side. “It was just sitting up there. I just got finished cleaning it off.”

She cocked her head to the side. “Does it work? Batteries are probably fifty years old…”

My heart jumped in my chest. “No batteries,” I said, forcing a smile. “Haven’t tested it yet. Want to see if it works?”

She thought about it for a second, then shrugged. “Sure. Shoot me.” She tossed her arms in the air and made a shocked face. “Oh no! The evil aliens are going to capture me and make me their slave!”


You have no idea how right you are,
 I thought, squeezing the trigger.

For the barest instant, I thought it had all gone wrong. The trigger pulled, but nothing happened - no light, no sound, no toe-curling orgasm tearing through my girlfriend’s body.

Then something clunked, turning over inside of the gun, and it fired.

The effect on Alison was as immediate as it was insanely hot. She dropped the glass she was holding, her back arching like a bow as her eyes rolled into her head. Her mouth opened wide, the dark red of her lipstick contrasting with her pale skin as pleasure burned through her body.

“Oh fuuuuuuuck!
” Alison cried, her ass bumping the counter. She squeezed her thighs together as she came, her body trembling and twitching like she was having a seizure. Which was pretty close to what was actually happening.

Were the MC-RAY’s waves burning tiny holes in her brain as I watched her whimper and moan? It’s only a little bit,
 I reminded myself. Just one shot. And if it makes her want to fuck, well, what’s a little bit of trouble figuring out the taxes?


I should have felt guilty. Really, I should’ve felt like a fucking asshole. Instead, I was harder than I’d ever been in my entire life.

Alison came down from her peak slowly. Her eyes refocused, like she was seeing the kitchen for the very first time. At the sight of the cracked glass on the floor, she let out a surprised little giggle and tossed it into the trash.

“Oh shit,
” my girlfriend whimpered, putting a hand against her face. “Fuck, baby, I feel funny
…”

“Funny how?” I asked, cock pulsing in my pants. If this had really worked…

Alison looked at me - and then she really
 looked at me. Her gaze raked me up and down, and from the way she nibbled her bottom lip and twirled a lock of dark red hair around her finger, she liked what she saw.

“Funny like ‘how about we take a break?’” she purred, her voice husky with need. I’d only heard that catch in her voice once or twice during our relationship - mostly when she’d had a little too much to drink. It always signaled we were about to have raw, primal, sheet-clawing sex.


It really worked
, I thought. Until that moment, I hadn’t dared to believe it.

“I thought you didn’t want to do anything here?” I asked, my hands sliding around Alison’s sides. She grinned at me, and was there just a little
 bit more of a glazed look in those eyes than before?

She giggled. “There’s a guest room upstairs, right? Nobody’s probably been in there for a while.” She leaned forward and put her lips to my ear, her hot pink tongue teasing the inside. “I’m so fucking wet right now, baby. Want to see?”

That was more
 
than enough for me. I did something I never thought I had the balls to try: grabbing Alison around the waist and tossing her over my shoulder. She let out a squeal of delight as I tucked the gun away and used my free hand to give her a smack on the ass.

“I’m going to pound your brains out,” I said, shaking with excitement. “Fuck, I’ve been craving you all fucking day…”

“Mmh yeah, it has
 been a while, hasn’t it?” Alison ground her pussy against me as I took the stairs two at a time. “I’ve been really wretched lately - holding out on you. Let’s not do that anymore, okay?”

“Couldn’t agree more,” I grunted, giving her ass another spank. “You’ve been a little prude for too long, Alison. It’s time you start spreading your legs for me whenever I tell you to.”

“Unf, so
 hawt,” she groaned, squealing with shock as I kicked the guest room door open. “Fuck, baby, you’re like a caveman! What did I do to make you such a fucking beast?”


You turned into a bimbo
, I thought, tossing her onto the bed. “You just are,” I grunted. “Fuck, Alison, you’re so gorgeous…”

She loved the attention. She preened for me, hooking her thumb in her leggings and tugging them down to her panties as she showed off 
her ass.

“Holy shit,” she said, giggling up at me. “You’re soooo
 hard, baby!”

She stared at the bulge in my pants, so entranced that she might as well have had cartoon hearts in her eyes.

“Let me get you ready,” Alison purred, reaching for my zipper. “I know this is your favorite thing for me to do to you, baby. You fucking deserve it!”

She was right on both counts. Alison’s head game was A+, better than any girl I’d ever been with. And I definitely deserved to get it whenever the fuck I wanted.

“Yeah, put that dick in your mouth, baby,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of her hair. She puckered her lips around my swollen, pulsing crown, bathing it in heat and warmth. “You love being my dumb little slut, don’t you?”

For a second, I thought I’d gone too far. Alison tensed up, my cock pushing against her tongue, staring up at me with a glazed expression. Then something changed
 inside of her - she took me deep, deeper
, deepest down her throat without breaking eye contact. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and suddenly I knew - she was more turned on than I’d ever seen her before.


She likes it,
 
I thought, my fingers tightening as her warmth enveloped me. She’s getting off on it!


“Suck that dick like a dumb little bimbo,” I groaned, watching her work her lips tightly up and down my shaft. “Show me how a brainless little fuckdoll worships her man’s cock…”

Her mouth left me with a wet little pop
. “Holy shit
,” Alison giggled, tugging down her leggings. “I’ve got to have you inside me, baby! I need you to fuck my tight little pussy…!”

The fabric reached her knees. Alison’s panties were already soaked, a big wet spot spreading dark red across the light pink lace. I could smell how turned on she was. The thought of her overheated, horned-up brain begging her to get fucked and pounded like a good little girl made me even harder, and I threw her down on the bed and pinned her there.

“This is so naughty,” Alison groaned, staring up at the ceiling. Her nails raked my back beneath my shirt. “We shouldn’t be doing this! Especially
 without a condom. Shit, this is basically my most fertile time of the month…”

That knowledge excited me. Not that Alison was ovulating, exactly - though that hit me on a deep, primal level I hadn’t anticipated. No, it was the fact that the old Alison would never have even entertained the idea of fucking without proper birth control. She was too 
smart
 to take risks like that.

My gun had made her so dumb and horny that she couldn’t think straight. Her judgement was in tatters, and her brain was screaming at her to get fucked hard and proper
.

“It’ll be fine,” I said, pulling my pants off with a smirk. “You’ve got to stop thinking so much, Allie. You know?”

The words hit her like a bolt of pure pleasure. “Like, totally
!”

“Good girl,” I grunted. I pulled her ass towards me, bringing her close. Something inside of  me wanted her pinned down beneath me while I fucked her. Wanted to be in control, to be the one making all the decisions. I wanted to feel like I owned
 her while I pounded her cunt.

Alison moaned, arching her ass to grind her pussy against me.

That’s when she saw the gun sticking out of my pants.

“That thing is so cool
,” she panted. Her eyes went wide at the sight of it.

“Yeah it is,” I agreed. With her dripping snatch inches away from my 
dick, I decided to push my luck. “You got really turned on when I shot you with it, babe.”

Her cheeks flushed crimson. “I did,” she admitted, another giggle spilling from her lips. “Fuck, I dunno what
 that thing did to me, but it felt fucking goood!
 Unf, I’m so fucking wet, baby! I’m fucking dripping for you, won’t you please
 beat my little pussy up?”

“Oh yeah,” I grunted, pressing the head of my cock into her folds. “You won’t hold out on me anymore, will you, Allie? You’ll be my good little girl and take this dick whenever I want?”

“Fuck I love
 it when you call me Allie,” she whimpered, her mouth forming a silent ‘o’ of pleasure as I pushed between her walls. “It makes me feel like I’m a co-ed again...like a fun
, ditzy sorority slut all over again…”

Alison had never been a sorority girl, in point of fact, but that hardly mattered. I thrust hard into her, my balls slapping her ass as I bottomed out inside of her. She was tight, wet - everything I wanted. She was home
, way more than this old house was my home.

“You weren’t fucking kidding,” I groaned, my voice strained with pleasure. “God damn
 I don’t think I’ve ever felt you so fucking wet before, Allie!”

A naughty look lit up her face. Her eyes, formerly locked on me, trailed over to the ray gun sitting on the mattress.

“You want me to get even wetter
?” she asked, challenging me. “You really want this pussy treating you like a King, baby?”

I did. Fuck yes I did. She didn’t even have to wait for a response.

Her lips formed a tight little line, like what remained of her higher functions were trying to convince her this was a bad idea. I didn’t want that to happen, so I grabbed her hips and gave her a few hard, pummelling strokes deep into her core. She came apart around me, and when her eyes met mine, there was no hesitation in them.

“Shoot me again,” she groaned, arching her back. “Shoot me, baby!”

The gun felt strangely warm in my hand. “You sure?”

She nodded like a fucking bobblehead. “Chyah! You can, like, pretend you’re holding me up, ya know? Like you broke in and you’re just taking
 me, making me serve your cock…”

That sounded hot as fuck. Suddenly I had the barrel against her head, pressed into her temple. Would the MC-RAY hit her harder this close up?

I had no idea, but I couldn’t wait to find out.

“You’d better fuck me back harder,” I growled, really get into it. “Show me you like it or I’m going to blow your brains out…”

She did. Holy shit
 she did. Allie’s hips rose to meet me with every thrust, welcoming me deep into her core. Every time I looked down more of her juices coated my rod, which pumped into her like a piston. Wet squelching sounds filled the room as the bed shook beneath us.

“Oh fuck,” Allie mewled, kissing me hard. “I’m gonna cum
 baby. Fucking shoot me! Hit me again with that shit while I cum all over your cawwwwk…
!”

I pulled the trigger so hard my knuckle went white. Another wave of force cascaded from the gun, directly into Alison’s brain.

Her cunt clamped down on me like a vise. Alison screamed
 with pleasure, her body bouncing into the air as the MC-RAY’s radiation burned through her like a fucking wildfire.

Everything below her waist was a sloppy mess, her thighs coated with thick pussy juice. She went weightless beneath me as an orgasm stronger than anything she’d ever experienced tore through her body. Her nails dug into my back, drawing blood as she trembled. 
Her eyes rolled in their sockets, twitching behind the lids like someone having a nightmare.

Only I knew the most wonderful dream was cascading through Alison’s head. It burned away brain cells as it went, draining her intelligence and increasing her arousal. The woman in the video had said the effects of the MC-RAY were cumulative, so every shot would make Alison more into Allie - a dumb, horny college girl who lived to fuck and suck my cock…

I pulled the trigger again. Allie unraveled beneath me, drooling as another tidal wave of pleasure washed over her. She laughed as the transformation burned through her, losing years of piano lessons and criminal justice classes, TV shows and movies dropping out of the back of her head. Meanwhile a porn film unspooled in their place - one that starred Allie and hadn’t actually started yet.

At some point, Allie grabbed the gun and forced the barrel into her own mouth, deepthroating it like a cock. Her eyes begged me to pull the trigger one more time, but I waited until I was just about to cum.

Allie felt it, too. She slammed on me even harder, begging me with her tight, wet walls to unload inside her. I pushed past the point of no-return, and at the very last moment, squeezed the trigger and sent another wave of the MC-RAY’s bimbo pleasure straight into her skull.

Both of us came apart in each other’s arms. The pleasure was so sweet it was unbearable, so strong I nearly passed out. My cock jerked inside of her, spraying cum across her quivering walls and into her gripping, needy womb. Only when my testicles were fully drained did I come back to myself, my face between Allie’s gorgeous breasts.

They felt different, I realized. Almost like they were bigger…

I looked up - and got the surprise of my life. Alison’s burgundy hair had gone a bright, platinum blonde. Her pale redhead’s skin was tanned and bronze. Her breasts, which had been perky b-cups the perfect size to wrap my hand around, were now bigger than my head.

It seemed totally impossible, but it was true - the MC-RAY hadn’t just transformed my girlfriend’s mind. It had sculpted her body as well, giving her the perfect bimbo body to match her attitude.

Or had she
 done it, as a kind of mind over matter thing? I had no idea. I looked at the MC-RAY, amazed, unable to decide if I was holding the greatest invention in history or the most dangerous.

“Baby…
” Allie groaned. It was definitely just Allie
 now.

My cock was still inside her. I looked down to see my load dripping out of her slit, coating her thighs. Even her pubic hair had gone 
blonde - the tiny strip of it that was left, at any rate.

“Allie,” I groaned, pulling out of her. A little burst of seed I’d saved sprayed across that pubic hair, painting the tanned skin above her clit with pearly white. “Holy shit, babe, what happened to you…”

Allie licked her lips. Her eyes refocused on my cock, and then she was licking me clean. She stuck her big ass in the air as she did it, showing off its new round, heart-shaped properties.

“Sooo goood,” she whimpered, drool and cum dribbling down her chin. “I luvvv
 blowing you, baby! I love your cawk
 so fuckin’ much!”

There were two things I could do at that point - freak out, or lie back and enjoy it. And when you’ve got your dick in a beautiful woman’s mouth, there’s only one that’s a real option. Soon I was laying back against the pillows, sitting half-upright as I watched Allie suck me back to full hardness.

The pleasure swelled and swelled, until I let out a grunt and pulled my cock out of her throat. A second load erupted from my crown, painting Allie’s face and tits with spunk. She giggled triumphantly as she felt it land, smearing it across her skin like it was her favorite makeup. Hell, it probably was, thanks to the MC-RAY.

“Shit, that was awesome
,” I groaned, leaning back and wiping my 
forehead. “You’re an amazing girlfriend, Allie.”

“Thanks, babe!” Allie winked at me, as comfortable naked and covered in semen as Alison had been fully clothed.

“I don’t think you’re going to be much help in cleaning the rest of this place up,” I said, shaking my head with a laugh. “Although I dunno - basic chores might still be up your alley…”

There was a wicked gleam in Allie’s eyes. “Uh, babe?”

“Yeah?”

She bit her lip. “I know you’re supposed to be like an, arb...arb…”

“Arbitrator?
” I asked.

She laughed. “I can’t even think of it! How crazy is that! You’re supposed to be fair,
 right? Like, a good guy when it comes to all this stuff around here?”

I thought it over. “Something like that, yeah,” I said. “The reason the family picked me to catalog this place was because I’d divide everything up fairly. So, I guess?”

She grinned. “What if you, like, weren’t
?”

Before I could reply, she reached under the bed, her big ass shaking back and forth as she searched. I thought about the tight little hole between her cheeks and how I’d never fucked it, but before I could say anything, she came up with a little lockbox.

“Here,” she said, her fingers against her bottom lip. “Look!”

I opened the box. It was full of diamonds.

“What the fuck?” My jaw hit the floor. There had to be a couple million dollars worth of bling hidden in the box. It sparkled like an entire sky’s worth of stars. “Where did you get this-”

“I found it,” Allie giggled. “Right before you shot me. I was
 gonna tell ya, but then you fucked
 me!”

My eyes traveled back to the diamonds. It was a life-changing amount of money inside that box.

“My family would fucking kill me if I stole this,” I said, shaking my head.

“It’s yours
,” Allie said with a giggle. “Like, what the fuck? ‘I didn’t see no diamonds!’ This whole place is soooo boring,
 anyway, baby!”

She splayed out on top of me, her mouth inches away from my cock.

“Wouldn’t you rather take all that money and take me out?” she whimpered, teasing the underside of my shaft. “Get me all pretty, buy me some hot little pink Victoria’s Secret lingerie you can rip off me with your teeth...hey! Why don’t we go to Vegas?”

“Vegas?
” I’d never even known Alison liked to gamble.

