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    This isn’t happening, I thought, mouth dropping open. This can’t be real… 
 
      
 
    Casey, the hottest woman on campus, was kneeling in front of my door. Looking up at me like I was the hottest thing she’d ever seen, some alpha-male stud she’d come here to beg to pump her full of his come – anything but the guy whose life she’d almost ruined. And she was smiling. 
 
      
 
    “What are you...” I started, then I took in her entire appearance and fell silent. She was...she was… 
 
      
 
    Well, she was practically naked. A cheerleading uniform emblazoned with our team’s logo hung from her frame in tatters, cut strategically in just the right places to show off her trimmed pussy and huge tits. Her tits… 
 
      
 
    Like every guy on campus, I knew what Casey’s tits looked like in her cheerleading outfit. Unless she’d gotten some pretty extreme surgery in the last twenty-four hours, there was no way what had happened to her bust was natural. Her tits were massive, gravity-defying orbs, straining the fabric of her top where it still clung to her body. They were mouth-watering knockers, the kind cavemen had wet dreams about in their primal brains. Just looking at them made me want to do terrible, filthy things. 
 
      
 
    She barely looked like the Casey I knew. She looked like a bimbo, a vapid little fuckdoll – and she had the brains to match. 
 
      
 
    “Trevor!” Casey smiled up at me, her eyes shining with adoration. “Thank you for saving me! Please, please let me repay you...” 
 
      
 
    Those words set off a fire in my brain, made everything click. I took a step back, shocked, my brain refusing to believe. But it was real – she was right in front of me, and...and… 
 
      
 
    “Stay right here,” I commanded, turning back to my cot. I rummaged through the sheets, certain that the strange sketchbook I’d been given yesterday would be gone, vanished. But even as I thought it, I felt the paper under my fingers. Two pages in, the drawing of Casey waited for me, kneeling with her mouth open as her avatar thought of nothing but submitting and pleasing me… 
 
      
 
    I whirled around, holding up the paper. It was exactly the same. The tears in her uniform, too perfect to have been random, the sudden expansion of her already model-perfect tits, the perfect attitude of submission… 
 
      
 
    It was like staring at my drawing, come to life. And suddenly I understood everything that strange woman had been trying to tell me. 
 
      
 
    “You...” 
 
      
 
    My mind reeled, trying to make sense of all this. But my cock had no problem with any of it. At the sight of a gorgeous woman prostrating herself before me, it throbbed to life in my boxers. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Trevor.” Casey was practically licking her lips as she stared at my bulge. “Let me take care of that for you, Master...” 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Can I...Can I help you, Sir?” 
 
      
 
    The door slammed behind me with a hollow thud, the tiny bell attached to the frame tinkling as I stepped inside the cramped shop. Behind the counter, a middle-aged woman gave me a confused look, as if she had no idea why I was here. From outside, I could hear the sound of angry voices, getting closer. In a few moments they’d be here, pounding at the door, and if I was still standing there when they did I was going to get beaten. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to hide me,” I said, moving into the space. Narrow aisles held all manner of knick-knacks: I had no idea what kind of store this way, nor did I care. I only cared about the fact that there was nowhere to hide. 
 
      
 
    “Hide you?” The woman behind the counter frowned, but a moment later I saw her eyes widen: she heard the voices, too. “From who?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s no time to explain,” I said, hating how close to pleading I sounded. “Just please – there’s like six of them and only one of me. They’re going to kill me!” 
 
      
 
    That was an exaggeration, but only a small one. Chad’s goons wouldn’t go that far – they’d stop just short of causing me permanent harm. But it wasn’t like that was much better – and I didn’t have the cash to pay for hospital bills. 
 
      
 
    The woman thought for a moment, then her expression settled. “Alright,” she said, motioning for me to come closer. “Climb onto this side. Hurry.” 
 
      
 
    I jumped over the counter, my backpack banging on the wood as I hit the floor on the other side. Dropping into a crouch, I closed my eyes and did my best to calm down, hyper-aware that any noise I made might give me away. 
 
      
 
    A couple seconds later, the door of the shop slammed open. I could hear people running past, yelling out my name. That was a good thing – they didn’t assume I’d gone inside this shop. They were just checking. 
 
      
 
    Please let them not check too thoroughly, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” the woman asked, as blandly as someone coming up on the end of their shift. 
 
      
 
    The speaker was gruff, their voice a deep bass throb. That’s Peter, I thought with a gulp. Peter could break me in half. 
 
      
 
    “Did you see a guy come this way?” I heard Peter take a tentative step into the shop. “Dark-haired wormy little fuck?” 
 
      
 
    I risked a glance up at the shopkeeper. For a moment, my head swam: I was eye-level with a flawless expanse of tanned, toned thigh. Her skirt was criminally short, and the heels she had on did things with her calves that made me forget for a second how much danger I was in. Then I looked at her face, and saw her shrug like an actress. 
 
      
 
    “Somebody ran by a second ago,” she said, pointing in the direction the others were already heading. “Going that way?” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks!” I heard Peter step back into the street. “You didn’t see us!” 
 
      
 
    The door slammed shut, and we were alone. Or at least I thought we were alone. My heart hammered in my chest, certain that someone was even now inching around the counter, alerted to my presence by some secret signal from the shopkeeper. I pictured a big slab of muscle, grinning evilly as unseen hands reached out to me… 
 
      
 
    “You can go back on your side now,” the shopkeeper informed me. “They’re gone.” 
 
      
 
    With a long sigh of relief, I climbed back over. That had been close. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said. Now that the danger was past, I found my knees barely able to support me. Cold sweat dried along the back of my neck as the world snapped back into focus. 
 
      
 
    The clerk arched an eyebrow. Now that I could get a good look at her, she really was pretty – long dark hair, model-perfect face, plump red lips covered in lipstick. It was kind of crazy that a woman so attractive was stuck working a counter in some junk shop. 
 
      
 
    “You want to tell me what that was all about?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Those guys,” I said, glancing at the door to make sure none of them had doubled back. “They wanted to beat me up.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I understood that much,” she said with a sigh. “Did they have a good reason?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No.” Should I tell her who I was? If I did, there was the very real risk that she’d call Chad’s goons back into her store to pummel me for a bit. But something about her demeanor told me she wouldn’t do a thing like that – this was someone who’d protected a stranger, after all. 
 
      
 
    “I...” My voice faltered on the words, already dreading the look in her eyes. “I’m Trevor. Trevor Caulfield.” 
 
      
 
    The clerk looked at me blankly. “Okay,” she said. “Should I know who you are or something?” 
 
      
 
    Wow! This was the first time in days I’d talked to someone who didn’t recognize me. It was almost refreshing. 
 
      
 
    “You must not pay much attention to the news,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I try not to.” Her eyes slid to the shelves, as if to say buy somethin’, will ya? 
 
      
 
    “I’m...I’m the most hated man on campus,” I admitted. It hurt to say, but unfortunately it was true. 
 
      
 
    Both her eyebrows shot up. “Oh really? I guess that’s why those guys were trying to find you. What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    What did I do? Just hearing the question made me want to collapse. Memories flashed behind my eyes, images of a time when I was just some nobody no one in school knew much or cared about. Back then I’d thought anonymity was terrible: now I longed for it. 
 
      
 
    “I...” I felt tears brimming in my eyes. “I did the right thing,” I said firmly. “I did the right thing.” 
 
      
 
    When I looked up, I saw a most surprising thing in the clerk’s eyes: compassion. It had been so long since someone looked at me that way, it was almost physically painful. The tears I’d been trying so hard to hold back dripped down my cheeks. A sob tore its way from my throat. 
 
      
 
    I expected her to laugh – after all, guys weren’t supposed to cry – but she just opened the gate next to the counter and stepped through. 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t need to jump over my counter,” she said, stepping past me. “But now that you’re here, I suppose I should help you.” 
 
      
 
    Help me? No one could help me. I opened my mouth to say so, but she shushed me. 
 
      
 
    “One second.” She turned the sign hanging on the door from open to closed and locked it. Then, turning, she put her hands on her hips and sighed. 
 
      
 
    “You’d better tell me the whole story,” she said, leading me into the back. “Then we’ll see what I can do.” 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what she meant – how could anything in this store help me? - but I followed, if only to spend a few minutes with someone who didn’t hate my guts. And once she showed me into the break room and started a kettle of tea, I found myself pouring out the whole sordid story. 
 
      
 
    Would I have done it if I had known where all this would lead? I still could have turned back after leaving that store; could have faced my fate and let the tide of public opinion sweep me into oblivion. I’ve done so many things since that day – so many immoral, illegal and downright wicked things that I ought to feel ashamed of myself. 
 
      
 
    And yet, something deep inside of me would do it all again in a heartbeat. Because it’s not every day you get a revenge like mine. It’s not every lifetime you get to be the alpha-male King of a harem of submissive little co-ed bimbos… 
 
      
 
    But that happened later. First, I had a story to tell… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    “There was a party,” I explained, sipping from my cup of tea. I’d had a few swallows already, and it was like liquid contentment radiating from my belly. I felt safe around this woman, somehow – safe enough to tell her about the night that ruined my life. 
 
      
 
    “What kind of party?” She looked at me intently, staring over the lip of her own cup. In any other circumstance, that gaze would have been off-putting and creepy, but right now I loved the attention. It felt...nurturing, somehow. 
 
      
 
    “Just one of those stupid frat parties the college has every week,” I said, shaking my head. “I didn’t even want to go, I had a portfolio project to work on, but one of my friends...” 
 
      
 
    She held up a hand, cutting me off. “Before you go any further,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “there’s something you need to know.” 
 
      
 
    I was intrigued. “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    “I can tell,” she said, a strange smile spreading across her face, “when someone is telling the truth. And you just told me a little lie, didn’t you Trevor?” 
 
      
 
    I felt my eyes widen. How the hell did she…? 
 
      
 
    “If you’re not willing to tell the entire truth, and I do mean entire, I’m not going to be able to help you,” she said, suddenly chilly. “If that offends you, you may finish your tea and leave...” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said quickly. “No, that’s fine. It’s just...that’s kind of weird, you know?” 
 
      
 
    She arched that eyebrow again and didn’t say anything. After a few seconds, I filled the gap. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, I didn’t have a friend who wanted to go,” I admitted. “I wanted to go. I hadn’t done anything fun in days, and I was putting off my project anyway. Art school is a total fucking drag.” 
 
      
 
    “All of that was the truth,” she said, giving her tea a dainty little sip. “Even the last part.” She grinned at me, encouraging me to continue. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, so: I got there, I got a little bit drunk but not much, I decided I wanted to leave.” That much was true – I decided there was no need to tell her about how I’d struck out with a girl and gotten disheartened. Besides, from the knowing look on her face it was like she really did know what was true, and was okay with this editorial abridgment. 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm,” she murmured, as if she were reading my mind. “Then what?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed, remembering. “As I was leaving, I heard voices – angry ones, like someone was having one hell of an argument. I knew I shouldn’t have gotten involved, should have kept walking, but then I realized one of the voices was a girl – and she sounded really, really upset.” 
 
      
 
    The woman nodded curtly. 
 
      
 
    “When I rounded the corner I saw that there were two people, having a fight on the curb – a girl and a guy. The girl kept grabbing at her phone – I think she was trying to call an Uber or something – and the guy was holding it out of reach, yelling at her. They both seemed really, really drunk.” I trailed off, not wanting to go any further. 
 
      
 
    Then, I felt a hand on my shoulder. The shopkeeper looked sadly at me and nodded. “Go on, Trevor. Tell all of it.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed, shaking my head. “That was when he hit her.” 
 
      
 
    The woman straightened in her seat. “Hit her? Where?” 
 
