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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


 


The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn't condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.




Entrancing Enchanters



A Hypnotic Gaming App


 

 

 

 


The executive looked up from the briefing his secretary had prepared to the man sitting across from him. The young freelance programmer had asked for a meeting to pitch a new project for the company. He sat with a slight slouch wringing his hands. His clothes, a button down and slacks, were wrinkled. The executive figured they were probably the best clothes the young man owned, and they still looked shabby. Damn Millenials and their casual work place attitude.



"I'm sorry, Mr. Gregson," the executive said. "But while this game of yours looks interesting, it's not really what we do here."



He tried his best to keep the sigh out of his voice and only half succeeded. The truth was he didn't care much for mobile games, or games in general, and he felt like this whole meeting was a waste of time.



"Well it's, um, not really a game," the programmer said. "It's kind of a Trojan Horse, and the other function of the app is what I think aligns more closely with your business."



"Okay, go on," the executive said, feeling like he might as well humor the young man at this point. He had already blocked out time for the meeting after all.



"Right. So, um, the game, or the app, rather, is attached to the user's social media profiles," the programmer said, shifting in his seat as he spoke. "The first thing it does is scan through all user images to determine the user's, uh, attractiveness level. If the user falls outside of those parameters, then the game delivers a normal experience. But if the algorithm finds a match, it delivers the user a different game program."


 

 

 


Genevra sat in the office's break room idly playing on her phone. She'd made quick work of her lunch, a small salad from the shop across the street, and she still had some time before anyone would expect her back at her desk. While it paid the bills, she found accounting work rather tedious and tried to make the most out of any break she had. Recently she had started playing a new mobile game that her office friend Ellen had introduced her to: Entrancing Enchanters. It was pretty addictive and a nice replacement for Candy Crush, which she had gotten bored with. The game was built around collecting, or rather entrancing, little monsters and sending them out to complete quests.



Genevra was in the middle of organizing her party for one such quest when she heard one of her co-worker's familiar voices behind her. "What ya doing, Genie?"



She turned her head and forced herself to smile up at Steve, who stood behind her looking over her shoulder. Of all her co-workers, he was her least favorite. Genevra was an attractive woman, with pale skin, dark hair, and a curvy body. Her facial features were soft and inviting, her smile stunning. She was aware that she drew the occasional look from other men in the office, even though she always wore rather conservative business attire, like the gray pantsuit she was wearing right then, but Steve would openly leer at her whenever he saw her. He also went out of his way to try and make conversation with her in a way that he must've thought was charming but that Genevra found intrusive and off-putting.



"Just playing a game," she answered, hoping this interaction would be over quickly.



"Ah, you didn't strike me as the gamer type," Steve said, his eyes lighting up. "And what game is that?"



"Entrancing Enchanters, isn't it?" Ellen said, as she waddled into the room, her short legs working to move her full body. She dropped the plastic bag holding her lunch on the table next to Genevra. "It's a pretty fun game."



"Okay, well, maybe I'll check it out," Steve said.



"You definitely should!"



Steve attempted to steer the conversation back to a point where he could talk to Genevra, but Ellen continued to dominate it, and Genevra was happy to let her. After a few minutes Steve extracted himself from the conversation to go back to work, but he still managed to do a once over of Genevra before he left.



"So have you gotten very far?" Ellen said, pointing to Genevra's phone. She pulled out her chair and sat down heavily, then made to take out her lunch.



"I'm level four, and I just started this dragon slayer quest," Genevra said said, showing Ellen her screen.



"Huh, that's strange," Ellen said. "I'm level seven, and I don't remember ever doing any dragon slayer quest."



"Maybe they give different quests to different players?"



"Maybe," Ellen said with a shrug. "That would be pretty interesting." She picked up the plastic fork that came with her lunch in her chubby fingers and began to poke around her food. "So any plans for this weekend?"



"I'm meeting a couple of my college friends for dinner and drinks. It should be pretty low-key; we were never the crazy partying type," Genevra said. "What about you?"



"Oh, catching up on some shows," Ellen said around a mouthful of food. "It's the first weekend in awhile I don't have any work to bring home with me."



The two of them prattled on through the rest of their break with Genevra spending half her attention on the game.