“Yah! We could, like, totally
 have fun!” She shot me a knowing, naughty look. “You could parade me up the Strip like a little whore,
 like I’m your property! We could even pick up other girls and have a REAL fun time! Mmmh, it makes me wet just thinking about it, Mmm-”

She broke off, clapping a hand over her mouth.

“What? What were you about to say?”

Allie bit her lip and blushed. “Master
,” she whimpered, her thighs squeezing together at the word. “I mean, if you wouldn’t mind hearing me say that…”

I held up the MC-RAY and looked at it. I had the power to make any woman into a quivering, horny mess - and with enough shots, she’d also transform into a big-titted bimbo who begged to call me Master. And Allie wanted me to take her to Las Vegas?


It’d be a fucking playground
 
for what the MC-RAY could do…

“Master is fine,” I said, guiding my cock between her parted lips. “In fact, that’s what I want to hear you call me from now on. And I’m going to take you up on your offer, babe. Let’s cash these fuckers out and go have some fun!”

With Allie at my beck and call and more money than I could count in my bank account, it was going to be a whole new world. And she’d only end up the first girl I added to my bimbo harem...


Draining The Bachelor Party

I’d never been to Las Vegas before. The picture I had from it was the one I’d gotten from TV - a city full of sin and excess, where gambling was encouraged and prositution was legal. I think I might have suggested a vacation there once, off-hand, but it wasn’t my girlfriend Alison’s kind of place.


It certainly is now
, I thought, groaning with pleasure. Fuck, this is so awesome…


Allie’s head bobbed up and down in my lap as we roared down the highway, treating the speed limit like it was meant to be broken. The road blurred in front of me as I thrust into her mouth, my heel hammering all the way down on the accelerator. Her wet, warm lips were wrapped around me so tight I thought I might pass out - but what a hell of a way to go!

“That’s so fucking good, babe,” I grunted, my fingers wrapped tightly around a fistful of her hair. “God damn
 you’re so good at sucking that dick. This is so fucking dangerous…”

Allie didn’t even have her seatbelt on. She was bent over my seat, her blonde hair moving up and down as she made a tight seal around my shaft with her mouth. The wetness and the warmth traveled all 
the way down to my balls as she deepthroated me, sucking me down like a porn star. Her big ass wiggled from side to side as we accelerated, her pussy dripping all over her seat.

My boring girlfriend Alison would never have given me road head. But Allie the bimbo loved to worship my cock. She’d do it whenever I wanted - even redlining down a desert highway wasn’t a dealbreaker for her. The day I’d blasted her with the MC-RAY was the best day of both of our lives. I still couldn’t believe how fucking great everything had been ever since.

The raygun sat in my glove box as Allie blew me, rattling against the dashboard with every bump in the road. That gun looked like a toy, but it was anything but - it was actually a prototype weapon from the 1970’s, created by a secret government lab to drain the brainpower of the US’s enemies. How it had ended up in my grandfather’s attic was a mystery to me - one that had only deepened with time.

I knew I probably should have been out there tracking down the MC-RAY’s manufacturers, especially the Head Researcher (who, confusingly, had almost the same name as my girlfriend). It was the right thing to do.

But you
 try doing the ‘right thing’ when your gorgeous bimbo girlfriend hands you a box of diamonds and tells you she wants to go fool around with other girls in Vegas. I bet you’d find it’s harder than 
you think.


Speaking of harder,
 I thought. My cock swelled in Allie’s mouth, the crown hitting the back of her throat with every thrust. The world dimmed around me as I lost my rhythm, the primal urge to bury my cock as deep as I could before I shot taking control as my hands went white-knuckle tight around the steering wheel. The pleasure crested, unbearably sweet as Allie sucked and slurped me, preparing to swallow my load.

“Mmmmmh
!” My girlfriend let out a loud whimper as the first jet of seed coated her tongue. The car swerved, nearly going off the road as I pumped rope after rope of hot, sticky cum straight into Allie’s throat. It was only a miracle that kept me from overcorrecting into the dirt and flipping our rental car. It didn’t help a bit that my eyes couldn’t decide whether to stay on the road, on Allie’s ass, or on the sight of her blissful face as she drank my cum. In the end, it jumped between all three.

As the wave crested, I relaxed against the seat. My foot came off the accelerator, slowing down to a more reasonable speed. I flipped on cruise control and let out a long, happy sigh of release. Between my legs, Allie kept on sucking, cleaning my cock with her long, pink tongue.

Finally she pulled off me with a little giggle and buckled herself back 
into her seat. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, licking her lips and giving me a naughty wink.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred, using the M-word like it was the only thing she’d ever called me. “I was sooooo
 bored - that was just what I needed!”

“What you
 needed?” I let out a little laugh. “Allie, I just about killed us-”

“Yeah, but you didn’t,” she giggled, her eyes flashing with mischief. “And if you did, that’s exactly how I’d want them to find me - with your dick in my mouth! All those paramedics would know what a good little girl I was for you, Master - they’d know I was a total fucking bimbo whore…”

“Fuck,” I groaned, unable to believe the words that were coming out of my girlfriend’s mouth. “You are twisted,
 babe!”

“Mmh, I know!” Allie said. She popped open the glovebox and took out the MC-RAY, posing with it and preening like a model. “I can’t wait to watch you point this shit right between the eyes of some Vegas sluts and turn them into your personal sex slaves! Fuck, I get so wet just thinking about it!”

“Yeah?”

She turned and gave me a sly little look. “Almost as wet as I get with your dick in my mouth, Daddy!”

My eyebrows shot up. “Daddy?”

Allie let out a sharp little yelp of surprise at her own gusto. Her fingers went to her lips. “Master,” she whimpered, like she wasn’t sure which of the two words turned her on more. “Or either. I just...just like letting you know you own
 me, ya know? Like I’m a dumb little whore with no brain who needs a big strong man to show her what to do and how to spread her legs…”

She was spreading her
 legs pretty fucking wide, so I reached between her thighs and grabbed her pussy. Just like she’d said, it was dripping wet and oh so warm.

“I like you spreading your legs for me all the time,” I growled, slipping two fingers inside of her. “I don’t really care whether you call me Daddy
 or Master
 - both are fucking hot. Although the more you work my fucking dick like you do, the more there’s something else I’d like you to call me…”

Allie arched her back as my thumb found her clit. She let out a loud groan, nearly dropping the MC-RAY. “Oh fuck, what’s that, Master? I’ll call you any fucking thing you want…”

The certainty that had been growing inside of me since the moment I shot my girlfriend with the MC-RAY hardened into concrete action.

“Husband,” I said with a smirk.

Allie’s mouth dropped open into a perfect ‘o
’ of surprise. “You really mean that, Master? You want me to marry you?”

 


“Why the fuck not?” I’d thought long and hard about it ever since banging Allie’s brains out in the guest bedroom of my family’s house. She was gorgeous, totally devoted to me, and desperate to fool around with other girls. What man wouldn’t want a partner like that?

“Oh fuck, baby - yes
! Of course I will!”

I grinned. My fingers kept pumping between her legs.

“You’re perfect for me, babe,” I growled, tracing circles around her swollen, needy clit. “You’ve always been an awesome girlfriend - the only thing that was wrong with our relationship was the sex. That’s definitely
 not an issue any more.”

“Nope!” Allie bit her lip, her eyes rolling back in her head as she rode the pleasure between her legs. “I can’t believe I used to hold out on you, baby! I was such a stupid fucking prude - now I’m your stupid fucking whore
! God, I love it so, so much! I can’t wait to be your hot 
little wifey!”

“You’ll make an awesome one,” I said, watching the road as I pumped my fingers in her pussy. Up ahead in the distance, lights appeared on the horizon. We were nearing Vegas.

“Mmmh, I can’t wait to parade around the house like a good little submissive wife,” Allie groaned. Sweat dripped from her forehead, her pussy boiling over as I sent her towards the edge. “All dressed up in heels and pearls like it’s the ‘50s! Fucking cooking and cleaning and worshipping your cock with my mouth the second
 you get home from work the way you deserve…”

My cock pulsed against my thigh. I wanted more than anything to bury it inside of Allie’s quivering snatch, but that required more room than the front seat of the rental car would give us.

“I’ll fuck you every day,” she whimpered, her voice tight with approaching climax. “Every night! I’ll hold your girlfriends’ hair while they suck your dick - but you’d better
 put that load inside of me
! I can’t fucking wait to have your babies…!”

I nearly jerked the car off the road. “Babies?”

She giggled. Her hips rocked back on me, getting my fingers even deeper into her walls. “Mmmh hmmmm
! I wanna have, like, nine
 of 
your babies, Master! I want to just keep pumping out more and more heirs for you - I basically want you to keep me pregnant my entire fucking life! Will you do that for your wifey, baby?”

I thought about it for about two seconds. Something primal reared up inside of me, and suddenly my fingers pumped like a fucking piston inside of Allie. They hammered against her g-spot, sending her to the edge in a few hard, driving strokes.

“As long as you’re fine with me doing it to lots of other women, too,” I growled against her ear. “Don’t worry, though, you’re going to be special. The only one with a ring. The only one I own lock, stock and barrel, the one who’s completely dependent on me for everything like a good submissive little wifey should be…”

It was too much for Allie. She came apart, unraveling in her seat as an orgasm tore through her gorgeous bimbo body. Her pussy boiled over, a flood of juice coating my fingers as her walls clenched around my hand like a fucking vice. She squeezed her thighs around my wrist, riding me shamelessly as she panted my name. Her tits heaved in huge, shuddering sobs as the release filled her, until she slumped back in her seat with giggles and laughter.

“Oh my gawwwwd
,” she whimpered, blowing a lock of blonde hair out of her face. Before I could take my hand from inside her, she grabbed it by the wrist and brought my fingers to her lips. Her hot 
little mouth sucked on each of my fingers in turn, cleaning them of her feral tang.

I was raging hard at that point. I was just about to pull the car to the side of the road and spread Allie over the hood, city be damned, when her face lit up with sudden insight.

“Oh shit!” She giggled, her tongue swirling around my ring finger. “We’re about to be in Vegas!
 It’ll be really, really easy for us to get married there!”

I couldn’t hold back a chuckle. “Yeah, babe, that’s kind of the point. Fuck, I think that raygun might have burned a few too many brain cells out of that pretty head, babe.”

She laughed. “Whatever. I don’t need them! I just need to look pretty and make your dick happy.” She shot me a worried little look. “I do
 make your dick happy, don’t I, Daddy?”

I felt a surge of unexpected tenderness. “Of course, sweetheart,” I said, stroking the side of her face with my dripping fingers. “Nobody makes me cum as hard as you.”

The answer satisfied her. A grin spread across her face, a naughty look entering her eyes.

“Well, maybe not tonight,” she said, a giggle spilling from her lips. “We can’t
 get married yet, Master!”

Confusion spread across my features. “What? Why not?”

“You haven’t had a bachelor party yet,” she said, completely serious.

I laughed. “Babe, you just gave me road head across half the fucking desert,” I said, talking down to her like she was a dumb little girl. It kind of freaked me out how easy I’d started thinking of her as less than
 ever since turning her into a bimbo, but it was so hot I never felt bad for long. “I’m pretty sure that counts…”

But Allie shook her head. “Nuh uh! You promised! I want to watch you use this raygun on other girls and make them bimbos like me. I want to watch you fuck
 them,” she confessed, looking down at the floor. “It makes me so wet thinking of you inside other girls,” she whispered. “It didn’t used to - I used to be soooo jealous
 whenever you so much as looked at another girl. But now, it’s like, all I want to do is watch and help you out…”

I took her by the chin and quieted her down. “That’s totally natural,” I said, speaking authoritatively. “You’re just being the real you, babe.”

She grinned. “Like, chyah!

 Of course!”

As the city approached, I grabbed my phone and tossed it to her. “Fine,” I said, my eyes traveling back to the road. “Pick out a place for us to party. If you can remember how to use the GPS, that is.”

It took her longer than I expected, but Allie finally managed to program a route. I’d figured her new bimbo brain would be able to work its way around a cell phone - after all, how could she post cute selfies to social media if she couldn’t? Soon the car’s stereo was barking directions to me in an affect-less voice, leading us through the city.

I expected it to take us straight to the Strip, but instead I found myself driving further into the sprawl. Turns led to more turns, until I could barely have found my way back to the big casinos with a map. There were still people around, but this was clearly a smaller, seedier stretch of Vegas.

“Oh, stop!” Allie called out, pointing. “That’s our destination!”


Our destination
 was a large brick building on the corner of two wide streets, fringed on either side by casinos. It didn’t look like much, but Allie jumped up and down in her seat at the sight of it like we’d just rolled up to Disney World.

“Come on,” she giggled, opening her door as we pulled up to the curb. “Make sure to bring your gun, Master!”

I wished she hadn’t yelled gun
 quite so loudly on a city street. Hastily I tucked the raygun in the waistband of my pants and followed her, my eyes glued to her ass the whole way. Her sway was so seductive that it took me several seconds to realize what kind of place she’d led me to once we were inside.

The smell of alcohol and sex hit my nose, and I looked around for the first time. What the fuck?


This was a strip club. No, not just
 a strip club. More like a fucking palace. There were half-naked women everywhere, in every possible combination of looks and dress. A topless girl in the remnants of a leather nurse’s uniform shook her ass on stage, inviting strangers to tuck bills into her panties. Behind the bar, a giggling blonde bartender poured a tourist a body shot using her cleavage.

“Ohmigawd,” Allie groaned, looking at the place like she’d finally come home. “Isn’t this the perfect spot to have your bachelor party, Master?”

I couldn’t agree more.

The entrance was blocked off a few feet past the door. A bored-
looking brunette brightened visibly at the sight of Allie, sitting up straighter in her chair.

“Welcome to Club Rouge,” she purred in a French accent, cocking one flawless eyebrow. “Are you here to drink or to dance, madam?”

Allie blushed. “Oh no - not unless I get really
 wasted!” She glanced over her shoulder and indicated me. “Me and my, uh, boyfriend are getting married today! We’re having his bachelor party here.”

“Are you now? Lucky man.” The girl looked more than a little surprised.

“Chyah! So, um, could you get us a private dance? Me and Master - I mean, me and my fiance
 really wanna party!”

The girl smirked at Allie. “I think we can work something out,” she said, unclipping the velvet rope leading to the main floor of the strip club. “Head up those stairs and tell them Colette sent you. They’ll hook you up with a couple of dancers who’ll be happy to celebrate with you.”

That sounded nice. But the more I looked at Colette, the more I found myself thinking about those long, dark locks hanging in my face while she rode me. Picturing her soft, pale thighs straddling mine. I wanted to hear what the French word for ‘Master’ sounded 
like coming out of that slender throat. I wanted to wrap her lips around the word the way she would a thick, throbbing cock.

“Actually, you’re coming with us,” I said, smiling at her. “A hot piece of ass like you is exactly what my girl needs in her bridal party.”

Colette’s eyebrows shot to her hairline, yet the fury I was expecting out of her didn’t materialize. I guessed I was far from the first person to try and hit on her instead of the strippers at this club.

A slow, customer-service smile spread across her face. “Head upstairs,” she said, her voice a little tight. “The girls you’re looking for are right up there-”

“I want you,” I said. My fingers wrapped around the handle of the MC-RAY beneath my shirt. “Pretty sure Allie wants you, too. I mean, she’s practically a walking wet dream, who wouldn’t
 want to fuck her-”

“You couldn’t afford me,” Colette shot back, the smile never leaving her face. “And now I’m going to have to ask you both to leave this club. Before I call security.”