      
 
    “Right in the face.” I felt my face get hot just remembering it – an echo of the anger that had rooted me to the spot. “He just fucking cold cocked her like it was nothing – I heard him call her a ‘fucking cunt’ and something else, but by then I wasn’t listening. By then, all I could see was red...” 
 
      
 
    The images flashed in my mind. Me, walking right up to this hulking guy six inches taller and fifty pounds heavier than me and punching him right in the face. Him, looking bewildered for a bare instant before toppling, going down on the pavement like a collapsing building. My own lips, forming the words get the fuck away from her as I struggled to keep from kicking the guy once he was down. It had felt like righteous fury – like being the good guy for a single, shining moment. Like instant karma; like justice. 
 
      
 
    But of course, like all moments, it faded. And reality crashed back in. 
 
      
 
    “You did do a good thing,” the woman said, sounding surprised. For a moment, I didn’t understand – I hadn’t said anything, had I? I’d just been thinking...but I must have said what happened out loud. I relaxed against the chair, banishing the other thought. No one could read minds: not even this woman. 
 
      
 
    I was already shaking my head. “I did, but it didn’t matter. I didn’t know who that girl was, but it turned out she was Casey Williamson – the football team’s head cheerleader.” I buried my face in my hands. “And that guy I punched was Chad Phelps.” 
 
      
 
    When my hands came down, the woman was staring uncomprehendingly at me. 
 
      
 
    “Chad Phelps! You have to be fucking with me – everyone knows who he is! His Dad owns half this fucking city! He’s the star quarterback of the football team – the star. Of our school’s million-dollar football franchise.” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged – she actually shrugged. “He got what was coming to him.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s not how anybody else saw it!” I was freaking out now, but I couldn’t stop myself. “He snapped his ankle in two places when he fell – he’s going to be out the entire season. It doesn’t matter what the circumstances are – I’m the guy who ended our team’s chances of making the playoffs. I’m practically Hitler now – hell, I’m double Hitler.” 
 
      
 
    The woman frowned. “But what you did was right – surely when Casey told the police what happened, they saw it your way...” 
 
      
 
    “Casey!?” A dark, disbelieving laugh escaped my throat. “That...that bitch was so drunk, she didn’t remember a thing that happened that night. And after Chad and his rich parents were done with her...” 
 
      
 
    A weight settled in my stomach. My hands started to shake. 
 
      
 
    “What, Trevor?” The woman’s eyes flashed with anger. “What did they do to you?” 
 
      
 
    “They...she told the cops that I...that I was coming on to her. That I was being a creep, that I was...touching her, and saying shit I would never say. She told them that Chad was the one stopping me, and that he hurt himself rescuing her.” The words were bitter in my mouth – the lie so easily repeatable, so much easier for everyone else to believe than the truth. 
 
      
 
    “And they believed her?” 
 
      
 
    “Who are they going to believe?” I asked, barking another laugh. “The king and queen of the whole school, or some weirdo art student?” 
 
      
 
    She turned away and put her hand under her chin, thinking. She stayed that way so long that for a few moments I was afraid that she didn’t believe me, that she thought I had done something wrong. But finally she opened her eyes and pronounced: 
 
      
 
    “Every word you’ve said to me,” she whispered, “is true.” 
 
      
 
    Instead of vindication, I just felt hopelessness. “I know it’s true,” I said despairingly. “But no one believes me. They think I tried to rape the head cheerleader and that I cold-cocked the quarterback. I’m fucked. Talking to you just makes me realize how utterly fucked I am. Half my teachers have dropped me from their classes, saying I ‘create an uncomfortable environment’. I can’t even get someone to serve me food in the cafeteria-” 
 
      
 
    “Shh.” She continued to think. “You said you were an...art student, yes?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Once upon a time, I’d had a dream that my artistic talent could lead to me becoming a comic book artist. A stupid dream, sure, but it was mine. But now, with this stain on my life, I’d be lucky to find a job at all. I’d be lucky to find a community college that would let me take classes… 
 
      
 
    “I...have something for you,” she said abruptly. “Come this way.” 
 
      
 
    Rising, she led me back into the shop. She scanned a shelf for a few moments, then pulled out a leather-bound book a little smaller and a lot thinner than the textbooks I used in class. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” she said, handing it to me. 
 
      
 
    I glanced at it, then opened the cover. The first page was blank, and thumbing through it, I discovered all the other pages were the same. 
 
      
 
    “This is a sketch book,” I realized. “Why do you want me to have this?” 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my hand, staring directly into my eyes. Her gaze was piercing, like looking right at the sun, but somehow it didn’t burn. 
 
      
 
    “Once upon a time,” she said, a strange note coming into her voice, “you stood up for what was right. You protected a young woman against a man who would have done him harm.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn right I did,” I said, swallowing hard. “It’s such bullshit. Everyone at school thinks I’m some kind of sex pervert, but I’ve heard rumors about the kind of things Chad and the rest of the team get up to. They’re the ones who are sick, not me!” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” she said, eyes flashing. “That was also the truth.” 
 
      
 
    What? How could she possibly know that? 
 
      
 
    “Do you have the strength,” she whispered, clutching me so hard it hurt, “to stand against evil again? To root it out, to purify your campus? To fight monsters without becoming a monster yourself, to walk into the abyss without allowing it to enter you?” 
 
      
 
    “I...I think so,” I said, starting to panic. This woman looked like she was about to attack me – either that, or burst into flames. “Yes! Yes, I can do that!” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, oh so slowly, she relaxed her grip. “Then I give this to you,” she said, her voice an exhausted whisper. “May you draw yourself a better future, Trevor. Escape your fate.” 
 
      
 
    What? I looked down at the paper, thinking of something to say. “Uh...thanks,” I said, nodding. “I think.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll understand,” she assured me with a smile. Then she looked past me to the door. “Those boys are three blocks away,” she said, “and they’re going to start heading back in a few minutes. If I were you, I’d get back to your dorm.” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew it, I was standing outside, shaking off the cold. The sketch book lay clutched in my hands, and I awkwardly tucked it into my jacket pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I said, something striking me. “How did you know I lived in a dorm...” 
 
      
 
    I turned around to find a brick wall inches from my face. All signs of the store – the door, the little bell, the strange woman and her aisles of knick-knacks – were gone. The only sign anyone had been here at all were some words hastily spray painted near the top of the wall: 
 
      
 
    Is it art just because you hang it on the wall? 
 
    ~Mr. G... 
 
      
 
    The rest of the name was scrawled out. Next to it was drawn a crude, grinning smiley face. 
 
      
 
    How did anyone get up there? I wondered for a moment, staring up. They must have had a ladder… 
 
    
But suddenly I had the strangest feeling that no ladder was involved. That someone who could just…reach up the wall had decided to leave some of his handiwork. I pictured a long arm stretching way beyond was was possible, snaking up the brick… 
 
      
 
    I stared at the wall a few moments, shivering, then the voices of Chad’s goons in the distance reminded me of what awaited me if I didn’t hustle. 
 
      
 
    I ran back to the dorms, the strange woman’s words tumbling through my mind the whole way. 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later on, sitting on my bed in the dorms, I thumbed through the empty sketch pad and thought about everything that had happened. The image of that brick wall wouldn’t leave my mind – along with that strange graffiti, too high up to have been left without a ladder. If it wasn’t for the sketch pad, I wouldn’t have believed any of it was real. I turned the thing over in my hands, thumbing through the pages. 
 
      
 
    How could a blank sketch pad help me? Like I did with all of my sketchbooks, I flipped open to the first page and printed my name in scrawling cursive on the fly, along with the words This Book Is Owned By above it. Putting my name on the sketch pad made it feel a little bit more real, but it didn’t give me any clue as to what to do next. 
 
      
 
    Casey, I thought, an image of the fateful moment I stepped into her fight flashing in my mind. If only you’d told the truth, none of this would be happening… 
 
      
 
    A surge of anger, completely unexpected, coursed through my veins. Suddenly I was mad, mad in a way I hadn’t been in years: it was like all of my frustration and rage at the situation breaking free all at once. I wanted to twist the fucking sketch pad in my hands, rip it into a million fucking pieces and let it litter my dorm room floor like confetti. Just another useless fucking thing, a token to prove that I was really some insane loser having visions of a phantom store… 
 
      
 
    I stopped thinking about the store, and started thinking about Casey. Then I started to draw. 
 
      
 
    I’m not especially proud of this part of my life, but quite a lot of my drawings have been...well, erotic in nature. Back when I was in high school, a friend of mine caught me doodling a picture of a half-naked Britney Spears in one of my notebooks, writhing like a stripper and pressing her much-larger-than-real-life breasts together. Instead of turning me in, word had spread, and soon I’d had a whole line of students asking me to draw dirty pictures of their favorite comic book heroines and movie crushes. I was too young to know what the word commission meant, but I liked the attention – in fact, it was a bit part of what led to me applying to art school in the first place. Even now, whenever I was feeling stressed one of my first impulses is to draw something dirty, to expunge those feelings of worthlessness through smut. 
 
      
 
    Casey was what was in my head – so Casey was what spilled out on the page. It didn’t hurt that she was already fucking gorgeous. As the tanned, toned captain o the school’s cheerleading squad she was easily the most fuckable girl on campus, and I caught myself shivering in delight as I sculpted her taut calves and curvy hips. 
 
      
 
    Her tits could be a little bigger, I thought. All my cares were forgotten in the work – it was almost like slipping into a trance. Might as well swing for the fences… 
 
      
 
    When I was done, a miniature Casey was on her knees in my sketchpad, the torn remnants of a cheerleading uniform clinging to her body like a second skin. Her breasts practically heaved through the fabric as I stared at my handiwork, each nipple hard and stiff against her uniform. Trails of wetness trickled down her thighs, and each of her cheeks carried a hot blush of pure lust. I’d saved the eyes for last, and with a grin I added two tight little spirals in the middle of her pupils. They were my own personal little touch, the thing that really got me going. 
 
      
 
    Looks good, I thought. Better than good. Too bad I can’t show anybody… 
 
      
 
    My cock rose in my boxers, tenting them. I realized that even if I could I wouldn’t want to show this to anybody: this one was just for me. What I did next I can only blame on my boner clouding my thoughts, but it ended up changing my life forever. 
 
      
 
    With a quick flourish, I added a speech bubble to the side of Casey’s pouty lips. In perfect comic-book font, I filled it with the words: 
 
      
 
    Thank you for saving me, Master. Please let me repay you… 
 
      
 
    I grinned, cock pulsing against my thigh. Now this was what I really deserved! If all girls were like the ones in my head, heroes would get the treatment they were entitled to. 
 
      
 
    As a finishing touch, I added a fuzzy little thought bubble coming off the other side of Casey’s head. Already starting to rub myself through my pants, I added her thoughts – or rather, her lack of them: 
 
      
 
    I love Trevor I serve Trevor Trevor is my Master Trevor is my God please fuck me Trevor… 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t hold back anymore. Putting the drawing to the side, I unzipped my pants and took out my cock, stroking it hard. I masturbated, grunting with pleasure as I pictured the real Casey kneeling before me. Her eyes pleading, her mouth forming  a perfect little ‘o’ as she waited eagerly for me to paint her face and tits with my load… 
 
      
 
    Pleasure shot through my like a rocket as I came, spurting all over my fingers and my lap as I moaned Casey’s name. Guilt filled me as I came down from my peak – but faded just as quickly. I didn’t feel terribly bad about beating my meat while thinking about Casey’s flawless body – in a fairer world, she’d be here using that body to make me come. 
 
      
 
    I cleaned up and turned out the light, crawling under the covers. The sketch book lay on the bed next to me, untouched. I’d pick it up in the morning – it wasn’t like anybody was going to come in and take it. 
 