 

 

 


"This alternative gaming experience is highly addictive," the programmer said. "And over time it starts to change the user's personality."



"Change it how?" the executive asked, more intrigued by this proposal than he had been a few minutes ago.



"There's a kind of subliminal messaging system that runs in the background of the alternate version of the game -- "



"No, I meant how does the user's personality change?" the executive asked. There would be time to get into the technical stuff later. He wanted to understand the big picture applications first.



"Oh, um, they become more...sensual."


 

 

 


Genevra played on her phone while she sat on the bus to work. She was leveling up rapidly, and she found it hard to tear her attention away from the screen. There had been a couple times she had missed her stop because she was so involved. The game had begun to dominate her free time. She played it on commutes, during her work breaks, and even almost all of her time at home, preferring to spend her time on that while her DV-R piled up with recorded shows.



She pulled her gaze away from the phone when she heard the bus driver announce her stop. She walked down the aisle of the bus, feeling eyes on her body. Recently she had taken to wearing more revealing clothing. Her pencil miniskirt showed off her long, pale legs, and the heels that clicked against the bus' floor gave them an even more sculpted shape. The top she wore was low cut, only borderline professional, and designed to put her nicely sized bosom on display. The bus driver leered at her as she got off, and she flashed him one of her winning smiles.



As she walked away from the bus, she noticed it had an ad for a strip club plastered on its side. Idly, Genevra began to wonder what it might be like to be a stripper. She had come to enjoy the attention of men's eyes on her. Frankly, it made her horny. She first noticed it with Steve. One day she suddenly stopped being annoyed with his leers and lingering gazes and started to enjoy the attention. Slowly, she began to dress more provocatively to try and elicit more of a response from him. And as she did that, she drew more attention, and she realized she enjoyed it, even craved it.



She walked into work daydreaming about how men might look at her if she were to bare it all dancing on a stage, the types of looks she would receive from them then.



The delicious little fantasy made her wet and put her in a teasing mood. When the elevator arrived on her floor, her first destination was Steve's desk.


 

 

 


"Anyway, when they've progressed enough in the game and the, uh, subliminal programming has more fully set in, it's time for the next step, which is where your company really comes in," the programmer said.



"And how's that?" the executive asked.



"Well we would integrate the, um, content creator side of your business into the gaming app and prompt the user to join, which she undoubtedly would."


 

 

 


To continue with this quest line you will need to make an account on CamGirlsXO
 .


 


Genevra clicked through the prompts without hesitation. Entrancing Enchanters had come to take up all of her free time. Sometimes it even took up time at work where she was supposed to be getting things done. If she had to sign up for some other service to continue playing, so be it.



She made her way quickly through the account set-up pausing only to think of a good username. When she was done the site prompted her to make a video introducing herself. Genevra smiled to herself. She was alone in her apartment and she figured why not have some fun?



"Hey, boys and girls," she said into her phone's camera. Her voice was smooth and sultry as she spoke. "My name's GenieXXX, and I'm here to make your wishes come true."



It was a cheesy line, but it amused her. She gave a wink to the camera before propping up the phone and stepping back so that her whole body was visible on the screen. Then, slowly, she began to unbutton her blouse.



She performed a sensual striptease. Her mind filled with thoughts of all the men who would watch this video, of how turned on they would be looking at her body, of the way they would stroke their rigid cocks while watching her.



It wasn't long before she stood there in only her panties. She squeezed her breasts as she stared into the camera, then let her hands wander down the sides of her body until one of them began to pull her panties aside. The fingers of her free hand sunk into her soaking pussy. Her mind continued to fixate on all the people who would be watching this and how hot it made her. She let out a passionate moan.


 

 

 


"I have to say, this sounds very promising," the executive said, a sly grin creeping across his face. Funding this game would let his company expand into a new territory while also bolstering their existing business. But if this app did what the young man said it did, then the possibilities didn't stop there. "Are there limits to the types of behavioral modifications you can make with this app?"



"No. Why?"



"Well, if we can make these women do anything, it seems that there would be more ways to monetize their activities than just cam-girling."