I snorted, prompting her to look even more shocked.

“No, I don’t think we will,” I said, pointing the MC-RAY at her. 
“We’re all going upstairs together, Colette. Now smile and say ‘cheese’...”

Colette opened her mouth to yell for security. But the words died in her throat. I pulled the trigger, the MC-RAY giving another audible clunk
 as something inside the gun roared to life. A beam of concentrated pleasure fired from the tip, hitting both Colette and
 Allie like twin thunderclaps.

Their reactions couldn’t have been more different. My girlfriend rode the pleasure, her face filling with release like she’d just stepped into a warm bath on a cold night. Colette gave a strangled cry as the beam’s radiation burned for the first time in her brain, scrambling her neurons and amplifying her arousal. Her back arched as her entire body tensed, a toe-curling orgasm tearing through her beautiful body.

“Bordel de merde!”
 Colette slumped on her stool, her hair sticking to her forehead as she came down from her orgasm. She blinked rapidly, looking around the strip club like she was seeing it for the very first time. Her pale cheeks were flushed with heat, and from the way she kept one leg crossed over the other I’d guess there were very
 interesting things going on underneath of her leggings.

“Mmmh, you should warn me before you do that, Master,” Allie purred, more bubbles popping inside of her head. “Next time I really 
want to enjoy it!”

I’d just burned a little bit more of the old Allie away, bimbofying her further, but I was more interested in what I’d just done to Colette. Her eyes met mine, and now they were filled with the same hunger I’d seen in Alison’s right after I shot her with the MC-RAY for the first time. Colette was more turned on than she’d ever been in her whole life, and she wasn’t thinking straight. It was a recipe for bad decisions - and Allie and I definitely looked like two of those.

“What...what were we doing?” Colette asked, looking from Allie to me. Was it me, or was her French accent a little bit more pronounced after the blast? Interesting.

“You were coming upstairs with us,” I said, taking her by the arm. “The three of us are going to party with some strippers.”

“Oh! That sounds...that sounds fucking hot
.” Colette looked around the crowded room, her eyes going unfocused. “Are you sure I won’t get in trouble? I’m not supposed to leave my post-”

“You’re with us now,” I grunted, putting a hand on her lower back. “Stop thinking so much, you little French tart. Master’s orders.”

Colette bit her lip, then giggled. “Ca va bien!
 Your girlfriend is so pretty, sir!”

I discovered I liked it when Colette called me sir
. I liked it a lot

.

“Take us upstairs,” I said, thinking on my feet. I was ready for a change of plans. “Get us in somewhere that’s not currently occupied. We’re going to have some fun…”

There were a couple of strange looks directed Colette’s way at the sight of one of the Rouge’s attendants leading us around. For her part, Colette didn’t even seem to notice. The pleasure coursing through her veins kept her focused on two things - the gorgeous bimbo giggling at her and the alpha male she was desperate to please.

“In here,” she whimpered, squeezing her thighs together at the thought of being alone. “No one’s in this VIP booth…”

I shoved her inside and slammed the door behind us. A thick bassline shook the walls. Colette looked around the tiny room, her eyes going wide at the mirrors on the walls and ceiling. There was a small liquor cart in a corner of the lounge, and I directed Allie to make me a drink.

“Um...sir?” Colette licked her lips nervously. “Would you do something for me, please?”

I didn’t even have to ask. “You want me to shoot you with the gun 
again.”

Her eyes lit up like firecrackers. “Yes! I...that felt so good! I don’t know what it’s doing to me, but I want more of it - lots
 more. Please?”

I held up the MC-RAY and made a show of examining the trigger. “You sure?”

“Oh, oui!
” Colette nodded like a bobblehead. “I’m ready, sir, truly!”

I gestured at the center of the room with the tip. “Dance for me, Colette. Show me you’re worth my time.”

She stared at it hesitantly, but when the next song started, she stepped out and began to dance. And how she danced! She was more than a little nervous at first, but as the beat kept pumping and the sweat poured down her body, she discarded more and more of her clothing. The body underneath was tight and fine, maybe a little bit flat-chested for my taste but the MC-RAY would take care of that. There weren’t many girls with asses like Colette’s.

“Thanks, babe,” I said, taking the drink Allie mixed. “Why don’t you join her?”

Allie jumped up next to Colette like she was born to do it. In no time at all the two were grinding, two gorgeous bisexual beauties showing 
off for the man who held sway over them both. I watched them go, my cock throbbing in my pants.

Allie helped Colette out of her top and ran her hands over the brunette’s dark, chestnut colored nipples. They stiffened at the bimbo’s touch, and Colette arched her back with a moan of pleasure.

“Fuck, she’s so hawt
,” my girlfriend purred. “She’s got me soaking
 wet with the way she moves, Master. Can we zap her now, please?”

“Yes, please!
” Colette was so eager that it made me chuckle. “I want it, sir!”

I just wiggled the gun. “Take everything
 off,” I commanded, nodding at her leggings. “I want to see you naked, slut. Then I want a fucking lap dance. You pass those tests, maybe
 I’ll let you get a little taste…”

Colette swallowed hard. It really was a test - a test of how much one shot from the MC-RAY could alter a person’s thinking. Researcher Alyson had made it sound like it took several shots to turn someone into a bimbo, but that lady from the 60’s she used as a test subject had looked pretty down-to-fuck with a single shot. With the benefit of hindsight, I kind of wished I’d kept Allie at one blast for longer to study exactly how this thing worked on girls.


Oh well,
 I thought. That’s what tests are for, I guess. Colette’s a 
pretty hot test subject, too.


Finally she nodded and reached for her leggings. But before she could tug them down, Allie was there.

“Let me
,” my girlfriend giggled, practically peeling Colette’s legs from the skintight fabric. To my surprise she wasn’t wearing a stitch underneath of them. No panties, no garters, just long, smooth legs and a perfectly trimmed bush. Her pussy lips glistened with moisture. She wasn’t even bothering to hide how turned on she was anymore - not now that the three of us were alone.

I pointed at my thighs. “In my lap,” I growled, sounding more alpha than I ever had in my entire life. “Now.
”

Colette literally squealed
 as my command hit her like a slap. In a flash she was there, straddling my cock through the fabric of my pants like she’d die
 if she didn’t please me. She arched her back, her head nuzzling my shoulder as her back pressed against my chest. Her long, dark hair went over my shoulder, my view filling with her gorgeous breasts as she writhed against me.

“Fuck, this is so filthy
,” Colette whimpered. She almost sounded in disbelief, like she had no idea how things had gotten this far. “I’ve worked here for a year, but I never
 thought I’d be giving a dance to a customer…”

“I’m not a customer,” I grunted, taking hold of her breasts. “I’m your Master. And I’m going to fuck your brains out, Colette.”

She groaned with pleasure, grinding her wet pussy against my bulge.

“Oh...okay,” she panted, like the decision had ever been hers. “I want to fuck you. Both
 of you!” She shot me a worried look. “Do you have condoms?”

I chuckled darkly. Next to Colette, Allie giggled like a schoolgirl.

“What would be the point of that?
” My girlfriend tossed her head back and laughed. “That would feel awful
 for Master, busting his load inside a little piece of latex. Instead of inside our tight, wet walls where he belongs!”

Colette’s eyes rolled in her head. “But...but you might get pregnant…”

“I want
 to get knocked up!” Allie made it sound like the hottest thing she’d ever heard. “I want to be Master’s sexy little cum dumpster! My pussy needs
 his fucking heirs, Colette - I want to be swollen and pregnant with his babies forever!”

I seized the initiative. “Would that be the worst thing in the world?” I grunted, my hand sliding between Colette’s legs. What I found there 
was wetter than a jungle and hotter than a furnace. “To get your fertile pussy pumped full of my load?”

 


Colette held on to her former life by her fingertips.

“I...I’m only nineteen,” she said, chuckling nervously. “I’m not ready for a baby! I’m not...not stupid enough to ruin my life that way…”


Not stupid enough YET
, I thought, putting the gun against her head. Colette cried out, pleasure pulsing through her pussy at the feel of the barrel against her temple.

“You want this?” I grunted.

“Yes!” Colette’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Fuck yes, make me cum, Master, make me fucking cummmm
…”

I locked eyes with my grinning girlfriend and pulled the trigger.

It was like I’d hit Colette with a taser. She went limp in my arms as the wave of radiation struck her brain, then every muscle in her body seized up as one. A loud, lusty cry of pure pleasure tore raggedly from her throat as she came, her pussy gushing over to coat the front of my pants.

“More!” she cried, completely taken by the MC-RAY now. “
Je vous appartiens, Maitre! Je vous appartiens…”


I had no idea what that meant, but I squeezed the trigger again. And again. And again.

What happened next felt like a double-exposure - like I was watching it with two different halves of my brain. The analytical half couldn’t help but notice how the transformation of Colette was similar but different than my girlfriend’s. Her hair grew glossier down her back, her already-round ass plumped up and her perky tits expanded to perfect pornstar dimensions. But she didn’t go blonde, curiously enough. And she didn’t quite have the same brainless, valley girl look that entered Allie’s eyes after multiple exposures to the MC-RAY.

The other half of my brain just thought all this was hot as fuck
. I reached down and tugged my cock out of my pants, the fat head pushing between Colette’s thighs as she bounced up and down in my lap. Her dripping, squelching pussy was a perfect target.

“Fuck yes
!” I growled, relief flooding me as I went hilt-deep into Colette’s tightness. “Oh fuck you’re so fucking hot, slut! God damn
 that pussy’s tight…!”

Colette finally came back to herself, gasping and sputtering. She 
looked back at me, her eyes glazed over with bimbo pleasure. I might have blasted all her knowledge out of the back of her head, but there was one thing she knew how to do with crystal clear clarity - fuck my brains out
.

“Awwww yes!” she cried, slamming her big ass down on me over and over again. “Oh fuck, Maitre,
 oh fucking fuck! You’re so fucking big, can’t you feel how you’re stretching out my tight little pussy? Oh fuck it hurts…”

I’m sure it did - but Colette didn’t stop. Because every thrust deep into her spasming cunt sent her right over the edge. I’d lost count of how many times she’d cum all over my cock, and there was no end in sight.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and upthrust as hard as I could. My cock pulsed inside of her tight inner walls, grinding so hard I could feel sparks around my shaft.

“Fuck her, Master!” Allie groaned, clinging to me tightly. “Fill that fucking bimbo slut with your seed!”

“Yes, yes I’m such a bimbo…” Colette’s eyes unfocused as her cunt spasmed around my cock, her eyes going crossed with the pleasure. “I’m such a dumb little whore! Make me pregnant, Maitre
, fill my cunt with your babies…”

“Your wish is my command,” I grunted, grabbing hold of her neck as I let biology take over. I locked into a hard, driving rhythm, then came apart as I hit the point of no return. I buried myself as far and deep as I could inside of Colette, the pleasure reaching a boiling point.

“Gonna shoot,” I panted, losing control. “Gonna fill you up…!”

A moment later, the world erupted with pleasure. Colette arched her back and screamed
 as my thick seed spurted inside of her, filling her tight pussy with dripping white cream. Every throb of my cock against her walls was heaven, my thick hardness drilling deep into her soft, velvet folds. By the time my balls were empty she was slumped against me, stoned off the wave of seed claiming her fertile womb.

“Ah, fuck
,” I panted, leaning back in my seat. “Fuck, that was awesome. I think you passed the audition, Colette…”

From the look on her face, Allie agreed with me 100%. “I love her, Master. May I…?”

Before I could stop her, Allie climbed between my legs. My cock left Colette’s cunt with a wet little pop,
 then Allie’s face was there. Colette moaned, rising from her stupor as Allie’s hot pink tongue lapped at her slit.

I watched the two girls go, completely amazed. “Holy fuck
 
you’re both such sluts,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m ready to make you my property whenever you are, babe.”

Allie pulled back, beaming. My load dripped across her lips and chin.

“He means getting married,” she giggled, staring up at Colette. “I’m going to be his hot, constantly-pregnant wifey. Oh mi gosh! You know what?”

Colette gave her a drugged, blissed-out look. “Wha’?
”

“I don’t have a maid of honor,” Allie said, her fingers pumping inside of Colette’s freshly-fucked pussy. “I know we just met, but I do
 have my fucking face buried in your box right now, so...what do you say? Want to come
, Colette?”

Colette’s loud, screaming orgasm was all the approval Allie and I needed. Our harem had just grown to two sexy bimbo babes, and even I
 had no idea where it would stop. How big would this bridal party end up before Allie and I tied the knot, anyway?

 


I grinned as I watched my girlfriend eat out my new French whore. I couldn’t wait to find out!


Draining The Bride

I’d never really given much thought to the idea of getting married. For Alison and I, that was something to be contemplated way out in the future, after we’d reached a more stable point in our lives and careers. And even if we had, there was always the nagging doubt in my mind - the dissatisfaction with our sex life, the question in the back of my mind as to whether I could spend my whole life with someone who only wanted to fuck once a month.

That wasn’t a problem any more. Alison was Allie now, my gorgeous bimbo bride, and as I caught sight of her in her wedding dress for the first time, I’d never been more certain of anything in my life.

Allie’s wedding dress fit her like a second skin. A tight corset hugged her lush curves, her oversized breasts nearly spilling out of the top. Her skirt was cut short just beneath her hips, showing off the white thigh-high boots sheathing her long, tanned legs. Every inch of her was high-fashion. Her outfit cost more than three months of my old salary - a drop in the bucket thanks to the haul we’d found in my grandad’s old house, but still. She’d never looked so expensive, so glamorous - so beautiful.

“She looks like a model,” Colette purred, matching my thought exactly. “This is so sweet, Maitre!
 I always cry at weddings - vive la
 
true love!”

I didn’t know about true love,
 but it was certainly true lust at least. The MC-RAY bulged against the pocket of my suit, a constant reminder of the power I held over these two women. Every blast from it sent a concentrated beam of radiation into women’s heads, scrambling their neurons and transforming them into brainless, sex-crazed bimbos. My ordinary girlfriend was now a goddess, and Colette wasn’t far behind.

Even I
 was looking different, I realized. The guy who stared back at me in the mirror was taller, stronger - the kind of dude women gave a second look to when they crossed the street. I didn’t know what kind of side effects the MC-RAY might be having on Allie, Colette and me: but I didn’t care. I was having way
 too much fun to ever stop.

“You look so fucking hot,” I said, putting my arms on Allie’s hips. “You ready to do this, babe? To be mine forever?”

A shudder of pleasure trembled through my girlfriend at the question. “Yes
,” she whimpered, like it was her entire life’s ambition. “I’ve always wanted this, baby. Even before. I just...it feels so right
 now, you know? Giving my whole life to you!”

“I bet,” I said, staring down into her cleavage. “Everything makes sense now. You belong to me.”

She bit down on her bottom lip. “Honestly, ever since you shot me with that raygun, I haven’t really felt like your girlfriend. I’ve felt more like your property
. Like something you own: or something you should
 own…”

In a few minutes, I would own Allie in the most primal way a man could possess a woman. Then, it would be time for the honeymoon. I’d already booked the three of us on a flight to Japan - first class. I’d always wanted to go, and Allie was over the moon at the thought of giving me whatever I wanted. I could have told her I wanted to go on vacation to fucking Mars
 and she’d have agreed.

Colette was coming too, of course. She wouldn’t have missed it for the world.

“Just to be sure,” I said, giving Allie’s ass a possessive little squeeze, “you’re sure
 that you’re okay with me fooling around with other girls, babe?” I punctuated the statement with a lusty look at Colette. “You’re not going to change your mind once you get that ring on your finger and say ‘I do?’”