      
 
    If I had known how valuable to me it was about to become, I would have locked it up. I would’ve put it in a safe, so that no one but me could ever have access to it… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Knock, knock. Someone was pounding at the door to my room. 
 
      
 
    I rolled over, snorting as I started out of a deep sleep. From the sunlight streaming through the window, I had probably overslept again. I was going to be late to class – then I realized the class I had this morning was one of the ones that had dropped me as a student. I passed a hand over my eyes, then the knocking jerked me into alertness. 
 
      
 
    Was that Chad? Or one of his buddies on the team? The RA had been given strict orders not to let anyone up to see me under the circumstances, but it only took one person who resented losing the school’s star quarterback to bend the rules and “forget” to lock a door… 
 
      
 
    I looked around for anything I could use to defend myself in a pinch. That led me to see the sketch of Casey I’d drawn last night and hastily shut my sketchbook. A moment later I grabbed my alarm clock and rolled out of bed. It wasn’t very heavy, but it was blunt enough that I might be able to get in a quick headshot. 
 
      
 
    “Who’s there?” I asked, trying very hard to keep my voice from trembling. No one answered. 
 
      
 
    I took a few steps forward when another knock made me jump. Then I grew curious: from the sound, the knock had been made from somewhere very far down the door, near the floor. Would Chad stoop to using a kid as some kind of watchdog to get at me? 
 
      
 
    Holding the alarm clock high, poised to strike, I grabbed the doorknob and yanked it open before whoever it was could knock again. Then I saw who it was. 
 
      
 
    The clock fell from my nerveless fingers, rolling onto the carpet. It wasn’t Chad, or one of his goons. It was Casey. 
 
      
 
    This isn’t happening, I thought, mouth dropping open. This can’t be real… 
 
      
 
    Casey, the hottest woman on campus, was kneeling in front of my door. Looking up at me like I was some Hollywood celebrity she’d had the good luck to bump into, not some schlub who’s life she’d nearly ruined. 
 
      
 
    “What are you...” I started, then I took in her entire appearance and fell silent. She was...she was… 
 
      
 
    She was practically naked. A cheerleading uniform emblazoned with our team’s logo hung from her frame in tatters, cut strategically in just the right places to show off her trimmed pussy and huge tits. Her tits… 
 
      
 
    Like every guy on campus, I knew what Casey’s tits looked like in her cheerleading outfit. Unless she’d gotten some pretty extreme surgery in the last twenty-four hours, there was no way what had happened to her bust was natural. Her tits were massive, gravity-defying orbs, straining the fabric of her top where it still clung to her body. They were mouth-watering knockers, the kind cavemen had wet dreams about in their primal brains. Just looking at them made me want to do terrible, filthy things. 
 
      
 
    “Trevor!” Casey smiled up at me, her eyes shining with adoration. “Thank you for saving me! Please, please let me repay you...” 
 
      
 
    Those words set off a fire in my brain, made everything click. I took a step back, shocked, my brain refusing to believe. But it was real – she was right in front of me, and...and… 
 
      
 
    “Stay right here,” I commanded, turning back to my cot. I rummaged through the sheets, certain that the strange sketchbook I’d been given yesterday would be gone, vanished. But even as I thought it, I felt the paper under my fingers. Two pages in, the drawing of Casey waited for me, kneeling with her mouth open as her avatar thought of nothing but submitting and pleasing me… 
 
      
 
    I whirled around, holding up the paper. It was exactly the same. The tears in her uniform, too perfect to have been random, the sudden expansion of her already model-perfect tits, the perfect attitude of submission… 
 
      
 
    It was like staring at my drawing, come to life. And suddenly I understood everything that strange woman had been trying to tell me. 
 
      
 
    “You...” 
 
      
 
    My mind reeled, trying to make sense of all this. But my cock had no problem with any of it. At the sight of a gorgeous woman prostrating herself before me, it throbbed to life in my boxers. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Trevor.” Casey was practically licking her lips as she stared at my bulge. “Let me take care of that for you, Master...” 
 
      
 
    Before I could stop her, she yanked my boxers down to my knees. My cock flopped out, growing to full hardness in moments, the remnants of the load I’d blown last night still dripping from the shaft. 
 
      
 
    “So good...” Casey moaned, her voice sounding glazed and ditzy. 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” I said, trying too late to stop her. “You should...oh fuck...” 
 
      
 
    Casey opened wide and took my cock down her throat, gobbling me down to the base in one motion like sucking cock was as natural to her as cheering. Her lips formed a tight seal around my shaft, honey-warm in the chill of the air conditioning, and as she bobbed in my lap it was like liquid fire coursing through me. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I grunted. Any objections I’d had vanished in an instant as I put my hands on the back of her head and guided my cock deeper into her throat. Casey took me gamely, like it was no trouble at all – giving me slow, sloppy head that left my knees shaking as I thrust unconsciously against her perfect mouth. 
 
      
 
    “’ank yoo,” she groaned, eyes rolling back in her head as...I couldn’t believe this...as she came just from sucking me off. Her knees shook, a gush of warm pussy juice dribbling down her thigh as her face turned bright crimson. 
 
      
 
    It was true. It was real. Casey was coming her brains out, just from serving me… 
 
      
 
    “’ove yoo,” she moaned, gagging around my shaft. “’ove you, Trevor! ‘ove yoo...” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too,” I panted, not meaning a word of it. I slipped into the role of Master so easily, it was like I was born for it. 
 
      
 
    “You’re such a good little slave, Casey,” I grunted, picking up the pace. “You’re going to swallow Master’s come, aren’t you? Swallow for me like a good little girl...” 
 
      
 
    She flushed again, like my words were touching the deepest, most primal portion of her mind. Just the sight of her on her knees, coming her pretty little brains out at the feeling of my cock in the back of her throat made me want to explode inside of her. I felt myself lock into rhythm, rapidly reaching the point where I couldn’t turn back. Casey felt me swell in her throat, and unlike every other girl who’d given me a blowjob she didn’t take this as her cue to pull off me and start stroking me off to a disappointing finish – instead she went harder, deepthroating me like a pornstar as she brought me right to the edge… 
 
      
 
    With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself in Casey’s mouth and let go. Waves of amazing, restorative pleasure rocked my body as I fired burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down her throat. She closed her eyes, a peaceful expression settling on her face as she sucked me clean, drinking every drop of my manly essence. She bobbed up and down, lips grinding inch by glorious inch down my shaft as her tongue swirled around my sensitive head, teasing the last few drops of come from my balls. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my...fuck!” I took a step back as I came down from my peak, my cock leaving her mouth with a wet pop. “Oh wow that was awesome...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t even think. The consequences? My anxieties? Gone. Replaced with how fucking good it felt to be drained dry by Casey’s lips. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she purred, licking her lips. She opened wide for a moment to show me the thick white load on her tongue, then swallowed it down with a little giggle. It was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    I did this, I realized. The drawing. I...I put it to paper, and then it became real… 
 
      
 
    Did this work for anything? Would anything I drew spring to life, like Athena out of Zeus’ head? If it did...then my problems were over! 
 
      
 
    “Casey.” There was one way to test, at least a little. “What are you thinking right now?” 
 
      
 
    “Thinking?” She glanced up at me, that big vapid smile stretching her cheeks like some kind of model. “Just how much I love you, Master. You saved me. You’re so important to me, Sir – all I want to do is please you. Your cock feels so good, and your come tastes so amazing...it makes me so wet...” 
 
      
 
    With a groan, Casey shoved her hand under her skirt and started to frig her cunt. Her knees shook with pleasure, tongue lolling from her mouth as her eyes rolled back in her head. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit!” 
 
      
 
    “Love you,” she groaned, fingers a blur between her thighs. “I have to serve. I have to...please fuck me, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I’m going to, I realized. My cock was already rising back to full hardness, and the sight of Casey rubbing herself in front of me without an inch of shame had me ready for round two. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I grunted, pulling her to her feet. “Get the bed. Show yourself off for me – make me want you, Casey.” 
 
      
 
    She took to my suggestion like it was what she’d been thinking all along. With a giggle, she crawled onto my cot on all fours, hiking up her cheerleading skirt over her ass. She didn’t have a stitch on underneath, and the lips of her sex were shining and trimmed. Her lips swelled as she played with her clit, inner muscles quivering as she put herself on display for me. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged, spreading her legs wide. “Please fuck me, Trevor. I’ll let you do it however you want. You don’t even need to wear a condom. I always make Chad wear one...” 
 
      
 
    Something about that made me throb. “Always?” I asked, putting a hand on the firm flesh of her ass. “You wouldn’t lie to me, would you?” 
 
      
 
    “N-never, Master!” God bless her, there was actual fear in her eyes at the idea of disappointing me! “He walks around like such an alpha, but he never gets to blow inside my walls – I always make him wrap it up because I hate taking pills. He’s never gotten to feel me gripping his dick – but you can, Trevor, any time you want...” 
 
      
 
    At the thought of this, that I could have something that even King Dick Chad wasn’t allowed to possess, I lost control. My hand flashed on Casey’s ass, slapping it so hard that tears sprang to her eyes. I soothed them away with the head of my cock, burying it between her walls and grinding it against her clit. In moments she had her back arched, clawing at me as she begged for me to enter her all the way. 
 
      
 
    “Beg me for it,” I growled, taking a handful of her hair for leverage. “Make me want to put every inch of this dick inside of you!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so wet,” she groaned, only the whites of her eyes showing. “So wet and tight for you, Trevor. I know my hot little pussy will make you feel so good. It’ll make you come harder than any girl’s pussy ever!” 
 
      
 
    I knew that for a fact. I’d never actually gotten past oral, but there was no way I was going to admit that to Casey. Instead, I let the head of my cock slide inside of her, parting her walls, and savored the way her mouth dropped open with pure lust. 
 
      
 
    “Deeper, Master!” Her begging was as shameless as her fingers at her naughty cunt. “Please, please use my cunt! Use me to get yourself off, you deserve it! You deserve me whenever you want...” 
 
      
 
    I deserve this, I thought, drilling into her to the hilt. This is all mine now… 
 
      
 
    My first taste of pussy, of a real girl’s pussy wrapped around my cock was everything I’d wanted and more. I split her walls around me, her inner muscles spasming and clenching my shaft tight as I filled her to the brim. The head of my cock grazed her womb, the tip grinding against her g-spot as I bottomed out inside of her. Casey let out a cry of passion loud enough for the whole dorm to hear, but I no longer cared. Hell, I wanted them to hear: wanted them to know that the person they’d all conspired against was taking his pleasure now, as hard and deep as he wanted. 
 
      
 
    I fucked her with savage fury, pulling all the way back and running the head of my cock in a circle around her clit for a few agonizing moments before slamming it deep inside of her again. She screamed on each thrust, panting with lust as savaged her cunt with my cock and her ass with my hands. I slapped her everywhere: her firm rear, her tits, her flawless face. I wanted to leave bruises, welts, whatever would mark her for the rest of the day as my fuckdoll. I wanted every man who looked at her to know how thoroughly she’d been taken. 
 
      
 
    With a growl, Casey rocked her hips at just the perfect way to let me go even deeper. Then she slammed down on me, meeting me stroke-for-stroke in an animalistic way so strong it shocked me. I felt myself being swept away, every inch of my cock filled with molten heat, my balls preparing my load as they slapped against Casey’s ass… 
 
      
 
    “Come for me, Master!” Casey’s voice was frantic, a fucking babble barely recognizable as speech. “Please fucking fertilize me, spray me down, fucking unload inside of me and feel so good for me sir please please fuck fuck….” 
 