"There are definitely greater possibilities," the programmer said. He paused for a moment, thinking. Then a smile crossed his face. "If I may, I have one idea on how to expand on this."


 

 

 


Genevra stood backstage tapping a heeled foot against the floor. It was her first night at the club, a new place opened by CamGirlXO. They had invited her to start working there, and she had jumped at the opportunity. It had been about a month since she had quit her job to do camming full time, but though she loved the work, it didn't quite cover the bills the same way, so being able to work the new club was something of a blessing. Still, it would be a lot different to perform live in front of people instead of being on camera.



"Nervous?"



Genevra turned to see a short and curvy Latina woman standing next to her. Like Genevra she was wearing heels and lingerie. She had a cute face and a dimpled smile that Genevra recognized.



"You're Luna Linares!"



"I'm flattered that the great Genie Triple X recognizes me," the woman said with a giggle.



"Genevra," she said, reaching out a hand.



"Pilar," the woman replied, shaking her hand. "I take it this is your first time here?"



"Yeah," Genevra said with a sigh. "I'm excited. But it's different."



"You'll be fine," Pilar said, smiling at her. "I was a bit nervous the first time too, but once I got on stage it just felt natural. Sort of like camming. You know a few months ago I worked in advertising and never would have thought to do it, but once I got into it, I loved it."



"Yeah, me too," Genevra said, thinking on that. It was a little strange. She could remember a time when she hated showing off her body. But now it felt so natural, even enjoyable. When had that changed?



Her train of thought was interrupted when the MC called her name.



She plastered a smile on her face as she strutted out across the stage, her heels clicking against the floor. She approached the pole at the center of the stage to the sound of dog whistles and applause. As the music started to play, she began to sway her body. It didn't take long for her to get into the flow of it, prancing about the stage and removing her clothing. Pilar was right; it all felt very natural.



By the time she was done, she walked off the stage in only her heels, her pussy glistening with arousal.



"I told you you'd be great," Pilar said, smiling at her.



After a quick break, Genevra walked out onto the floor of the club to make the rounds and interact with her fans. She had put on a thing and a lacy bra that showed off her nipples. She was walking among the tables when she heard a familiar voice call her name.



"Hey, Genie!"



She turned and saw Steve sitting at one of the tables. She smiled as she walked over to him.



"What are you doing here?" she asked.



"Came to see my favorite cam-girl," he said, his eyes roaming over her body. "I have to say, I like your new line of work. I think it suits you."



"Oh, me too," she said.



She took a seat next to him and ran her foot up his leg. She was so horny. That was the only downside of the club: no sex. But there were other things she could get up to.



"Do you wanna go into the backrooms and see some of my new skills?"



"Sounds like a plan," Steve said, his eyes lighting up with lust.


 

 

 


The executive nodded, taking in the programmer's words.



"So a chance for people to see their favorite cam-girls live and interact with them," he said. "I like it. In fact I think there are other ways we could have the girls engage with their fans and our customers."


 

 

 


Genevra moaned as Steve thrust into her from behind, the hotel bed creaking along in time with his strokes. She let out a cry of pleasure as she felt his hand smack her ass.



"Yeah, you like that, don't you, bitch?" Steve grunted, his voice ragged with exertion.



"Oh! Yes! Fuck me good!" Genevra moaned in a breathy voice.



"I always knew you were a slut," Steve grunted. "You were always playing hard to get in the office, but I knew what you really wanted."



Genevra felt his hand smack against her ass again. The sting of the pain mixed in with the pleasure of his driving cock and suddenly she felt herself going over the edge.



"Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Yes!"



"Oh yeah, that's right, bitch, cum for me again!"



She rode out her orgasm gripping the bed sheets as Steve continued to drive into her. It wasn't long before his strokes sped up, the smacking of his hips against her backside resounding through the room. He let out a yell of pleasure, his thrusts turning erratic, and Genevra could feel the pulse of his cock as he emptied himself inside her.



Despite just having cum, she felt another orgasm rip through her body. She never used to have so many orgasms during sex. Sometimes she never came at all. But with her clients achieving release had become quite easy, and her body seemed to do it automatically whenever they finished regardless of whether they were fucking her ass or pussy or even just cumming on her face. The simple act of satisfying her clients had become such an extreme turn-on for her.