Allie shook her head. “Of course not, babe. I love
 the thought of you having sex with Colette. Or any other girl you want.” She giggled like a college co-ed on spring break. “I want your dick to be happy, Master! And if that involves other women giving you pleasure with their tight, wet pussies or their mouths, well...fuck
 that makes me so 
wet…”

She wasn’t kidding. There was a flush across Allie’s cheeks, and I could almost smell how turned on she was.

“You get to fool around with them too,” I growled. “I saw the way you ate Colette’s pussy right after I fucked her. Did you like tasting my load inside of her cunt?”

Allie’s head lolled back on her shoulders. “Uh huhhh
,” she whimpered, licking her lips like she was remembering the taste. “God
, I love being your filthy little wifey, Master. I can’t wait for you to own me…”

I couldn’t wait, either - although I knew in my heart the ceremony didn’t matter. I already
 owned these two women - we were just making it official.

“Speaking of which,” I said, glancing unhappily around the small waiting room. “What gives? We’ve been sitting here for like an hour!”

Colette squirmed in her chair. “There were several other couples ahead of us,” she explained. She gave me a look like displeasing me was the worst thing in the world. “I know you are anxious, Maitre
. Is there...is there anything I can do while you wait?”

As if I didn’t understand what she meant, Colette shoved her tongue in one cheek until it bulged. It was the international symbol for blowjob
, and under different circumstances, I would’ve taken her up on it right then and there.

“I’d rather you fixed this in the first place,” I grunted, irritation showing in my voice. Both girls shrank from it. What the fuck was happening me to me? I never used to talk this way before the MC-RAY.

“I am sorry!” Colette dropped to her knees in front of me, supplicating herself utterly. “I will do anything to make you happy, sir, anything…”

I sighed. I really needed to watch myself with these girls. They took every little emotion as a major problem - one to be solved with fucking. Don’t get me wrong, I loved
 solving problems with fucking, but in public, it might end up a problem.

“Maybe you should have offered the guy marrying us a blowjob,” I groused, not meaning it. I’d never
 share my toys with any other man. “Would’ve gotten us to the front of the line in a hurry…”

A strange smile spread across Colette’s face. “I could not do that, Maitre.
”

“Oh yeah? Why not.”

“Because,” she said, giggling, “the person performing the ceremony is female.”

My eyebrows rose. “Is
 she, now?” That was definitely interesting. “What does this, ah, female look like?”

Colette and Allie shared a look. It was plain to see what they were thinking - new slut time!
 Both of them looked excited and horny at the prospect.

“I thought you might ask,” Colette said smoothly, reaching into her purse. “I took the liberty of saving her business page on my phone - it has a picture of her…”

I took the phone from Colette and looked down. Into the most spectacular pair of tits I’d ever seen.


Dr. Angela Cross is a fully-ordained minister,
 the page said, performing weddings in the Vegas area since blah blah blah…


The part that mattered was the picture. And it was eye-popping.

For her professional photo, Angela had posed in a clingy black evening gown. It barely - just
 barely contained her massive, luscious 
tits. This woman looked like she’d been shot with the MC-RAY a few times already. She grinned up at the camera like she knew every man who saw the photo was going to be drooling over her big, sexy knockers. She looked like she liked
 it.

“Holy shit,” I grunted. “This
 is the woman who’s going to marry Allie and me?”

“You’re going to meet her in just a few moments,” Colette said, hiding her giggle behind her fingers. Perhaps you will not want to see her unarmed,
 no?”

“Oh, I’m definitely
 packing heat,” I said, patting my jacket. “Babe, what do you think-”

I turned. To see Allie literally drooling
 over the photo.

“Like, oh my gawd,
” she whimpered, staring at the picture with naked jealously. “What a fucking babe!
 Can’t you just imagine how good your dick would feel buried between those puppies, Master?”

“I can,” I said with a smirk. “She looks like she knows it, too.”

“Mmmh hmm.” Without a hint of shame, Allie reached between my legs and started rubbing my bulge through my slacks. “Girls like her definitely
 know the kind of effect they have on guys. She’d be such a 
good addition to your harem, Master!”

I nodded. “Like a wedding present. From you to me. Giving me the lady who marries us to fuck…”

“I want to see her on her knees,” Allie whimpered. “Giving you those big fucking tits
 as a wedding present. Wrapping them around your dick, all of us watching as you thrust between them over and over again. Bathing them in your load…”


Woah, fuck!
 My bulge was at full-mast now. Allie’s hand was moving fast, and if she didn’t slow down, I was going to bend her over and fuck her brains out right there - wedding or not. Just before I made that decision, there was a knock on the waiting room door.

“Miss Cross is ready for you,” an attendant said. “Is this the whole bridal party?”

“For now,” I said with a grin. “Come on, girls - let’s go tie the knot.”

I’m not sure what I was expecting from a Vegas wedding chapel, but the room we were led to had the air of something hastily thrown together at the last minute. Despite that, it wasn’t too bad looking. I barely spared the room a glance, however, as the woman standing in front of the podium captured my full attention.

Angela looked even better than her photo. She was dressed in black button-down vestments that were unbuttoned deep into her cleavage. A big gold pendant buried itself between her tits, with just a hint of a lacy black bra underneath the fabric. I wondered how many dudes whiffed it right here, this close to the altar, by staring too long or too deeply at her beautiful body. She had the air of a professional girl who’d just gotten off work on a Friday and was ready to party for the next forty-eight hours.

I wondered if she had any idea how right that was.

Angela smiled at the three of us and clasped her hands together. She looked us over, sizing us up in a glance, and decided that Allie and I were the ones getting married.

“You must be Paul and Alison,” she said, beaming at us. “Hello!”

“Allie,” Allie said with a giggle. “Ohmigosh I’m so
 happy to meet you!”

After hugs and handshakes, Angela turned to business. “So, this won’t take very long,” she said, wiggling her eyebrows at us. “I’m sure the two of you are looking forward to living in holy matrimony the rest of your lives, right?”

I nodded. “Absolutely. I’m just so in love with this girl, Dr. Cross. 
This is Colette, by the way - she’s Allie’s Maid of Honor.”

Angela blinked, her smile never wavering. “Well, we don’t have a lot of time for that, but you’re more than welcome to have a seat,” she said, indicating the closest pew. “I’m sure they’re very glad to have the support. Did you two grow up together?”

“No,” Colette giggled, primly seating herself with one leg crossed over the other. “We just met today, actually.”

Angela nodded as if this was a completely common thing for her to hear. For all I knew, in her line of work it was.

“Colette,” I said, glancing at the brunette over my shoulder. “Could you go make sure the door’s locked, sweetheart?”

With a twinkle in her eye, Colette sprang up and sashayed her way across the chapel. Her sexy ass wiggled back and forth as she walked, not so much drawing as demanding
 my attention.

Angela noticed.

“We don’t, uh, typically lock that,” she said, a little confused. “You know, in case there’s a fire, or…”

“It’ll be fine,” I said, taking control of the situation. “Now, you need 
to get to work marrying us. I can’t wait for Allie to become my property.”

Angela’s eyebrows shot to her hairline. I doubted she’d heard that
 kind of thing, even from drunk people getting married in Vegas.

“I suppose so,” she said, stifling a laugh of disbelief. “Just for the record - you two are
 free from the influence of any mind-altering substances, right? Oh Good lord
-!”

Angela shrank back, throwing up her hands as I took the MC-RAY out of my jacket. It had been too long since I last used it - it felt warm in my fingers, almost like it was alive. I swore I could hear it calling out to me, begging me to pull the trigger. To turn another hot slut even hotter and sluttier. To add another submissive, needy pussy to my harem…


That video didn’t mention this shit at all,
 a little voice in the back of my head protested. Once I get this marriage shit done, I need to find that researcher. I’ve got to get to the bottom of this…


It could wait. I had vacation to think about. And before that, Angela.

“Relax,” I said, chuckling. “It’s just a toy.”

Angela put a hand to her chest, her eyes still wide. “What the fuck?” 
she yelled, her mask of professionalism finally slipping. “Why would you bring a gun
 into a fucking wedding…”

“Good luck charm,” Allie piped in, wiggling her eyebrows. “Before we start the ceremony, everyone’s got to get shot with it! Pew pew, zap your brains away!”

Angela looked like she was seriously reconsidering her life choices.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” she said, backing away. “Look, we’ll refund your money, but I’m just not feeling comfortable with all this.”

“Then let’s make things comfortable
!” Allie giggled. “Come on, Master, you first!”

The next few seconds remain a little...fuzzy
 in my memory. What I do remember is that several things happened at once.

“Master!?
” Angela gasped, her jaw hitting the floor.

“Me
 first!?” I said, feeling about the same way as Angela.

I tried to pull the gun away, but it was already in Allie’s hands. How did she grab it so fast…?

She stuck her tongue out and closed one eye, a cartoon parody of someone aiming a shot. “Stick ‘em up!” Allie yelled, grinning from ear-to-ear as she pulled the trigger.

“No!” I shouted. “Wait!”

It was too late. The gun jerked in Allie’s hand, a wave of force propelling from tip. I felt it wash over and me and waited for the end. For everything inside of me to melt away, transforming me into...what? Some dumb, horny bimbo?


I should have been more careful
, I thought as the tingle spread through me. I should’ve ordered Allie to never touch the MC-RAY…


Then the rest of the world was ripped away. A warm, wonderful
 sensation coursed through me, and I knew the MC-RAY was doing its work.

Only - something strange was happening. All the things I’d seen from Allie and Colette - the drop in intelligence, the loss of control - they just weren’t there
. Instead I felt more in control than I had in my entire life.

“Fuck!” I growled, tossing my head back as an orgasm tore through me. “Holy fuck
…!”

The pleasure hit - and at the same time, a film reel unspooled in my head. My mind’s eye filled with images, so visceral and hot they almost felt real. Me, dominating and controlling women. Lots
 of women.

They were beautiful, intelligent - and broken. Now they whimpered, spreading their legs to show off their needy pussies as they begged for my load. I saw myself ripping Angela’s clothes off, forcing my cock inside of her, claiming
 her womb as I transformed her from the inside out. I saw actresses, models, queens on their thrones taking my cock in their mouths, their pussies, their asses.

I saw myself as King. As God
. And it made me cum harder than I ever had in my life.

When I came down from my peak, the whole world looked new. Angela was staring at me with a horrified look, while Allie grinned from ear to ear.


Good girl
, I thought. Very good girl…


I grabbed Angela so fast she barely had time to scream. It was so easy to lift her off her feet, to carry her across the altar and pin her body to the place she’d joined so many couples in matrimony. I was so strong
 now. It was almost scary.

“Fuck, what are you doing!?” Angela’s face went white, her cleavage paling. I wanted to see more - I reached between her breasts and ripped away the fabric, tearing off her gold pendant in the process. She screamed like a banshee, but even as she did, her cunt clenched between her legs. I could feel
 it. It was like I could look inside women now; see the things they didn’t want to admit to themselves.

I spread her legs with my knee, hiking up her skirt. Underneath she had on a very basic pair of black panties, already stained with moisture.

Angela’s eyes went unfocused. “Stop,” she whimpered, her tits popping out of her dress. “No, no, no…!”

Then Allie was there, the gun against Angela’s temple. She pulled the trigger.

Angela’s expression transformed.

“...yes, yes, YES!”
 she screamed, arching her hips against the bulge in my pants. “Oh fuck yes, fuck me
, Daddy!”

I pulled Angela’s panties to the side. Underneath, her dripping slit shined with juice. I didn’t know if she’d shaved it or if the MC-RAY did something to her - I didn’t care. I just had
 to bury myself in that cunt.

Grabbing hold of my cock by the base, I shoved the head into her soaking wet folds and pushed home. Her inner walls clenched around me as I bottomed out inside of her. She was so hot and tight that my mouth dropped open, a groan of sheer relief escaping my lips.

“Awww fuck
!” Angela arched her back, angling me deeper inside of her. “Oh fuck yes, Daddy, I’m gonna fucking cum…!
”

One more hard thrust was all it took. Angela came apart, her ass slapping against the floor as her gorgeous, curvy body writhed with convulsions. A flood of juice coated my dick as it squelched inside of her. Her big titties bounced up and down as she shuddered all over my cock, sobbing with pleasure. She looked so fucking hot cumming all over me, so fucking perfect
 with my cock stretching her out.

In my peripheral vision, I could see Allie blowing her own brains out with the MC-RAY. Every shot made her dumber and hornier, which was good - but she was holding onto the gun, which wasn’t.

It was mine
.

“Give me that,” I roared.

Allie nearly toppled over at the sound of my voice. She came crawling to me, the MC-RAY held in her hands. Beneath me, Angela’s body shook as my hips slammed into hers over and over again.

“Good girl,” I said, taking the gun from my girlfriend. Then I turned my attention to Angela. “You want more of this, slut?”

 


She opened wide. A thin trail of drool dribbled from one lip, connecting to her hard nipple.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, her inner walls still quivering around me. “Give me more. Make me your dumb, big-tittied bimbo slut…!”

Grinning, I shoved the tip of the gun into her mouth. “Suck it,” I commanded, fucking her harder. “Take it down your throat like a good whore!”

Angela did. She relaxed her muscles, the barrel of the gun going further and further. Soon she was deep-throating it, the MC-RAY fucking her mouth the way my cock was fucking her pussy. I felt a tidal wave forming in the base of my shaft, the familiar rush working its way through my body. I was going to cum.

I locked eyes with Angela and pulled the trigger. She unraveled instantly, an orgasm tearing through her body with hurricane force. She groaned around the barrel of the gun, deepthroating it even harder
 as the radiation burned away her brain cells. Her eyes rolled behind her lids as microseizures tore apart her neurons, all of her muscles seizing up as she came.

It made everything between her legs even hotter and wetter. Her folds were softer than silk, her needy cunt dripping with juice. I couldn’t hold back anymore.

I took the gun out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with it, stunning her from her trance. It left my fingers, cast across the floor as I grabbed Angela’s face and stared into her eyes.

“What are you?” I demanded.

“I’m yours!
” Angela panted, riding me hard. “I’m your good little slut, Daddy! My cunt belongs to you forever! Cum inside it! Please, Daddy, please!
”

My hands slid down to her throat.

The old me would never have done this - it was too risky. But with the MC-RAY’s effects, I was rapidly losing the ability to think of Angela and Allie as people
. They were toys - sexy bimbo toys for me to fuck and abuse. And if a guy broke his toys sometimes from playing with them too hard, well - he could always get new ones.

“Open your fucking mouth,” I growled, my hand tightening against Angela’s neck. “Open your fucking mouth so I can spit in it!”

She opened wide, her eyes on fire with pleasure and submission. 
When I spit into her open mouth, those eyes rolled back in her head and another orgasm tore through her body.

It was all the permission I needed to go open season on her. Angela’s body was mine to abuse now.

“Fucking whore
,” I growled, slapping her tits. She cried out - or tried to, if my fingers weren’t holding her so tight that she couldn’t get air. I slapped her cheeks, hard, watching them redden as her eyes rolled in their sockets. She was starting to panic, writhing in my grip as her perfect pussy got even tighter.

It was so incredible.

“This is what you like,” I said, staring right into her soul. “This is what you are from now on! You love it when I choke you out and hurt you. It makes you fucking wet
 when I slap these big titties around, slut. When I put my hands on you like I own
 you. Now nod for me! Let me know you understand you’re my little pain slut…”

Tears in her eyes, Angela nodded. It took me a second to realize they weren’t tears of pain - but joy.