      
 
    One more hard thrust and I was over the edge, breaking apart as I had my first perfect orgasm inside of a woman’s dripping wet cunt. Casey gripped me as tight as a glove as I came apart, shooting even more come than I had inside of her warm, wet mouth. Her cunt was perfect – better than perfect, holding me tight as I poured myself out inside of her. Everything bad that had been inside me, I took all of it out on her… 
 
      
 
    I slid off her, collapsing onto the bed. Oh...wow… My head swam. I felt like a new man, reborn. As I splayed out, Casey curled up next to me and traced my chest with her nails, murmuring words of praise in my ear. 
 
      
 
    “That was so good, Master,” she whimpered, desperate for praise. “You fucked me so hard – you made me feel so good. Did I do a good job, sir?” 
 
      
 
    Did she do a good job? A chuckle left my throat. I still couldn’t believe my luck – a few hours ago I’d been at my lowest point, and now I felt like the king of the fucking world. I felt amazing… 
 
      
 
    And I could do more. 
 
      
 
    I sat up, startling Casey. “My sketch book,” I said roughly. “Give it to me. And a pen.” 
 
      
 
    Casey obeyed, bringing it to me so submissively she might as well have put it in her mouth. Maybe next time I’ll command her to, I thought with pride. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do, Master?” she asked, her eyes brimming with adoration. 
 
      
 
    “Now?” I glanced over the blank page, my head filling with idea. “Now I’m going to change the world.” 
 
      
 
    Then I began to draw my future.


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Drawing the Co-Eds


 
   
 
  



 
 
    “I need you to do me a favor, Casey.” 
 
      
 
    Casey pulled my cock out of her mouth with a wet little pop, giggling as she stroked my shaft. Her eyes shined with devotion as she stared up at me, smiling like I was the nicest, sexiest boy in the world. 
 
      
 
    “Anything, Master. I live to serve you. Do you want to fuck me in the ass again?” 
 
      
 
    Despite myself, I grinned. A day and a half ago, Casey had been a total stranger to anal sex – and so had I. I’d broken her in, taught her how to use her tight, round ass to get me off just the way I wanted, and I’d taught her so much else, too. I hadn’t left the dorms since she’d shown up at my door on her knees begging to please me: we’d fucked in my bed, in the kitchenette, in the showers. Every now and then I sent her out for takeout, and I’d slept in this morning only to wake up with her soft, pillowy lips wrapped around my cock. 
 
      
 
    For the last hour or so I’d just been laying back, letting her worship my cock while I browsed the internet on my phone. It felt so good to be able to relax and be served, to not have to worry about the girl suddenly saying her jaw hurt or that this was gross or that she wasn’t in the mood anymore. Casey was always in the mood now, and she’d gladly drain my balls with her pert little mouth as many times as I wanted… 
 
      
 
    “Not that,” I said, reaching down and stroking her ass through her panties. Besides those and her heels, she was completely naked. “Although, maybe that, too. What I was thinking is, I need you to clear my name.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” She tore her gaze from my cock, her brow furrowing in confusion. Whatever I’d done to her mind with my magic sketchbook had definitely had some effects beyond just making her tits bigger – she was a total bimbo airhead now, all giggly when you talked about anything more complicated then sucking cock. 
 
      
 
    She frowned. “How do I do that, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but was suddenly caught up short. How could she do that? It had seemed deceptively simple when I’d been riding high on that rush of power. Anything had been within my grasp: all I needed to do was draw it to make it happen. But it was a hell of a big jump from drawing one horny co-ed transforming into a ditzy bimbo all the way to convincing an entire city of my innocence. If I drew something that big, did this sketch pad even have the power to make it real? 
 
      
 
    “I need you...” I ran a hand over my chin, thinking. “I guess I need you to go the police. Go and ask to speak to whoever it was you spoke to the night of the party. Tell them that Chad put you up to lying, let them know you want to confess and tell them what really happened that night.” 
 
      
 
    Casey nodded eagerly. “Of course, Master!” But then she frowned, creases appearing for a moment on her forehead. “What happened that night?” 
 
      
 
    I was flabbergasted. “You...you don’t remember?” 
 
      
 
    She stared at me for a moment, grinning for a beat too long. Her hand strayed to my bulge, stroking it through the fabric of my boxers. “Would you like me to suck your cock, Master?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, shit. I could have kicked myself. Way to go, Trevor. I’d scrambled the brain of the one woman who could clear my name. Of course she didn’t remember the night of the party – she didn’t remember anything except that I was totally hot and awesome and that she was soaking wet for me all the time. 
 
      
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” I asked, absentmindedly stroking Casey’s hair. She leaned into my hand, grinning happily at the contact. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you want, Master,” she purred. 
 
      
 
    “Can you...” I broke off for a moment, thinking. “Can you pretend to be the old Casey? Like, the way you used to be before I made your head all sparkly and fuzzy?” 
 
      
 
    That was the way Casey described what I’d done to her: sparkly and fuzzy. Of course, coming from her lips it sounded like the most amazing thing in the world. Casey wouldn’t change a bit of what I’d done to her mind or her body – and the more I got to know her, the more I wouldn’t have, either. 
 
      
 
    She frowned, pursing her dark lips. “I dunno...maybe.” Abruptly she sat up, assuming a ridiculous expression of super-seriousness. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Casey!” she said, trying not to laugh. “I don’t go to class much and I hate the girls I’m friends with! My boyfriend is a big jerk!” 
 
      
 
    Her performance done, she turned to me with an expectant look on her face. “How was that, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I groaned. There was no way this was going to work. “The police will take one look at you,” I said, putting a hand to my forehead, “and toss you in a padded room.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.” Her pout was theatrical, the kind that would gladly turn into cocksucking in an instant. “Would that be a good thing, Master?” 
 
      
 
    Another low moan left my throat. “No,” I said ruefully. “No that wouldn’t be good at all, Casey.” 
 
      
 
    I’d fucked up. The worst part was I hadn’t done it on purpose; it wasn’t like I knew when I was drawing Casey as a bimbo slut that my sketch pad would turn her into a bimbo slut. But now I’d fried the brains of the one person who could clear my name. Sure, sex with Casey was amazing – damn near everything I’d ever wanted in life – but what I really needed was to get my respect back. I was tired of teachers dropping me from my classes, of students refusing to look at me as I walked around campus, of the school newspaper writing op-eds about my so-called ‘perversion’. I hadn’t done anything wrong – Chad the captain of the football team had, and I needed to even the score even more than I needed to sink my throbbing cock inside Casey’s wet, willing holes. 
 
      
 
    “I’m screwed,” I muttered, glancing down at the sketch pad. I thought about erasing the drawing in the hopes that it might change Casey back, but discarded the idea almost immediately. The person Casey had been before my drawing would never have helped me – and even if it erased her memories, her waking up naked in my dorm room wasn’t going to do me any favors. I was just going to have to come to grips with the fact that I’d ruined my only chance at justice. 
 
      
 
    Unless...Casey wasn’t my only chance. 
 
      
 
    My head shot up from my lap. Sure, I hadn’t seen anyone else around when Casey and Chad had been fighting, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t anyone else there. 
 
      
 
    “Casey,” I said, my mouth suddenly dry. “I need you to think for me. Think really hard, okay?” 
 
      
 
    She still looked confused, but nodded. “Yes, Sir. Your wish is my command.” 
 
      
 
    Those words made my cock stiffen in my boxers, but I couldn’t think about that now. “I want you to think about the night you were fighting with your old boyfriend at that frat party,” I said, putting as much command into my voice as I could muster. “The one where he hit you. I need you to remember it as clearly as you can.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master.” Casey dropped her head, an almost comical look of concentration on her face. “I’m thinking about it!” 
 
      
 
    “You remember I saved you,” I said, feeling certain. I remembered her kneeling in front of my door: You saved me, Master – let me repay you… 
 
      
 
    “Of course I do,” she said, giggling. When I looked over she was casting a sly, naughty glance in my direction. “You saved me. It made me so wet to watch you stand up for me – I wanted to drop to my knees and blow you right there...” 
 
      
 
    “When I was there,” I said, cutting her off, “when I hit Chad – was there anyone else with you? Anyone you’d been talking to right before who might have been within earshot?” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm.” She put a finger to her chin, lost in thought. Finally she shook her head, and I felt my heart sink. 
 
      
 
    “Nope,” she said. “Just Minji.” 
 
      
 
    Wait, what? 
 
      
 
    “Casey,” I said slowly, enunciating each syllable. “Who is Mindy?” 
 
      
 
    “Min-ji,” she said, putting extra stress on the last syllable. “She’s Korean. Her family is, like, super rich. She’s my best friend.” 
 
      
 
    Holy shit. There was another person there? “Minji is your sorority sister?” 
 
      
 
    Casey nodded. “Oh yeah. We roll deep.” 
 
      
 
    I discarded that for the moment. “And she was there at the party?” I could feel my palms itching with excitement. “She saw when you and Chad fought?” 
 
      
 
    “She saw when Chad and I fought all the time,” Casey said with a pout. “He was such an ass.” 
 
      
 
    “Was she there or not!?” I didn’t have time for this. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Casey said, rolling her eyes like a total brat. “But she wasn’t paying attention – she had her phone out, like always. Actually...” 
 
      
 
    I waited for her to finish her sentence, but she just trailed off. “Actually?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah! I think she might have been recording me.” Casey perked up, her eyes flashing. “Yeah, I’m sure of it! We were doing something cute for her Insta right before Chad got all Chad-y.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry. There could be a video. Incontrovertible evidence of my innocence. It was more than I could have hoped for. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” I whispered. Straightening up, I put my hands on Casey’s shoulders. “You have to call Minji,” I commanded her. “You’ve got to get her over here with her phone.” 
 
      
 
    Casey looked like she wanted to obey, but something made her shake her head. “No way,” she said, cringing like she couldn’t bear the thought of disappointing me. “I’ll call her, Master, but she won’t come.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I stared at her, unable to process her words. “Why not?” 
 
      
 
    “Um, come to some strange boy’s dorm room? Hell no. Minji’s way too much of a prude for that – and her parents would kill her. They’re super strict – she lives on Daddy’s credit card, and she knows that they’ll take it away the minute she starts acting like a wild child.” 
 
      
 
    Somehow I knew Casey wouldn’t be saying these things if she weren’t under my power. This degree of honesty about people she was close to, girls she cared about, was the kind of thing that was normally only possible when large amounts of alcohol were involved. Still, I was grateful: I needed to know what sort of person Minji was. And from the sound of it, I couldn’t snare her the same way I had Casey. 
 
      
 
    “Well, shit,” I grunted, glancing around the room. “Guess I’ll have to think of something else, then.” 
 
      
 
    Casey frowned, cocking her head to the side. “Can’t you just draw her, Master? Make her come crawling to you on her knees, the way she did to me. It would be sooo hot to watch you turn Minji into a dirty little bimbo skank. I want to watch her spread those sexy legs of of hers just for you...” 
 
      
 
    That sounded amazing – but there was a problem. “I can’t draw her,” I said, my eyes settling on my sketch pad. “I have no clue what she looks like.” 
 
      
 
    I’d never met Minji before. My sketch pad could make my fantasies come true, but first I had to have a fantasy I could draw. I couldn’t just draw a generic girl and label her “Minji”, could I? 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t need to test it. 
 
      
 
    Casey giggled, thrusting her chest out in a way that made me stare. “Oh, Master,” she said, putting her finger tips to her lips. “It’s so easy!” 
 
      
 
    “What is?” 
 
      
 
    Casey slunk to the floor and began digging through her clothes. She stuck her big ass in the air as she worked, presenting it to me in case I wanted to spank it or play with it while she did whatever she was doing. 
 
      
 
    “Minji might be a prude,” Casey said as she rose from the floor, “but she is a total Instagram whore. She’s got to have a thousand selfies on there...” 
 