She lay bathing in the afterglow of the sex for several minutes, just enjoying the feeling of what had just happened before she forced herself to get up. Steve wasn't her only client that night after all.



"So, next week?" he asked, as he watched her gather up clothing.



"Sure," she said, smiling at him. "You just have to make sure to schedule it through the app."



Once she was dressed, Genevra gave Steve a quick kiss. He pulled her in, squeezing her ass. She let him have his fun for a moment before pushing away and making for the door. If she didn't have somewhere to be, she might have let him fuck her again, them being former co-workers and all, but business was business.



Since starting as an escort for CamGirlsXO, her schedule had filled up pretty quickly. Her early evenings were occupied with camming or shifts at the strip joint, and then she would meet with clients late into the evening. She actually had two more stops to make that very night before her work was done.



As she stepped into the hotel elevator, she pulled out her phone and loaded up Entrancing Enchanters. She figured she could get a couple of quests in before meeting with her next client.


 

 

 


"That should be doable," the programmer said.



"Good, good," the executive said, tenting his fingers. "Oh, and let us not forget about the benefit of having beautiful and sexually available women on call for business meetings and negotiations."



"I guess one of the benefits of doing this kind of work is enjoying the fruits of the labor," the programmer said, a goofy smile crossing his lips.



"Just so," the executive said, grinning as he spoke.


 

 

 


Genevra walked out to the pool of the resort. Her bikini left little to the imagination, and she reveled in the stares, leers, and stolen glances of the men who sat poolside. She felt her body responding to them, a pleasant warmth building between her legs. But at that moment she wanted a bit of space to relax.



She had spent the night before entertaining a businessman, some executive the higher-ups at CamGirlXO had wanted her to show a good time to. She'd been working with Pilar. The two of them had started doing some of their camming sessions together, and this exec got treated to the show up close and personal. It didn't take long for him to want to join in. Despite his age, the man had been quite vigorous, and she and Pilar had each ended the night with a creampie as well as a shared facial. Genevra felt herself getting horny as she remembered licking the man's cum off her friend's face as well as eating his cum out of her pussy.



She found a relatively secluded sun chair and took a seat. She had her phone with her and brought up Entrancing Enchanters. She had no doubt that more would be asked of her that evening. In fact, she, Pilar, and a few other girls were booked at the resort for a full week, and she expected all of them to be servicing someone each night. As much as she loved that aspect of her new career, at that moment she just wanted to relax, and nothing relaxed her more than that silly game.



She had played through a few quests when she felt someone sit down next to her. She didn't look up from the game until she heard the person's throat clear. But when she did a wave of feelings swept over her. The man she saw sitting next to her wasn't anything special. He was thin, of average height, sat with a slouch, and had pale skin. Yet somehow Genevra felt a deep yearning within, like she knew she wanted to please this man, even more than she normally pleased men.



"I see you're playing Entrancing Enchanters," he said, pointing at the screen of her phone.



"Yeah," ehs said, shifting her position so she was closer to him and so that he could get a better look at her body. "I play it all the time."



"So you like it then?" he asked.



"Oh yes, very much," she said, reaching out and laying a hand on his leg. "Do you play?"



"Sometimes. I helped to design it, actually."



"That's so cool," she cooed. "I appreciated your design skills."



"Would you like to come up to my room and show me exactly how much you appreciate them?" he asked, leaning in to voice his question in low tones.



Genevra felt herself becoming even more horny as she took in his words. She almost instantly envisioned herself underneath him, his cock ramming in and out of her wet hole. Instinctively she knew that she had to go with him and that the sex she was about to have would be unlike anything she'd experienced before.



"Yes," she said, smiling at him, lust in her eyes. "I would love to do just that."


 

 

 

 


The End


 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please also consider checking out my other stories of mind control and mischief...


 

 


 
As You Wish... (The Collected Edition)



 


Aaron's life is good. He works a decent job, lives in a nice neighborhood, and has a loving family. But he has started to become bored, especially with his sex life. When he comes across a lamp that he is told can turn someone into his personal servant, he brings it home to his wife Emily, mostly as a joke. However, they soon find out the power of the lamp is real.