“Ah, fuck, I’m gonna cum!
” I grabbed her tit hard enough to bruise it, mauling the sensitive flesh beneath my fingers. “I’m gonna fucking
 cum inside you, gonna fucking tear that pussy up with this load…!”

The pleasure hit me like a bolt of lightning. I let go of Angela’s throat at the ultimate moment, slapping her tits together as wave after wave of pleasure galloped through my chest like a hundred horses. I buried my face in between her big, soft boobs and let go, erupting inside of her like a geyser. Her ass slammed into the marble as I shot, filling her to the brim and then some. By the time my balls were empty, her thighs were a glazed mess of seed.

The world was warm and dizzy as I came down from my peak. I kept my cock buried inside of Angela, watching as my load dripped out around it from her overfilled cunt. She gasped and sputtered, rubbing her throat as she came back from the brink.

I looked down at her, a little shocked with myself. Had I really done that? Treated a woman that way? Holy shit, it was terrible. Bestial. Misogynistic for sure…

So why did just thinking about it make my cock pulse inside of her? And why did every slap and spank I gave Angela make her cunt draw around me even tighter.

“Oh, fuck
,” Angela whispered, her voice a little gravelly from the treatment. “No one has ever
 fucked me like that, Daddy. Oh holy shit…”

A pair of giggles caught my attention. When I looked, both Colette 
and Allie were splayed out on the altar, watching us. Their hands were between each others’ legs.

“You enjoy the show?” I asked, rubbing Angela’s breasts.

“Yes, Master,” Colette purred, her face filled with awe. “That was...I mean, there aren’t even words…”

“I’ve watched some pretty fucked-up porn,” Allie chimed in, giggling. “But that was on a whole other level, Master! It was so...so…”

“So?” I asked.

“Um...good!” Allie’s face brightened, happy to have seized on the right word. “Yeah!”

I shook my head, laughing. “Holy shit. How much brainpower did you blast out of yourself while I was fucking Angela, babe?”

“Ummm, I dunno!” She stared at the MC-RAY like it was her favorite sex toy. “But I kinda wanna do it again…”

“I think that’s enough for now,” I said, shaking my head. “Too much more of that, and you probably won’t be able to talk!”

Colette started to laugh. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“From what I’ve seen, she does not need
 to talk,” the French girl explained. “She can do the things she is best qualified for perfectly well without speaking.”

“Yeah, but I like to hear her talk dirty,” I shot back. I pulled out of Angela’s pussy, slowly grinding the head of my cock against her walls as I left her warmth. Seed dripped from her slit, prompting me to wonder about birth control for a moment.


Eh, who cares?
 I thought. Not like it’s my problem…or IS it?


Was I leaving Angela here, or taking her with me?

Either way, there was business to take care of first. “Get up,” I growled, zipping myself back into my pants. “Don’t you have a wedding to do?”

 


“Huh? Oh, Daddy, sure!” Angela sat up, her elbows against the floor. She stared down at the mess between her legs, licking her lips like she couldn’t believe what a bad girl she’d just been. “Would, um, would you mind if I did the quick version? I can’t seem to remember the words I was gonna say anymore!”

“And I bet you rehearsed so hard,” I said with a chuckle. “Fine. Let’s 
get this over with.”

She brightened. “Um, Allie!?”

My bimbo finance stopped staring at Colette’s pussy and gave a little start. “Uh huh?”

“Do you, like, totally
 take this guy to be your hunky Master and let him fuck your brains out forever? Do you swear on your tight, wet pussy that you’ll always obey him and give him all your holes and let him fuck other sluts if he wants?”


Holy shit,
 I thought. Okay, yeah, I’m definitely taking this girl with me.


“I will,” Allie said, grinning from ear-to-ear. “And I’ll have all his babies, too!”

“We all will,” Colette said smoothly. “If Master will have us. Isn’t that right, Angela?”

The busty redhead’s gaze turned to me. Her eyes widened like saucers, her mouth dropping open in a perfect ‘o’ of surprise. She’s never even considered this,
 I realized. Why wouldn’t she? The MC-RAY blew out all her higher reasoning functions. I’m surprised she can string two sentences together…


“Ohmigawd, please
 
Daddy?” Angela got on her knees, literally begging
 me. “I’ll do whatever you want, whenever you want! I’ll you fuck me whenever you want it - I’ll even let you fuck me with your gun! Just please, please take me with you!”

 


I was going to. I knew it in my heart of hearts. But she
 didn’t. So I decided to have some fun.

“Let’s,” I said, motioning for Allie and Colette to be silent, “have a test.”

Angela’s pretty face scrunched up in confusion. “Test?”

“Mmh hmm. In order to get into my harem, you’ve got to give me something none of the other girls have.”

She looked over her shoulder, sizing up Colette and Allie in a moment of panic. “Oh, gosh! They’re both so pretty! I don’t...I don’t know what I can do for you, Daddy!”

“Well first,” I grunted, “you can keep calling me Daddy
. I really like that.”

“Yes, Daddy!”

“As far as physical features…” I reached down and started playing 
with her tits. “Neither girl has a pair of knockers like yours,” I growled, manhandling her. “I’d definitely say they’re your best feature, slut.”

Angela’s eyes unfocused. “Oh fuuuuck
 that feels good!” She arched her back like a cat, pressing her tits against my hand. “You can play with my tits whenever you want, Daddy!”

I pulled away and took out my cock. “Use those tits to get me off,” I commanded. “If you can make me cum all over those big, sexy funbags, I’ll let you come with us. If you can’t make me shoot, though, you’ll have to stay in Vegas. Deal?”

Colette and Allie shared a look. They knew the score.

Angela didn’t. “Oh, yes, yes, Daddy!” she purred, so nervous that I almost laughed. Did she really
 think she wasn’t going to get me off. “Put it right between my titties, Daddy. Let me make you feel good…”

My cock was still dripping with juice, so it was easy for her to wrap her knockers around it. She giggled as she guided my shaft into the underside of her cleavage, letting me upthrust into the space between her breasts. She was soft and warm, and I could feel her heart pounding. It sent reverberations through my cock that were extremely pleasurable.

“I love
 
giving you my tits,” Angela whimpered, rocking her breasts up and down my shaft. She worked faster and faster, massaging the huge mounds around my hilt as she gave me the best tit-fucking of my life. I could see her making a puddle on the floor, her pussy gushing over with juice and cum as she got off on me fucking her chest.

“I love taking
 your tits,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair. “Harder
.”

She put her back into it, bouncing up and down on my dick. The big, swollen head popped in and out of her cleavage, hammering her bruised neck on every thrust. I couldn’t just stand there any longer - I started to thrust, adding more friction to the funbags around my cock. Angela groaned as I fucked her breasts, claiming them with my rod.

“Yeah, that’s right,” I said, laughing as I my balls slapped against her taut, flat belly. “Take that fucking cock! Fuck, your tits feel so good, Angela! So fucking big - so fucking soft…”

She could feel me getting ready to cum. A look of triumph lit up her face.

“Shoot for me, Daddy,” she begged, licking her lips as she prepared to take my load. “Bathe these puppies in your come! Put it on my face, too - I know
 
you want to make my face all pretty with your spunk…!”

Her words sent me over the edge. I buried myself in her breasts one more time, hard, then held myself there as I let go. My cock jerked in between her tits, the fat head spurting jets of white cream all over her. It covered her face, her chin, splashing against her as it dribbled down onto her glorious orbs. Angela let out a scream of victory, cumming all over the floor as her Daddy’s orgasm triggered her own.

By the time I was done, we’d made a huge mess. Angela’s clothes were in tatters, and her tits and face were covered in my cum. Her mascara ran in sloppy trails down her cheeks, her makeup ruined.

She swirled up a gob of my cum and sucked it off of her fingers, groaning lustily. “Thank you, Daddy,” she panted, staring up at me with love and devotion. “Thank you for making me pretty…”

I stared down at the wreck I’d made of Angela, my chest brimming with pride. There was no doubt about it - the MC-RAY had changed me. Made me something I hadn’t been a short time ago - something I would never dream of being.

I liked it. Liked it a lot
.

“Hey,” I said, squirting a little bit more cum on Angela’s forehead. 
“You’re my wife now, Allie.”

 


She lit up like a Christmas tree. “I know, Master! I’m so happy! I promise to always be a good, naughty one for you!”

I grinned back. “Let’s go on vacation,” I said. “And let’s take this one with us. We’ll get another ticket for the plane - or maybe we’ll just hide her under the seat. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? All scrunched up and uncomfortable, in pain the whole flight just for me?”

The orgasmic moan from Angela’s throat was all the answer I needed. This was going to be the best honeymoon ever.

And once it was over, I was going to track down the people who’d made this MC-RAY. I had big plans for them - plans that were going to change the world forever...


Draining The Stewardess

Twelve hours.

That’s how long it took for an international flight to leave from Las Vegas and reach Nagoya, Japan. Even with three gorgeous women devoted to serving your every need, that was a long
 time to be stranded in a flying tube over the ocean. Especially if the three of us couldn’t get seats together.

“Why is this process so fucking complicated?” I sighed, staring down at the laptop. The slender computer was so new that it still had all the stickers attached to it. I’d walked into an electronics store and paid cash on the way to the hotel. “Three first class seats on the next flight to Japan. Is that so much to ask?”

The women who’d be sitting in those seats were all in bed with me. My bimbo wife Allie was curled up next to me, her hand playing with my balls as she tried to get me hard for yet another round between the sheets. Behind her, Colette had her French tongue buried deep in Angela’s mouth and her hands on her huge tits, worshipping them as they made out hot and heavy for my entertainment. Before they’d met Allie and me, both of them had been consummate professionals - now their highest goal in life was pleasing me. In, as Allie had so eloquently put it, “making my dick happy.”


Well,
 I thought, watching them go, 
my dick IS happy. Very, very happy
.

When it had become clear the three of us weren’t going to be getting on a plane that same night, we’d gone on a quick shopping spree and booked this hotel room. A skintight new dress for my wife, some slutty lingerie for the girls, the laptop for me. And all the booze Vegas could provide. It was a recipe for total debauchery. I’d had all three girls doing body shots off each other until dawn, feeding me more whiskey and vodka as they sucked, fucked and rode my cock.

The hell of it was, I wasn’t drunk. Alcohol made me hornier, but it didn’t seem to touch me otherwise - ever since I’d been shot with the MC-RAY. That magic gun never left my sight - its power is what had transformed all three of these brilliant women into submissive bimbo sluts. It had done something totally different when it was turned on me - something I still didn’t fully understand. I really did
 need to track down the people who’d made it one of these days.

“This sucks,” I growled, staring down at the laptop. “There’s one
 flight, but it leaves in an hour and a half. We’d miss that flight for sure.”

Allie let out a little giggle and put her finger against my lips. Beneath the covers, her hand kept right on working. “Sure we will,” she purred. “That’s plenty of time.”

I slammed the laptop closed and leaned back against the headboard. “Not really,” I grunted. The new me really
 disliked being corrected - I had a sudden urge to throw Allie over my lap and spank her. “Have you been to an airport lately, slut? It takes a gazillion hours just to get through the security screening.”

She shrugged. Being called slut
 was just the ordinary way of things to my new wife. “So we’ll take another flight,” she said, her fingers wrapping around the base of my hardening cock. “A later one. None of us will mind. Nobody minds doing anything you
 tell them to do, Master.”

I closed my eyes and sighed as she stroked me to full hardness. It was the most frustrating thing in the world: I could make these women do absolutely anything
 I wanted, but even the mind-altering power of the MC-RAY couldn’t change airport policy.

Or could it…?

“Oooh, husband
,” Allie groaned, striking a pose on all fours like a porn star as I swelled in her hand. “Look how hard you are for me. The thought of being cooped up in this hotel room with us has got you all excited, hasn’t it?”

I leaned over and looked Allie up and down, just basking in the sight of her. My girlfriend Alison had always been a beautiful woman, but 
with the transformation the MC-RAY had given her, she was a walking wet dream. A burst of pride filled me as I remembered her literally
 stopping traffic back on the Strip. I was happy as hell that I’d married her - especially now that she constantly craved sex, wore skintight outfits and trashy makeup twenty-four hours a day, and lived
 to try each and every naughty thing I could think of. The old Alison couldn’t have been more different - now I had the best of both worlds. The absolute
 best.

I was coming to understand that’s what I deserved. Maybe it was the MC-RAY frying my brain, but the idea of not just fucking but owning
 multiple women felt more and more right with each passing hour…

I rolled Allie onto her back, savoring her happy groan of pleasure as I pinned her down. She was naked, of course, her pussy warm and wet between her legs. The old Alison only got that turned on once or twice a month: Allie was constantly
 ready for sex, desperate for it.

The head of my cock pressed into her folds. She was so soft the touch sent a shiver through me. Suddenly I was so fucking hard that it hurt.

Colette and Angela stopped making out and turned to watch. “God, that’s so fucking hot
,” Angela purred, giving Colette’s ass a squeeze. “I never thought just watching a man fuck another woman could be such a turn-on
…”

“Unf
,” Colette agreed. “Maitre,
 
will you give me a good hard fucking next? I need to make you come so badly…”

I grinned down at my wife, watching the wonderful, agonizing expressions on her face as I oh-so-slowly
 pushed into her tightness. She was so fucking gorgeous, and never moreso than when my cock went inside of her.

“I’m going to fuck all three of you,” I decided with a smirk. “But Allie gets first, of course. My wife gets the first taste of everything…
”

Within a heartbeat, Allie was into it and helping me. “Both of you get on either side of me,” she purred, gesturing towards the pair. “Give him lots of hot stuff to look at while he fucks me! Angie, get those tits out and fondle them - yeah, just like that! Oh fuck, that’s even making me
 wet-!”

Her words were cut off by a cry of passion as my cock thrust into her. I slid into her slick, tight pussy with an easy stroke; she was dripping wet, and warm, and so snug around the base of my throbbing manhood. Fuck, that felt good!

“Yeah, that’s much better,” I groaned, my hips working in a furious rhythm. “Shut the fuck up and just bat your pretty lashes at me, slut. Spread that fucking pussy for me so I can go even deeper!”

Words like would never
 
have left my mouth a few days ago. The thought of calling my wife a slut or telling her to shut the fuck up
 as I dicked her would have been completely verboten. Something was changing inside of me, and I liked it.

Allie liked it, too. Her breath was hot in my ear, little squeaks of pleasure leaving her as I slammed her pussy. Her ass practically lifted off the bed as we fucked, she was so desperate to get me hard and deep inside of her. Her hips moved with rapid-fire precision, milking my dick as it stretched her tight walls.

“You’re so fucking big, babe,” Allie groaned in disbelief. “Fuck, you’re getting even bigger
 inside of me! You’re so fucking hard, you’re fucking me so fucking good…!”

Her walls quivered around me. Allie was about to unravel - and so was I. I buried my face in between her big, soft breasts, sucking at her nipples before traveling upwards and kissing her hard. Slapping sounds filled the hotel room as my hips slammed into hers, jerking her body violently beneath me.

“Do you want to cum inside you, or pull out and spray you down?” I glanced from one woman to the others, gauging their desires. One look at Colette and Angela was enough to know that they
 definitely wanted me to paint their faces and tits with my load -  but Allie clearly didn’t. She wasn’t 100% sure that I’d bred her fertile pussy 
yet - and ever since becoming my wife, getting pregnant had become Allie’s main goal. She was desperate
 for me to knock her up; even her eyes begged for it as I fucked her, filling with a deep intensity.