      
 
    Casey was holding her phone. And on the screen she had her Instagram app open, directed towards Minji’s page. My jaw dropped as I caught sight of the header image – I was staring at a model-perfect Asian girl framed in black and white in what looked like a luxury suite. High fashion that probably cost more money than I made in a year clung to her curves, so tight her top and skirt fit her like a second skin. A pair of thigh-high boots fulfilled the ensemble, gripping her luscious legs as tightly as I imagined her tight, wet walls would hold my cock. 
 
      
 
    I’d like to see her in just those boots, I thought, my cock throbbing to life. Holy hell this girl is gorgeous… 
 
      
 
    The rest of her photos did not disappoint. Minji apparently had a knack for getting magazine-quality snaps of herself and her friends in every circumstance: dressed in tight sorority sweaters at a football game, in skimpy minidresses at a club, giggling and looking at each other with lusty stares as she shared a hookah. Part of it was the ability to make yourself look better than usual on the internet, I was sure, but even accounting for that Minji was one of the hottest women I’d ever seen. It felt almost unbelievable that such a perfect, fuckable creature went to my school. 
 
      
 
    “You think this is enough for you to draw her?” Casey teased. A moment later, I felt her fingers close on my cock. “You like her, don’t you, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I murmured, continuing to scroll through her photos. Each one was hotter than the last – if this was the portfolio for some high-class escort, it would come with a price tag only celebrities could afford. “She’s very nice. God, she’s so fucking hot...” 
 
      
 
    “She would be perfect to serve you, Master.” Casey’s fingers started to stroke me gently, teasing my shaft with slow, tight movements. “She’s such a stuck-up little bitch. I’d like to watch you break her, to show her that she doesn’t have any real power. Wouldn’t she look so hot on her knees, telling you that she’ll never have any man except you, Master? Wouldn’t it feel so good to be the first man to come inside her sweet, tight little pussy?” 
 
      
 
    Oh yeah, I wanted that. The fact that she might have a video that cleared my name had faded to a secondary concern. I reached over to my desk, grabbing two of my sketch pens, and leaned back against the wall with the pad on my lap. Casey’s phone lay next to me, dozens of pictures of Minji at my fingertips to use as reference material. 
 
      
 
    Behind the pad, Casey was still stroking me. “Are you going to draw her, Master?” She made it sound like the hottest, most fun thing in the world. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, nodding. I could do this. I was more than talented enough. 
 
      
 
    “Yay! I can’t wait for her to serve you, Sir. I bet it’d feel so good to have both of us at the same time...” 
 
      
 
    “Use your mouth on me,” I commanded, cutting her off, “while I draw.” 
 
      
 
    A little giggle escaped her throat. “Yes, Sir,” she panted, sliding between my legs. “Mmh, you’re so hard. And wet. Your cock is dripping...” 
 
      
 
    I put the first few lines to paper, glancing at the screen to make sure they were right. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not thinking of you at all,” I said with a smirk, beginning to work. “I’m not even looking at you. I’m thinking about your friend while you suck me off. How does that make you feel?” 
 
      
 
    I heard a wet little pop as Casey removed me from her mouth. “I...I ought to be upset,” she said, just a hint of confusion entering her voice. “But I’m not. It...it makes me so wet. It’s so hot when you ignore me – it’s like you’re reminding me what a worthless little cunt I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm.” My hand was a blur now at the pad. I had the tiger by the tail, the lines spreading from one edge of the pad to the other. “You are worthless. You’re just a stupid little bimbo who’s going to help me get the girls I really deserve.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sir!” Casey sounded like I’d just put my lips to her clit and hummed – her words were a cry of pleasure. “You deserve the hottest, sexiest girls, Sir! You should fuck all the women you want – as many women as you want! It makes me so wet to betray my friends...to corrupt them into brainless little bimbos for your pleasure...” 
 
      
 
    With a high, strangled cry, Casey came. I was barely paying attention, lost in my work. After a few moments I felt her lips latch back onto the head of my cock, her tongue swirling madly around me. It felt amazing, but I held back until right before I was finished to come. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I grunted, putting on the finishing touches. “Yeah...that’s right...fuck yeah, that’s perfect. Done!” 
 
      
 
    I tossed the sketch pad away and grabbed the top of Casey’s head, forcing her down hard on my dick. I buried myself in her throat to the hilt, thrusting my hips upward hard. Caught by surprise, Casey gagged around my girth, her face turning as red as a stop sign as I pounded her sweet little mouth. 
 
      
 
    One more hard thrust and I felt myself go right over the crest. My cock erupted in Casey’s throat, twitching as it spurted burst after burst of hot cream into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she drank me down, legs twitching with pleasure as I used her. I knew that every inch of her body was on fire with pure bliss, the degrading feeling of serving me sending her into her own climax. 
 
      
 
    Finally I came down from my peak, relaxing my legs. Casey rolled to the side, coughing, then looked up at me with tears in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Th...thank you, Master,” she whispered, wiping the back of her mouth with her hand. I wasn’t even watching – I only had eyes for my new drawing. It’s perfect, I thought, scanning the contours of my drawing. This is exactly what I need. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t wait to see the finished product.  
 
      
 
    Setting the paper away, I looked down at Casey. Good old Casey, her eyes brimming with tears but a big, ditzy smile on her bimbo face. No matter how hard I used her, how much I degraded her, she kept on smiling, thinking of nothing but how best to serve me. It was her nature – the darkest, most hidden part of her primal self. I’d brought that to the surface with my power, and she was going to spend the rest of her life thanking me for it. 
 
      
 
    With a casualness that almost shocked me, I reached out and slapped her across the face. 
 
      
 
    She gasped, sinking to the bed, Her hand gripped her cheek, the sensitive skin going red beneath her fingers. She looked at me as if she didn’t know what to say – like she was terrified of having disappointed me. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she finally whispered, guessing that was what I wanted. “I love serving you-” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her by the chin, cutting her off, and gave her cheeks a squeeze. I saw her eyes widen first in shock, then in pain as I gripped her tight enough to make her tear up. 
 
      
 
    “You liked me using you,” I said, the words rough and raspy. “You love being abused.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master,” she moaned, trying to break free. “Of course. Anything you want...” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said with a smirk. Those were the words of someone telling me what I wanted to hear – not someone who genuinely loved being abused. I looked straight in her eyes, making her stare at me. 
 
      
 
    “You love being used,” I growled, putting all my command behind it. 
 
      
 
    I watched her face change, understanding coming into her eyes. “Yes, Master,” she whispered. “I love it when you hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    “It makes you wet when I slap you around, smack your ass, choke you.” As I spoke, I watched the obvious flush of arousal come to Casey’s cheeks at my words. My words were having the effect I wanted. “You love being reminded what a worthless little cunt you are. The more degrading I treat you, the more misogynistic and mean, the more you love me for it.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, she nodded. “Yes, Master. I don’t deserve you. Thank you for giving a worthless little slut like me the pain she deserves-” 
 
      
 
    I slapped her again, this time on the other cheek. Before she could react, my fingers closed around her throat. My cock was as hard as a girder between my thighs, throbbing with liquid fire. God damn I loved this. 
 
      
 
    “You love me,” I grunted, squeezing her tighter. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Master,” Casey whimpered. “I love you so much...” 
 
      
 
    “You’d let me just keep choking you until you passed out if I wanted,” I said, grabbing a handful of her tits with my free hand. “Even if I wanted to choke you until you didn’t exist any more. Because you don’t exist except as my fuck toy, don’t you, Casey?” 
 
      
 
    Tears were streaming down Casey’s cheeks – but I’d never seen her more turned on. “Yes, Master! I have no life beyond you, Sir. You’re my King, my ruler, my….my God!” 
 
      
 
    Grinning, I lowered my free hand between her thighs and started to rub her clit. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she writhed in my grip, panting and drooling like an animal. 
 
      
 
    “Come for me,” I commanded, gripping her as tight as I dared. “Come for your Master...” 
 
      
 
    Casey flushed a deep, dark crimson as she came, her body twitching as she struggled to free herself. Finally she relaxed against me, riding the waves of pleasure, giving herself and her life up to me utterly. At the same moment, my fingers left her clit – and relaxed around her throat. She collapsed against the bed, sputtering and struggling to thank me. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t feel bad, Casey,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You’re my b-tier slut. My A1 girl will be arriving any minute...” 
 
      
 
    As if they were waiting for my words, there was a knock at the door to my dorm room. I thought of commanding Casey to open it, but she was in no shape to. 
 
      
 
    “Come in,” I said with a smile, leaning back. 
 
      
 
    The door opened, and my perfect woman strode inside. 
 
      
 
    Sitting on my bed, still warm from the press of my fingers was the drawing I’d done of Minji. Unlike the one I’d created of Casey, this was a three-panel affair, a quick comic strip of pure submission. In the first panel, Minji sat in her dorm room, staring straight ahead as a spiral pattern appeared in each of her eyes. For the second panel I’d drawn a series of small gauges, like the fuel indicator on a car, all connected by invisible wires to her brain. One was labeled ‘horniness’ and cranked firmly into the red. Ditto with intelligence – I didn’t want Minji to turn out a brainless slut like Casey. This was my prime girl, my companion – I wanted more. My most inspired touch, though, had to be the little toggle next to her head – one side had a cartoon halo, the other a pair of devil horns. I knew Minji was a prude who always did what her parents told her and probably never got into trouble. In the panel, the needle swung from the halo right to the little cartoon devil, and a wicked grin was just starting to spread across her face. 
 
      
 
    Above all of it was the image of a crown. It symbolized submission and service, the idea that above everything else the new Minji would be utterly loyal and faithful to me. Across the front of the crown, I’d written in a flowing script: 
 
      
 
    King Trevor. 
 
      
 
    By the time I got to the third panel, I’d added a flush of arousal to Minji’s cheeks. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, and a huge wet stain spread between her legs from her pussy gushing juice. She looked so turned on in the page that you could practically smell her – and as a finishing touch, I’d added a quick speech bubble: 
 
      
 
    I love Trevor. Trevor is my Master. Trevor is my King. Trevor is my God. I have to make myself perfect for Master and go see him right now… 
 
      
 
    The picture was perfect – it was easily the most erotic thing I’d ever drawn. And the real life Minji matched it perfectly. 
 
      
 
    She walked across my dorm room in six-inch fuck-me heels, parting her lips and blowing me a kiss as she approached. She wore a dark trenchcoat, covering her beautiful body, and as she reached the bed she unhooked it and let it fall away. Underneath she had a set of lingerie that looked like something straight out of a Victoria’s Secret catalog: a tight black bodice that pressed her heaving breasts upward and nearly spilled them out, along with a pair of thong panties and garters connected to a set of fishnet stockings. She flushed with need as my eyes devoured her, my cock throbbing to full hardness at the sight of my new Queen. She was a walking wet dream, a fucking Goddess, and her dripping wet panties showed that she wanted nothing but to serve her King. 
 
      
 
    “Master,” she purred, her voice sex and smoke. She spared a glance for Casey, taking in the girl’s freshly-fucked appearance. “It looks like you’ve been having fun.” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet,” I said. She was so beautiful. So perfect. And she was all mine; I deserved her. I deserved to have a flawless beauty like this worshipping my cock, whenever I wanted. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I growled. 
 
      
 
    She crawled onto my bed, her motions full of erotic grace. Sticking her big ass in the air, she lowered her head and came forward until she was laying before me, pure and submissive. 
 
      
 
    “Up,” I commanded her. When she was looking at me, I asked: “What are you thinking about right now?” 
 