The couple explore a new dimension of their marriage with Aaron using the lamp to coax Emily into doing more adventurous things, including teasing their nosy neighbor Ralph. But when Ralph starts to get suspicions about what the lamp can do, things start to get complicated...


 


 
Click here

 to find out what happens with the lamp and how it affects Aaron, Emily, and Ralph.


 

 


 
Boudoir Photoshoot



 


Worried that her marriage might not be as exciting as it could be, conservative housewife Eliza decides that she wants to put together a boudoir photo shoot to surprise her husband. She wants some photos that are alluring and understated. But as the shoot progresses, she finds herself getting more adventurous with her poses and clothing choice...


 


Want to know how things end for Eliza?
 
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 


 
Dress Code Violation



 


Once again Deanna has to stay late at school to discipline one of her students. But there's something different about Lilith Schevchenko. And as Deanna speaks to her student more, she realizes that her thoughts are starting to change...


 


 
Click here

 to find out what happens to Deanna and Lilith.


 

 



The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


I thought it was strange when my wife told me that an old man in the park had given her a necklace while she was taking her walk. Even stranger was that they kept running into each other, and each of their encounters became more sexually charged than the last. But perhaps the strangest thing of all was that I somehow find myself being okay with everything that was happening between them...


 


Want to know if the husband allows his wife to continue seeing the old man?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



The Loud Neighbor



 


It was awkward going to confront my neighbor about how his nightly sexual romps were too loud and kept my wife and I awake. But somehow, after speaking with him, all I could think about was how much it turned me on. And after he went to apologize to my wife, well things really started to change...


 


Want to know exactly how this couple's life started to change?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn't in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



"Nice," he said. "Now tell us, why are you here today?"



"Johnny and I have a bet," she said. "He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I'm here to show him that he's wrong."



Flash.



"You're doing a great job of that so far," he said. "Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way."



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn't question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



"So, in your opinion, what's wrong with being slutty?"



"Nothing," she said. "It's just not who I am, and it certainly isn't who all women are."



Flash.



"Fair enough," he said. "Now lose the blouse. It's in the way of letting me see your upper body."



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn't recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn't one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan's face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



"Mr. Walker?" she said, smiling broadly.



"Yes, yes that's me," he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. "You can call me James."



"Megan," she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. "It's so nice to meet you."


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


"Here she is, boss," the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



"Do you know who I am?" he said, eventually.



"Um...no," Rachel said, her voice trembling.



"My name's Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district," he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. "I know all my girls, and you're not one of them. So who are you?"



"I...um..."



"She calls herself Roxy," the enforcer said, when Rachel didn't answer quickly enough.



"Roxy?" he said. "That's your name?"



"No, that's just...," she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. "My name's Rachel. Rachel Grisham."



"Okay, Rachel Grisham," Diego said. "What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?"



"I'm sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding," she said.



"Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?" he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



"Yes, really!" Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. "I'm not a prostitute."



"You aren't?" he said with a laugh. "You had me fooled."



"It's just this silly fantasy," she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. "I just. It's dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I'd just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and..."



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



"A fantasy?" Diego said with a chuckle.



"Yeah," Rachel squeaked. "Can I please go now?"



"Of course," he said, giving her a smile. "Like you said, it's just a misunderstanding."



"Oh, thank you!"



"But first, I have a question for you," he said, barring her way out of the alley.



"Okay," she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn't going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



"Why does this fantasy excite you?" he asked.



"Um, what?" she said, the question catching her off guard.



"Why are you pretending to be a hooker?" he said. "Why does that turn you on?"



"I..."



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



"Humor me," he said. "And then you can go. I'll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you're safe."



"Okay," Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



"I've been dating my husband since high school. I've never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me...I thought it was hot. I know it's not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn't at all like me."



"Well," Diego said, scratching his chin. "From what you're telling me, it sounds like you'd enjoy the lifestyle."



"No, I -- "



"Let's recap what you said."



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel's eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn't seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



"Yes," her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. "You love this cock, don't you?"



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn't even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



"It feels good to please me, to please your Master," Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



"Yes, so good," she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. "I love pleasing you, Master."



"Good girl," he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. "When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before."



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn't come.
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