“Come inside of me,” she whimpered, locking her ankles behind my hips so there was no chance I could pull out. “It feels so fucking good to have you come in me, Master, it makes me feel like a real woman like a your girl your wife your slave come inside me right now Master make me pregnant…!”


I buried myself as deeply as I could inside of her and let go. My cries of passion were muffled by her breasts as I emptied myself inside of her, draining my balls. Her hips slowed as I shot inside of her, riding out every last drop of pleasure. No matter how many times I came inside of her, it never got any less amazing. And Allie definitely never missed an opportunity to get some hot, sticky cum from my cock.

“There you go, husband,” she said when I was done. She cradled my head between her breasts, holding me close as my strength returned. “Wasn’t that worth being a little late?”

In response I kissed her, hard. “You think I got you pregnant that time, babe?”

She flashed a tired smile, her forehead matted with sweat. “I think I was already
 
pregnant, Master. But it never hurts to be sure.”

I rolled away, relaxing into the covers. Allie tossed an arm over my chest and nuzzled my neck, suddenly the queen of cuddles. Between my legs, Angela or Colette - I wasn’t sure which - lowered her head into my lap and started cleaning my cock with their tongue. I moaned happily and gave Allie’s ass a squeeze. Was there anything in life better than this?

 


“I love you, Master,” Allie purred.

“You’d better,” I said with a lopsided smile, reaching down. Yeah, that was definitely Angela’s hair. She was the one sucking me.

For a few heartbeats I just laid there, enjoying the feeling of Allie’s body on mine and the searing heat of Angela’s mouth around the head of my cock. I very easily could have stayed there all day - hell, all week. But that was something the old, lazy Paul would have done. I could feel that in my bones.

The new me was a shark.
 And sharks needed to keep swimming.

I had to get to Japan. Get more girls. And figure out if that cute scientist who’d invented my magic raygun was still around and in need of a man to run her life…

“Alright,” I grunted, sitting up in bed. “Let’s get moving. You lazy sluts aren’t going to keep me here getting drunk and fat.”

All three girls giggled. “As if we could make you do anything you did not wish to do, Maitre
,” Colette squeed.

“I suppose we should head to the airport,” Allie said, stretching with a groan. “God my tits are so sore…”

Her eyes popped wide open. “Ohmigosh
! Do you think that’s ‘cause I’m pregnant
?”

“Could be,” I said sleepily. “If not now, then soon.”

Allie beamed from ear to ear. “Chyah!
 I’m gonna take a shower, babe. Want to join me?”

I shook my head. “Nah. I’m not taking one. And neither are you.”

She turned from the edge of the bed, where she was already halfway to her feet, and stared at me over her shoulder, mouth open in faux-outrage. “But I’ll be filthy! Not to mention full of your cum…”

“I know,” I said, spanking her. “That’s just how I like you, slut.”

Her eyes went unfocused for a moment. Both Colette and Angela 
stared at her like they were jealousy incarnate.

“Damn, that feels good
,” she whimpered, nibbling her bottom lip. “I wish we had time for you to fuck me again, Master. But I guess I’ll just have to walk around the airport with my just-got-fucked hairdo, reeking of sex.”

“Oh, come on,” I smirked, putting on my pants. “You’ll like it.”

“What if they search me? What if-” her eyes narrowed with a sultry smile, “what if they do a full body cavity search, Master!?”

“Then they’ll discover you’ve been a very
 good wife,” I growled, motioning the other girls to their feet. “Shit, now I kinda hope they do just that…”

xXx

As it turned out, the four of us sailed right through airport security.

Not for lack of trying, of course. One guy with three gorgeous babes flittering around him, each trying to out-slut the others? I was well aware that we looked suspicious as hell. It didn’t help that Allie wasn’t my wife on any of our paperwork yet, and my ‘wife’ was a half-
naked bimbo with the body of a goddess and the mouth of a phone sex operator. The most frustrating part of all of it was that I couldn’t use the MC-RAY.

Talk about irony, right? Even though it was a toy, made of plastic and completely harmless unless the trigger was pulled, I didn’t dare take it out of my jacket. As a result, the power the MC-RAY gave me didn’t amount to much - after all, I could only shoot one woman at a time, and we were surrounded by crowds of people. Any major disturbances would be noticed. It took some fast talking (and smouldering looks from my new chiseled face) but the woman at the kiosk finally waved the four of us through. I could feel the disappointment coming off the security people as my entourage sashayed past them, no longer friskable.

Then we were on the plane. I’d never flown first-class before, but thanks to the pile of diamonds I’d discovered hidden in my grandfather’s house, I didn’t have to settle for anything less. With the MC-RAY, I never SHOULD have to settle for anything less
, I thought as the lift in my stomach and pop in my ears let me know we were airborne. I need to shoot a couple rich cougars and get them to add me to their wills…


“When the ticketing website said the four of us would be sitting together, I thought we’d, you know, be sitting together
,” I grunted, looking around the cabin. “Not hanging out in these little cubicles.”

The flight was firmly in business-class territory - divided up into pods, each with a reclining seat and a screen for productivity. There still wasn’t much in the way of privacy, but at least with the neighboring pods occupied by my hotties, there weren’t any strangers sitting anywhere near us. That would definitely make it easier to fool around.


It’s a twelve-hour flight,
 I thought, palming Allie’s ass. There’s DEFINITELY going to be some fooling around…


Allie smiled as my fingers squeezed, but there was a worried look on her face. “What’s wrong?”

Her cheeks colored. “I’ve...I’ve actually never been on a plane before, Master,” she admitted, pressing herself against me. “I didn’t realize it would be so...so…”


Ah, so that’s it.
 “Calm down,” I commanded, pulling her closer to me. “Don’t even think
 about the fact that we’re on a plane. Just focus on the four of us together, having fun.”

Her expression relaxed. “Of course, Master,” she purred, one hand sliding between my thighs. “You know what?”

“What?” I grunted.

“I bet I’d feel even better if you shot me again,” she whimpered, her eyes traveling to the pretty conspicuous bulge in my jacket. “Please? I promise I won’t scream when you make me cum my brains out.”

“Hmm, I dunno,” I said with a grin. “Lots of risk involved. What if someone saw me holding a gun?”

She bit her bottom lip, a wicked look coming into her eyes. “You could put it right here
,” she mewled, guiding my hand between her legs. “Nobody would see it. Stick that barrel right into my pussy and send me to heaven, Master. I promise I’ll be a good girl for the whole flight
 if you just do it one time…”

I had the MC-RAY out of my pocket and halfway up Allie’s skirt when someone cleared their throat behind me. I froze, locking eyes with my wife.

“Excuse me,” came the voice. My fingers tightened around the handle of the MC-RAY. “Would either of you care for a drink?”

Allie’s face lit up like a Christmas tree, so I already knew I was going to see something good when I turned around. Even so, the woman standing before us was stunningly, jaw-droppingly hot. From the tips of her high heels to the flowing blonde hair stuffed jauntily under her stewardess’ cap, every inch of her screamed oh my lord yes
 to all of my harem fantasies. I had to wonder: did they save the babes like her for first class?

“Hi,” I growled, pressing the tip of the MC-RAY against Allie’s panties as I spoke. It was fun watching her squirm, trying so hard to keep a straight face. “Yeah, I’d love something. Rum and coke - and one for my wife, too.”

To my surprise, the stewardess didn’t move. Instead, her gaze moved to Allie, a flicker of irritation showing on her face. She waited a beat, as if expecting Allie to correct me - but she was too busy trying not to moan from the MC-RAY pressing against her clit. She wasn’t saying a word.

“Yes, sir,” the stewardess finally said, turning on a heel. “Be right back…”

“She’s fucking hawt
,” Allie groaned, watching the pert blonde walk off to procure our drinks. “Shit, you think some of that fun you were talking about could be with her, Master?”

I watched the sway of her ass as she disappeared behind a curtain. She really was
 the total package. Even with three women at my beck and call...I dunno. There was something special about this girl. Something that made me want to be bad
. Break all the rules.

“You know what, I think so,” I said. The MC-RAY slipped back into my jacket pocket, accompanied by a whimper of frustration from Allie. “Relax,” I growled. “You’ll get it soon enough. I don’t want you 
to spoil anything.”

“Yes, Master,” Allie whimpered. “But it’s hard. I’m so fucking wet…”

Her hand closed over my bulge. “And you clearly
 like the thought of taking control of this girl.”

I did. That I definitely did.

A minute or two later, the curtain opened and the stewardess appeared. She pushed one of those wheeled carts down the aisle, handing out drinks and snacks to the passengers as she went. By the time she got to us, there was little left on it besides our drinks.

“Here you are,” she said. Now her face was all professionalism - any trace of her former irritation had vanished. She was good.

“Thanks,” I said, taking the drinks. “Could you hold on one second please?”

She tensed up. “Yes?”

“I was just curious,” I said, feigning confusion. I dropped my voice a bit as I spoke, so that the stewardess had to lean in closer to hear what I was saying. The MC-RAY felt almost hot in my fingers, as if it were excited to be used again. “When you came and took our drink orders, you seemed...I dunno, troubled.
 It seemed you were upset 
that I ordered for my wife?”

Another flicker of that irritation crossed her face, though she did her best to hide it. I could tell she thought I was an asshole. It would be interesting to see how the MC-RAY would mold that belief.

She swallowed visibly, like she was smacking her pride down with a hammer. “I didn’t mean anything of the sort,” she said, keeping her own voice low. “If I caused offense with my manner, I apologize, sir.”

A big grin spread across my face. “Nah, that’s cool. It was
 a dick move to order for her. Do you know why I did it?”

The stewardess looked confused. She leaned in even closer. “I’m not concerned with the why, sir-”

I pulled the MC-RAY out and pointed it against her chest.

“I did it because I own
 her,” I said, still grinning. “And I own her because I can make her feel like this
.”

I pulled the trigger.

The sound was almost muted this time. I’m not sure if it was the fabric of the stewardess’s top against the tip of the barrel or 
something connected to my will, but the wave of force I expected from the MC-RAY came out as a low bass throb.

It hit the stewardess like a tidal wave, and she came apart.

A cry of passion worked its way from her throat - she tried to strangle it, but it came out, ragged and primal. I felt her body shake with pleasure as her interior world exploded; she quaked against the plush back of my seat like she was having a seizure. Which of course, she was. A few rows away, a passenger or two shot the scene a confused look, but a wave from me calmed them down. They weren’t interested in making waves, and it’s impressive what a confident man gesturing that things were under control could do.

“What’s your name?” I asked, smirking up at the stewardess.

Her eyes cleared slowly, a dazed look of utter bliss written on her features. “I...I’m Elizabeth,” she whispered, as if she were having to remind herself. “Holy fuck, that was amazing…”

“Liz,” I said, confident as ever. “Yeah, that was
 great, wasn’t it? Want to feel it again?”

She looked like she wanted to say no
; but she was already too far gone. I knew better than anyone how addictive the bimbofying rush of the MC-RAY’s radiation could be. Pretty soon Elizabeth would 
gladly be trading in those piano lessons and half-remembered college courses for more pleasure.

“Uh huh
,” she groaned. She bit down on her bottom lip like she was afraid it would fall off. “I don’t know what that was, but...more. Please
 more?”

I had her right where I wanted her. The old me would have pulled her right into my lap, slid off her panties and fucked her brains out right in the seat. The old me would never have looked a gift horse in the mouth.

But this was the new me. I wanted more
, too.

“Okay, but you have to do something for me first,” I said, grinning like a schoolboy. God, it was so much fun to fuck with people. Especially when you had all the power. “Can you do me a favor, Liz?”

She nodded like a bobblehead. “Yeah. Yeah, please…”

I pointed at the curtain she’d gone through to fix our drinks. “I want you to go back over there,” I said, winking at her. “Shut the curtain behind you. Make sure there’s no one watching. Then I want you to make yourself cum.”

Her eyes widened like saucers. Her pretty cheeks went pale with 
shock. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me perfectly well,” I snapped. “Go touch yourself until you cum - and don’t you dare
 take off those panties while you do it. I want you to bring me those when you’re done, as a present. Then
 I’ll give you another shot of what you need. Oh, and one more thing.”

Elizabeth looked like she couldn’t believe how fast her world had changed. She glanced up and down the aisles like an animal caught in a trap, hunting for escape. Yet there was clearly a part of her mind already warming to the idea - that didn’t just accept the idea of becoming a submissive bimbo plaything but liked
 it. I wondered if every woman had that inside of them. Did the MC-RAY cause
 it, or did it just bring something deep inside of them to the surface?

She licked her suddenly dry lips. “What? What else could you possibly want…?”

 


I tapped the now empty glass. “Two more of these. After all, my wife and I are drinking the same thing. She always
 lets me order for her, you see.”

Elizabeth let out a little yelp and made her way back behind the curtain, moving unsteadily on her feet. There were more than a few confused looks around the plane as she pulled the fabric closed, her shoulders shaking in shock and excitement.

“Master, that was mean

,” Allie groaned.

“I know,” I said with a shrug. “I was kind of a dick to her. But she deserved it…”

A wicked smile spread across Allie’s face. “That’s not what I mean, Master. You shot her
 instead of me!”


Oh
. I put a hand on her knee. “Don’t worry, doll. I’ll make sure to give you what you’re owed.”

I watched Elizabeth’s legs shake from beneath the curtain. She’s really doing it,
 I thought, my cock pulsing in my boxers. Fuck, there’s nothing this gun won’t let me do…


“Suck me off,” I grunted suddenly, tugging down my zipper.

“You want me to - ohmigawd
 you’re so hard!” Allie leaned down reflexively, pressing her face into my lap. She inhaled the musk of my throbbing rod, precum dribbling down the shaft, then wrapped her lips around the head and took me into her mouth. I watched Liz’s legs shake, guiding Allie’s head up and down my shaft as she sucked me off.

On the other side of the aisle, Colette and Angela stared, twin looks of pure jealousy on their faces. I gave them a wink and a lopsided smile, as if to say 
next time, ladies…


My cock hit the back of Allie’s throat. She stared up at me, gauging my reactions to every little thing she did, trying to make it as hot as possible. I let her take me deep, only breaking off when the curtain swished open with a snap.

Elizabeth came walking unsteadily across the cabin, her eyes unfocused. One hand swayed as she walked, the other was clutching something tight next to her side. None of the other passengers knew what it was - but I did.

“Here,” she whispered, handing me the bundle of fabric. “For you.”

The panties were still warm and faintly wet. I could feel how turned on Elizabeth had been while she masturbated in them; one look at her confirmed that orgasm hadn’t knocked out her excitement one bit. There was a feverish look in her eyes, like she couldn’t believe she was so shameless as to actually have done that.

“Thank you,” I growled, tucking the panties into my pocket. “You’re a very good girl, Elizabeth. I bet you give service like this to all the cute boys with hypnotic ray guns…”

She shook her head, her pupils wide. “No,” she whimpered. “I’m not like that. I can’t believe I just did that…”

“I’m surprised. I thought all stewardesses were members of the Mile High Club?”

A shocked little groan of pleasure passed her lips. “No,” she mewled, nibbling her bottom lip. “Never. I’d never even touched myself up here until today. Until you...unf
...until you made
 me. Can I have my reward now, please, sir?”

I cocked a finger. “Come sit,” I said, my grin widening. “I’m going to make you do something else.”

Her mouth opened in shock. “Please, no,” she whimpered. “They’ll hear - I’ll lose my job..”

“They won’t hear anything,” I said with confidence. “Now get in my lap so I can give you what you want.”