      
 
    A wicked little smirk twisted the corner of her mouth. Oh yeah, I was going to like this girl. “You, Master,” she purred, spreading her legs. “Only you.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her close. Her skin felt electric under mine, responding to my every touch like it brought her pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “You want to give your life to me,” I said, looking into her eyes. “I’m going to have lots of girls – tons of them – but you’ll be my Queen. You’ll rule all of them – you’ll bow only to me.” 
 
      
 
    Her mouth dropped open as she stared at me in open, religious awe. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered, her voice on the edge of an orgasm. “I live to serve you!” 
 
      
 
    I felt a smirk coming on. “What about your parents? Your perfect GPA? Your career?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “My parents don’t matter. My friends don’t matter. School doesn’t matter. Only you matter, Master. You’re the most perfect, important man I’ve ever met. I...I want to serve you so bad. I want to be yours...” 
 
      
 
    I was so hard I could barely think straight. I wanted to sink inside of her, to become the first and only man to fuck her flawless body. But first, there was some business I had to take care of. 
 
      
 
    “You have to prove yourself to me,” I said, glancing from one slave to the other. “Both of you.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything, Master,” Minji whispered, and from the confidence in her voice I was certain she really would do anything I ask. “Your wish is our command.” 
 
      
 
    “Show me your phone,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She motioned over her shoulder. “It’s in my coat. Do I have your permission to command my slave, Master?” 
 
      
 
    I glanced over at Casey, who looked eager to obey any order. A thrill shot through me at the thought of watching my Queen order around her lessers. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
      
 
    With a haughty sneer, Minji looked at Casey like she was the lowest form of life on Earth. “Go get my phone out of my pocket, slut,” she said. “Bring it to me in your mouth.” 
 
      
 
    Casey crawled across the floor, snatching Minji’s iPhone from a pocket. She came back on all fours, the wafer clutched gently in her teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Good slave,” I said, and watched as Casey climaxed on the spot. 
 
      
 
    Minji navigated to the video and showed it to me. It was exactly what had happened that night between Chad and me – just as Casey had thought, it showed everything. It was exactly what I needed. 
 
      
 
    “Send it to Casey,” I commanded. “I want both of you doing this.” 
 
      
 
    Once both girls had the video, I gave them the rest of my instructions. I told them they were to post it on every social media channel they had, and upload it to all the major video sites. I also had them write a quick declaration, explaining that this was what had really happened that night – and that Chad and the rest of the football team had threatened them to keep silent. I had Minji write the actual words, and was well pleased with the result – my sketchpad powers had made her into an evil genius, a corrupted cutie who I would have been terrified of if she weren’t completely committed to my pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Once it was sent, I laid back on the bed with a grin. “That was easy,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “The videos will go viral soon,” Minji said, biting her lip. “Everyone on campus will know that you’re innocent, Sir. As if you could be anything else.” 
 
      
 
    “They should all worship you,” Casey chimed in. 
 
      
 
    Minji shot her a harsh look, but then nodded. “She’s right. There are so many hot sluts at our school, Master. You ought to have dozens of them attending to your every need. None of them are as attractive as me, of course, but they’ll be more than suitable enough for you to fuck and breed.” 
 
      
 
    Something caught my off-guard. “Breed?” Casey had said the same thing too, while I’d been inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” My Queen looked at me as if this was all a settled matter. “A God like you needs to have heirs, Sir. Dozens of fertile women, a veritable harem of wet, willing worshippers to carry your babies. It’s absolutely necessary.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. The implications of that scared the hell of out me, but...they also made me feel more turned on than I had in my entire life. 
 
      
 
    “And you’d be the first?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Minji bit her lip, the first and only time I would ever see my Queen look uncertain of herself. “Yes, Master,” she whispered. “If...if you’ll have me.” 
 
      
 
    The look she shot me made my heart melt. I decided then and there that I loved this woman. “Come here,” I said roughly, pulling her on top of me. Her body melted against me, legs spreading wide as she lowered her breasts to my face. My fingers found the laces of her corset and freed it, then quested down to her panties. 
 
      
 
    I pulled her close, my voice harsh against her ear. “Have you ever been with a man before, slave?” 
 
      
 
    She stiffened in my arms. A blush rose to her cheeks. “N-no, my Lord. But I feel so hot...so wet and ready for you...I know I’ll be able to please you. Don’t let my inexperience stop you from fucking me, please!” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled – like the fact that she was a virgin didn’t make it so much hotter. “I’m going to fuck you plenty,” I whispered, teasing the lips of her sex with my finger. “But first, we’re going to make love.” 
 
      
 
    I stripped off her panties, leaving her in just stockings, garters and heels. I sat up so that I could control her every movement as she rode me and parted her thighs. My cock stood straight up like a tree branch, dripping with precum. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked, putting my hands on her hips. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never been more ready in my life,” she panted, eyes shining. “Please be my first, Master. My only. Make me yours...” 
 
      
 
    As she begged, I buried the head of my cock in her folds and gently let myself slide inside. She was so turned on and wet that I bottomed out almost instantly, and then Minji came apart. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck Master I’m coming!” Minji’s eyes rolled back in her head, her body arching like a bow as the first orgasm a man had ever given her tore through her young, athletic body. The walls of her pussy contracted around me, gripping me as tight as a glove as she clenched over and over, riding a tidal wave of lust. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Trevor,” she babbled, face flushing as she came. “I love you so much. I love you, I love you, I love you...” 
 
      
 
    All that just from one thrust. Then I started to fuck her for real. 
 
      
 
    We moved in perfect time together, her body reacting to mine on a primal, instinctive level. I drove deep inside her cunt, her walls gripping me tighter than anything I’d known as I used her hips to get the perfect angle inside of her. When the head of my cock hit her g-spot, she climaxed again, her body shaking like she couldn’t believe how good it felt. 
 
      
 
    I watched my Queen come again and again on my cock, until her juices coated the shaft. Every inch of her tight ridges made me feel like a King, a God inside her perfect wetness. Every few thrusts I picked up the pace, moving from ‘making love’ to ‘hard, primal fucking’ until my cock pounded in her like a piston. 
 
      
 
    “You like that?” I growled, taking a handful of her hair as leverage to go deeper. “You like me fucking you hard like that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master!” I’d lost track of the number of times Minji had come, and apparently so had she. “Fuck me harder, Sir! Fuck me as hard as you want – I want to feel you come inside me!” 
 
      
 
    There had been no thought of a condom or a pill. I was completely bare inside her unprotected womb, and the thought of the very first load I shot into her making her pregnant left me groaning with need. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready for it, Princess?” I could feel my balls slapping against her opening with every thrust. My load was hot and ready, bubbling in my balls like the sweetest thing I’d ever felt. “You ready for me to explode inside your tight, wet walls?” 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Master,” Minji groaned. She looked as high as a kite, her mind blissed out on pure submission. “Please put your load inside me. Pump me full – pump that hot cream all the way in my womb until I’m so knocked up I can’t walk straight...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t resist any more – and I didn’t want to. Minji’s tight walls were a blur on my cock, her hips slamming down on me on every thrust. With a final low, primal growl I let myself sail over the edge and watched as the world exploded. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes! Give it all to me, Master – show me I’m your Queen! Make me a mommy, Trevor!” 
 
      
 
    Minji squealed with delight as my cock spurted inside of her, twitching hard as it pumped my load into her womb. Thick bursts of liquid fire erupted from the tip, coating her walls in glorious white come. I shot over and over again, each burst like a fireball behind my eyes as I poured my essence into her. It was the best fucking moment of my life. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, Minji curled up next to me and whispered words into my ear. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so wonderful, Master,” she whimpered, running her hands down my chest. “You have the best cock in the world. I’m so full with your load – I’m fucking dripping for you. You make me so wet, Master. You should rule this school – you should rule this whole world! Every woman should serve you...” 
 
      
 
    I won’t lie – that sounded pretty fucking great. But as I came back to Earth, a much closer goal formed in my brain. 
 
      
 
    “Minji,” I said, casually grabbing her pussy and sliding two fingers inside of her. Yep – she was fucking coated. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck that feels so good! Yes, Master? How can I serve you?” 
 
      
 
    I started rubbing her, grinning savagely. “I want you to tell me about Chad and his frat,” I growled. “Everything you know about the football team and all the shit they get up to on campus. I know you and Casey are privy to all sorts of sick shit. I want you to tell me everything, and then if you’re a good girl Master will let you come.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, eyes delirious with lust. “Yes, Master! Anything you want to know! I’ll do anything for you...” 
 
      
 
    I knew she would. And while proving my innocence was wonderful, I wanted some payback – it was time to take the fight to the people who had wronged me. I knew there was tons of shit the school had swept under the carpet for years, and it was time for it to come to light. 
 
      
 
    It was time for some payback. 
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    I had never been looked at as a sex object before. I was starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    All around the library, heads turned as I made my way through the stacks. Every girl I saw, whether studying or working at a computer or talking with their friends stopped and stared, their faces going slack with awe as they stared at me. And why wouldn’t they? After all, I was the man of the hour. 
 
      
 
    My little stunt with Min-Ji and Casey was still having aftershocks on campus a week later – it was quite the scandal. In almost no time at all, I’d gone from the most hated man in the city to a fucking hero: explosively vindicated by video proving my side of the story. The video, a clip filmed off Min-Ji’s phone, showed me slugging the captain of the football team in the face while he was in the middle of beating his girlfriend. It had gone viral, become national news – and become a major embarrassment for everyone involved who wasn’t yours truly. I’d gotten more apologies in the last few days than I had in my entire life before. 
 
      
 
    But it wasn’t just my new fame that had every girl in the library staring at me: it was my new look. My new physique. The new me. 
 
      
 
    A cute in yoga pants stared at my open-mouthed as I reached the stairs; with a grin I flexed my muscles and watched her melt. Arousal colored her cheeks as she bit her lip and crossed one leg over the other. I could practically smell how wet she was getting. 
 
      
 
    I could have her so easy, I thought with a smirk. I can just walk up to her and go ‘hey babe, wanna fuck’ and she’ll do anything I want. The thought was tempting, but I had more important work to do today than increasing the size of my harem. 
 
      
 
    I took the steps two at a time, marveling at how easy it was. The scrawny, weak guy I used to be would’ve been winded halfway up – I felt like I could go all day. Min-Ji’s idea had paid off better than I had thought possible. It was the first thing she’d suggested to me after I’d made her and her friend Casey into my bimbo slaves: that a man who mastered so many gorgeous babes ought to be a world-class stud himself. I’d been a little wary of using my sketchbook on myself, but the results of a quick test had been beyond my wildest dreams. I was now over six feet tall, with a chiseled jaw, permanent sexy stubble and six-pack abs. Best of all, Min-ji had given me a naughty little suggestion that was out of this world – my body put out a constant spray of aphrodisiac pheromones, turning any girl who came into contact with me horny and compliant. I barely needed it with my new looks, but I loved the way girls stared at me, their minds fading away as their pussies took control. 
 
      
 
    I found her sitting behind a desk in the second floor computer lab. She was up on a riser, pretending to care about what students did while thumbing through a fashion magazine. Min-ji, the girl I’d transformed into the queen goddess of my harem, sitting above everyone else as if it were the most natural thing in the world. 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up as she saw me, and she motioned for me to join her in her cubicle. As soon as I did she was sitting in my lap, grinding her curvy ass against my cock through the thin fabric of her miniskirt. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Master,” she purred into my ear, biting her lip. “It’s so wonderful to see you.” 
 
      
 
    I scanned the room to see if anyone was staring, but no one paid us any attention – they were all absorbed in their own work. Dimly, I remembered that something big was coming up soon – finals? - but any concerns I used to have about school had been forgotten. Between my new celebrity status and my ability to soak the panties of any female teacher with a single smirk, I had nothing to worry about. 
 