She stared down at my naked, throbbing cock, her eyes rolling in her head. “Oh God,” she groaned, keeping her voice low, “I’m not wearing any panties! Oh fuck you’re gonna stick all that right inside me, aren’t you-”

I pulled the trigger. The MC-RAY was underneath Elizabeth's skirt, the tip pressing against the roundness of her ass. It hit her like a freight train, sending her sprawling into the seat with a strangled cry of pure pleasure.

It was the easiest thing in the world to put a hand around her waist and guide her onto my cock. Her legs slid apart instinctively; her skirt rode up, just barely hiding what we were doing. If it were a few inches shorter, any passenger who cared to look would be able to see my hard cock spearing her spread, dripping pussy.

“There
 we go,” I groaned, relief flooding me as I bottomed out inside of her. I pulled her to me and traced my tongue down the nape of her neck. “Fuck, that feels good, Liz…”

“We’re going to get caught,” she mewled, her lips against my ear. “Fuck, I love this so much, Master, but we’re going to get caught…”


Shit.
 Just hearing the m-word made me want to throw Elizabeth over the back of the seat and pound her senseless. Instead, I grabbed her by the hips and rocked her on me, burying myself as deep as I could inside of her.

“Act natural, then,” I said with a smirk. “Maybe you could tell the pilot to hit a little turbulance…”

Her shoulder shook silently as she took my cock, riding me as hard as she dared in the middle of a crowded airplane. It was far from the most athletic fuck I’d ever had, but something about the sheer frustration
 in Liz made it delicious. I could feel that both of us desperately wanted to throw caution to the wind and go into full-
bore fucking, but we were holding back.


One more shot and she’d lose that
, I thought. I dunno if I want to get in that much trouble, though…


There was only one way to knock the edge off - send her right over that edge.

“Come for me,” I commanded, grinding the head of my cock hard against her clit. “Come all over my dick, Liz. Make that pussy hot and wet for me before I pump it full!”

“I’m not, I’m not on the pill,” she gasped, every muscle in her body tensing as she approached the peak. “Oh fuck if you cum inside me you might get me pregnant, Master!”

I smirked. “That’s what you want, though, isn’t it? To feel me unload inside your bare, unprotected pussy. So risky...and so good.” I raised the MC-RAY as high as I dared, aiming the barrel at Elizabeth’s chin. “Cum for me, Liz. Cum hard for me and I’ll make all those worries fall right out the back of your pretty little head…”

She arched her back, mouth opening in a silent scream of pleasure, and unraveled.

If I hadn’t locked down poor Elizabeth’s vocal cords, she would’ve 
had them checking her out all the way to the cockpit. She writhed on my cock, she bucked, her face flooded bright crimson - all side-effects of not being able to fully let out that inferno of pleasure. The frustration was almost as sharp as the bliss, and I knew the self-love I’d just commanded her to perform a few minutes ago was nothing compared to this.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I buried my cock as deep inside of her as I could, my hips slamming hers hard as I let go. Thick ropes of come shot from my cock as I came, coating down her walls and filling her until I knew it would be dripping from her slit - marking her legs and calves as she served the other passengers. I held her on me tightly as I finished, grinding every last drop of pleasure from her sweet little pussy.

When it was all over, she collapsed against me with a sigh. “Holy shit
,” she whispered. “I can’t believe I just did that…”

Allie grinned, putting a hand on Liz’s lower back. “Master has a way of taking all your limits and just snapping
 them like that. Don’t you love being his little whore, sweetheart?”

“Uh huhhh
,” she groaned, sliding off me with an effort. My half-hard cock ground against the roughness of her thigh, leaving a streak of cum across the top of her dark stockings.

“Ohmigod, I feel so...funny

,” she mewled, rubbing the side of her head. It was always fun to watch their new personalities emerge. I’d seen everything from submissive housewives to threesome-obsessed porn-stars-in-training come out of women shot with the MC-RAY: who would Elizabeth be?

She still seemed a little bit smarter than most. “That was incredible
,” she said, grinning like she’d just gotten away with something wicked. “Oh my gawd
, do you two...do you two do this all the time?”

Now it was Allie’s turn to grin. “This is how we live,” she purred, her hand on the woman’s thigh. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it? Serving Master is the most important thing in life. It’s what gives life meaning
…”

Elizabeth looked frantically between us. “This is my last flight,” she said, her voice crackling with excitement. “I’m...I’m off for the weekend after this one. Where...where are you two staying tonight?”

“Us four
,” I confided, glancing over at Colette and Angela. “They’re with us, too.”

Elizbeth’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. “I have
 to join you,” she whimpered. “Please…”

Allie and I shared a look. It was obvious what we were going to do, but I enjoyed letting girls like Liz twist just a little bit.

“Hmm,” I said, looking her up and down like for the very first time, she might not match up to some man’s standards. “I’m not sure. We just had some fun, and I’d definitely like to give you a proper
 fucking once we can find a bed and let the real Liz loose, but…”

“No, please,” she whimpered, seeing her new life slipping away before her eyes. “I...I have to see you again. I don’t want anything else. Please, I’ll quit my job! I’ll quit right now and ride your dick for the entire rest of the flight - just please don’t make me go…”

“We usually don’t bring girls with us,” I lied. The fact that I had three women with me made it obvious I was joking, but Elizabeth didn’t see it that way. “They have to be...special
.”

“I…” Her face flushed bright red. “I think I could be a really, really good girl,” she purred, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “I could definitely
 call you Master. In fact, I really, really want to. Please don’t leave me.”

Well, shit. What else could I say to that?

I tossed a glance over to Allie. “Let’s see what my wife thinks. Honey?”

Allie’s glossy lips puckered into a pout. “I think my husband can do whatever he wants,” she purred. “But I’d definitely like a play session 
with this little kitty…”

Elizabeth shuddered with lust at the thought of sharing my wife. “Yes
,” she moaned. “I’ve never been with a woman in my entire life, but I want you to be the first! I want you to teach me to eat pussy, then I want Master to watch us get each other off…”

She trailed off, and I let the silence stretch out. “Alright,” I said with a grin. “Welcome to the family. Get your stuff and meet us at the gate once we touch down.”

“Really?” Elizabeth’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. She pumped one fist in the air triumphantly, startling a few passengers. “Thank you, oh thank you so
 much! I’m looking forward to spending more time getting to know the rest of your girls, Master. Oh fuck, it feels so fucking good to call you Master
…”

“That’s natural,” I assured her. “Now, it looks like some of those people are getting restless. I think you should hand out some more food and drinks, don’t you think?”

She snapped back to reality. “Oh yeah - back to work! Well, my last day of work, at least.” She grinned at us both, giggling like the bimbo she was already halfway to being. “I love you, Master.”

“Good girl,” I said. “Come back when you’re done.”

Elizabeth moved down the aisle, the biggest grin I’d ever seen plastered on her face. I could tell she was already fantasizing about her new life as my slutty bimbo fucktoy...


Draining The Vacation

“Fuck me, Master,” the girl begged, her heart-shaped ass thrust in the air like an open invitation. “I’m your dumb, wet, horny bimbo! Don’t you want to pound this tight bimbo pussy?”

On the other side of the bed, the rest of my harem waited submissively - hands folded in their laps as they waited for their turn to please me. A few days ago, this group of women would never have been in the same room at the same time - they were much too different. A gorgeous French hostess, a MILF wedding coordinator with the most mouth-watering breasts I’d ever seen - and of course, my beautiful bimbo wife. They didn’t have a single thing in common, except for one - their worlds revolved around me
.

It had been so easy to take all their worries away - and replace them with total devotion to their new King.

With a growl, I grabbed the blonde by the hips and buried the head of my cock in her folds. She tensed up, expecting me to plunge all the way into her, but instead came the tease - rubbing the tip up and down her folds, bringing her achingly close to the relief she craved.

“That’s not how this works,” I said, my breath hot in her ear. “You’re not calling the shots here, slut. You want this dick, you’ve got to earn
 it.”

She arched her back like a bow, thrusting out her big, round ass like she was desperate to get more of me inside of her. “Please, baby? I need it so bad,” she whimpered, her dark eyes flashing as she looked 
at me over her shoulder. “I’ll do anything you want. You can even put your cock in my other hole if you think it’s tight enough. I’ve never done it before, but you can be the first man to fuck me in the ass…”

“First and only
,” I growled, letting another inch of my cock penetrate her. “I’ll fuck your asshole whenever I want
 to fuck it. I wasn’t talking about earning this dick with your body
.”

This woman had been my enemy. She’d ambushed me in the middle of my vacation, tried to steal away the most important thing in the world. My special toy, the MC-RAY. It had turned all of these women around me into submissive whores completely obsessed with my pleasure - and transformed me into the kind of man who took what I wanted from them without guilt. I loved
 watching them fight over me now - in fact, the looks of jealousy from Colette and Angela as I teased the agent with my cock made me even harder. It took everything I had not to bury myself hilt-deep inside of this girl and fuck her brains out; pound her until she was nothing but a wet, whimpering mess. Then turn the MC-RAY on her until she was my mindless little fuckdoll.


Not just yet,
 I cautioned myself, even though the feeling of her wet walls around the head of my cock was pure heaven. I need things from this woman. Things the rest of my harem can’t give me.


Once I had them, then
 I could turn her into my mewling slave.

The agent watched me over her shoulder, eyes rolling in their sockets. Naked need was written on every inch of her face.

“I’ll give you whatever you want,” she whimpered, submitting to me completely. She broke beneath me, pressing her ass against my rock-hard cock like she was presenting a white flag. “Anything
! I’ll tell you everything you want to know - betray company secrets - just please
 fuck me hard and put a baby in me…”


Well, well.
 We hadn’t even talked about impregnation yet. This girl was going to be fun.

“Everything,” I growled, giving her ass a hard spank as I buried myself inside of her. Her tight cunt radiated heat, so slick that I growled without meaning to. “Start with that fucking gun my wife’s got trained on you, slut. Tell me everything you know about where it came from…”

Her gaze moved to the other side of the bed as she started to confess. My wife Allie held the MC-RAY, pointing it at the agent with a wicked grin.

She didn’t know it yet, but as soon as she finished telling me what I needed to know, we were going to blow her little mind right into the stratosphere...

xXx

“So you’re the man with the gun.”

The blonde slipped into the seat across from mine, as quick and dangerous as a knife blade. Behind her, through the windows of the 
cafe, the neon lights of Shibuya flickered through the rain.

I removed my hand from between Colette’s thighs and turned to face this new arrival. A girl? “Who the hell wants to know…?”

I trailed off. I was looking into the face of a ghost.


September 5th, 1973,
 a smooth female voice whispered in my head. You tasked us with finding a way to drain the brainpower on the other side of the Iron Curtain…


“It’s you,” I gasped, my jaw hitting the table top. “The...the girl in the lab coat. Alyson…”

For a moment, it was as if I was right back in my grandfather’s attic, watching the old reel-to-reel tape I’d found buried back there like a pirate’s treasure. Then reality clicked. This wasn’t the woman in the video, as much as it looked like her - she was undoubtedly elderly by now, if she was even still alive and kicking.

“I’m flattered,” the blonde said, flashing a secretive little smile. “You knew my mother? Everyone at Carthage says I look just like her, but hearing it and seeing the look on your face are two different things.”

Holy shit. Carthage.
 This woman was part of the company that had built the MC-RAY. Either that, or she was a world-class liar. But how else would she know?

“I’ve been meaning to look you up,” I said. It was a lame excuse, but it happened to be the truth.

“Oh, there was no need,” she assured me, leaning back into a more relaxed pose. Her long blonde hair was tied back in a neat ponytail, and her smile accentuated her high, almost regal cheekbones. I could tell she had curves, even though they were currently hiding beneath a tight black leather jacket where I couldn’t see them. “We’ve had our eye on you for a while, Paul?”

“You have? Yeah, of course you have.” I shared a grin with Colette. “I’m surprised you ever let a toy as cool as the MC-RAY slip out of your hands, to be honest.”

There was a flash of anger on her face. A moment later, she smoothed it away, replacing it with that sexy smile.

“Not all of Carthage’s products were...polished enough for prime time,” she admitted, flexing her fingers. “That gun of yours in particular had all sorts of problems.”

“I haven’t noticed any.” I put an arm around Colette’s shoulder with a wolfish grin. “It’s given me pretty much everything I could want.”

“Yes, congratulations on your nuptials, by the way,” she said archly, giving Colette a desultory look. “I’m sure you and your new wife are very happy together.”


She thinks this woman is trash,
 I thought, studying her. It’s written all over her face. She gives about as much of a shit about her as her Mom did about the colonel’s wife.


“Listen, I’m glad you finally showed up,” I said, leaning forward. “I can finally get some answers.”

I brought Colette with me, arm around her back, her ample cleavage in full view as she bent over the table. The blonde’s eyes flickered to it for a second longer than they should have before settling on my face.


Got you,
 I thought. A little jealous, maybe
?

She could see that I noticed, and it clearly pissed her off. “Answers?”

“Yeah, like about how this gun ended up in an attic in the middle of nowhere,” I said with a shrug. “Or how it works. And why does this thing turn me into some kind of chiseled, asshole alpha dude when pointing it at women transforms them into submissive little-”

“Stop,” the blonde said, rolling her eyes. “God, men are all the same. You really think I came here for you
, Paul?”

Now it was my turn to look confused. “Uh, yeah?”

She undid a button on her jacket and reached inside. The move was so quick it was like a blur. Before I could react, something dark and metallic emerged from the inner pocket, clenched in her fist just beneath the table top.

“Don’t move,” the woman hissed. “You want to be doing this the easy way, Paul.”

“Holy shit,” I growled, louder than I’d intended. “Is that a gun?
”

The woman snickered. “Why not - you’ve got one too. Only this one’s not a toy - it shoots real bullets.”

I stared at her for a long moment, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Should I put my hands up?”

The blonde shook her head. “Not necessary. Just hand me the MC-RAY. Then I’ll be on my way, and you can enjoy the rest of your vacation.”

Her words hit me like a freight train. The edges of my vision blurred as I realized what she was getting after. My fingers gripped the table so hard that my knuckles went white.

“You’re here to steal
 it,” I grunted, staring her down.

“Duh
,” she said, tossing her ponytail over her shoulder with a jerk of the neck. “Do you think you’d really get to keep it? As soon as Carthage picked up the gun’s radiation signature, we swooped into action. Be glad it’s me and not a SWAT team, Paul.”

A cold chill tingled down my spine. “If I was still in America, it would’ve
 been a SWAT team, wouldn’t it?”

A no-knock raid. Trumped up with some judge’s phony orders - reports that I’d formed some sort of sex cult…

The blonde shrugged. “What does it matter? You should be happy - you’re going to live.” She pressed the cold metal of the gun against my knee. “Unless you want to test me. Give me the MC-RAY
, motherfucker. Don’t make this hard.”


Oh, you have no earthly idea,
 I thought.

“Can’t do that,” I said, holding up my hands.

 

“Why?” the woman asked, her lips twisting in a pout.

I shrugged in response. It felt good to throw that reaction back in her face. “I don’t have it. My wife does.”

The woman rolled her eyes. I could feel her point the gun away from me and towards Colette beneath the table. “Fine.
 Then have your wife
 give me the gun, smart-ass.”

“Sure thing. One problem, though: she’s not my wife.”

The woman’s eyes widened in surprise. “Wha…?”

The tip of the MC-RAY pressed into the back of her neck.

“That
 is my wife,” I said, grinning. “This girl’s just one of my harem sluts. Allie, I think this lady wanted you to give her the gun
?”

“No, wait,” the blonde whispered, suddenly frantic. “Don’t-”

Allie pulled the trigger.

No matter how many times I watched it in action, I never failed to be impressed by the power of the MC-RAY. A wave of force shot from the gun, rolling across the table like a warm ocean wave. Colette and I literally let out sighs of relief as we felt it, like we’d just slipped into a warm bath. Both of us were familiar with its awesome science power - my muscles got bigger, my cock got harder, and a little bit more of my care and love for the women around me was replaced 
with a desire to tie them up and fuck them senseless. Colette’s eyes rolled back in her head, her whole body shaking as the ray sent her into a bubbly, bimbo orgasm.

The effect on the newcomer was much more pronounced.

She leaned over the table as the MC-RAY fired, like she was trying to jump over the booth. Her gun clattered to the ground and I put a foot over it, sliding it away as she writhed and convulsed with pleasure. Let’s get that away from you,
 I thought proudly.

Normally I would have savored this moment. Watching a gorgeous, intelligent woman lose everything as she was transformed into a ditzy fuckdoll was one of life’s greatest pleasures - but I had no time to lose. There were too many people around, and any of them could have been part of this woman’s team.

“Grab her,” I said, nodding at Allie. “We’ve got to get off the street. Too many eyes. Colette, shove that gun under your skirt - yeah, there’s a good girl. Allie, put an arm under her shoulder.”

“Got it,” my bimbo wife giggled, holding the woman close. The blonde’s eyes rolled behind their lids like someone in the middle of a dream. She looked almost envious at what was going on in the woman’s head. “Angela booked us a hotel room, Master. She’s waiting for us. Should we bring the girl?”

“Yeah,” I grunted, throwing some bills down on the table. “I want to have a nice, long talk with her. Let’s go.”

xXx

That was how we all ended up together in bed. And how I found myself with my cock buried inside of the agent’s tight, wet cunt while my wife pointed the MC-RAY at her, pumping her body with my dick while I pumped her brain for information.

I found out all sorts of things while I teased her mercilessly with my cock. Stuff that made the wildest conspiracy theories of the last fifty years sound tame by comparison. I heard the story of Carthage’s mind control ray, and why my grandfather’s dairy farm was anything but. Once I was done with this woman, I planned to go there as soon as possible - to find the other wonderful things that were waiting for me.

But it wasn’t until I started asking about her
 that I heard the shit that really blew my mind.

“So what the fuck is
 your name, anyway?” I growled, staring down at her. I’d flipped the agent over so that I could do whatever I wanted with her. Next to her, Angela and Colette played with their fertile pussies while using their other hand to push her shoulders down on the mattress. It was super-fucking hot, especially because she had zero power. I could do whatever I wanted - fuck her, slap her, pull my dick out and shove it down her throat - with zero repercussions.

The blonde grinned hugely, her eyes still unfocused from the MC-RAY’s mind-altering power. “I’m Alyson,” she giggled.

“Well shit, your Mom wasn’t the most creative woman when it came to picking out names, was she?”

Alyson shook her head. “That was a lie,” she purred, grinning up at 
me like she was revealing a naughty secret. “I don’t look like my Mom - I am
 my Mom! I’m the same Alyson you watched in that video. I’m the woman who built the MC-RAY!”

She sounded completely certain of herself. Her tongue lolled from one side of her mouth, her eyes flashing with heat as she confessed her deepest, naughtiest secret. Did I believe it?

I put a hand over her mound and found her clit with my thumb, flicking it gently as I pushed into her. Her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of pleasure, her eyes rolling back as she felt me enter her cunt.

“That’s bullshit,” I growled, bottoming out inside of her with agonizing slowness. My thumb moved faster and faster over her sensitive nub. “Even with plastic surgery...you’d be in your eighties or nineties by now. You can’t be the same woman. That’s not possible!”

She let out a throaty moan, her walls clenching around me as I went deep. “Haven’t you figured it out yet? That special little gun makes everything
 possible! Why do you think I wanted it so fucking badly?”

That made me smirk. “So you don’t want it now?”

She licked her lips. Her expression melted as I thrust deep into her, her eyes rolling back with pleasure before facing me again.

“Ungh, fuck,
 I do! I can still feel that, deep inside of me. But way, way
 more than that, I wanna serve you!”

“Yeah, I bet you do.” I took hold of her hips for leverage, going even 
deeper. Her tight, wet walls gripped me all the way to the base of my cock and I was in heaven. My balls slapped against her ass with every thrust, the wet sounds of sex filling the room.

Her hips rocked back on me so good I nearly came apart. “I can show you how!”

Kneeling next to Alyson, my two bimbo servants looked gobsmacked. “Maybe you should listen to her, Maitre
,” Colette mewled, running her hand down Alyson’s sleek side. “If this woman can give you even more power, then you should claim it, no
?”

Suddenly Alyson’s feet were on my shoulders. She lifted her ass, shifting her weight so that every hard thrust sent her slamming into the bed. God, it felt great to use her this way!

“You could live forever,” Alyson whimpered. “Or at least a really, really
 long time. I can teach you how to make the gun do what you want. There’s so
 much more things it can do than just making girls giggly and horny!”

I thought it over. What Alyson was offering sounded insane - but it was undeniable that the MC-RAY was even more powerful than I gave it credit for. Some of the shit it had done to my girls was straight-up out of this world. Not to mention me.

“You’re right,” I growled, bearing down hard. “The gun changed
 me. It made me this muscle-bound stud. It gave Allie the perfect body for me to fuck!”

“It made you a King
,” Alyson purred. “You’re meant to rule this 
world, sir. I didn’t understand it before, but now that you’ve shot me, my eyes are open! You’re supposed to control everything and everyone
! All women should kneel and worship you!”

“Uh huh.” I’d heard things like this before. “And I suppose you’re going to be right there by my side, right? You don’t want any
 power for yourself?”

“I mean, I wouldn’t mind,” Alyson groaned, “being the high priestess of your harem. Having all those haughty, gorgeous princesses kneeling to me...fuck
 that’s so hot…”

“Yeah, I can tell you like that. You’re even hotter and wetter than you were a second ago. I think I just felt your tight little pussy clench around me, slut. Are you gripping me tighter thinking of all those women worshipping me?”

“Yesss
,” she whimpered, her head lolling back on her shoulders. “But there’s only one thing I need from you, Paul. One
 thing and I’ll call you Master for the rest of my life. I’ll worship the ground you walk on and help you turn the world into your own personal sex cult…”

That sounded so fucking hot. My balls were a fucking furnace, slapping against her ass. I held back with everything inside of me and fucked her even harder.

“What?”

Something deep and primal stirred behind her eyes. “Fuck a baby into me,” she whimpered, confessing her deepest desire.

I had to admit, I was a little taken aback. I’d heard her talking about impregnation before, sure, but for it to be this
 important?

“No problem,” I growled, smirking down at her. “With the number of times I’m gonna fuck you, Alyson, you’ll be knocked up in no time…”

To my suprise, she shook her head. Her lips formed a tight little line. “No, I need
 you. I can’t get pregnant. The MC-RAY...it took my fertility when it gave me this body. Only a very, very
 powerful man could change my womb.” Her face brightened. “The way you changed your wife.”

My heart thundered in my chest. Could I really do that? Change a person that
 much, right down to the core of what they were?

I grinned. Of fucking course
 I could.

I leaned in close, running my hand through Alyson’s hair. She was so beautiful. So pliable. So perfect. She’d make an excellent leader for the football stadium-sized harem of babes I was going to build.

“You’re so fertile
 right now,” I growled, boring holes right into her soul with my eyes. My words worked on a deep, primal level, buffeting her in waves that were no less real than what the MC-RAY produced. She lay beneath me, naked and willing, her legs spread and her cunt open to me. Her body hastened to obey me - I could see it in her eyes. I grabbed a fistful of her rear as I buried myself inside her to the hilt, savoring every inch of her tight inner walls around my shaft.

“That’s right,” I growled, fucking her so hard and deep that she 
couldn’t come up for air. “So fertile. More fertile than you’ve ever been in your entire life.”

You’d think I couldn’t make it happen on the very first try. The old Paul would never have been able to. But that was before the MC-RAY, before everything
. I got what I wanted now - and what I wanted was to breed
 Alyson’s womb. To claim
 her in the most primal way a woman could be be claimed.

I fucked her harder, letting my body do the talking. It was a solid slab of muscle, my cock so long and thick it stretched her walls to the limit. Even after tearing my way through Allie, Colette, Angela, it was still coated with precum, able to shoot loads so massive that my girls would be walking around for days with my seed dripping out of them.

“Yes, Master!” Alyson screamed, crying out in disbelief at the size of the mammoth god-stick inside of her. It was her entire world now – getting fucked had Carthage, her career and her life as her sole reason for being. Her inner world shrank to that perfect point of contact between us as I felt her begin to unravel.

God damn
, I was having fun.

“You’re ovulating right now,” I said, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her until her back arched and her ass raised off the bed. I wasn’t afraid to get rough with Alyson now - I was more dominant, fucking my girls in ways that felt like using them instead of making love. No one cared - in fact, from the way Colette and Angela moaned as they watched my cock pump between Alyson’s legs like a fucking piston, none of them had ever experienced anything like me 
before. No man had ever left them so fulfilled, so happy, so utterly complete
.

I was about to complete Alyson. Every thrust felt better than the one before, until we were moving in perfect time. Her hips slammed down on me with every thrust, begging for me to go deeper. Harder. Faster.

“Yes, Master,” Alyson whimpered, the walls of her cunt radiating heat. “I’m so ready to produce your heirs, sir! I want to be your pregnant Queen, walking around with my constantly-swollen belly for decades and decades as I help you rule your harem! Pump me full, Master, please!”

With a grin, I pushed Colette and Angela away and pinned her shoulders to the mattress, fucking her hard with savage, primal thrusts. Her body was a perfect compliment to mine; all soft, giving curves against my granite hardness. She met me thrust for thrust, fucking me back with an intensity that would have been scary before I embraced my alpha-male self.

“Get ready for my seed,” I told her, pushing myself right to the peak. “Right when you feel me harden the most, you’re going to come for me. Make everything nice and tight so I can blow a load right into your womb.”

“Yes, Master!” She laughed joyfully, like this was the greatest thing she’d ever heard. “Oh fuck I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum all over that fucking dick
…!”

I was right there, too. I could feel myself about to erupt, the rush of 
come racing up my cock towards the swollen head. “Be a good girl,” I snarled, putting a hand around her throat, “and come for me now.”

“Yes Master, yes yes! Oh fuck, oh your big cock feels so good – I’m coming for you, Master, you’re making me come right now…!”

Alyson broke off her words and just screamed, overwhelmed by the brain-melting bliss that tore through her body. Her pussy throbbed with pleasure as my big cock ground against her clit again and again, milking multiple orgasms out of her gorgeous body. She babbled incoherently as I wrang her dry, praising me and swearing and worshipping me as her inner walls clenched around my cock. I felt myself start to go and gripped her tight, holding her to me like a possession.

With a series of harsh, hard grunts, I came, my cock shooting burst after burst of hot, sticky come into her skintight cunt. Her walls ground against me, sending sparks through my cock as the world dissolved in a wash of pleasure. I kept thrusting into her, wanting to make sure I succeeded, but there was no doubt – this girl was going to end up pregnant, full of my babies. Triplets. Quadruplets. An entire race
 of my blood, pouring from this woman like the goddamned fountain of youth.

All I had to do was get her power. All I had to do was take everything from her.

I buried myself as deep and hard inside of her as I could as my balls drained into her womb. A flood of seed claimed her fertile pussy, left her dripping all over the mattress as her inner walls clenched and spasmed. I held her down with my strength for long, intimate 
moments, savoring the feeling of her feminine body wrapped around me. Suddenly my two slaves were next to me, soft breasts and dripping pussies pressed against me as they praised me and kissed my chest and shoulders.

“There,” I said, smirking coldly when I was done. My cock remained buried inside of her, hilt-deep. “You’re pregnant.”

She didn’t bother protesting. She knew it was true. “Yes,” she whimpered, so soft beneath me. “I’m yours
, Master. I’ve never felt so fucking full before…”

“Tell me,” I commanded, ripping away the last vestiges of her resistance. “How do I do it? How do I make the MC-RAY give me life
?”

A tired smile spread across her face. “Overload
,” she said, whispering the word like it was holy. “You have to overload the gun.”

I turned and, for the first time since all this fucking began, looked at Allie. My bimbo wife.

It was immediately obvious that Allie had been busy while she watched all of this. Her face was flushed, sweat beading on her brow. The hand that wasn’t around the hilt of the MC-RAY was buried between her thighs, and looked like it had been there for a long time. She’d definitely been having fun.

She gave a little start like she was seeing the room for the first time. “What?”

“Give it here,” I growled, taking the MC-RAY from her. “Show me.”

Alyson took it and popped open a secret compartment along the gun’s side. The hinge snapped open with a hollow metallic sound - the same one, I realized, the gun made whenever it ‘turned over’ during firing. So that’s
 what that noise was…

“You see,” she said, eyes shining with nostalgia as she toyed with the buttons, “all these dials, they control the settings. I put so much time and effort into customizing the MC-RAY. It was my life’s work…”

I didn’t give a shit about any of that. Her life’s work meant less to me than her cunt.

“Overload it,” I commanded. “Do whatever you did to yourself.”

“Yes, Master,” she mewled. She twisted the dials for a long time, double-checking everything before handing the gun to me. “You just have to put it against your head and pull the trigger,” she whispered.

The gun felt faintly warm in my hand. A flash of memory hit me like an open-palmed slap - me holding the MC-RAY in the kitchen for the first time, rewiring Allie’s brain to my bimbo specifications. Everything in my life had changed since that moment, but this one felt exactly the same. Like I was on the verge of something strange and new, something that thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.

“That’s all I need to do?” I asked, swallowing. “One shot?”

She nodded. “That’s all it takes,” she said. “Then you’ll be like me, Master. Ageless. Dominant. Forever

.”

I put the gun against my head and held it for a long moment. It definitely wasn’t outside of the scope of my notice that Alyson seemed a little too
 eager for me to do this. Sure I’d used the MC-RAY on her, turned her into my plaything and given her the heirs she so desperately wanted. But I could I really trust her?

Maybe she’d set the gun to kill me, I thought. She wanted it, after all. She even admitted that beneath her love and devotion for me, she coveted it…

I grinned. So there’s only two options,
 I thought. Two possibilities.
 Either this shot would kill me, or it would make me a God.

My harem of babes watched, wide-eyed, waiting for me to pull the trigger.

“Time to roll the dice,” I chuckled.

King of the World or a dead man. The MC-RAY in my hands or Alyson’s. The entire world
 hung in the balance.

I was completely at peace. My cock still buried to the hilt in Alyson’s womb. Ready to fuck her again the instant the transformation was complete. Rough, hard, primal.

If I was right.

My finger gripped the trigger and pulled. Killing me instantly. Making me an unstoppable King.

Bang.
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Augmenting: The Magic Glasses


The Magic Glasses



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





Return of The Magic Glasses



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





Tales of the Magic Glasses



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





Family of the Magic Glasses


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


Cheat Code


Cheat Code: Volume One



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





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



Roommate Control


Roommate Control: A Novel



For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with 
two hot babes
 
would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both 
bubbly cheerleader
Casey 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 nothing
whenever 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 to
corrupt 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! 
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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc128.jpg
{f NEIL BIMBEAU

THE RAPTURE qu = THe COMPLETE SERIES