      
 
    Min-ji flipped around so that her breasts were pressed against my chest and slid one of her long, slender legs between my thighs. “I have news, Sir,” she whimpered, writhing in my arms like a stripper. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
      
 
    “My period has been several days late, Sir.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she watched my face for any reaction. “This morning I took a pregnancy test to confirm, and...it was positive. I’m carrying your heir, my King.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. My head felt dizzy – and my cock swelled to an ever bigger size in my boxers. I’d shot my virile seed inside of Min-ji’s fertile womb dozens of times over the last week, and every time she purred in my ear about how natural and primal and fucking hot it would be for her to be swollen with my babies. She’d made having a harem of knocked-up babes sound like the sexiest thing in the world – but until that moment, I hadn’t realized just how right she was. 
 
      
 
    “That’s...amazing,” I said, reaching down and grabbing a handful of her ass. She giggled as I gave it a squeeze, grinding harder against me. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve bred me, Trevor,” she whispered, pronouncing the words in tones of awe. “Seeded me with your heirs. I’m so happy – I love you so much...” 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what was happening, I felt Min-ji sliding down my body. Her breasts trailed down my abs as she slid between my legs, groaning.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. My eyes scanned the room again, making sure no one had noticed. 
 
      
 
    “I want to thank you,” she purred, grinning up at me. “For giving me this gift. For allowing me to serve you – to be your queen, to control the harem of brainless sluts you deserve...” 
 
      
 
    Her fingers worked at my belt, setting me free. Part of me was starting to panic, but a much larger part of me was getting so turned on by the sheer shamelessness of what she was doing. 
 
      
 
    “We are literally surrounded by students,” I whispered to her as she reached for my cock. 
 
      
 
    She arched an eyebrow. “So? They’re nothing compared to you, Master. Don’t even think about them – unless it makes it hotter for you. Let me thank you for breeding me...” 
 
      
 
    I reached down to stop her, but before I could her lips latched around the head of my cock and I was gone. I bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out at the warm, wet suction of her mouth worked its way inch by inch down my shaft. I put a hand on the back of her head and stared out over the computers, certain that someone somehow had to know what we were doing. Nobody moved. 
 
      
 
    Feeling a little emboldened, I pressed on the back of Min-ji’s head with my fingers, encouraging her to go deeper. “Yeah, that’s good,” I whispered. “Take it deep, you gorgeous fucking cocksucker...” 
 
      
 
    A flash of movement next to my face made me stiffen. I was just about to cry out when the person walked right past me – it was a co-ed, some twenty-something student in boots and yoga pants with earbuds dangling from her frame. She didn’t even notice me but she’d been inches away, close enough that if she’d looked she totally would have seen Min-ji’s head bobbing up and down in my lap. Something about how close the call was really got me going; I watched her ass the whole way to the computers as I grunted and thrust against Min-ji’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    My queen took me hard and fast, swallowing me down without a hint of a gag reflex. My cock disappeared down her throat on every thrust, the head of my cock grazing the back as she deepthroated me expertly. In no time at all I felt myself swelling between her lips, getting ready to unload my seed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna come,” I growled to her, gripping her hair tight to keep from making any other noise. “Fuck that’s so fucking good. Swallow it all for me, you beautiful bitch...” 
 
      
 
    Somehow Min-ji managed to nod enthusiastically with my cock in her mouth. A cute little mmh hmm! left her lips, then she went into overdrive, drawing her lips oh so tight around my shaft and driving deep. I sailed right over the edge, the computer lab and all the people in it disappearing from my perception as I shot burst after burst of hot, sticky seed down my Princess’ throat. Waves of pleasure rocked my body, cresting so hard it was almost agony to keep from making any noise. She took my seed gamely, slurping gently at my cock as I came down from my peak. Once my shaft was clean, she pulled off of me with a wet pop and climbed back into my lap. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she whispered into my ear, giggling. “I love you so fucking much. You’re the best man on Earth.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” I sighed happily, leaning back in her chair and closing my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, my Lord,” she said, nuzzling my neck. “You’re the only man I’ve ever felt anything for. I want to serve you forever.” 
 
      
 
    I held her for a few more minutes, watching the crowd as I played with her ass. I was just about to suggest we grab that co-ed with the earbuds and introduce her to my sketch pad when Min-ji cleared her throat. 
 
      
 
    “I think we have an appointment to keep, Master. Unless you don’t wish to, of course...” 
 
      
 
    Of course. That was the reason I was here, after all – why Min-ji hadn’t quit her part-time student job but today was her last day. We’d booked a room upstairs on the fifth floor, and we’d invited a visitor so secret that if campus administration knew her real name, they’d never let her in the building. 
 
      
 
    I made a show of sighing. “I suppose,” I said, smiling internally. “I guess I do have to do a few things other than fucking you, don’t I?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmh, not as far as I’m concerned.” Min-ji kissed my cheek, a demure look on her face as she pressed her lips against my ear. “I can climb right back under that table if that’s what my Master wishes,” she panted, her voice sex and smoke. 
 
      
 
    As tempting as that sounded, I really did want to meet this woman. It was the final phase of my revenge. Once the story was out to the press – the full, unredacted one – it was going to blow this campus wide open. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” I said, playfully batting away her hand. “Let’s get moving.” 
 
      
 
    Min-ji stood up and abandoned the job she’d worked at for three years without so much as a backwards glance. As we reached the stairs, she slipped an arm around my waist and flashed an easy, gentle smile. She belonged to me now, and it was all she wanted. 
 
      
 
    The woman we were here to meet was a journalist – courting her had been another one of my new Queen’s brilliant ideas. I wasn’t here to fuck her, although I wasn’t opposed to pumping another fertile beauty full of my seed and from what I’d heard about her online, she was a stunner – although I’d never seen pictures. But Sadie Rockwell was an accomplished reporter and writer, with a reputation for breaking some of the biggest scandals of the last decade. When we’d contacted her, she’d probably expected yet another bit of trolling from the legions of dumbfucks who harassed her online: instead, we’d offered to dump proof of a years-long conspiracy to protect members of one of the school’s most distinguished frats. A group that, not coincidentally, Chad Phelps just happened to be one of the leaders of. 
 
      
 
    It had been easy enough to collect all the dirt. Min-ji and Casey were both insiders when it came to Chad’s frat, having attended their parties and events since they were freshmen. For the rest, it had been easy enough to use my sketch pad to draw a few of the relevant document holders surrendering their secrets to me. 
 
      
 
    Everything came easy to me now. And I had a feeling it wasn’t going to stop anytime soon. 
 
      
 
    I took the steps two at a time, practically dragging Min-ji behind me. I had a mad urge to seize her and pull her into my arms, then to carry her over my shoulder like a caveman claiming his prize. I felt like I was on top of the world, putting the capstone on my miraculous redemption. All that was left to do was give Sadie the scoop of a lifetime. 
 
      
 
    The door to the meeting room was shut when we arrived, but I could see a light under the door. Heedless, I opened it and motioned for Min-ji to enter first, giving her a little pat on the ass to get her moving. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” I heard my queen say as she stepped into the room. “We’ve heard so much about you...” 
 
      
 
    I walked in behind her – and then the world stopped. 
 
      
 
    There a middle-aged woman sitting on the other side of the conference table, exchanging pleasantries with my possession. And I knew her. She might have been dressed completely differently – in a conservative outfit that screamed ‘business casual’ instead of a clingy dress, but there was no mistaking that face. My pulse raced as every inch of my skin broke out in goosebumps. 
 
      
 
    “It’s you,” I said, in such a shocked tone that Min-ji whirled around in alarm. “The clerk. The girl behind the counter...” 
 
      
 
    Sadie Rockwell chuckled, her eyes shining with mirth as she took the look of the boy she’d turned into a hero. She put a finger between her lips and bit the tip, giggling with a girlishness that was more bimbo than MILF. 
 
      
 
    “Trevor Caulfield,” she purred, leaning back in her chair. “You look different than the last time I saw you.” 
 
      
 
    It took every fiber of my newfound strength to stand there and process this. “You look exactly the same,” I finally said. 
 
      
 
    Min-ji looked from one of us to the other, naked confusion written on her face. “Master? You know Sadie Rockwell? Wait - who is this woman?” 
 
      
 
    Sadie laughed, but there was a trace of mockery in it. “’Master’,” she pronounced, all but rolling her eyes. “It always comes back to that word, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s the woman who gave me my sketch pad,” I said, practically vibrating. I felt deadly serious. Energy hummed in my new limbs, ready to attack or defend as necessary. 
 
      
 
    Sadie arched an eyebrow. “I did. You think my shop just appearing out of nowhere was good luck, Trevor Caulfield? Do you remember what I made you swear?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth worked soundlessly. I was still trying to figure this out. “Are you really Sadie Rockwell?” I managed to blurt. 
 
      
 
    She sighed as if I were forcing her to repeat something she’d already said. “Yes, I am,” she said. “Why don’t you sit down – it’ll be better for your blood pressure. I can tell you’re still adjusting to those new muscles.” 
 
      
 
    Somehow, I found myself taking her advice. And I did feel better once Min-ji and I had settled into our seats. I tried to remember that this woman had helped me, saved me when I was nearly helpless – maybe she had my best interests at heart. 
 
      
 
    “As I remember,” I said after given a few moments to collect myself, “you made me swear to clear my name. Then to get to the bottom of what Chad and the rest of the assholes on campus were doing to women, and expose it to the world.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes I did,” she said with a grin. “And that’s exactly what you’ve done. Remember, I can tell when you’re lying.” 
 
      
 
    As I watched, she extended a hand. “Now I’ll take that sketch pad back, if you please.” 
 
      
 
    All the good feelings I’d had evaporated. I caught myself clutching the sketch pad where it lay in my jacket pocket, holding onto it greedily. 
 
      
 
    “Are you insane?” I thumped my free hand down on the desk, startling Min-ji. “You gave it to me! It’s mine!” 
 
      
 
    Sadie gave me an indulgent look, like I was a pupil who just wasn’t too bright. “I loaned it to you,” she explained patiently. “In order that you might help me with a task. Now you’ve succeeded in the task.” She turned to Min-ji. “I’ll take those documents – ah, thank you.” 
 
      
 
    My Queen placed the sheaf of papers in Sadie’s hand. Then, with a squeeze, they faded into nothingness. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell!?” I was stunned. 
 
      
 
    “Oh don’t worry, they’re fine. I just moved them into storage.” She folded her hands beneath her chin, the picture of innocence. “I wouldn’t want to lose those – they’re the basis of my case against this school.” 
 
      
 
    A realization flooded through me. “You used me,” I said, the words tasting like ashes in my mouth. “You did all of this just so I would do your dirty work for you. Why? Couldn’t get the scoop yourself?” 
 
      
 
    “I was doing a good deed,” she said, sounding hurt. “Now I remember why I rarely do things like this for mortals.” 
 
      
 
    That last word hit me like a freight train. “Mortals? If you’re not mortal, then what are you?” 
 
      
 
    She scoffed, rolling her eyes to the ceiling again. I was really starting to dislike that little gesture. “It’s far too complicated to explain, Trevor. If you’ll just hand over the sketch pad, we can be done with all this and go back to our lives. Besides, it’s not like I’m sending you back to square one – you’ll still get to keep your girls.” A wicked grin spread across her graceful face – like we were conspirators in one some mutual secret. “How many girls have you made your own, Trevor? Just how big is the harem I’m leaving you with?” 
 
      
 
    How dare she. I mean, I had absolutely been building a harem, but still! “Just two,” I growled, the hackles rising in my throat. “I had more important things to worry about – like clearing my name.” 
 
      
 
    “Just two?” She seemed honestly shocked. “Well, at least you’ve chosen quality over quantity. This little cutie next to you is awful tempting, I have to say.” She shot Min-ji a look that let everyone in the room know exactly what kind of things she’d been doing to her if she were completely uninhibited. 
 
      
 
    Something felt off about all this. If Sadie wanted my sketch pad (and it was mine now, not hers), why not just take it from me? She obviously had some sort of magic powers: why wasn’t she using them? 
 
      
 
    “I want to know,” I said firmly, crossing my arms under my chest in a gesture I hoped conveyed how serious I was. “What are you. What is all this? Why did you need my help?” 
 
      
 
    In response, Sadie put a hand against her forehead and sighed deeply. She squinted her eyes together hard like she was trying to fight off a headache. 
 
      
 
    “Look, there’s no point in going into it,” she finally snapped. “You’re just going to forget everything the second you leave this room, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    What? “The hell I am,” I said. 
 
      
 
    But she was shaking her head. “I put a charm on this room,” she explained. “You think I let you choose where our meeting was going to take place? The instant you leave this room, all of your memories of me – everything from the shop to right now – go poof. Bye bye. Oh, you’ll remember some things, of course. Min-ji here will still be your number-one girl: she’s the former sorority sister who fell madly in love with you and helped clear your name. Your other slut, Casey, will just become a girl so helplessly in love with you that she agrees to have constant threesomes with the two of you. You’ll still be a hero – and you’ll all grow up to be a big, happy, pervy family together. All that will change is that this weight will be lifted off your shoulders.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding?” I stared at her evenly, making sure I had her complete attention. “The sketch pad isn’t a weight – its the best thing that’s ever happened to me. And I’m not giving it to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Kid, you’d better hand that fucking thing over.” She sounded angry now, and there was something deadly dangerous right behind her eyes. “You don’t want to fuck with these kinds of forces, believe me. Go back to your happy, normal life, get your dick wet, and let yourself forget you ever had a magic fucking sketch pad!” 
 
      
 
    No, she wasn’t angry. She was trying very, very hard to appear angry, but really… 
 
      
 
    “You’re scared,” I realized, blurting out the words. And then, before she could react, I remembered the words that had been spray painted on the side of her shop – far too high up for any normal person to reach without a ladder. Only I knew now, without a shadow of a doubt, that there had been no ladder involved. I had a vision of a grinning face, of arms stretching upward with a bone-snapping creak as they clutched a spray can… 
 
      
 
    Is something art just because you hang it on the wall? 
 
      
 
    “Sadie,” I said, cutting off the explosion of anger she was about to put down on me, “who is Mr. G?” 
 
      
 
    Her reaction was even stronger than I had anticipated. She shuddered, actually shuddered into her seat as the name sent a visceral chill through her. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want to know who that is,” she whispered, unable to meet my eyes. “Not ever.” 
 
      
 
    I was undeterred. “Let me help you. It doesn’t have to end here – we can work together. If he’s spray painting shit on your magic shop to mock you, he’s got to be close to finding you...” 
 
      
 
    “Mr...G, as you say, knows exactly where I am.” Her face had gone pale; slowly the color returned. “And he is mocking me. But that’s no concern of yours.” 
 
      
 
    This was going nowhere. I’d had enough talk, I had to act. “If you don’t tell me everything,” I grunted, reaching into my jacket, “then I’ll have no choice but to make you.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed; the sound was clear and almost musical in the small room. “What are you going to do to me, boy?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll draw you on your knees, worshiping me,” I said, pulling out a pen. “Begging to serve my cock. Then I’ll command you to destroy whatever spell you’ve cast on this room and make you serve me, just like these other girls-” 
 
      
 
    She sprang from her seat, grinning at me like a fox. I reared back, ready to strike, but she froze a step away from me, cocking her head like something had just occurred to her. 
 
      
 
    “You really want to help me?” The strain in her face was palpable; it was clear that whatever kind of creature Sadie was, she was very afraid of Mr. G. “You think I don’t want you to make me a slave? Make me a slutty, dirty little whore-queen the way I used to be?” 
 
      
 
    Used to be? That was interesting to know. 
 
      
 
    Her voice dropped to a whisper. “He’ll get me. Just he got all the others. Just like he killed my Mistress, after he broke her will and bound her to him to end the War of the Gods.” She looked like she’d said too much, but wanted to say so much more. 
 
      
 
    “Your Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    Sadie nodded. “She was the Queen of webs and whispers. A mortal gave her a powerful weapon, capable of making anyone fall madly in love with her – even the Gods themselves. A bow.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re...” my mind swam, unable to process this new information. “How old are you? You’re talking about...about mythology...” 
 
      
 
    She giggled, shaking her head. “My Mistress’ death sapped me of a great deal of my strength. It’s left me the creature you see before you. But I was once one of the most beautiful, desirable women in the universe. Men would kill their own kin for just one night between my thighs; burn empires to feel the walls of my cunt grip their manhoods. Now look at me!” 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. I felt like I was on the precipice of something dark and powerful, a path whose ending was shrouded in blackness and chaos. And yet, I wanted this woman. Not just to fuck – although even if this ‘most beautiful creature’ stuff turned out to be bullshit, she was hot as hell – but to protect her, the way she’d protected me. I knew whoever this guy was, he was bad news – a thousand times worse than Chad and his goons could ever hope to be. But I knew doing would set me against something awful. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “How can I help you?” I asked, watching as her gaze slowly raised to meet mine. 
 
      
 
    A sad smile crept over her lips. “Restore me,” she begged, putting her hands on my shoulders. “Do this and I’ll tell you everything. I’ll be yours, your servant, the rightful Queen who stands beside you as your bend the universe to your will. I will give you pleasure beyond anything you thought possible. Only – please...” 
 
      
 
    I faltered, stumbling over my words. “How can I do that?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded towards my jacket pocket. “Draw me,” she whispered. “Draw me the way I used to be. Make it true...” 
 
      
 
    I was about to protest that I had no idea what she had looked like when she reached forward and placed a fingertip on my forehead. Instantly, the world around me was ripped away, replaced with a golden vision. Sadie stood before me, only it wasn’t the woman I knew – it was her as she’d been in antiquity, the servant of a true Goddess. 
 
      
 
    I could barely describe her with words. She was so beautiful, so perfect – the class and grace of an artist’s masterpiece and the animal lust of the naughtiest, dirtiest whore all rolled into one. Her legs were long, her curves flawless, her luscious breasts and heart-shaped ass competing in my mind for what made my cock the hardest. She was a vision, and before I knew what I was doing I had pen to paper and was drawing, working with a fever I’d never had before. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged, liquid fire curling around the vision. “Please...” 
 
      
 
    It was the hardest thing I’d ever done. Capturing the beauty of this woman in a sketch pressed my skill to its absolute limit – I felt myself reaching the point of exhaustion. Drawing Sadie was like running a marathon: only the arousal coursing through every inch of me from her body next to mine kept me going. Visuals were one thing, but how could you get the perfect smoothness of her thighs just right, the perfumed but feral scent of her soaking wet womanhood as she dropped to her knees for her King? I tried, oh Lord I tried – and somehow, I was successful. 
 
      
 
    Just as the vision winked out completely, I put the finishing touches on my drawing. The world blinked back into existence as the fire faded, and a wave of exhaustion caused me to slump over in my chair. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” I panted. “That’s my fucking masterpiece for sure. Fuck...” 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes after a moment to see Min-ji staring at me, her eyes wide with concern. Then, after a moment, something impossible happened. She looked past me, her Master, and gazed wide eyed at whoever was at the other end of the desk. I followed her, barely able to move my head… 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” the woman whispered, staring down at herself. “Oh my gawd...” 
 
      
 
    It was her – exactly as she’d appeared in my mind. Her body was a wet dream come to life, the fevered sexual fantasies of mankind’s most primal desires given flesh. She was a goddess, and as I looked her over the weariness dropped from my body and the largest erection of my life swelled between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Master,” the girl whispered, and it was the sweetest sound I’d ever heard. “You did it...” 
 
      
 
    Then we were together, and the world melted. 
 
      
 
    I shoved her back onto the desk, parting her thighs with my hands like a mad beasts. She cried out, arching her back as she ground her cunt against me, hungry to have me inside of her. She smelled like sex and cinnamon and something I couldn’t place but was so incredibly addictive I just had to have more of it. My cock left my pants and I rammed it inside of her to the hilt in one smooth motion, unable to stop myself. 
 
      
 
    I almost passed out. Her cunt was as tight as an eighteen-year-old virgin’s but as experienced as a woman who’d been fucking every day of her life – she gripped me as tight as a second skin as I pounded her pussy with huge, shuddering thrusts. I was utterly lost in her, in the smell of her horny pussy and the feel of her stiff nipples under my tongue, in the taste of her sweat and the sound of her cries of orgasmic pleasure with every thrust. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, Master!” she begged, grinding back on me twice as hard as I was fucking her. “Mark me – make me your possession. Show me you own me…!” 
 
      
 
    I was certainly doing just that. Min-ji was somewhere in the room watching us, but she might as well have been on another planet for all I cared. I only had eyes for this woman, this beautiful nymph I’d summoned from my imagination and her memories. 
 
      
 
    My moved together tight enough to throw sparks, her ass beneath my fingers as I spanked her. I could feel my balls slapping against her perfect, trimmed entrance with every thrust and knew I was about to shoot my load. 
 
      
 
    She could feel it too – felt me swelling inside her, beginning to twitch and pulse as I readied my come. “Come for me, Master,” she panted, her voice the sweetest thing I’d ever heard. “You’re my King, Trevor – you’re my God! No other man can possess me but you! I’ll do anything you want, whenever you want, just please spray me down with that perfect, thick load...” 
 
      
 
    I reached the edge – and then she did something that blew my mind. With a clench of her hips, the walls of her cunt bore down on me, gripping and pulling me inward in a way no regular girls’ pussy could. She was milking me with her cunt, and the sensation mixed with the thousand other little pieces of paradise I felt inside her to push my pleasure into the stratosphere. I came apart, shattering like a plate-glass window as I unloaded inside her, crying out like a dying man. 
 
      
 
    The woman’s cunt clenched around my cock with every pulse of her rapid heartbeat, draining me dry. More come than I had dreamed could fit inside my balls exploded in her womb, bathing the walls of her cunt in hot white cream. She whimpered with pleasure, raking my back with her nails as she rode out orgasm after orgasm on my cock like it was the very rod of Heaven. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” she cooed, bringing me down from my peak one perfect inch at a time. “Thank you, God. Thank you, God...” 
 
      
 
    As I came back to myself, I made a decision. Whatever forces were allied against this creature – I opposed them. She was mine now, and her problems weren’t going to be problems much longer. I was committed, and I had the power to erase whatever evil was loose in her world. With her in my arms, my seed dribbling down my shaft as it dripped from her soaking wet snatch, it all seemed so easy. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what I was getting into. 
 
      
 
    “You,” I said once I was able to speak, “are perfect. Holy shit you’re amazing. Who are you?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes gleamed at me, shining with hidden mirth. I knew she would serve me now, body and soul forever. Nothing would be hidden between us – now I would get the full story of her life. Who had this magic bow, and what had happened in this so-called ‘War of the Gods’ - she couldn’t hide anything from me any longer. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Master,” she purred, gripping my shaft for one more pulse and giggling. “Of course I’ll tell you who I am.” 
 
      
 
    She whispered the words that would change my life forever. 
 
      
 
    “My name, Master,” she said, pulling me into her world forever, “is Napaea...” 
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    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

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


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

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

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


 
   
  
 



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

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


 
   
  
 



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

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

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

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


 
   
  
 



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

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

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


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  
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    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 
 
      
 
    Vance has a list. 

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

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


 
   
  
 



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

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

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

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

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

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


 
   
  
 



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